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To  future  times,  and  life  in  fame  be  thine  ! 
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THE  LIFE  OF  S,IVIFT. 


TnE  life,  writings,  and  charadler  of  Swift,  have  fuccefiively  employed  the  refearches,  exercifed  the 
ftri<ftures,  and  exhaufted  the  praifes  of  Mrs.  Pilkington,  the  Earl  of  Orrery,  Deane  Swift,  Efq.  Dr. 
Delany,  Dr.  Hawkcfworth,  Dr.  Johnfon,  and  George-Monk  Berkeley,  Efq.  Their  fe  v^ral  publi- 
cations, which  place  his  chara6ier  in  very  different,  and  often  oppofite  points  of  light,  have  occafioned 
great  diverfity  in  the  judgments  formed  of  them  by  the  world,  according  to  the  different  degrees  o£ 
prejudice  or  candour  in  their  feveral  readers.  On  an  attentive  peruCtl,  it  will  be  found,  that  the 
narrations  of  Lord  Orrery,  Dr.  Hawkefworth,  Dr.  Johjifon,  and  Mr.  Sheridan,  entitle  them  to  the 
exclufive  appellation.of  his  biographers.  Dr.  Delany,  Mr.  Swift,  Mr.  Berkeley,  and  Mrs.  Pilking- 
ton, come  under  a  diiFerent  defcription.  The  three  former  mufl;  be  confidered  as  his  apologills, 
and  the  latter  as  a  retailer  of  entertaining  anecdotes.  Thefe  are  the  feveral  fources  from  which  the 
fadls  flated  in  the  prefent  account  are  chiefly  derived.  Some  particulars  of  his  early  life  are  takea 
from  the.  Anecdotes  of  the  Family  of  Sivifty  a  fragment,  written  by  himfelf,  which  now  exifls  in  his 
own  hand-v/nting,  in  the  Univerfity  Library  of  Dublin. 

Jonathan  Swift  was,  according  to  the  account  written  by  himfelf,  the  fon  of  Mr.  Jonathan  Swift, 
an  attorney,  and  was  born  in  Hoey's-Court,  in  the  parifh  of  St.  Werburgh,  Dublin,  on  the  30th 
of  November,  1667.  He  was  defcended  from  a  younger  branch  of  an  ancient  family  of  that  name 
in  Yorkfliirc.  His  grandfather,  the  Rev.  Thomas  Swift,  was  Vicar  of  Goodrich  in  Herefordfaire, 
and  married  Ehzabeth  Dryden,  aunt  of  the  great  poet,  by  whom  he  had  ten  fons  and  three  or  four 
daughters.  He  died  in  1658;  and,  of  his  fons,  fix  furvived  him,  Godwin,  Thomas,  Dryden,  Wil- 
Eam,  Jonathan,  and  Adam- 
Thomas  was  bred  at  Oxford,  and  took  orders:  he  married  tlie  eldefl:  daughter  of  Davenant,  and 
left  an  only  fon,  Thomas,  who  died  reifror  of  Puttenham  in  Surrey,  May  175a,  in  the  07th  year 
of  his  age.  Godwin  ftudied  the  law,  in  the  Inner-Temple,  and  was  called  to  the  bar  before  the 
Reftoration.  He  had  four  wives,  one  of  whom  was  a  relation  to  the  old  Marchionefs  of  Ormond ; 
and,  upon  that  account,  the  old  Duke  of  Ormond  made  him  his  Attorney-General,  in  the  palatinate 
of  Tipperary.  He  left  feveral  children,  who  obtained  eflates.  Wilham,  Dryden,  Jonathan,  and 
Adam,  were  attorneys,  who  all  lived  and  died  in  Ireland;  but  none  of  them  left  male  iffue  except 
Jonathan,  the  father  of  Swift. 

Jonathan,  at  the  age  of  twenty-three,  married  Abigail  Erick,  defcended  from  an  ancient  family 
of  that  name  in  Leicefterfliire,  but  with  little  or  no  fortune.  lie  died  young,  in  about  two  years 
after  his  marriage,  feven  weeks  before  the  birth  of  his  only  fon  ;  and,  as  he  v/as  but  juft  beginning 
the  world,  left  his  widow  and  an  infant  daughter  to  the  care  of  his  brother  Godwin. 

Wlien  Swift  was  a  year  old,  his  nurfe,  Vi^ho  was  a  native  of  Wliitehayen,  finding  it  neceffary  to 
vifit  a  fick  relation,  and  being  extremely  fond  of  the  infant,  ftple  him  on  fhipboard,  unknown  to 
his  mother  and  uncle,  and  carried  hiin  v/ith  her  to  Whitehaven,  where  he  continued  for  almoifc 
three  years ;  for,  when  the  matter  was  difcovered,  his  mother  fent  orders  not  to  hazard  a  fecond 
voyage  till  he  fnould  be  better  able  to  bear  it.  The  nurfe  was  fo  careful  of  him,'  that,  before  he  re- 
turned, he  had  learned  to  fpell,  and,  before  he  was  five  years  old,  he  Qould  read  any  chapter  in 
the  Bible. 

His  mother,  about  two  years  after  his  father's  death,  quitted  tht  family  of  his  uncle  Godwin,  and 
retired  to  Leicefler,  where  flie  was  chiefiy  fupported  by  prefents  and  contributions  from  her  relations. 

The  infancy  of  Swift  paffed  without  any  marks  of  difi:ind:ion.  At  the  age  of  fix  he  was  fent  to. 
the  School  of  Kilkenny,  and,  at  fourteen,  admitted  into  the  Univerfity  of  Dublin.  The  expence  of 
his  education  was  defrayed  by  his  uncle  Godwin,  who,  having  a  nurneroua  offspring,  by  four  wives, 
was  under  the  neceflity  of  reducing  his  allowance  as  low  as  poffible. 

His  other  relations  feemed  at  that  time  to  think  that  their  afliflrance  was  not  necelTary,  fo  that  ha 
was  obliged  to  make  the  beft  fliift  he  couid  with  the  fmall  pittance  afforded  by  his  uncle ;  who  was 
fuppofed  by  him,  as  well  as  by  the  reft  of  the  world,  to  be  in  circumllances  that  might  have  afforded 
a.  much  more  liberal  allowance,  without  prejudice  to  his  own  family. 

This  fuppofition  made  fo  deep'an'imrreulon  on  him,  that  he  never  afterwards  could  think  wi'..'» 


iv  T^E    LIFE    OF   SWIFT. 

patience  of  his  uncle  Godwin,  nor  could  heartily  forgive  the  ncgled  fliown  him  during  that  time  by: 

liis  otlier  relations. 

During  hi%  rcfideiice  at  College,  he  lived  with  great  regulvity  and  due  obfervance  of  the  ftatutes; 
bur  he  was  fo  dii'couiaged  and  funk  in  his  fpirits,  by  the  111  treatment  of  his  relations,  that  he  could 
not  be?r  to  give  the  neceflary  application  to  the  more  dry  parts  of  the  academic  fludies,  for  which 
Jic  bad  indeed  naturally  no  great  relifh;  and  paffed  iiis  time  chiefly  in  reading  books  of  hill  cry  and 
poetry,  which  were  better  fuited  to  his  tafte,  and  more  calculated  to  relieve  the  troubles  of  his  mind. 
In  confequrnce  of  this,  when  the  time  caiTie  for  his  taking  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Arts,  he  was 
flopped,  as  he  himfelf  espreffes  it,  "  for  dulnefs  and  infxjihciency,"  and  at  lafl  hardly  admitted,  in  a 
aiianntfr  little  to  his  credit,  as  it  was  inferted  in  the  College  regifter  that  he  obtained  it  f^eciali  gra- 
tia, by  fpecial  favour ;  where  it  flill  remains  upon  record. 

He  remained  in  the  College  near  three  years  after  this  difgrace,  not  through  choice,  but  neceflity, 
little  knov.'n  or  regrvrdcd.  By  fcholars  he  was  efteenicd  a  blockhead;  and,  as  the  lownefs  of  his, 
circumftanccs  would  not  permit  him  to  keep  company  of  an  equal  rank,  upon  an  equal  footing,  he 
fccrned  to  affociate  with  thofe  of  a  lower  ciafs,  or  to  be  obliged  to  thofe  of  a  higher. 

Shame,  however,  had  its  proper  efTccT:  in  producing  reformation  ;  for  he  refoived,from  that  time, 
lo  fludy  eight  hours  a-day,  and  }ie  continued  his  induilry  for  feven  years,  with  what  improvement 
is  generally  known.  * 

At  this  time  the  force  of  his  genius  broke  out,  ia  the  firfl  rude  draught  of  the  TcL'  of  a  Tuh,  writ- 
ten by  him  at  the  age  of  nineteen,  though  communicated  to  nobody  but  his  chamber-fellow  Mr. 
Waryng,  the  brother  of  the  lady  whq  received  his  juvenile  addrcflbs,  and  with  whom  he  corref- 
ponded  with  all  the  romantic  ardour  atleading  a  Crfl  paffion,  under  the  whimfieal  name  of  Var'tna. 

Scon  after,  his  uncle  Godwin  was  feized  with  a  lethargy,  and  the  broken  ftate  of  his  aflFairs  was 
made  public.  He  now  lofl  even  the  poor.fupport  that  he  had  before;  but  his  uncle  William  fup- 
plied  the  place  of  Godwin  to  him,  though  not  in  a  more  liberal  way,  which  could  not  be  expei51:e4 
ironi  his  circun-flances,  yet  with  fo  much  bet^tcr  a  grace  as  engaged  his  gratitude  afterwards. 

His  coufin  Willoughby  Swift,  eldeft  fon  of  his  uncle  Godv.'in,  hearing  of  his  father's  unhappy, 
circuniflances,  and  refleifling  that  Sv.  ift's  dcftitute  fituation  demanded  immediate  relief,  fent  him  a 
prefent  of  a  larger-  fam  tlian  ever  he  had  been  mafler  of  before. 

This  was  the  firft  time  that  his  diijpoiition  was  tried  with  regard  to  the  management  of  money; 
and  he  faid,  that  the  refleiflion  of  his  ccnftant  fufferings  tliroiigh  the  want  of  it,  made  him  nurfe  it: 
fo  well,  that  he  was  neyer  afterwards  without  fome  in  his  purlie. 

In  i638,  when  be  was  about  one-and-twenty,  he  went  to  confult  his  motlier,  who  lived  at  Lei- 
ceftcr,  about  the.  future  courfe  of  his  life  ;  and,  by  her  direction,  fclicited  the  advice  and  patronage 
of  Sir  William  Temple,  who  had  married  one  of  her  relations,  and  whofe  fa'her.  Sir  John  Temple, 
Mafier  of  the  Rolls  in  Ireland,  had  lived  in  great  familiarity  of  friendfiiip  with  his  uncle  Godwin, 
fcy  whom  he  had  been  till  that  tir.ie  maintained. 

Sir  William  Temple,  who  then  reCded  at.  Shene,  received  him  cheerfully  into  his  houfe,  and 
treated  him  with  that  hofpitable  kindnefs  to  which  family  connections  and  his  unfortunate  fituation 
pave  him  a  double  claim.  On  a  nearer  acquaintance,  hiskindn  .fs  to  him  was  increafed  from  motives 
ef  perfonal  regard,  and  he  took  upon  him  the  dirc<5lion  and  /uperintendence  of  his  fludies,  in  which 
\vt  found  his  progrefs  was  far  from  being  fo  great  as  might  have  been  expedited  from  his  courfe  of 
education  and  time  of  life. 

During  his  refidcncc  at  Shene,  he  became  known  to  King  William,  who  fometimes  vifited  Sir 
"U'illiam  Temple  when  he  was  difablcd  by  the  gout ;  and,  being  attended  by  Swi.^t  in  the  garden, 
Jhowcd  him  how  to  cut  afparagus  in  the  Dutch  way.  King  William  expreffed  his  kindnefs  to  Swift 
by  offering  to  make  liim  a  Captain  of  Horfe ;  but  Swift  appears  to  have  fixed  his  mind  very  early 
<jn  an  ecclcfiaflical  life;  and,  it  is  therefore  probable,  that,  upon  declining  this-  offer,  he  obtained  a 
promife  of  preferment  in  the  church,  for,  in  a  letter  to  his  uncle  William,  dated  1693,  he  fays,  "  I 
am  not  ro  take  orders  till  the  King  gives  me  a  Prebend." 

When  Sir  William  Temple  removed  to  Moor-Park,  after  the  fctt.lement  of  the  government,  he 
took  Swiit  with  him,  and  detained  him  two  years,  as  his  I'tiend  and  domeflic  companion. 

Being  much  opprcfl'ed  by  an  illncfs  vthich  he  contraded  in  Ireland  by  a  furfcit  of  fruit, 
that  broughf  on  a  coldnefs  of  ftomach  and  giddinefs,  with  deafncfs,  he  was  advifed  to  try  hie 
Tia:ive  air,  and  v/en':  to  Ireland ;  but,  finding  himfelf  growing  worfc  there,  he  focn  returne4  to 


T  H  E    I,  I  F  r,    O  F    S  W  1  F  T.  t 

Moor-Park,  where  he  conthiued  his  fludies,  upon  the  abatement  of  his  illnefs,  which,  with  irregular 
intermiflions,  purfued  hini  through  life,  and  at  hH  fent  him  to  the  grave  deprived  of  reafou. 

He  thought  exercife  of  great  neceffity,  and  ufed  to  run  up  and  do%<'n  a  hill,  about  half  a  mile  from 
the  houfe,  every  two  hours,  and  the  diilance  backwards  and  forwards,  in  about  fix  minutes. 

He  now  flood  high  in  Sir  William  Temple's  efleem,  though  he  had  written  nothing  that  could 
give  him  a  very  high  idea  of  his  genius,  except  the  Tale  of  a  Tub,  which  he  revifed  and  correded 
about  this  time,  and  probably  fhowed  to  his  patron. 

He  tried  his  flrength  only  in  PinJark  Odes  to  tlie  King,  to  Sir  William  Temple,  and  to  the  "  Athe- 
nian Society,"  in  which,  though  there  appeared  forae  vigour  of  mind,  and  efforts  of  an  uncom- 
mon genius,  yet  it  was  apparent  that  it  was  vigour  improperly  exerted,  and  the  efforts  of  a  genius 
mifapplied.     The  fentiments  were  Urained  and  crowded,  and  the  numbers  irregular  and  harfh. 

When  Sir  William  Temple  was  confulted  by  the  Earl  of  Portland  about  the  expedience  of  com- 
plying with  a  bill  then  depending  for  making  parliaments  triennial,  he  feht  Swift  to  Kenfmgton 
with  the  whole  account  in  writing,  to  convince  the  King  and  the  Earl  that  the  propofal  involved 
nothing  dangerous  to  royal  power.  But  the  predeteiminatici!  of  the  king  made  his  arguments,  and 
his  art  of  difplaying  them,  totally  ineire<5tual ;  and  the  meafure  was  rejected. 

The  confequence  of  this  wrong  flep  in  his  Alajefly,  he  cbferves,  was  very  unhappy  ;  for  although 
It  be  held  a  part  of  the  King's  prerogative  to  refufe  pafRng  a  bill,  yet  the  learned  in  the  law  think 
otherwife,  from  that  expreflion  ufed  at  the  coronation,  wherein  the  Prince  obligeth  himfelf  to  con- 
ftnt  to  all  laws,  quas  'vi/lgus  eL-gerit. 

In  this  fituation  Swift  continued,  ftlU  applying  clofe  to  his  fludies,  till  1692,  when  he  went 
to  Oxford  to  take  his  degree  of  Matter  of  Arts.  In  the  tcflimonial  which  he  produced  from  the 
pniverfity  of  Dublin,  the  words  of  dilgrace  were  omitted,  probably  by  the  influence  t>f  his  uncle 
William.  He  was  admitted  ad  euyidetn,  June  14.  and  took  his  Mafter's  degree  July  5th  1692  ;  with 
fuch  reception  and  regard  as  fully  contented  him. 

From  Oxford  he  returned  to  Moor-PaMc,  where  he  remained  two  years  longer,  in  expediation  of 
getting  fome  preferment  through  Sir  William  Temple's  intcreft  witii  the  King,  which  he  had  pro- 
niifed  to  exert  in  his  la-vour;  and,  in  this  time,  he  ailifted  him  in  the  reviful  and  correftion  of 
his  writings,  and  added  the  liigrejfwns  to  the  Tale  af  a  Tub. 

At  length,  quite  wearied  out  with  fruitlefa  expectation,  he  determined  to  leave  Sir  William  Temple, 
and  to  take  his  chance  in  the  world.  When  this  refolution  was  made  known  to  Sir  William,  he  re- 
ceived it  with  ardent  marks  of  dlfpleafUre  ;  but,  that  he  m.ight  feem  to  fuliil  his  promife,  he  offered 
him  an  employment  then  vacant,  in  the  office  of  the  rolls  in  Ireland,  of  about  100  1.  a-year.  Swift, 
with  great  readinefs  and  fpirit,  replied,  "  that  fince  he  had  now  an  opportunity  of  living  without 
being  driven  into  the  church  for  a  riiaintenaiice,  he  was  refolved  to  go  to  Ireland  to  take  holy  or- 
ders;" and  fo  he  went  away  in  difcontent. 

While  he  lived  at  Moor-Park,  he  ufed  to  pay  his  riiother  at  Leicefter  an  yearly  vifit.  He  travel- 
led on  foot,  unlefs  the  violence  of  the  weather  drove  him  into  a  waggon ;  he  dined  at  obfcure  ale- 
houfes,  among  pedlars  and  oftlers;  and  at  night,  he  would  go  to  a  penny  lodging,  where  he  pro'^ 
cured'clean  flieets  for  iixpeiice.  This  practice  Icfeie  have  afcribed  to  avaric-,  and  others,  perhaps 
with  more  probability,  to  his  defire  of  furvcylng  human  life  through  all  its  varieties. 

He  went  over  to  Ireland,  and  v/as  ordained  in  September  1694.  He  had. at  firfl:  no  higher  views 
in  the  churcli  than  the  Chaplaihfliip  to  the  FatSory  at  i.ifbon;  but  being  recommended  to  Lord 
Capel,  then  Lord  Deputy  of  Ireland,  hfe  obtained  the  Prebend  of  Kilroot.in  the  diccefe  of  Connor,  of 
about  100  I.  a-year. 

Soon  aficr,  upon  receiving  a  letter  from  Sir  "William  Temple,  with  an  invitation  to  Moor-Fark^ 
he  refigned  his  living  to  a  poor  curare  who  had  only  40 1.  a-year,  for  the  maintenance  of  a  very 
tumerons  family  of  children,  and  returned  to  Engl~nd. 

The  circumftances  attending  this  a(il  of  benevolence  are  v/ell  defcfibed  by  Air.  Sheridan  ;  and  the 
following  reflediou  on  the  "  exquifite  pleafure"  v/hich  it  afforded  the  heatt  of  Swift,  is  fingulariy 
happy,  both  fbr  the  thought  and  the  expreffion :  '•  Nor  is  this  to  be  wondered  at,  fmce  it  was  the 
firfl  opportunity  he  ever  had  of  letting  loofe  that  fpirit  of  generofity  and  benevolence,  whofe  great- 
ncfs  and  vigour,  when  pent  up  in  his  own  breall  by  poverty  and  depcndsncc,  f^rvcd  only  a*  an  e»i] 
ff  irlt  to  torment  him."  ' 
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The  editor  of  the  late  edition  of  the  "  Tatler/'  has  afcribed  his  leaving  Kilroot  to  no  lefs  a  crime 
than  an  attempt  to  commit  a  rape.  This  ridiculous  charge  is  refuted  by  Mr.  Berkeley,  with  a  mix- 
ture of  contempt  and  indignation  which  it  •well  deferves.  It  has  alfo  been  contradidcd  in  the 
"  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  by  the  perfon  on  whofe  authority  it  wasrefted  ;  and  is  too  palpably  ab- 
furd  to  be  cred  ted,  even  by  thofe  who  may  meet  with  the  accufation  without  feeing  the  defence. 

He  arrived  at  Moor-Park,  in  1695,  with  fourfcore  pounds  in  his  pocket,  after  fomewhat  more 
than  a  year's  abfence.  The  infirmities  of  Sir  William  Temple  made  him  more  neceffary  than  ever; 
and  having,  perhaps,  equally  repented  their  reparation,  they  lived  on  together  with  mutual  fatisfac- 
tion.  In  the  four  years  that  paiTed  between  his  return  and  Sir  William  Temple's  death,  he  was 
fully  and  ufefully  employed.  He  took  upon  himfelf  the  office  of  Preceptor  to  his  niece,  teachiil|[ 
her  Englifhj  s-rA  diretfting  her  in  a  proper  courfe  of  reading.  At  the  fame  time,  Mifs  Johnfon, 
daughter  of  his  fleward,  afterwards  fo  well  known  by  the  name  of  SuHa,  partook  of  the  benefit  of 
the  fame  inftrudtion.  She  was  at  that  time  about  fourteen  years  of  age,  beautiful  in  her  perfon,  and 
poffeffed  of  fuch  fine  talents  as  made  Swift  take  great  delight  in  cultivatirtg  and  improving  her 
mind.     At  thia  time  too  he  wrote' the  Batfle  of  the  Boo£s^  in  honour  of  his  great  and  learned  friend. 

In  1699,  Sir  William  Temple  died,  and  left  a  legacy,  with'  his  manufcripts,  to  Swift ;  for  whom 
he  had  obtained  frbm  King  William  a  promife  of  the  firft  prebend  that  fhould  be  vacant  at  Wefl- 
niinfler  or  Canterbury. 

Upon  the  death  of  his  patron,  he  removed  to  London,  and  foon  after  cledicated  to  the  King  the 
poflhumous  works  with  v.hich  he  was  intruded ;  but  neither  the  dedication,  nor  a  memorial  whicli 
he  thought  proper  to  prcfcnt,  revived  in'  King  William  the  remembrance  of  his  promife.  He  at- 
tended the  court  awhile,  but  foon  found  his  folicltations  hopelefs-  He  exonerated  the  King  fo  far 
as  to  fay  often  that  he  believed  the  memorial  was  never  received. 

•  He  therefore  readily  accepted  of  an  offer  made  to-  him  by  the  Earl  of  Berkeley  to  accompany  him 
into  Ireland  as  his  Chaplain  and  Private  Secretary ;  but  after  having  done  the  bufinefs  of  fecretar/ 
till  their  arrival  at  Dublin,  be  then  found  that  one  Bulla  had  perfuaded  his  Lordfhip  that  a  Clergy- 
man was  not  a  proper  fecretary,  and  had  obtained  the  office  for  himfelf. 

He  revenged  himfelf  by  a  feverc  copy  of  verfes  againft  the  governor  and  his  new  made  fecretary, 
which  were  everywhere  handed  about,  to  their  no  fmall  mortification. 

Lord  Berkeley  had  foon  after  the  difpofal  of  the  Deanery  of  Derry,  and  Swift  expelled  to  obtain 
it ;  but  by  the  fecretary's  being  fecured  by  a  bribe  of  1000  1.  it  was  bellowed  en  another ;  ancf 
Swift  was  difmiffed  with  the  Redlory  of  Agher,  and  the  Vicarages  of  Laracor  and  Rathbeggan,  in 
the  diocefe  of  Meath,  which,  together,  did  not  equal  half  the  value  of  the  deanery. 

He  continued' fJU  in  his  office  of  Chaplain  to  Lord  Berkeley,  from  the  refpecSl  which  he  had  for 
his  Lady,  whofe  virtues  he  has  celebrated  in  the  introdudiion  to'  the  Frojeff  for  the  Ad-vancement  of 
Rdigioti. 

About  this  time,  his  true  humorous  vein  in  poetry  began  to  difplay  itfelf  in  feveral  little  pieces, 
written  for  the  entertainment  of  Lord  Berkeley's  family ,^particularly  that  incomparable  piece  of  low 
huniour,  called  The  humble  Petition  of  Mrs.  Frances  Harris,  \^c. 

When  Lord  Berkeley  quitted  the  government  of  Ireland,  Swift  went  to  refide  on  his  living  at 
Laracor,  where  he  read  prayers  on  Wednefdays  and  Fridays,  and  performed  all  the  offices  of  hiy 
profeffien  with  great  decency  and  exaiflnefs. 

Soon  after  his  fettlemcnt  at  Laracor,  he  invited  to  Ireland  his  lovely  pupil  Mifs  Johnfon,  to  whom 
Sir  William  Temple,  in  confideratiou  of  her  father's  faithful  fervices,  had  left  1000  1.  With  her 
came  a  lady  of  the  name  of  Diiigley,  who  was  related  to  the  Temple  family,  and  whofe  whole  for- 
tune was  an  annuity  of  .i;*  1.  With  thefe  ladies  he  pafled  his  liours  of  relaxation,  and  to  them  he 
opened  his  bofom ;  but  they  never  refided  in  the  fame  houfe.  They  lived  at  the  parfonage  when 
he  was  away,  and  wl-.en  he  returned,  removed  to  a  lodging,  or  to  the  houfc  of  Dr.  Raymond,  a 
neighbouring  clergyman,  at  Trim, 

Mifs  Johnfon  was  then  eighteen,  and,  by  his  own  account,  had  the  moft  and  finefl  accomplifhmcnts' 
ef  any  perfon  he  had  ever  known  of  either  fex.  Yet  he  ftudioufly  avoided  the  appearance  of  any 
tender  attachment  to  her,  and  never  faw  or  convcrfed  with  her  but  in  the  prefence  of  fome  third- 
perfon. 

Whatever  inclination  he  might  formerly  have  had  to  matrimony,  it  was  now  much  changed.    A 
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ftw  years  abfence,  and  fome  newly  difcovered  faults,  made  him  wifli  to  put  p.n  enA  to  a  correfpon- 
dence  in  the  ftyle  of  courtlhip,  which  had  been  carried  on  for  feme  time  with  Mifs  Wuryng.  The  cir- 
rumftances  of  that  affair  are  laid  open  in  an  unlover-like  and  didatorial  epiiile  tO  Mifi  Waryng,  dated 
May  4.  1700,  the  deCgn  of  which  fccms  evidently  to  have  been  to  break  off  the  match,  but  in  fuch 
a  way  as  that  the  refufal  mjght  come  from  the  lady.  The  fubfequent  fortunes  of  Mifs  Waryng  are  not 
known ;  but  it  is  probable  Swift's  connexion  with  her  might  occafion  the  myflerious  condu(5t  he  ob- 
fef  ved  towards  Mifs  Johnfon. 

Ambition,  not  love,  was  his  predominant  paflion.  Urged  by  this  reftlefs  fpirit,  he  every  year  paid 
a  vifit  to  England,  in  hopes  of  finding  fome  favourable  opportunity  of  diftinguilhing  himfelf,  and- 
pufhing  his  fortune  in  the  world. 

His  firft  political  trd6l,  intituled  A  B'ifcourfe  of  the  ConieJJs  and  B'ljfcnthns  in  Athens  and  Rome,  was  pub- 
liflied  in  1701,  at  the  time  whea  the  nation  was  in  a  ferment  on  account  of  the  impeachment  of 
the  Earls  of  Portland  and  Orford,  Lord  Somers  and  Lord  Halifax,  by  the  Houfe  of  Commons.  He 
concealed  his  name  ;  nor  wds  he,  though  he  fided  with  the  Whigs,  at  that  time  connetfled  with  any 
of  the  leaders  of  that  party.  His  motives  were  wholly  of  a  public  nature,  and  fuch  as  became  his 
"  truly  difinterefted  and  patriotic  fpirit.  This  was  the  cnly  piece  he  ever  explicitly  avowed  as  his 
own  produ6lion.  With  refpevSl  to  all  his  other  publications,  to  which  he  did  not  afSx  his  name,  he 
left  the  world  to  make  its  own  corjecSures  with  regard  to  the  author.  He  maintained  a  kind  of 
dignified  referve,  and  feemed  always  to  court  that  e<iuivocal  fliade  which  "  half  Ihowed,"  and  "  half 
veiled"  his  intentions  and  purfuits. 

The  fame  year,  he  took  the  degree  of  Do<ftor  in  Divinity: 

In  1704,  he  pubhflied,  ne  Tale  of  a  Tub,  which  he  had  kept  by  him  eight  years.  Mr.  Sherldait 
confiders  it  as  a  work  truly  friendly  to  the  interefts  of  religion,  by  weakening  of  the  pov/ers  of  po- 
pery and  fanaticifm;  but,  it  is  certain,  that  moll  of  the  ferious  part  of  the  clergy  and  the  laity,  even 
among  the  high-church-men,  bluflied  for  the  author,  and  thought  religion  the  lafl:  thing  he  troubled 
fcimfeif  about.  It  has  been  afcribed  by  Mr.  Cookfey,  in  his  "  Life  of  Lord  Somers,"  to  that  no- 
bleman ;  but  he  himfelf  did  not  deny  that  he  was  the  author,  when  Archbifhop  Sharp  and  the  Du- 
chefs  of  Somerfet,  by  {bowing  it  to  the  Queen,  debarred  him  from  a  bifhopric. 

After  the  publication  of  this  work,  his  acquaintance  was  much  fought  after  by  all  perfons  of  talts 
xnd  genius.  There  \vas,  particularly,  a  very  clofe  conne6i:i«n  between  him  and  Addifon,  which  ended 
in  a  Cncere  and  lafting  friendfliip  ;  and  he  lived  in  the  grsateft  intimacy  with  Congreve,  Arbuthnot, 
Prior,  Pope,  Gay,  Parnell,  Garth,  Berkeley,  and  others  of  inferior  note. 

In  1708,  he  publiflied  The  Sentiments  of  a  Church-af- England  Man.,  the  ridicule  of  afirology,  under 
the  name  of  Bickerfaff^  the  Argument  againfi  abolifjing  Chrijlianity\  and  the  defence  of  the  Sacramental, 
"Tef. 

In  thefe  publications  Swift  does  not  rife  fuperior  to  the  prejudices  which  agitated  the  contendinp" 
parties  of  thofe  days.  His  principles  of  toleration  may  be  clearly  perceived  to  have  been  inimical  to 
a  general  liberty  of  confcience.  He  fpealcs  the  language  of  thofe  days,  when  bigotry,  under  the  fpe- 
cious  names  of  zeal  and  orthodoxy,  fhook  the  very  pillars  of  the  Reformation  ;  and,  while  it  pre- 
tended to  fecure  the  chimb  from  da:iger,  was  undermining  the  befl  interefls  of  truth,  rehgion,  and 
liberty. 

The  attention  paid  to  the  paper  publiflied  under  the  name  of  Bickerfaff,  induced  Steele,  when  he 
projedled  the  "  Tatler,"  to  affume  an  appellation  which  had  already  gained  poffeffion  of  the  rea- 
der's notice. 

In  1709,  he  publiflied  a  ProjeEi for  the  ad^jancement  of  Religion,  addreffed  to  Lady  Berkeley,  by  whofe 
tindnefs  It  is  not  unlikely  that  he  was  advanced  to  his  benefices,  but  chiefly  calculated  ?or  tha 
Queen's  perufal^  being  covertly  aimed  at  the  deftrudlion  of  the  Whigs  or  Low-church-party. 

After  the  publication  of  this  piece,  Swift  went  to  Ireland,  where  he  paffed  much  of  his  time  with 
Addifon,  then  Secretary  to  the  Earl  of  Wharton,  Lord  Lieutenant  of  that  kingdom. 

Upon  the  change  of  affairs  at  court  the  following  year,  when  the  Tory  minifl;ry  vvas  appointed, 
Swift  was  employed  by  the  biftiops  of  Ireland  to  folicit  the  Queen  for  a  remiffion  of  the  firft-fruits 
and  twentieth-parts  to  the  Irifli  clergy. 

He  arrived  in  Londor-  with  his  credentials,  in  September  1710,  and  waited  {upon  Harlcy,  t« 
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whom  he  was  mentioned  as  aiVian  negledied  and  oppreffed  by  the  laft  miniftry,  tecanf'e  he  had  rs* 

fufed  to  co-operate  with  fome  of  their  fchemes. 

Harley  was  glad  of  an  auxiliary  fo  well  qualified  for  his  fervice,  and  readily  admitted  him  to  fa- 
huliarity  and  his  entire  confidence. 

He  was  admitted  to  thofe  meetings  in  which  the  firll  hints  and  original  plan  of  adlion  are  fup- 
pofedto  have  been  formed;  and  was  one  of  the  fixtecn  minifters,  or  agents  of  the  nruniflry,  who  met 
weekly  at  each  other's  houfes,  and  were  united  by  the  name  of  "  Brother." 

He  continued,  however,  to  converfi  indifcriminately  with  all  the  wits,  and  was  yet  a  friend  to 
Steele,  and  contributed  to  the  "  Tatler,"  which  began  in  April,  1709. 

At  this  time,  and  during  his  coniiedlion  with  the  Tory  miniftry,  he  kept  a  regular  journal  of  all 
the  mofl  remarkable  events,  as  well  as  little  anecdotes,  which  he  tranfmitted  every  fortnight  to 
Stella,  the  name  by  which  he  called  Mifs  Johnfon,  for  private  p^ufal,  and  that  of  Mrs.  Dingley. 
This  journal  was  luckily  preferved,  and  fome  time  fince  given  to  the  world. 

He  was  now  immerging  into  political  controverfy.  The  writers  on  both  fides  had  before  this 
taken  the  field.  On  the  Whig  fide  were  Addifon,  Burnet,  Steele,  Congreve,Rowe,and  many  others 
of  lefs  note.  On  the  Tory  fide,  the  chief  .writers  w^ere  Bolingbroke,  Atterbury,  Prior,  Freind  and 
Xing.  They  had  publilhed  twelve  numbers  of  a  weekly  paper,  called  The  Exaiv'mcr,  whe*  Swift 
declared  himfelf.  The  whole  condu(S  of  the  paper  was,  from  that  time,  put  into  his  hands.  He 
entered  the  field  alone  ;  he  fcorned  afuflance  ;  and  defpifed  numbers.  His  firft  paper  was  publiflied 
l^Tovember  a.  1710,  No.  13.  of  The  Examiner ;  and  he  continued  them  without  inttrruptidn  till 
June  7.  1711,  when  he  dropped  it,  clofing  it  with  No.  44,  and  then  leaving  it  to  be  carried  on  by 
jMrs.  Manley,  and  other  hands. 

In  1 711,  he  publifhed  a  Letter  to  the  OSioher  Club,  "  a  fet  of  above  a  hundred  parliament-men  of  ' 
the  country,  who  drank  Odlober  beer  at  home,  and  met  every  evening  at  a  tavern  near  the  parlia- 
ment to  confult  on  affairs,  and  drive  things  to  extremes  againft  the  Whigs;  to  call  the  old  miniftry 
lo  account,  and  get  off  five  or  fix  heads."  Swift  fecms  to  have  concurred  in  opinion  with  the 
•violent  members  of  his  own  party;  but  It  was  not  in  his  power  to  quicken  the  tardinefs  of  Harley, 
whom  he  ftimuJated  as  much  as  he  could,  but  with  little  effciSI:.  His  Letter,  however,  put  an  end  to 
ihc  cabals  of  the  Oaober  Club. 

The  next  year,  he  publiftied  a  propofal  fof  corredling,  improving,  and  afcertalning  tlie  Engliih 
Tongue,  in  a  letter  to  Harley ;  "  written,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  without  much  knowledge  of  the 
general  nature  of  language,  and  without  any  accurate  inquiry  into  the  hiftory  of  other  tongues. 
The  certainty  and  ftability  which,  contrary  to  all  experience,  he  thinks  attainable,  he  propofes  to 
fecure  by  inflituting  an  academy,  the  decrees  of  which  every  man  would  have  been  willing,  and 
many  would  have  been  proud  to  difobey ;  and  whicli,  being  renewed  by  fucceffive  eledlions,  would 
an  a  fhort  time  have  differed  from  itfelf." 

The  fame  year,  he  publilhed  his  celebrated  political  trad,  called  Toe  Cotmtia  of  the  Allies.  The 
purpofe  was  to  perfuade  the  nation  to  a  peace  ;  and  never  had  any  publication  more  fuccefs.  It  is 
faid  that  eleven  thoufand  were  fold  in  lefs  than  a  month.  To  its  propagation  certainly  no  agency 
of  power  or  influence  was  wanting.  It  furnifhed  arguments  for  converfation,  fpecches  for  debate, 
and  materials  for  parliamentary  refolutions. 

It  was  followed  by  his  Burner  Treaty,  which  carries  on  the  defign  of  the  tondua  of  the  Allies,  and 
his  Remarls  on  the  B'ifhop  ofSarvm's  IntrcditSlion  to  the  third  Vohime  of  his  Hijlory  of  the  Reformation,  in 
vhich  he  treats  Burnet  like  a  political  antagonift,  whom  he  is  glad  of  an  opportunity  to  infult. 

The  miniftry  were  not  unmindful  of  his  merits,  and  had  recommended  him  to  the  Queen  to  fill 
a  vacant  bifhopric  ;  but  the  recommendation  was  Oppofed  by  Archbifhop  Sharp,  who  ufed  this  re- 
markable expreflion,  «  that  her  Majefty  ftiould  be  fure  that  the  man  whom  flie  was  going  to  make 
a  bifhop  was  a  Chriftian."  The  Cuchefsof  Somerfet  alfo  IhoWed  the  Queen  thait  exceffive  bitter 
copy  of  verfes  which  Swift  had  written  againft  her,  called  The  IVindfor  Prophecy.  As  a  mark  of  her 
difpleafure,  the  Queen  paffed  Swift  by,  and  beftowed  the  biftiopric  on  another. 

As  foon  as  it  was  known  that  he  was  in  difgrace  with  the  Queen,  his  court  friends  either  dcferted 
him  or  looked  coldly  on  him.  Speeches  were  made  againft  him  in  both  Houfes  of  Parliament.  The 
Scottifii  Peers  went  in  a  body  to  the  Queen  to  complain  of  the  author  of  a  pamphlet,  called  the 
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Public  Spirit  of  tic  Jvln^s.,  written  in  anfwer  to  Steele's  "  Crifis,"  in  which  were  many  paflages  in- 
jurious to  the  honour  of  their  nation. 

His  friend  Harley,  however,  and  the  reft  of  the  miniftry,  exerted  their  influence  fo  ftrongly  in 
his  behalf,  that  he  foon  appeared  again  at  court,  in  higher  favour  than  ever. 

In  April  1713,  he  was  appointed  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's  in  Dublin,  the  beft  preferment  the  miniftry 
•would  venture  to  give  him.  "  That  miniftry,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  was,  in  a  great  degree,  fup- 
ported  by  the  clergy,  who  were  not  yet  reconciled  to  the  author  of  the  Tale  of  a  Tub,  and  would 
not,  without  much  difcontent  and  indignation,  have  borne  to  fee  him  inftalled  in  an  Englifli  ca- 
thedral." 

In  June  following,  he  went  to  take  poffeflion  of  his  deanery  ;  but  was  not  fuffered  to  flay  in  Ire- 
land more  than  a  fortnight  before  he  was  recalled  to  England,  that  he  might  reconcile  Harley  and 
JBolingbroke,  who  began  to  look  on  one  another  with  malevolence,  which  every  day  increafed. 

Upon  his  arrival,  he  contrived  an  Interview  at  Lord  Mafham's,  from  which  they  both  departed' 
difcontcnted ;  he  procured  a  feeond,  which  only  convinced  him  that  the  breach  was  irreconcilable. 
He  told  them  his  opinion,  that  all  was  loft,  and  that  he  was  determined  to  have  no  further  concern 
with  public  affairs. 

By  the  dilTenfion  of  his  great  fViends,  his  Importance  was  now  at  an  end ;  and  feeing  his  fervices  at 
laft  ufelefs,  he  returned  in  June  1714,  to  a  friend's  houfe  atLetcomb  in  Berkfhlre,  where  he  wrote 
that  fplrited  pamphlet,  called  Free  Thoughts  on  the  prefent  State  of  Affairs ;  but  the  death  of  the  Queen, 
foon  after  it  went  to  prefs,  put  a  ftop  to  the  publication. 

This  event  broke  down  at  once  the  whole  fyftem  of  Tory  politics,  put  an  end  to  all  Swift's  noble 
defigns  for  the  public  good,  and  cut  offal!  his  own  future  profpeiSls. 

There  is  an'admirable  picture  given  of  him  upon  this  occafion,  by  a  few  ftrokes  of  the  m'afterly 
pen  of  Arbuthnot:  "  I  have  fecn  a  letter,"  he  writes  Pope,  "  from  Dean  Swift;  he  keeps  up  his 
Boble  fplrit ;  and  though,  like  a  man  knocked  down,  you  may  behold  him  ftill  witli  a  ftern  counte- 
nance, and  aiming  a  blow  at  his  adverfaries." 

The  brlghteft  and  moft  important  part  of  his  life  paffed  during  the  four  laft  years  of  Queen  Anne, 
when  his  faculties  were  in  full  vigour,  and  occafions  for  difplaying  them  arofe  adequate  to  their 
greatnefs. 

It  Is  recorded  to  his  honour^  and  to  animate  others  by  his  example,  that,  during  his  connexion 
with  thofe  who  were  in  the  higheft  rank,  and  who  in  every  rank  would  have  been  great,  he  would 
never  fuffer  himfelf  to  be  treated  but  as  an  equal,  and  repulfed  every  attempt  to  hold  him  in  de- 
pendence, or  keep  him  at  diftance,  with  the  utmoft  refentment  and  indignation. 

It  happened  upon  fome  occafion  that  Harley  fent  him  a  bank  bill  of  JqI.  by  his  private  fecretary, 
Mr.  Lewis,  which  he  inftantly  returned  with  a  letter  of  expoftulatlon  and  complaint ;  but  he  ac- 
cepted afterwards  a  draught  of  looo  1.  upon  the  Exchequer,  which  was  Intercepted  by  the  Queen's 
death. 

When  he  was  defired  by  Harley  to  introduce  Parnell  to  his  acquaintance,  he  refufed,  upon  this 
principle,  that  a  man  of  genius  was  a  charader  fuperlor  to  a  lord  In  a  high  ftation.  He  therefore 
obliged  him  to  walk  with  his  treafurer's  ftaflfrom  room  to  room,  inquiring  which  was  Fainell,  in 
order  to  introduce  himfelf,  and  beg  the  honour  of  his  acquaintance. 

As  to  his  political  principles,  if  his  own  account  of  them  is  to  be  believed,  he  was  always  againfh 
a  popilh  fuccelTor  to  the  crown,  whatever  title  he  might  have  by  proximity  of  blood ;  nor  did  he  re- 
gard the  right  line  upon  any  other  account  than  as  it  was  eftabiifhed  by  law,  and  had  much  weight 
in  the  opinions  of  the  people.  He  was  of  opinion,  that  when  the  grievances  fuffered  under  a  prefent 
government  became  greater  than  thora  which  mig'nt  piobabiy  be  expefled  from  changing  it  by 
■violence,  a  revolution  was  juftifiabls  ;  ?.:'d  this  he  believed  to  have  been  the  cafe  in  that  which  was 
brought  about  by  the  Prince  of  Orange.  He  had  a  mortal  antipathy  to  ftanding  armies  in  times 
of  peace  ;  and  v^as  of  opinion,  that  our  liberty  could  never  be  fecured  upon  a  firm  foundation,  till 
the  ancient  law  fhould  be  revived,  by  which  our  parliaments  were  made  annual.  He  abominated 
the  political  fcheme  of  fetting  up  a  monied  intereft  in  oppofilion  to  the  landed,  and  was  an  enemy 
to  a  temporary  fufpenfion  of  the  Habeas  Corpus  aiS.  In  thefe  opinions,  and  in  his  general  fcheme  of 
politics,  Harley  was  known  to  concur ;  but  Bolirgbroke  fought  to  gratify  his  ambition  by  fccretly 
promoting  the  reftoration  of  the  exiled  family. 
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The  period  of  his  political  importance  is  diftinguilhed  by  the  commencement  of  his  paffion  for 
l^Iifs  Efther  Vanhomrigh,  celebrated  by  the  name  of  Faneja,  whofe  hiftory  is  too  well  knoivn  to 
be  minutely  repeated. 

The  date  of  it  may  be  traced  to  March  171a,  when  a  remarkable  change  took  place  in  his  manner 
•f  writing  to  Mifsjohnfon. 

Mifs  Vanhomrigh  was  a  young  woman  fond  of  literature,  whom  he  took  pleafure  in  direiSing  and 
inftru(fting  ;  till,  from  being  proud  of  his  praife,  flie  grew  fond  of  his  perfon,  and  ventured  to  make 
him  a  propofal  of  marriage. 

f-Ie  now,  for  the  firfl  time,  felt  what  the  pafTion  of  love  was,  with  all  its  attendant  fymptoms, 
which  he  had  before  cnly  known  from  defcription,  and  which  he  was  now  enabled  to  defcribe  him- 
felf  in  the  ftrongefl  colours.  In  this  fituation,  foon  after  his  return  from  his  inftallation,  in  17134 
he  wrote  that  beautiful  poem,  called  Cadenus  and  Fanejfa,  in  which  he  is  charatfterifed,  under  the 
name  of  Cadenus  by  the  tranfpofition  of  the  letters  in  the  word  Decanus,  the  Dean.  His  firft  defign 
feems  to  have  been  to  break  off  the  connexion  in  the  politeft  manncr'poffible.  To  foften  the  harfh- 
nefs  of  a  refufal  of  her  hand,  the  greateft  of  mortifications  to  a  woman,  young,  beautiful,  and  pof- 
fcffed  of  a  good  fortune  ;  he  painted  all  her  perfections,  both  of  body  and  mind,  in  fuch  glowing 
colours,  as  muft  at  leaft  have  highly  gratified  her  vanity,  and  fnown  that  he  was  far  from  being 
infcnfible  to  her  charms,  though  prudence  forbade  his  yielding  to  his  Inclinations.  If  it  be  faid  that 
he  Ihould  have  checked  a  paflion  which  he  never  meant  to  gratify,  recourfe  muft  be  had  to  that 
Extenuation  which  he  fo  much  defpifed,  "  men  are  but  men."  Perhaps,  however,  he  did  not  know 
his  own  mind_;  and,  as  he  reprefents  himfelf,  was  undetermined. 

A  poem  written  in  fuch  exquifite  tafle,  of  which  flie  was  the  fubjed,  and  where  fhe  faw  herfclf 
eheft  out  in  the  moft  flattering  colours,  was  not  likely  to  adminiller  to  her  cure  ;  on  die  contraryj 
it  only  ferved  to  add  frelh  fuel  to  the  flame. 

Meantime,  the- unfortunate  Stella  languifhed  in  abfence  and  negled.  The  journal  was  not  re- 
newed ;  while  a  continual  intercourfs  was  kept  up  between  Vanejfa  and  him.  She  was  the  firft 
perfon  he  wrote  to  on  his  retirement  to  Letcoumb,  before  the  Queen's  death,  and  the  laft  in  his  de- 
parture from  that  place  to  Ireland ;  whether  fhe  foon  followed. 

He  arrived  in  a  much  more  gloomy  ftate  of  mind  than  before.  In  the  triumph  of  the  Whio-s; 
he  met  with  every  mortification  that  a  fpirit  like  his  could  poflTibly  be  expofed  to.  The  people  of 
Ireland  were  irritated  againft  him  beyond  meafure,  and  every  indignity  was  offered  him  as  he 
walked  the  ftreets  of  Dublin.  Nor  was  he  only  infulted  by  the  rabble  ;  but  perfons  of  diftinguilhed 
rank  forgot  the  decorum  of  common  civility,  to  give  him  a  perfonal  affront.  While  his  pride  was  . 
hurt  by  fuch  indignities,  his  more  tender  feelings  were  often  wounded  by  bafe  ino'ratitude. 

In  fuch  a  fituation,  he  found  it  in  vain  xh  ftruggle  againft  the  tide  that  oppofed  him.  He  filently 
yielded,  and  retired  from  the  world  to  difcharge  liis  duties  as  a  clergyman,  and  attend  to  the  arc 
•f  his  deanery.  ' 

He  filled  his  hcu;-s  with  feme  hIfi:orical  attempts  relating  to  the  Change  of  the  Mhujlry,  and  the 
Conuuci  of  the  M:n]jlry.  He  likewife  finifiied  a  Hif  ory  cf  the  Four  lafi  Tears  of  ^een  Anne, 'V<'\\\q\\  he. 
began  in  her  lifetime,  and  laboured  with  great  attention,  but  never  publiflicd.  It  was  afterwards 
publifaed  by  Dr.  Lucas ;  but  failed  to  fatisfy  the  curiof-ty  vvihich  it  excited.   • 

He  was  now  to  contrive  how  he  might  be  beft  accommodated  in  a  country  where  he  confidered 
himfelf  in  a  ftate  of  exile.  He  opened  his  houfe  by  a  public  table  two  days  a-week,  and  found  his 
entertainments  gradually  frequented  by  vlfitants  of  learning  among  the  men,  and  of  elegance  among 
the  women.  Mifs  Johnfon  hud  left  the  country,  and  lived  in  lodgings  not  far  from  the  deanery. 
On  his  public  days  fhe  regulated  the  table  ;  but  appeared  at  it  as  a  mere  gueft,  like  other  ladies; 

On  other  days,  he  often  dined  at  a  ftated  price,  with  Mr.  Worral,  a  clergyman  of  his  cathedral, 
whofe  houfe  was  recommended  by  the  peculiar  iieatnefa  and  plcafantry  of  his  wife.  To  this  frugal 
mode  of  living,  he  was  firft  difpofcd  by  care  to  pay  forac  debts  which  he  had  contradlcd  ;and  he 
continued  it  for  the  purpofe  of  accumulating  money. 

In  1 716,  he  was  privately  married  to  Mifs  Johnfon,  by  Dr.  Afhe,  bifliop  of  Clogher,  to  whom 
he  had  been  a  pupil  in  the  College,  and  who  was  the  common  friend  to  both,  in  fettling  the  condi- 
tions of  this  extraordinary  union.  The  marriage  made  no  change  in  their  mode  of  life;  they  lived 
in  feparate  lioufes  as  before ;  nor  did  fhe  ever  lodge  in  the  deanery  but  when  Swift  was  feized  with- 
a  fit  of  gi Jdinefs. 
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buring  almoft  fix  years  after  his  return  to  Ireland,  he  kept  his  refolution  of  not  meddling  at  all 
with  public  affairs.  In  lyao,  when  the  ferment  feemed  to  have  fubfidcd,  he  publiflied  his  firfl.  pd» 
litical  pamphlet  relative  to  Ireland,  intituled,  A  Propofalfor  the  unlvetfal  Ufeoflrijb  ManufaSiures.  The 
effed:  of  this  tradl  is  well  known.  It  roufed  the  indignation  of  the  miniRry  :  a  profecution  againft. 
the  printer  was  commenced,  though  it  came  to  nothing  in  the  end.  Swift  again  withdrew  into  re- 
tirement ;  and  "  there,"  as  Mr.  Sheridan  exprefiVs  it,  by  repeating  his  former  allufion,  "  his  pa- 
triotic fpirit,  thus  confined,  proved  only  as  an  evil  one  to  torment  him." 

His  patriotifm  burfl  forth  with  a  vehemence  ftill  more  powerful^and  effe(5live,  in  X724,  to  obllru^ 
the  currency  of  Wood^s  halfpence,  in  the  affumed  charadler  of  a  Brafier. 

His  zeal  was  recompenfed  with  fuccefs ;  and  he  was,  in  confeq^uence  of  it,  acclaimed  the  great 
patriot  of  Ireland. 

After  his  marriage  to  Mifs  Johnfon,  he  continued  his  fecret  intercourfe  and  correfpondence  with 
Mifs  Vanhomrigh ;  and  even  indulged  her  hopes,  by  the  moft  explicit  confeffion  of  his  paffion  for  her. 
After  fuch  a  confeffion,  flie  concluded,  that  fome  reports  which  had  reached  her  of  his  being  mar-, 
ried  to  Mifs  Johnfon  was  the  real  obftiacle  to  their  union.  To  put  an  end  to  all  further  fufpence, 
Ihe  fent  a  fhort  note  to  Mifs  Johnfon,  requefling  to  know  whether  fiie  was  married  to  Swift  or  not. 
Mifs  Johnfon  anfwered  her  in  the  affirmative,  and  then-  enclofed  the  note  Ihe  had  received  from  her 
to  Swift,  and  immediately  went  into  the  country,  without  feeing  him. 

Her  abrupt  departure  fliowed  him  what  paffed  in  her  mind.  In  the  firfl;  tranfports  of  his  paffion, 
he  immediately  rode  to  Celbridge,  Mifs  Vanhomrigh's  country  feat.  He  entered  the  apartment 
where  the  unhappy  lady  was,  and  flung  a  paper  on  the  table,  mute,  but  with  a'  countenance  that 
fpoke  the  highefl  refentment,  and  immediately  returned  to  his  horfe.  She  found  it  contained  nothing 
but  her  note  to  Mifs  Johnfon.  Defpair  at  once  feized  her,  as  if  flie  had  feen  her  death  warrant ; 
and  fuch  indeed  it  proved  to  be. .  The  violent  agitation  of  her  mind  threw  her  into  a  fever,  which, 
in  a  fhort  time,,  put  a  period  to  her  exiftence.  Before  her  death,  which  happened  in  1723,  Ihe 
had  cancelled  a  will  made  in  favour  of  Swift,  and  bequeathed  her  whole  fortune  to  her  relation 
Serjeant  Marfliall,  and  the  famous  Dr.  Berkeley,  with  a  ft;rong  injnndlion,  that,  immediately 
after  her  deceafe,  they  fliould  publifli  all  the  letters  which  pafled  between  Swift  and  her,  together 
with  the  poem  of  Cadmus  and  FaneJJ'.i.  The  poem  was  publiflied,  but  the  letters,  at  the  dcCre  o£ 
Dr.  Sheridan,  were  fupprefled. 

Swift  made  a  tour  to  the  foutli  of  Ireland  for  about  two  months  at  this  time,  to  diffipate  his 
thoughts,  and  give  place  to  obloquy  ;  during  which  Mifs  Johnfon  remained  in  the  country ;.  nor  did 
(he  quit  it  for  fome  months  af-er  his  return.  However,  upon  her  return  to  Dublin,  a  reconciliation 
f»on  took  place.  He  welcomed  her  to  town' with  a  beautiful  poem,  called  Stella  at  IVood-Pari,  which 
concludes  with  a  high  compliment  to  Stella  : 

For  though  my  raillery  were  true, 
--  A  cottage  is  Wood-Park  wir'^  you. 

Early  in  1726,  he  revifrted  England,  after  an  abfence  of  t\velve  years ;  and  ccUefted  three  volumes 
of  Mifcellanies,  in  conjuncftion  with  Pope,  who  prefixed  the  preface,  and  had  the  whole  profit,  which 
,  was  very  confiderable. 

The  fame  year,  he  publiflied  GuU'iver's  Tya^eh,  a  produtSion  that  was  received  with  fuch  avidity, 
that  the  price  of  the  firfl  edition  was  raifed  before  the  fecond  could  be  made.  It  was  read  by  the 
high  and  the  low,  the  learned  and  illiterate.  Criticifm  was  for  a  while  loft  in  wonder;  no  rules 
of  judgment  were  applied  to  a  book  written  in  open  defiance  of  truth  and  regularity.  But  when 
dlflindtions  came  to  be  made,  the  part  which  gave  leaft  pleafure  was  that  which  defcribes  tHe  Fly- 
ing IJla/u!,  and  that  which  gave  moft  difguft  muft  be  the  hiftory  of  the  Houyhnmns.  The  charge  o£ 
mifanthropy  is  founded  on  his  fuppofed  fatire  on  human  nature,  in  the  pi<fture  he  has  drawn  of  the 
Tahoot.  The  ground  of  this  cenfure  is  examined  very  minutely  by  Mr.  Sheridan,  and  his  defence  is 
conduced  with  great  judgment  and  ingenuity.  This  part  of  his  writing,  refledts  neither  honour 
nor  reproach  on  his  moral  character. 

While  Swift  was  paffing  his  time  with  his  friends  Fope  and  Bolingbroke,  and  the  old  fraternity, 
he  received  accounts  that  Mifs  Johnfon  was  dangeroufly  ill.  This  call  of  calamity  hafl:ened.  him 
to  Ireland,  where  he  had  the  fatisfaciion  to  find  ha-  reflored  ta  as  imperfefl  and  tottering  health. 
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Next  year,  he  returned  to  England;  and,  when  the  news  of  the  King's  death  arrived,  he  attended 
at  court,  and  kifled  the  hands  of  the  new  King  and  Queen  tlirce  days  after  tlieir  accefiion. 

By  the  Queen,  when  fhe  was  Princef;^,  he  had  been  treated  with  feme  diflin61:iou,  and  was  well 
received  by  her  on  her  exaltation  ;  but  whether  flie  gave  hopes  which  flic  never  took  care  to  fatisfy, 
or  he  formed  expeiflations  which  flie  never  meant,  the  event  was,  that  he  always  afterwards  thought 
on  her  with  refentment,  and  particularly  charged  her  with  breaking  her  promife  of  fome  medals 
which  fhe  engaged  to  fend  him. 

He  had  likewife  gained  the  kindnefs  of  Mrs.  Howard,  the  Queen's  favourite,  with  whom  he  kept 
tip  a  correfpondence;  and  was  favourably  noticed,  at  that  time,  by  Walpole;  to  whom,  it  is  faid, 
he  offered  the  fcrvice  of  his  pen,  which  was  rejefted.  The  flory  originated  with  Chefterfield,  or 
rather  it  can  be  traced  no  farther,  and  fcems  without  fufficient  foundation. 

His  laft  fliort  vifit  to  his  friends  revived  the  defire  which  he  had  of  fettling  in  England ;  and  this, 
he  hoped,  might  be  accomplifhed,  by  an  exchange  of  his  preferments  for  fomething  like  an  equiva- 
lent in  EngLind  ;  but  he  foon  found  that  all  expe6lations  of  an  exchange  were  at  an  end. 

It  was  generally  fuppofed,  on  the  acceflion  or  the  late  King,  that  the  Tories  would  be  no  longer 
profcribed  as  formerly ;  more  flattering  profpefts  were  opened  to  him  than  any  he  could  have  in 
view  during  the  late  reign.  "  We  have  now  done  with  repining,"  he  writes  his  friend  Dr.  Sheri- 
dan, "  if  we  be  ufed  well  and  not  baited 'as  formerly  ;  we  all  agree  in  it;  and  if  things  do  not  mend, 
it  is  not  our  faults ;  wc  have  made  our  offers ;  if  otherwife,  we  are  as  we  were." 

But  he  was  foon  obliged  to  alter  his  meafures ;  for,  being  feized  with  a  fit  of  giddinefs,  and  at  the 
fame  time,  receiving  alarming  accounts  from  Ireland,  that  Mifs  Johnlbn  had  rebpfed,  with  little 
hopes  of  her  recovery,  he  took  leave  of  the  Qneen,  in  a  polite  letter  to  Mrs.  Hov.-ard,  and  fet  out 
for  that  kingdom  en  the  firfl:  abatement  of  his  illnofs. 

On  his  arrival  in  Dublin,  he  found  Mifs  Johnfon  in  the  laft  flage  of  a  decay.  He  had  the  mifery 
of  attending  her  in  that  ftate,  and  of  daily  feeing  the  gradual  advances  of  death  during  four  or  five 
inonths.  As  fhe  found  her  diffolution  approach,  a  few  days  before  it  happened,  in  the  prefence  of 
Dr.  Sheridan,  fhe  adjured  Swift  by  their  friendfliip,  to  let  her  have  the  fatisfadlon  of  dying  at  leafl:, 
though  fhe  had  not  lived  his  acknowledged  wife.  He  made  no  reply,  but,  turning  on  his  heel, 
walked  filently  out  of  the  room,  nor  ever  faw  her  afterwards  during  the  few  days  fhe  lived.  His 
behaviour  threw  Mifs  Johnfon  into  unfpeakable  agonies,  and,  for  a  time,  fhe  funk  under  the  weight 
of  fo  cruel  a  dlfappointment.  But  foon  after,  roufed  by  indignation,  -fhe  inveighed  againfl  his 
cruelty  m  the  bittcrefl.  terms ;  and,  fending  for  a  lawyer,  made  her  will,  bequeathing  her  fortune, 
in  her  own  name,  to  charitable  ufes.  This  fcene  feems  to  bear  more  hard  on  his  humanity  than 
any  other  part  of  his  condud  in  life.     She  died,  January  a8.  1728,  in  the  44th  year  of  her  age. 

How  much  he  wifhed  her  hfe  his  papers  fhow ;  nor  can  it  be  doubted  that  he  dreaded  the  death 
»if  her  whom  he  loved  mofi;,  aggravated  by  the  confcioufnefs  that  himfelf  had  haftened  it. 

Swift's  unjuftifiable  treatment  of  Mifs  Johnfon  and  Mifs  Vanhomrigh  have  been  attributed; 
by  Dr.  Delany  and  Mr.  Berkeley,  "  to  that  love  of  Angularity  which,  in  a  greater  or  lefs  degree,  is 
infeparable  from  genius."  This  may  be  reafoniibly  doubted.  His  connexion  with  Mifs  Waryng 
was  probably  the  immediate  caufe  of  his  myflerious  conduft  towards  Mifs  Johnfon  ;  and  Mifs  Van- 
homrigh, for  a  time,  had  power  to  captivate  him,  and  make  Mifs  Johnfon  experience  that  mortifi- 
cation which  fhe  herfelf  had  occafioned  to  Mifs  Waryng.  His  condu<5i  tov,'ards  Mifs  Johnfon  and 
Mifs  Vanhomrigh  is  examined  very  minutely  by  Mr.  Sheridan;  and  though  not  pofitively^';/,/?^?^, 
yet  fo  anxious  is  he  to  place  it  in  the  mofl  favourable  point  of  view,  that  he  appears  more  like  a 
vindicator  than  an  apologifl.  But  the  partialities  of  friennfhip  cannot  overcome  the  power  orf  truth  ;• 
and  it  would  be  more  for  the  credit  of  Swift,  if  that  part  of  his  cbnduiSl  which  refpc6ted  Mifs  Van- 
liomrigh,  not  as  aggravated  by  his  enemies,  but  as  related  by  Mr.  Sheridan  himfelf,  were  Configncd 
to  obUvion.     It  will  not  admit  of  a  defence  :  it  fcarcely  merits  an  apology. 

After  the  death  of  Mifs  Johnfon,  his  benevolence  was  contradled,  and  hi?feverity  exafperated ;  he 
drove  his  acquaintance  from  his  table,  and  wondered  why  he  was  defertcd.  In  th.is  forlorn  flate, 
his  fpirit  was  too  great  to  give  way  to  defpondence,  aud^  deprived  as. he  was  of  all  his  domeflic  com- 
forts, he  turned  his  views  wholly  to  the  good  and  happincfs  of  others.  He  wrote,  from  time  to 
lime,  fuch  dircdtions,  admonitions,  or  cenfures,  as  the  exigency  of  dfairs,  in  his  opinion,  made  pro- 
per ;  and  nothing  fell  from  his  pen  in  vain.    By  the  ackinywledgc J  fupciiority  of  his  talents,  his  iir- 
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flexible  integrity,  and  his  unv/earied  endeavours  in  ferving  the  puhlic,  he  obtained  fuch  an  afcendcn- 
cy  over  his  countrymen,  as  perhaps  no  private  citizen  obtained  in  any  age  or  country.  He  was 
known  over  the  whole  kingdom  by  the  title  of  the  Dean,  given  to  him  by  way  of  pre-eminence 
as  it  were  by  common  confent ;  and  when  the  Dean  was  mentioned,  it  always  carried  with  it  the 
idea  of  the  firfl;  and  greateft  man  in  the  kingdom. 

In  a  variety  of  pubhcations,  he  laid  open  the  chief  fources  of  the  miferies  of  the  poor  infatuated 
eople  of  Ireland;  at  the  fame  time,  pointing  out  the  means  by  which  they  mio-ht  be  alleviated- 
While  he  pleaded  their  caufe  with  others,  he  conftantly  difpofed  of  the  third  part  of  his  own  reve- 
nue in  charities  to  the  poor,  and  liberalities  to  the  diflreffed.  Soon  after  he  was  out  of  debt  he 
lent  out  the  firft  500 1.  which  he  could  call  his  own,  in  fmall  fums  of  5  1.  and  10 1.  to  dilioent  and 
necefiltqus  tradefm.en,  to  be  repaid  weekly,  at  2s.  or  4  s.  without  interefl.  This  charity  was  at- 
tended with  the  greateft  benefit  to  numbers  of  the  loweft  clafs  of  tradcfmen. 

During  this  period,  his  faculties  do  not  feem  to  have  been  at  all  impaired  by  the  near  atjoroaches 
of  old  age.  One  of  his  laft  pieces,  Verfes  on  the  Death  of  Dr.  Szu'ft,  is  perhaps  one  of  the  heft  of  his  com- 
pofitions  in  that  way  :  nor  are  two  of  his  other  productions,  written  about  the  fame  time,  intituled 
jin.EpiJlk  to  a  Lady,  and  A  Rhatfody  on  Poetry,  inferior  to  any  of  his  former  pieces. 

The  two  laft  were  written  chiefly  with  a  view  to  gratify  his  refentment  againft  Walpole,  to 
whom  he  attributed  the  ill  ofFices  done  him  by  the  Queen,  who  proniifed  him  fome  medals,  which 
fhe  never  fent,  and  affe<Sl;d  to  believe  him  to  be  the  author  of  three  forged  letters,  written  in  a  very 
unbecoming  ftyle,  to  recommend  a  fubfcription  to  Mrs.  Barber's  poems.  Walpole  was  exafpsrated 
to  the  higheft  degree,  and  threatened  a  profecution ;  but  di'opped  the  defign. 

His  fevere  refledion  oa  Counfellor  Bettefworth,  in  a  fiiort  poem  on  the  Words,  Brother  Protefants 
end Fellozu  Chr:Jlijiis,  in  1733,  is  gesierally  known.  Tlie  provocation  given  by  Swift  was  certainly- 
very  great,  but  not  fo  great  as  the  lawyer's  indifcretion  in  his  manner  of  refenting  it. 

After  all,  Bettefworth's  great  fault,  and  what  rendered  him  particularly  obnoxious  to  Swift,  was, 
his  being  3.  zealous  Whig,  and  an  adive  man  among  the  leaders  of  that  party,  at  a  time  when  party 
animofitieTran  high  in  Ireland,  and  indeed  in  both  kingdoms. 

He  wrote,  from  time  to  time,  various  trifles  in  verfe  or  profe,  and  palled  much  of  his  time  with 
Dr.  Sheridan,  who  greatly  contributed  to  his  aniufement,  by  little  fprightly  pieces  of  the  inferior 
kind  of  poetry  which  he  v/a?  always  vv'riting ;  and  yet  more  to  his  employment,  by  hints  and  ma- 
terials which  he  was  every  moment  throv/ing  out. 

As  his  years  increafed,  his  fits  of  giddinefs  and  deafnefs  grew  more  frequent;  and  his  deafnefs  made 
fonverfation  difficult;  they  grew  likcT.'ife  more  fevere,  till,  in  1736,  as  he  was  writing  a  poem, 
called  the  Legion  Club,  he  was  feizcd  with  a  fit  fo  painful,  and  fo  long  continued,  that  he  never  after 
thought  it  proper  to  attempt  any  work  of  thought  or  labour. 

He,  however,  permitted  one  book  io  be  pubiilTied,  which  had  been  the  produdtion  of  former 
years,  Polite  Coniu-rfutioii,  \-\'hich  appeared  in  1738.  The  DlrtSlioiu  for  Servants  was  printed  foon  after 
his  death.  1  Thefe  two  performances  fhow  a  mind  incefTantiy  attentive  ;  and,  when  it  was  not  cm- 
ployed  upon  great  things,  bufy  with  minute  occuirences. 

His  mental  powers  at  length  declined,  and  liis  irafcible  parions,  which  at  all  times  he  had  found 
difficult  to  be  kept  willyn  due  bounds,  now  raged  without  controul,  and  made  him  a  torment  to 
liimfclf,  and  to  all  who  were  about  him. 

Confcious  of  his  fituation,  he  was  little  defirous  of  feeing  any  of  his  old  friends  and  companions, 
and  they  were  as  little  felicitous  to  vifit  him  in  that  deplorable  ftatc.  He  could  now  no  loro-er  amufe 
himfelf  with  writing,  and  a  refoluticn  he  liad  formed  of  never  wearing  fpedacles,  to  which  he  ob- 
ftinately  adhered,  prevented  him  from  reading.  Without  employment,  without  amufement  of  any 
kind,  his  ideas  wore  gradually  away,  and  left  his  mind  vacant  to  the  vexations  of  the  hour. 

In  1741,  he  became  more  violent,  and  it  was  found  neceffary  that  legal  guardians  fhould  be  at)- 
polnted  of  his  perfon  and  fortune.  He  nov/  loft  diilinftion.  His  madnefs  was  compounded  of  rage 
and  fatuity.  The  lafiface  he  knew  was  t]iat.of  Mrs.  Whitev.-ay,  a  relation,  that  lived  with  him  fince 
the  death  of  Mifs  Jolmfon  ;  and  her  he  ceafed  to -know  in  a  little  time.  His  meat  was  brouo-ht  him 
cut  into  mouthfuls;  but  he  v/ould  never  toucli  it  while  the  fcrvant  ftaid;  and  at  laft,  after  it  had 
ftood  perhaps  an  hour,  Vi'ould  cnt  it  v/alking ;  for  he  continued  his  old  habit,  and  was  on  his  fet': 
\%Ti  hours  a- day. 
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In  1742,  he  had  an  inflammalicn  in  his  left  eye,  which  fwelled  it  to  the  fize  of  an  egg,  with  hoilt 
in  other  parts ;  he  was  kept  long  waking  with  the  pain,  and  was  not  eafily  retrained  by  five  at« 
tendants  from  tearing  out  his  eye. 

The  tumour  at  lad  fubfided,  and  a  fliort  interval  of  reafon  enfuing,  in  which  he  knew  his  phyfi- 
clan  and  family,  gave  hopes  of  his  recovery ;  but  he  funk  into  lethargic  ftupidity,  motionlefs,  heed-, 
lefs,  and  fptechlefs ;  the  e£Fe<3:,  as  it  was  fufpecled,  of  water  in  the  brain. 

He  afterwards  fpoke  now  and  then  to  Mrs.  Ridgeway  the  houfe-keeper,  or  gave  fonie  intimation 
of  a  meaning,  but  at  lafl;  funk  into  a  perfe(a:  Clence,  which  continued  till  the  19th  of  Odober,  1745, 
when  he  expired  without  a  flruggle,  in  the  78th  year  of  his  age. 

He  was  buried  in  the  great  aifle  of  St.  Patrick's  Cathedral,  under  a  flcne  of  black  marble,  ozi 
which  was  engraved  the  following  epitaph,  written  by  himfelf : 

Hie  depofitum  eft  corpus 
JONATHAN  SWIFT,  S.  T.  P, 
Hujus  Ecclefise  Cathedralis 
Decani : 
Ubi  fiEva  indignatio 
Ulterius  cor  conlacerare  nequit. 
^  Abi,  viator, 

. ,  Et  imitare,  fi  poteris 

Strenuum  pro  virili  libertatis  vindiceni. 

Obiit  Anno  (1745) 

Menfis  (Oftobris)  die  (19) 

iEtatis  Anno  (78). 

By  his  will,  which  is  dated  May  3.  I740>  juft  before  he  ceafed  to  be  a  reafonable  being,  he  left 
iibout  I30O  1.  in  fpecific  legacies,  and  the  reft  of  his  fortune,  which  amounted  to  about  11,000  1.  to 
credl  and  endow  an  liofpital  for  idiots  and  lunatics.  His  fifter,  Mrs.  Fenton,  had  difobliged  him  by 
an  imprudent  marriage. 

His  works  have  been  printed  often,  and  in  various  forms ;  firft  by  Pope,  in  1726,  ip  fome  vo- 
lumes of  A'lifcellanies ;  next  by  George  Faulkener,  1765,  afterwards  by  Dr.  Hawkefworth,  in 
8  vols.  4to.  1775.;  three  additional  volumes  4to.  by  Dcane  Swift,  Efq.;  and  three  more  by  Mr. 
Nichols.  Thefe  have  been  reprinted  in  25  vols,  large  8vo,  and  in  27  vols,  fmall  8vo.  with  the  life 
of  Swift  by  Mr.  Sheridan,  in  1 784.  A  voloame  of  Mifcdlaneous  Pieces,  in  Profe  and  Vcrfe,  not  inferted 
in  Mr.  Shcridaii's  edition,  was  printed  in  1789,  and  may  be  confidcred  either  as  an  i8th  volume  of 
Mr.  Sheridan's  edition,  or  as  a  26th  of  that  of  Dr.  Hawkefworth  and  Mr.  Nichols. 

On  the  charadier  and  writings  of  Swift,  it  is  the  lefs  neceflary  for  the  prefent  writer  to  enlarge, 
as  they  have  been  jfo  accurately  illuftrated  by  Lord  Orrery,  Dr.  Johnfon,  and  Mr.  Sheridan. 

"  His  capacity  and  ftrength  of  mind,"  fays  Lord  Orrery,  "  were  undoubtedly  equal  to  any  talk 
whatever.  His  pride,  his  fpirit,  or  his  ambition,  call  it  by  v/hat  name  you  pleafe,  was  boundlefs; 
but  his  views  were  checked  in  his  younger  years,  and  the  anxiety  of  that  difappointment  had  a  vi- 
fiblc  effedl  upon  all  his  anions.  He  was  four  and  fevere,  but  not  abfolutely  illnatured.  He  was 
fociable  only  to  particular  friends,  and  to  them  only  at  particular  hours.  He  knew  politenefs  more 
than  he  pradlifed  it.  He  was  a  mixture  of  avarice  and  generofity ;  the  former  was  frequently  pre- 
valent, the  latter  feldom  appeared  unlefs  excited  by  compaffion.  He  was  open  to  adulation,  and 
could  not,  or  would  not  diftinguilh  between  flattery  and  juft  applaufe.  His  abilities  rendered  him 
fuperior  to  envy.  He  was  undifguifed,  and  perfeflly  fmcere.  I  am  induced  to  think  that  he  entered 
into  orders  more  from  fome  private  and  fixed  refolution  than  a'ofolute  choice.  Be  that  as  it  may,  he 
performed  the  duties  of  the  church  with  great  punctuality,  and  a  decent  degree  of  devotion.  He 
read  prayers  rather  in  a  flrong  nervous  voice  than  in  a  graceful  manner ;  and  although  he  has  beeji 
often  accufed  of  irreligion,  nothing  of  that  kind  appeared  in  his  converfation  and  behaviour.  His 
caft  of  mind  induced  him  to  think  and  fpeak  more  of  politics  than  religion.  His  perpetual  views 
were  directed  towards  power,  knd  his  chief  aim  was  to  be  removed  into  England;  but  when  he 
found  himfelf  entirely  difappointcd,  he  turned  his  thoughts  to  oppofition,  and  became  the  patron  of 
Ireland. 

^'  From  the  gifts  of  nature,  he  had  great  powers,  and  from  the  imperfe<Jtion  of  humanity,  he  had, 
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Joany  fellings.  I  always  confidered  him  as  an  aljhaSi  and  brief  chronicle  of  the  times,  no  man  being 
better  acquainted  with  human  nature,  both  in  the  higlieft  and  loweft  fcenes.  His  friends  and  cor- 
refpondents  were  the  greateft  and  moft  eminent  men  of  the  age  ;  and  the  fages  of  antiquity  were 
often  the  companions  of  his  clofet ;  and  although  he  avoided  an  oltentation  of  learning,  and  gene-i 
rally  chofe  to  draw  his  materials  from  his  own  ftore,  yet  his  knowledge  of  the  ancient  authors  evi- 
dently appears  from  the  ftrength  of  his  fentiments,  and  the  claffic  corre6lnefs  of  his  ftyle. 

"  His  attendance  upon  the  public  fervice  of  the  church  was  regular  and  uninterrupted ;  and,  in- 
deed, regularity  was  peculiar  to  him  in  all  his  anions,  even  in  the  greateft  trifles.  His  hours  of 
■walking  and  reading  never  varied  :  his  motions  were  guided  by  his  watch,  which  was  fo  conflantly 
held  in  his  hand,  or  placed  before  him  upon  his  table,  that  he  fcldom  deviated  many  minutes  in  the 
daily  revolution  of  his  exercifes  and  employments. 

"  The  Dean  kept  company  with  many  of  the  fair  fex,  but  they  were  rather  his  amufement  than 
his  admiration ;  he  trifled  away  many  hours  in  their  converfation,  he  filled. many  pages  in  their 
praife,  and,  by  the  powers  of  his  head;  he  gained  the  charadler  of  a  lover,  without  the  leaft  afllift- 
ance  from  his  heart.  To  this  particular  kind  of  pride,  fupported  by  the  heat  of  his  genius,  and 
joined  by  the  exceflive  coldnefs  of  his  nature,  Vanejfa  owed  the  ruin  of  her  reputation ;  and  from  the 
fame  caufe,  Stella  remained  an  unacknowledged  wife.  If  you  review  his  fevei'al  poems  to  Stella, 
you  will  find  them  fuller  of  aflecftion  than  defire,  and  more  e.xpreflive  of  friendfliip  than  love. 

"  Ufloil  a  general  view  of  his  poetry,  we  fhall  find  him,  as  in  his  other  performances,  an  uncom- 
mon, furprifing,  heteroclite  genius,  luxurious  in  his  faccy,  lively  in  his  ideas,  humorous  in  his  de- 
fcription,  and  bitter,  exceedingly  bitter,  in  his  fatire.  The  reftlefTnefs  of  his  imagination,  and  the 
difappolntment  of  his  ambition,  have  botli  contributed  to  hinder  him  from  undertaking  any  poetical 
work  of  length  or  importance.  His  wit  was  fufficient  to  every  labour ;  no  flight  could  hava 
•wearied  the  ftrength  of  his  powers;  perhaps  if  the  exter.five  views  of  his  nature  had  been  fully  fa- 
tisfied,  his  air)'  motions  had  been  m^ore  regular  and  lefs  fudden  ;  but  he  now  appears  hke  an  eagle 
that  is  fometimes  chained,  and  at  that  particular  tim.e,  for  want  of  nobler  and  more  proper  food, 
diverts  his  confinement,  and  appeafes  his  hungerj  by  deftroying  the  gnats,  butterflies,  and  other 
wretched  infCTfts  that  unluckily  happen  to  buz  or  flutter  within  lier  reach. 

"  The  fubjedls  of  his  poems  are  often  naufeous,  and  the  performances  beautifully  difagreeable.  The 
Ladies  Drejfwg-room  has  been  univerfaily  condemned,  as  deficient  in  point  of  delicacy,  even  to  the 
higheft  degree.  The  two  poems,  entitled  The  Life  and  genuine  CharaBer  of  Dr.  Siuift,  and  F'erfes  on  the 
Death  of  Dr.  Sivift,  Is'c.  are  poems  of  great  wit  and  humour.  In  the  laft,  he  has  fummoned  the 
whole  powers  of  fatire  and  poetry ;  it  is  a  parting  blow,  the  legacy  of  anger  and  difappointment. 
One  ofhis  ftrideft  rules  in  poetry  was  to  avoid  triplets.  He  had  the  niceft  ear,  and  is  remarkably 
chafte  and  delicate  in  his  rhymes :  a  bad  rhyme  appeared  to  him  one  of  the  capital  fins  in  poetry." 

Mr.  Sheridan  produces  fome  ftriking  inftances  of  Swift's  tendernefs  of  heart,  his  great  humanity, 
and  his  univerfal  benevolence,  and  clofes  his  account  of  him  with  hying  open  one  leadinp-  part  of 
his  charader,  "  which,"  fays  he,  "  may  ferve  as  a  clue  to  the  whole." 

"  He  was  perhaps  the  moft  difinterefted  man  that  ever  lived.  No  felfifli  motive  ever  influenced 
any  part  of  his  condudl.  He  loved  virtue  for  its  own  fake,  and  was  content  it  flionld  be  its  own 
reward.  The  means  to  arrive  at  rank,  fortune,  and  fame,  the  three  great  objects  of  purfuit  in  other 
men,  though  thrown  in  his  way,  he  utterly  defpifed,  fatisfied  with  havi.ng  deferved  them..  The  fame 
principle  operated  equally  en  the  author  as  on  the  man,  as  he  never  put  his  name  to  his  works,  nor 
had  any  folicitude  about  them  after  they  had  once  mr.de  their  appearance  in  the  world.  The 
laft  adl  of  his  life  fliowed  how  far  he  made  this  a  rule  of  condud,  in  his  choice  of-  the  charity  to 
which  he  bequeathed  his  fortune,  leaving  it  for  the  fupport  of  idiots  and  lunatics,  beings  that  could 
never  know  their  benefadior. 

«  Upon  the  whole,  when  we  confider  his  charadier  as  a  man  perfedly  free  from  vice,  with  few 
fraihies,  and  fuch  exalted  virtues,  and  as  an  author  pofleflTed  of  fuch  uncommon  talents,  fuch  an  un- 
eshauftible  fund  of  wit,  joined  to  fo  clear  and  folid  an  underftanding ;  when  we  beliold  thefe  two 
charaifters  united  in  one  and  the  fame  perfcn,  perhaps  it  will  not  be  thought  too  bold  an  after- 
tion  to  fay,  that  his  parallel  is  not  to  be  found  cither  in  the  hiftory  of  ancient  or  modern  times." 

At  tbf  en(]  of  his  "  Intrvdyt'lion/'   Uief^  blazing  er.ccrrJum?  are  cpUedted  into  one  ftrcng  poiot : 
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«  It  is  of  moment  to  the  general  caufc  of  religion  and  morality,  that  the  grcatcft  genius  of  the  age 

vas  a  man  of  the  trueft  piety  and  moll  exalted  virtue." 

The  charadler  of  Swift  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  is  lefs  favourable ;  and  though  it  may  be  allowed 
to  be,  in  fome  inftances,  uncandid  and  unjuft,  it  ivill  by  no  means  warrant  the  fcvere  and  rancorous 
recrimination  of  Mr.  Sheridan. 

"  When  Swift  is  confidered  as  an  author,  it  is  jufl;  to  eftimate  his  powers  by  their  effeifls.  In  the 
reign  of  Queen  Anne,  he  turned  the  ftream  of  popularity  againft  the  Whigs,  and  muft  be  confefTed 
to  have  didlated  for  a  time  the  political  opinions  of  the  Engliih  nation.  In  the  fucceeding  reign,  he 
delivered  Ireland  from  plunder  and  opprefiion ;  and  fhowed  that  wit,  confederated  VvfitJi  truth,  had 
fuch  force  as  authority  was  unable  to  refill.  He  faid  truly  of  himfelf,  that  Ireland  "  was  his 
debtor."  It  was  from  the  time  when  he  firft  began  to  patronize  the  Irilh,  that  they  may  date  their 
riches  and  profperity.  He  taught  them  firft  to  know  their  own  intereft,  their  weight,  and  their 
llrength,  and  gave  them  fpirit  to  affert  that  equality  with  their  fellow-fubjed:s  to  which  they  have 
ever  fince  been  making  vigorous  advances,  and  to  claim  thofe  rights  which  they  have  at  laft  efta- 
liflied.  Nor  can  they  be  charged  with  ingratitude  to  their  benefadtor ;  for  they  reverenced  him  as 
a  guardian,  and  obeyed  him  as  a  didlator. 

"  In  his  works,  he  has  given  very  different  fpecimens,  both  of  fentiments  and  exprelTion.  His  TaU 
of  a  Tub  has  little  refemblance  to  his  other  pieces.  It  exhibits  a  vehemence  and  rapidity  of  mind,  a 
copioufnefs  of  images,  and  vivacity  of  didion,  fuch  as  he  afterwards  never  pofiefled,  or  never  exerted. 
It  is  of  a  mode  fo  diilindt  and  peculiar,  that  it  muft  be  confidered  by  itfelf :  What  is  true  of  that,  is 
not  true  of  any  thing  elfe  which  he  has  written. 

"  In  his  other  works,  is  found  an  equable  tenour  of  eafy  language,  which  rather  trickles  than  flows. 
His  delight  was  In  fimplicity.  That  he  has  in  his  works  no  metaphor,  as  has  been  faid,  is  not  true ; 
J)ut  his  few  metaphors  feem  to  be  received  ra.ther  by  neceflity  than  choice.  He  ftudied  purity ;  and 
though  perhaps  all  his  ftri<51ures  are  not  esacS,  yet  it  is  not  often  that  folecifms  can  be  found ;  and 
whoever  depends  on  his  authority  may  generally  conclude  himfelf  fafe.  His  fcntences  are  never  too 
much  dilated  or  contraifted ;  and  it  will  not  be  eafy  to  find  any  embarraffment  in  the  complication 
of  liis  claufes,  any  inconfequence  in  his  connexions,  or  abruptnefs  in  his  tranfitions. 

His  ftyle  was  \Tell  fuited  to  his  thoughts,  which  are  never  fubtilized  by  nice  difquifitions,  decorated 
by  fparkling  conceits,  elevated  by  ambitious  fetitences,  or  variegated  by  far-fought  learning.  He 
pays  no  court  fo  the  paffions;  he  excites  neither  furprife  nor  admiration  ;  he  always  underftands 
himfelf,  and  his  readers  always  underftand  him.  The  perufer  of  Swift  wants  little  previous  know- 
ledge; it  will  be  fuflicient  that  he  is  acquainted  with  common  words  and  common  things;  he  ia 
neither  required  to  mount  elevations,  nor  to  explore  profundities ;  his  paffage  is  always  on  a  level, 
along  folid  ground,  without  afperities,  without  obftrudbion. 

"  This  eafy  and  fafe  conveyance  of  meaning  it  was  Swift's  dcfire  to  attain,  and  for  having  ob- 
tained it  he  deferves  praile,  though  perhaps  not  the  higheft  praife.  For  purpofcs  merely  didaftic, 
when  fomething  is  to  be  told  that  was  not  known  befoi-e,  it  is  the  heft  mode,  but  againft  that  in- 
attention by  v/hich  known  truths  are  fufTered  to  lie  neglected,  it  makes  no  provifion:  it  inftruds, 
but  does  not  perfuade. 

"  By  his  pohtical  education,  he  was  aflbciated  with  the  Whigs ;  but  he  deferted  them  when  they 
dcfetted  their  principles,  yet  without  running  into  the  contrary  extreme;  he  continued  throughout 
his  life  to  retain  the  difpofition  which  he  affigns  to  the  Church-of-England  Man,  of  thinking  commonly 
with  the  Whigs  of  the  ftate,  and  with  the  Tories  of  tlie  church. 

"  He  was  a  churchman  rationally  zealous;  he  defired  the  profperity,  and  maintained  the  honour  of 
the  clergy ;  of  the  diffcnters  he  did  not  wilh  to  infringe  the  toleration,  but  he  oppofed  their  en- 
croachments. 

"  To  his  duty  as  Dean  he  was  very  attentive.  He  managed  the  revenues  of  his  church  with  exaft 
economy  ;  and  it  is  faid  by  Delany,  that  more  money  was,  under  his  diredion,  laid  out  in  repairs 
than  had  ever  been  in  the  fame  time  fince  its  firft  ereaion.  Of  his  choir  he  was  eminently  careful ; 
and,  thougli  he  neither  loved  nor  underftood  mufic,  took  care  that  all  the  fingers  were  well  qualified, 
^emitting  none  without  the  teftimony  of  flcilful  judges. 

'.'  In  his  church  he  reftorcdthe  pradicc  of  weekly  communion,  and  dillributed  the  facramentd  clc- 
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Hients  in  the  mofl;  folemn  and  devout  maimer  with  his  own  hand.  He  came  to  church  every  morn- 
ing, preached  commonly  in  his  turn,  and  attended  the  evening  anthem,  that  it  might  not  be  negli- 
gently performed. 

'  "  ?Ie  entered  upon  the  clerical  ftate  with  hope  to  excel  in  preaching;  but  complained,  that,  from 
the  time  of  his  political  controverfies,  "  he  could  only  preach  pamphlets."  This  cenfure  of  himfclf^ 
if  judgment  may  be  made  from  thofe  fermons  which  have  been  printed,  was  unreafonably  fevere. 

"  The  fufpicions  of  his  irreligion  proceeded  in  a  great  meafure  from  his  dread  of  hypocrify ;  inikad 
of  wifliingto  fecm  better,  he  delighted  in  feeming  worfe  than  he  was.  He__went  in  London  to  early 
prayers,  left  he  fhould  be  feen  at  church ;  he  read  prayers  to  his  fervants  every  morning,  with  fuch. 
dexterous  fecrecy,  that  Dr.  Delany  was  fix  months  in  his  houfe  before  he  knew  it.  He  was  not  only 
careful  to  hide  the  good  which  he  did,  but  willingly  incurred  the  fufpicion  of  evil  which  he  did  not. 
He  forgot  what  himfelf  had  formerly  afferted,  that  hypocrify  is  lefs  mifchievous  than  open  impiety.. 
Dr.  Delany,  with  all  his  zeal  for  his  honour,  has  juflly  condemned  this  part  of  his  charadter. 

"  The  perfon  of  Swift  had  not  many  recommendations.  He  had  a  kind  of  muddy  complexion,^ 
Vhich,  though  he  wafhed  himfelf  with  oriental  fcrupulofity,  did  not  look  clear.  He  had  a  counte- 
nance four  ^nd  fevere,  which  he  feldom  foftened  by  apy  appearance  of  gaiety.  He  Ilubbornly  re- 
filled any  tendency  to  laughter. 

"  To  his  domeflics  he  was  naturally  rough  ;  and  a  man  of  a  rigorous  teinper,  with  that  vigilance 
of  minute  attention  which  his  works  difcover,  muft  have  been  a  mafter  that  few  could  bear.  That  he 
was  difpofed  to  do  his  fervants  good,  on  important  occaflons,  is  no  great  mitigation  :  benefadlion  can 
be  but  rare,  and  tyrannic  peeviihnefs  is  perpetual.  He  did  not  fpare  the  fervants  of  others.  Once, 
Vv-hen  he  dined  alone  with  the  Earl  of  Orrery,  he  faid,  of  one  that  waited  in  the  room,  "  That  man 
has,  fince  we  fat  to  the  table,  committed  fifteen  faults."  What  the  faults  were,  Lord  Orrery,  from 
whom  I  heard  the  ftory,  had  not  been  attentive  enough  to  difcover.  My  number  may  perhaps  not 
te  exadl. 

"  In  his  economy,  he  pradlifed  a  peculiar  and  olTenfive  parfimony,  without  difguife  or  apology. 
The  pradlice  of  faving  being  once  neceffary,  became  habitual,  and  grew  firft  ridiculous,  and  at  laft 
deteftable.  But  his  avarice,  though  it  might  exclude  pleafure,  was  never  fulFered  to  encroach  upon 
his  virtue.  He  was  frugal  by  inclination,  but  liberal  by  principle ;  and  if  the  purpofe  to  which  he 
deftined  his  little  accumulations  be  remembered,  with  his  diftribution  of  occafio'nal  charity,  it  will 
perhaps  appear  that  he  only  liked  one  mode  of  expence  better  than  another,  and  faved  merely  that 
he  might  have  fom.ething  to  give.  He  did  not  grow  rich  by  injuring  his  fuccefTors,  but  leu  both 
Laracor  and  the  Deanery  more  valuable  than  he  found  them. — With  all  this  talk  of  his  covetoufuefs 
and  generofity,  it  fhould  be  remembered  that  he  was  never  rich.  The  revenue  of  his  deanery  was 
not  much  more  than  700 1.  a-year. 

"  His  beneficence  was  not  graced  with  tendernefs  or  civility ;  he  relieved  without  pity,  and  afTiIl- 
ed  without  kindnefs ;  fo  that  thofe  who  were  fed  by  him  could  hardly  love  him. 

«  He  made  a  rule  to  himfelf  to  gjve  but  one  piece  at  a  time,  and  therefore  always  ftored  his 
pocket  with  coins  of  different  value. 

"  Whatever  he  did,  he  feemed  willing  to  do  in  a  manner  peculiar  to  himfelf,  without  fufficiently 
confidering  that  Angularity,  as  it  implies  a  contempt  of  the  general  pradice,  is  a  kind  of  defiance 
■which  jufcly  provokes  the  hoftility  of  ridicule  ;  he  therefore  who  indulges  peculiar  habits  is  worfe 
than  others,  if  he  be  not  better. 

"  In  the  ,intercourfe  of  familiar  life,  he  indulged  his  dlfpofition  fo  petulence  and  farcafm,  and 
thought  himfelf  injured  if  the  licentioufnefs  of  his  raillery,  the  freedom  of  his  cenfures,  or  the  pe- 
tulance of  his  frolics,  was  refented  or  repreffed.  He  predominated  over  his  companions  with  very 
high  afcendency,  and  probably  would  bear  none  over  whom  he  could  not  predominate.  To  give 
him  advice  was,  in  the  flyle  of  his  friend  Delany,  "  to  venture  to  fpeak  to  him."  This  cuftomary 
fuperiority  foon  grew  too  delicate  for  truth  ;  and  Swift,  with  all  his  penetration,  allowed  himfelf  to 
be  delighted  with  low  flattery. 

"  On  all  common  occafions,  he  habitually  affefls  a  flyle  of  arrogance,  and  didlates  rather  than 
perfuades.  This  authoritative  and  magiilerial  language  he  expcdled  to  be  received  as  his  peculiar 
mode  of  jocularity  :  but  he  apparently  flattered  his  ov>'n  arrogance  by  an  afTumed  imperioufhefs,  in 
which  he  was  ironical  only  to  be  refcntful,  and  to  the  fubmiflive  fufficiently  ferious. 
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*"'  He  told  ftories  with  great  felicity,  and  delighted  in  doing  what  he  knew  himfelf  to  do  well  j 
lie  was  therefore  captivated  by  the  refpedlful  filence  of  a  fteady  liftener,  and  told  the  fame  tales  too 

often. 

«  He  did  not,  hoAvever,  claim  the  right  of  talking  alone;  for  it  was  his  rule,  when  he  had  fpoken 
a  minute,  to  o-ive  room  by  a  paufe  for  any  other  fpeaker.  Of  time,  on  all  occafions,  he  was  an  exaft 
computer,  and  knew  the  minutes  required  to  every  common  operation. 

«'  It  may  be  juftly  fuppofed,  that  there  was  in  his  converfation,  what  appears  fo  frequently  in  his 
fetters,  an  affeiftation  of  .familiarity  with  the  great,  an  ambition  of  momentary  equality  fought  and 
chioycd  bv  the  neo-led  of  thofe  ceremonies  which  cuftom  has  eflablifhed  as  the  barriers  between  one 
erder  of  fociety  and  another.  This  tranfgreflion  of  regularity  was,  by  himfelf  and  his  admirers, 
Termed  greatnefs  of  foul.  But  a  great  mind  difdains  to  hold  any  thing  by  courtefy,  and  therefore 
ec-ver  ufurps  what  a  lawful  claimant  may  take  away.  He  then  encroaches  on  another's  dignity, 
»uts  himfelf  in  his  power ;  he  is  either  repelled  with  helplefs  indignity,  or  endured  by  clemency  and 
WR^disfcenfion, 

"  Of  Swift's  general  habits  of  thinking,  if  his  letters  can  be  fuppofed  to  afford  any  evidence,  he 
tfas  not  a  man  to  be  either  loved  or  envied.  He  feems  to  have  wafted  life  in  difcontent,  by  the 
rao-e  of  negle6led  pride,  and  the  langujfnment  of  unfutisfied  defire.  He  is  querulous  and  faftidious, 
arrogant  and  malignant ;  he  fcarcely  fpeaks  of  himfelf  but  with  indignant  lamentations,  or  of  others 
tut  with  infoknt  fuperiority  when  he  is  gay,  and  with  angry  contempt  when  he  is  gloomy.  From 
Ae  letters  that  pafs  between  him  and  Pope,  it  might  be  inferred  that  they,  with  Arbuthnot  and  Gay, 
had  engr ceiled  all  the  underflanding  and  virtue  of  mankind;  that  their  merits  filled  the  world;  or 
tliat  there  was  no  hopes  of  more.  They  (how  the  age  involved  in  darknefs,  and  Ihade  the  pifture 
■with  fallen  emulation. 

"  When  the  Queen's  death  drove  him  into  Ireland,  he  might  be  allowed  to  regret  for  a  time  the 
interception  of  his  views,  the  cxtiniStion  of  his  hopes,  and  his  eje<5lion  from  gay  fcenes,  important 
employment,  and  fplendid  friendiliips ;  but  when  time  had  enabled  reafon  to  prevail  over  vexation, 
the  complaints,  which  at  firft  were  natural,  became  ridiculous  becaufe  they  were  ufelefs.  But  que- 
ruloufnefs  was  now  <xrown  habitual,  and  he  cried  out  when  he  probably  had  ceafed  to  feel.  His 
reiterated  wailings  perfuaded  BoHngbroke  that  he  was  really  willing  to  quit  his  deanery  for  an  Eng- 
lifli  parilh  ;  and  Bolingbroke  procured  an  exchange,  which  was  rejeded ;  and  Swift  ftill  retained 
the  pleafure  of  complaining. 

"  The  greatfeft  difficulty  that  occurs,  in  analyfmg  his  charadler,  is  to  dlfcover  by  what  depravity 
ef  intelledl  he  took  delight  in  revolving  ideas,  from  which  almoft  every  other  mind  {brinks  with 
difs;ufl:.  The  ideas  of  pleafure,  even  when  criminal,  may  folicit  the  imagination  ;  but  what  has 
difeafe  deformity,  and  filth,  upon  which  the  thoughts  can  be  allured  to  dwell  ?  Delany  is  wilhng  to 
think  that  Swift's  mind  was  not  much  tainted  with  this  grofs  corruption  before  his  long  vifit  to 
Pope.  He  does  not  confider  how  he  degrades  his  hero,  by  making  him  at  fifty-nine  the  pupil  of 
turpitude,  and  liable  to  the  malignant  influence  of  an  afcendant  mind.  But  the  truth  is,  that  G  ul- 
liver  had  defcribed  his  Yahoos  before  the  vifit ;  and  he  that  had  formed  thofe  images  had  nothing 
filthy  to  learn. 

"  In  the  poetical  works  of  Dr.  Swift  there  is  not  much  upon  which  the  critic  can  exercife  his 
powers.  They  are  often  humorous,  almoft  always  light,  and  have  the  qualities  which  recommend 
fuch  compofitions,  eafinefs  and  gaiety.  They  are,  for  the  moft  part,  what  their  author  intended. 
The  diftion  is  correct,  the  numbers  are  fmooth,  and  the  rhymes  exad.  There  feldom  occurs  a  hard- 
laboured  exprelTion,  or  a  redundant  epithet ;  all  his  verfes  exemplify  his  own  definition  of  a  good 
ftyle,  they  confift  of  "  proper  words  in  proper  places." 

"  To  divide  this  colk<5i:ion  into  claffes,  and  fliow  how  fome  pieces  are  grofs,  and  fome  are  trifling, 
would  be  to  tell  the  reader  what  he  knows  already,  and  to  find  faults  of  which  the  author  could  not 
be  ignorant,  who  certainly  v.rrote  not  often  to  his  judgment,  but  his  humour. 

"  It  was  faid,  in  a  preface  to  one  of  the  Irifli  editions,  that  Swift  had  never  been  known  to  take 
a.  fingle  thought  from  any  writer,  ancient  or  modern.  This  is  not  literally  true;  but  perhaps  no 
writer  can  eafily  be  found  that  has  borrowed  fo  little,  or  that  in  all  his  excellencies  and  all  his  de- 
ic&i  has  fo  wellaiaintabed  his  claim  to  be  confidered  as  original," 
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DDE 

To    THE 

HONOURABLE  SIR  WILLIAM  TEMPLE. 
Written  at  Moor-Par%,  June  1689; 

V  iRTDK,  the  greatefi  of  all  monarchies  ! 
Till,  its  firft  emperor  rebellious  mart 
Depos'd  from  off  his  feat, 
It  fell,  and  broke  with  its  own  v/eight 
Into  fmall  ftates  and  principalities. 

By  many  a  petty  lord  poffefs'd, 
But  ne'er  fince  feated  in  one  fingle  br?arft  ! 
'Tis  you  who  muft  this  land  fubdue. 
The  mighty  conqueft's  left  for  you. 
The  conqueft  and  difcovery  too  ; 
Search  out  this  Utopian  ground. 
Virtue's  Terr|i  Incognita, 
Where  none  <iver  led  the  way, 
Nor  ever  fince  but  in  defcfiptions  found, 

Like  the  philofopher's  flone, 
With  rules  to  fearch  it,  yet  obtain'd  by  none. 

We  have  too  long  been  led  aflray  ; 
Too  long  have  our  mifguided  fouls  been  taught 
With  rules  from  mufty  morals  brought, 
'Tis  you  muft  put  us  in  the  way ; 
Let  us  (for  fhame  !  )  no  more  be  fed 
With  antique  relics  of  the  dead, 
The  gleanings  of  philofophy, 
Philofophy,  the  lumber  of  the  fchools, 
The  roguery  of  alchemy  ; 
And  we,  the  bubbled  fools, 
Spend  all  our  prefent  life  in  hopes  of  golden  rules. 

But  what  does  our  proud  ignorance  learning  call? 

We  oddly  Plato's  paradox  make  good, 
Our  knowledge  is  but  mere  remembrance  all ; 

Remembrance  is  onr  treafure  and  our  food  ; 
Nature's  fair  table-book  onr  tender  fouls, 
We  fcrawl  all  o'er  v.ith  old  and  empty  rules, 
Stale  memorandums  of  the  fchool?  : 
For  learning's  mighty  treafures  look 
In  that  deep  grave  a  book  ; 
Think  that  (he  there  does  all  her  treafures  hide, 
And  that  her  troubled  ghoft  flili  haunts  ther^  fince 

Ihe  dy'd. 
Confine  her  walks  to  colleges  and  fchools ; 

Her  priefts,  her  train,  and  follor/ers  fhoTV 
As  if  they  all  were  fpetftres  too  ! 
They  purchafe  knowledge  at  th'  expence 
Of  common  breeding,  common  fenfe. 
And  grow  at  once  fcholars  and  fooU  ; 
Affeft  ill-manner'd  pedimtry, 
B-udenefs,  ill-nature,  iuciviiity. 
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And,  fick  with  dregs  of  knowledge  grown. 
Which  greedily  they  fwallow  down, 
Still  caft  it  up,  and  naufeate  company. 

Curfl  Be  the  wreteh  !  nay,  doubly  curfl ! 

(If  it  may  lawfu?  be 
To  curfe  our  g-reatell:  enemy) 
Who  learnt  himfelf  that  herefy  firfl 
(Which  fince  has  leiz'd  on  all  the  refi) 
That  knowledge  forfeits  all  humanity  ; 
Taught  us,  hke  Spaniards,  to  be  proud  and  poor. 

And  fling  our  fcraps  before  our  door  ! 
Thrice  happy  you  have  'fcap'd  this  general  peR  ; 
Thofe  mighty  epithets,  learn'd,  good,  and  great, 
Which  we  ne'ei-  join'd  before,  but  in  romances 
We  find  in  you  at  laft  united  growri.  [meetj 

You  cannot  be  compared  to  one  : 
I  mult,  like  him  that  painted  Venus'  face. 
Borrow  from  every  one  a  grace  ; 
Virgil  and  Epicurus  will  not  do, 
. .     Their  courting  a  retreat  like  you, 
Unlefs  I  put  in  Cafar's  learning  too  : 

Your  happy  frame  at  once  controls 
This  great  triumvirate  of  fouls. 

Let  not  old  riome  boaft  Fabius'  fate  ; 

He  fav'd  his  country  by  delays. 
But  you  by  peace. 

You  bought  it  at  a  cheaper  rate; 
Nor  has  it  left  the  v.fual  bloody  fear. 

To  fhow  it  cbO;  its  price  in  war ; 
War  !  that  mad  game  the  world  fo  loves  to  play. 

And  for  it  does  fo  dearly  pay  ; 
For,  though  with  lofs  or  viclory  a  while 

Fortune  the  gamellers  does  beguile. 
Yet  at  the  iail  the  box  fweeps  all  away. 

Only  the  laurel  got  by  peace 
No  thunder  e'er  can  blaft  : 
Th'  artillery  of  the  fliies 

Shoots  to  the  earth,  and  dies ; 
Nor  ever  green  and  flourifaing  't  will  lafl. 
Nor  dijit  in  blood,  nor  widow's  tears,  nor  orphan's 
cries. 
About  the  head  crown'd  with  thefe  bays. 
Like  lambent  fire  the  lightning-plays  ; 
Nor,  its  triumphal  cavalcade  to  grace, 

Alakes  up  its  foleinn  train  with  death ; 
It  meks  the  fword  of  war,  yet  keeps  it  in  this 
fheath. 

The  wily  fliifts  of  ftate,  thofe  juggler's  tricks, 
Which  Ave  call  deep  deiigns  and  politics 
(As  in  a  theatre  the  ignorant  fry, 

Becaufe  the  cords  efcape  their  eye. 
Wonder  to  fee  the  motion*  fly)  j 
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Metliink*,  when  you  expofe  the  fcene, 
Down  the  ill-organ' d  eni?-ines  fall ; 
Off  fly  the  vizards,  and  difcover  all : 

How  plain  I  fee  through  the  deceit ! 
How  fhallow,  and  how  grofs,  the  cheat ! 
:  Look  where  the  puUy's  tied  above  ! 
Great  God  !    (faid  I)  what  have  I  feen  ! 
On  what  poor  engines  move 
The  thoughts  of  monarchs,  and  defigfts  of  Hates  ! 

What  petty  motives  rule  tlieir  fates  ! 
How  the  moufe  makes  the  mighty  mountain  fliake ! 
The  mighty  mountain  labours  with  its  birth. 
Away  the  frighten'd  peafants  fly, 
Gcar'd  at  th'  unheard-of  prodigy, 
Exped:  fome  great  gigantic  foa  of  earth  ; 
Lo  !  it  appears  ! 
See  how  they  tremble  !  how  they  quake  ! 
Out  Itarts  die  little  beafl,  and  mocks  their  idle 
fears. 

Til  en  tell,  dear  favourite  mufe  ! 
What  ferpent's  that  which  ft.li  reforts, 
Still  hirks  in  palaces  and  courts  ? 
Take  thy  unwonted  flight. 
And  on  the  terrace  light. 
See  where  flie  lies  ! 
'      See  how  flie  rears  her  head, 

And  rolls  about  her  dreadful  eyes, 
To  drive  all  virtue  out,  or  look  it  dead  ! 
*Twas  fiire  this  bafiliik  fent  Temple  thence. 
And  though  as  fome  ('tis  faid)  for  their  defence 
Have  worn  a  cafement  o'er  their  flcin. 
So  he  wore  his  within, 
IMa'de  up  of  virtue  and  tranfparent  innocence  ; 

And  though  he  oft  renew'd  the  fight. 
And  almoft  got  priority  of  fight, 

He  ne'er  could  overcome  her  quite 
(In  pieces  cut,  the  viper  ftill  did  rc-unite). 

Till,  at  laft,  tir'd  with  lofs  of  time  and  eafe, 
Jlefolv'd  to  give  himfeif,  as  well  as  country,  peace. 

Sing  bciov'd  mufe  !  the  pleafures  of  retreat, 
And  m  fome  untouched  virgin  flrain 
£how  the  delights  thy  fifter  nature  yields  ; 
Sing  of  thy  vales,   fing  of  thy  woods,  fing  of  thy 
fields ; 
Go  publifli  o'er  the  plain 
■■  •     How  mighty  a  profelyte  you  gain  ! 
How  noble  a  reprifal  on  the  great ! 

How  is  the  mufe  luxuriant  grown ! 
Whene'er  flie  takes  this  night. 
She  foars  clear  out  of  fight. 
Thefe  are  the  paradifes  of  her  crwn  : 

(The  Pegafus,  Hke  an  unruly  horfe, 
Though  ne'er  fa  gently  led 
To  the  lov'd  pafi;ure  v/here  he  us'd  to  feed^ 
Huns  violently  o'er  his  ufual  courfe.) 
Wake  from  thy  wanton  dreams, 

Come  from  thy  dear-lov'd  ftreams. 
The  crooked  paths  of  wandering  Thames  I 
Fain  the  fair  nymph  would  flay. 
Oft  fbe  looks  back  in  vain, 
Oft  'gainft  her  fountain  docs  complain. 
And  foftly  fleals  in  many  windings  down, 
As  loath  to  fee  the  hated  court  and  town, 
And  murmurs  as  fhe  glides  away. 

In  this  Hew  happy  Icene 
Are  nobler  fubjedls  for  your  learned  pen  ; 
Here  we  expesSt  from  you 
Moie  thao  your  predeccffor  Adam  knew ; 


Whatever  moves  our  wonder,  or  our  fport, 
Whatever  ferves  for  innocent  emblems  of  the  court? 

How  that  which  we  a  kernel  fee 
(Whofe  well-compacfted  forms  efcape  the  light, 
Unpierc'd  by  the  blunt  rays  of  fight) 

Shall  ere  long  grow  into  a  tree ; 
Whence  takes  it  its  increafe,  and  whence  its  birth. 
Or  from  the  fun,  or  from  the  air,  or  from  the  earth. 
Where  all  the  fruitful  atoms  lie  ; 
How  fome  go  dov.-nward  to  the  root. 

Some  more  ambitioufly  upwards  fly, 
And  form  the  leaves,  t^lie  branches  and  the  fruit- 
You  ftrove  to  cultivate  a  barren  court  in  vain, 
Your  garden's  better  worth  your  noble  pain. 
Here  mankind  fell,  and  hence  muft  rife  again. 

Shall  I  believe  a  fpirlt  fo  divine 

Was  caft  in  the  fame  mould  with  mine  ? 
Why  then  does  nature  fo  unjufl:ly  fliare 
Among  her  elder  fons  the  whole  eftate, 

And  all  her  jewels  and  her  plate  ? 
Poor  we  !  cadets  of  heavcn  not  worth  her  care. 
Take  up  at  befl  with  lumber  and  the  leavingsof  a  fair: 

Some  flie  binds  'prentice  to  the  fpade. 

Some  to  the  drudgery  of  a  trade, 
Some  flie  does  to  Egyptian  bondage  draw, 
Bids  us  make  bricks,  yet  fends  us  to  look  out  for 

Some  flie  condemns  for  life  to  try     [ftraw: 
To  dig  the  leaden  mines  of  deep  philofophy  : 
Me  flie  has  to  the  mufe's  gallies  tied. 
In  vain  I  ftrive  to  crofs  this  fpacious  main. 
In  vain  I  tug  and  pull  the  oar. 
And,  when  I  ahnofl;  reach  the  fhore. 
Straight  the  mufe  turns  the  helm,  and  I  launch 
out  again  : 

And  yet,  to  feed  my  pride, 
Whene'er  I  mourn,  flops  my  complaining  breath,- 
With  promife  of  a  mad  reverfion  after  death. 

Then,  Sir,  accept  this  worthlefs  verfe. 
The  tribute  of  an  humble  mufe, 
'Tis  all  the  portion  of  my  niggard  ftars  ; 
Nature  the  hidden  fpark  did  at  my  bu-th  infufe. 
And  kindled  firft  with  indolence  and  eafe  ; 

And,  fince  too  oft'  debauch'd  by  praife, 
'Tis  now  grown  an  incurable  difeafe  : 
In  vain  to  quench  this  foolifli  fire  I  try 
In  wifdoni  and  philofophy  ; 
In  vain  all  wholefome  herbs  I  fow. 
Where  nought  but  weeds  will  grow, 
Whate'er  I  plant  (like  corn  on  barren  earth) 
By  an  equivocal  birth 
Seeds  and  runs  up  to  poetry. 

ODE  TO  KING  WILLIAM, 

On  his  Succefs  in  Ireland. 

To  ptirchafe  kingdoms,  and  to  buy  renown. 
Are  arts  peculiar  to  diflembling  France  ; 

You,  mighty  r.ionarch,  nobler  adions  crown. 
And  folid  virtue  docs  yeur  name  advance. 

Your  matchlefs  courage  with  your  prudence  join v 

The  glorious  flrudure  of  your  fame  to  raife  ; 
With  its  own  light  your  dazzling  glory  Ihines, 

And  into  adoration  turns  our  praife. 
Had  you  by  dull  fucceflion  gain'd  your  crown 

(CowJ.rds  are  monarchs  by  that  title  made). 
Part  of  your  merit  chance  would  call  her  own. 

And  half  your  virtues  l»ad  been  loft  in  flud*.- 
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%w.  now  your  worth  Its  juft  reward  fhall  have  : 
r  What  trophies  and  what  triumphs  are  your  due ; 

Who  could  fo  well  a  dying  nation  lave, 
At  once  delerve  a  crown,  and  gain  it  too  ! 

You  faw  how  near  we  were  to  ruin  brought, 
You  faw  th'  impetuous  torrent  rolling  on  ; 

And  timely  on  the  coming  danger  thought, 
Which  we  could  neither  obviate  nor  fhun. 

Britannia  ftfipp'd  from  her  foL-  guard  the  laws, 
Ready  to  fall  Rome's  bloody  facrifice  ; 

You  ftraightflepp'd  in,  and  from  the  monfler's  jaws 
Did  bravely  fnatch  the  lovely  helplefs  prize. 

Nor  this  is  all;  as  glorious  is  the  care 

To  preferve  conquells,  as  at  hrfl  to  gain  : 

In  this  your  virtue  claims  a  double  fhare, 

Which,  what  it  bravely  won,  does  all  maintain. 

Your  arm  has  now  your  rightful  title  fliow'd. 
An  arm  on  which  all  Europe's  hopes  depend, 

To  which  they  look  as  to  fome  guardian  god. 
That  muft  their  doubtful  liberty  defend. 

Amaz'd,  thy  acStion  at  the  Boyne  we  fee  ! 

When  Schomberg  flarted  at  the  vafl  defign  : 
The  boundlefs  glory  all  redounds  to  thee,    [thine. 

Th'  impulfe,  the  fight,  th'  event,  were  wholly 

The  brave  attempt  does  all  our  foes  difarm  ; 

You  need  but  now  give  orders  and  command, 
Your  name  fhall  the  remaining  work  perforni. 

And  fpare  the  labour  of  youi"  conquering  hand. 

France  does  in  vain  her  feeble  arts  apply. 
To  interrupt  the  fortune  of  your  courfe  i 

Your  influence  does  the  vain  attacks  defy 
Of  fecret  malice,  or  of  open  force. 

Boldly  we  hence  the  brave  commencement  date 
Of  glorious  deeds,  that  muft  all  tongues  employ : 

William's  the  pledge  and  earneft  given  by  fate 
Of  England's  glory,  and  her  lafting  joy. 
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As  When  the  deluge  firft  began  to  fall 

That  mighty  ebb  never  to  flow  ao-ain 

(When  this  huge  body's  moifture  was  fo  great, 

It  qtiite  o'ercame  the  vital  heat)  ; 
That  mountain  which  was  higheft,  firft  of  all 
Appear'd  above  the  univerfal  main, 
To  blefs  the  primitive  failor's  v^^eary  fight ! 
And  'twas  perhaps  Parnaffus,  if  in  height 

It  be  as  great  as  'tis  in  fame, 

And  nigh  to  heaven  as  is  its  haine  : 
So  after  th'  inundation  of  a  war, 
When  learning's  little  houfehold  did  embark 
With  her  world's" fruitful  fyftem  in  her  facred  ark^ 

At  the  firfc  ebb  of  noife  and  fears, 
Philofophy's  exalted  head  appears  ; 
And  the  dove-mufe  will  now  no  longer  flay. 
But  plumes  her  filver  wings  and  flies  away  ; 

And  now  a  laurel  wreath  Ihe  brings  from  far, 

To  crown  the  happy  conqueror, 

To  fiiow  the  flood  begins  to  cesfe. 
And  brings  the  dear  reward  of  viiSory  and  peace. 
The  eager  mufe  tookvi-ing  upon'the  waves'  decline. 
When  war  her  cloudy  afpcd  jufi  withchew, 


When  the  bright  fun  of  peace  began  to  fhinc, 
And  for  a  while  in  heavenly  contemplation  fat 

On  the  high  top  of  peaceful  Ararat ; 
And  pluck'd  a  laurel  branch  (for  laurel  was  the 

firft  that  grew. 
The  firft  of  plantsafter  the  thunder,ftorm,andrain)} 
And  thence,  with  joyful  nimble  wing, 
Flew  dutifully  back  again, 
And  made  an  humble  chaplet  for  the  king  *. 

And  the  dove-mufe  is  fled  once  more 
(Glad  of  the  vidrbry,  yet  frighten'd  at  the  war) ; 
And  now  difcovers  from  afar 
A  peaceful  and  a  flourifliing  fhore  : 
No  fooner  did  fhe  land 
Oil  the  delightful  ftrand, 
Than  ftraight  fhe  fees  the  country  all  around. 
Where  fatal  Neptune  rul'd  crewhile, 
Scattdr'd  with  flowery  vales,  with  fruitful  gardens 
And  many  a  pleafant  wood  !         [crown'd. 
As  if  the  univerfal  Nile 
Had  rather  water'd  it  than  drown'd  : 
It  feems  fome  floating  piece  of  paradife, 
Preferv'd  by  wonder  from  the  flood, 
Long  wandering  through  the  deep,  as  we  are  told 
Fam'd  Delos  did  of  old. 
And  the  tranfported  mufe  imagih'd  it 
To  be  a  litter  birth-place  for  the  god  of  witj 
Or  the  much  talk'd  oracular  grove  ; 
When  with  amazing  joy  flie  hears 
An  unknown  mufic  all  around 
Charming  her  greedy  ears 
With  many  a  heavenly  fong 
Of  nature  and  of  art,  of  deep  philofophy  and  love, 
Whilft  angels  ttine  the  voice,  and  God  infpires  tho 
torigiie. 
In  vain  fhe  catches  at  the  .empty  found. 
In  vain  purfues  the  mufic  with  her  longing  eye. 
And  courts  the  Wanton  echoes  as  they  fly. 

Pardon,  ye  great  unknown,  and  far-exalted  men. 
The  v/ild  excurfions  of  a  youthful  pen  ; 

Forgive  a  yoUng,  and  (almoft)  virgin-mufe, 
Whom  blind  and  eager  curiofity 
(Yet  curiofity,  they  fay. 
Is  in  her  fcx  a  crime  needs  no  excufe) 

Has  forc'd  to  grope  her  uncouth  way 
After  a  mighty  light  that  leads  her  wandering  eyA* 
No  wonder  then  fhe  quits  the  narrow  path  of  fenfc 
For  a  dear  ramble  through  impertinence  ; 
Impertinence  !  the  fcurvy  of  mankind. 
Arid  all  we  fools,  who  are  the  greater  part  of  it. 
Though  we  be  of  two  diifer  _"nt  fadlions  ftill. 

Both  the  good  natur'd  and  the  ill. 
Yet  wherelbe'er  you  look,  you'll  always  find 
W~e  join,  like  flies  andv/afps,  in  buzzing  about  wit« 
In  me,  who  am  of  the  firft  it&.  of  tbefe. 
All  merit,  that  tranfcends  the  humble  rules 
Of  my  own  dr^.zzled  fcanty  feufe, 
Begets  a  kinder  folly  and  impertinence 

Of  admiration  and  of  praife. 
And  our  good  brethren  of  the  lurly  ic& 

Muft  e'en  all  herd  us  with  their  kindred  fools : 

For  though,  pofTefs'd  of  prefcnt  vogue,  they've 

Railing  a  rule  of  wit,  and  obloqny  a  trade;  [made 

Yet  the  fame-\^'ant  of  brains  produces  each  etTecl:. 

And  you,  v/hom  Pluto'shelm  does  wifely  ftiroud 

From  us  the  blind  and  thougbtlefs  crowd. 
Like  the  fam'd  hero  in  his  mother's  cloud, 
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Who  both  our  follies  and  impertinences  fee. 
Do  laugh  perhaps  at  theirs,  and  pity  mine  and  me. 

But  ceufure's  to  be  underftood 
Th'  authentic  mark  of  the  eledl, 
The  public  ftamp  heav'n  fets  on  all  that'i  great 
and  good, 
Our  fhallow  fearch  and  judgment  to  diredl. 
The  war  methinks  has  made 
Our  wit  and  learning  narrow  as  our  trade  ; 
Inftead  of  boldly  failing  far,  to  buy 
A  ftock  of  wifdom  and  philofophy, 

We  fondly  ftay  at  home,  in  fear 
Of  every  cenfuring  privateer  ; 
Forcing  a  wretched  trade  by  beating  down  thefale, 
And  felling  bafely  by  retail. 
The  wits,  I  mean  the  atheifls  of  the  age, 
Who  fain  would  rule  the  pulpit  as  they  do  the 
Wondrous  refiners  of  philofophy,  [ftage  ; 

Of  morals  and  divinity, 
J3y  the  new  modilh  fyftem  of  reducing  all  to  fenfe, 
Againfl  all  logic  and  concluding  laws, 
Do  own  th'  effedls  of  Providence, 
And  yet  deny  the  caufe. 

This  hopeful  feft,  now  it  begins  to  fee 
How  little,  very  little,  do  prevail 

Their  firft  and  chiefeft  force 
To  cenfure,  to  cry  down,  and  rail, 
Not  knowing  •\Vhat,  or  where,  or  who  you  be. 
Will  quickly  take  another  courfe  : 

And,  by  their  never-failing  ways 
Of  folving  all  appearances  they  pleafe, 
Wefoonfhall  fee  them  to  their  ancient  methods  fall, 
And  ftraight  deny  you  to  be  men,  or  any  thing  at 
all. 
I  laugh  at  the  grave  anfwer  they  will  make. 
Which  they  have  always  ready, general, and  cheap: 
'Tis  but  to  fay,  that  what  we  daily  meet, 
And  by  a  fond  miftake 
Perhaps  imagine  to  be  wondrous  wit. 
And  think,  alas  !  to  be  by  mortals  writ, 
Is  but  a  crowd  of  atoms  juftling  in  a  heap. 
Which  from  eternal  feeds  begun, 
Jnllling  fome  thoufand  years  till  ripen' d  by  the  fun; 
They're  now,  juft  now,  as  naturally  born, 
As  from  the  v/omb  of  earth  a  field  of  corn. 

But  as  for  poor  contented  me. 
Who  niufl  my  weaknefs  and  my  ignorance  confefs, 
That  I  believe  in  much  I  ne'er  can  hope  to  fee  ; 
Methinks  I'm  fatisfy'd  to  guefs 
That  this  new,  noble,  and  delightful  fcene 
Is  wonderfully  mov'd  by  fome  exalted  men, 

Who  have  well  lludied  in  the  world's  difeafe 
(That  epidemic  error  and  depravity. 
Or  in  our  judgment  or  our  eye). 
That  what  furprifes  us  can  only  pleafe. 
We  often  fearch  contentedly  the  whole  world  round. 
To  make  fome  great  difcovery  ; 
And  fcorn  it  when  'tis  found. 
Jl'^  fo  the  mighty  Nile  has  fuffer'd  in  its  fame, 

decaufe  'tis  faid  (and  perhaps  only  faid) 
We've  found  a  little  inconfiderable  head, 

Tliat  feeds  the  huge  unequal  flream. 
ConCdcr  human  folly,  and  you'll  quickly  own, 

That  all  the  praifes  it  can  give. 
By  w!nichfome  fondly  boaft  they  fhall  for  ever  live. 
Won't  pay  th'  impertinence  of  being  known  : 
EJfc  why  fliould  the  fam'd  Lydian  king 


(Whom  all  the  charms  of  an  ufui'ped  wife  andllafe. 
With  all  that  power  unfelt  courts  mankind  to  be 
great. 
Did  with  new  unexperienc'd  glories  wait) 
Still  wear,  ftill  doat,  on  his  invilible  ring  f 

Were  I  to  form  a  regular  thought  of  fame. 
Which  is  perhaps  as  hard  t'  imagine  right 
As  to  paint  echo  to  the  fight ; 
1  would  not  draw  th'  idea  from  an  empty  name ; 
Becaufe  alas  !  when  we  all  die, 
Carelefs  and  ignorant  pofterity. 
Although  they  praife  the  learning  and  the  wit. 

And  though  the  title  feems  to  Ihow 
The  name  and  man  by  whom  the  book  was  writ, 
Yet  how  fhall  they  be  brought  to  know. 
Whether  that  very  name  was  he,  or  you,  or  I  ? 
Lefs  Ihould  I  daub  it  o'er  with  tranfitory  praife, 

And  water-colours  of  thefe  days  : 
Thefe  days !  where  e'en  th'  extravagance  of  poetry 
Is  at  a  lofs  for  figures  to  exprefs 
Men's  folly,  whimfies  and  inconftancy, 
And  by  a  faint  defcription  makes  them  lefs. 
Then  tell  us  what  is  fame,  where  fliall  we  fearch 
Look  where  exalted  virtue  and  religion  fit   [for  it  J 
Enthron'd  with  heavenly  wit! 
Look  where  you  fee 
The  greateft  fcorn  of  learned  vanity  ! 
And  then  how  much  a  nothing  is  mankind  ! 
Whofe  reafon  is  weigh'd  down  by  popular  air. 
Who,  by  that,  vainly  talks  of  baffling  death  ; 
And  hopes  to  lengthen  life  by  a-transfufion  of 
breath. 
Which  yet  whoe'er  examines  right  will  find 
To  be  an  art  as  vain  as  bottling  up  of  wind  ! 
And  when  you  find  out  thefe,  believe  true  fame 
is  there. 
Far  above  all  reward,  yet  to  which  all  is  due  ; 
And  this,  ye  great  unknown  ?  is  only  known  irt 
you. 

The  juggling  fea-god,  when  by  chanc'e  trepan'cJ 
By  fome  inftru6ted  querift  fleeping  on  the  fand. 
Impatient  of  ali  anfwers,  ftrait  became 
A  ftealing  brook,  and  ftrove  to  creep  away 

Into  his  native  fca, 
Vext  at  their  follies,  murmur'd  in  his  flream  j 
But,  difappointed  of  his  fond  defire, 
Would  vanilh  in  a  pyramid  of  fire. 
This  furly  flippery  god,  when  he  defign'd 

To  furnifh  his  efcapes. 
Ne'er  borrow'd  more  variety  of  Ihapes 
Th.\n  you  to  pleafe  and  fatisfy  mankind, 
And  feem  (almoft)  transforra'd  to  water,  flame, 
and  air. 
So  well  you  anfwer  all  phenomena  there  : 
Tiiough  madmen  and  the  wits, ,  philofophers  and 

fools. 
With  all  that  factious  or  enthafiaftic  dotardsdfeam. 
And  all  the  incoherent  jargon  of  the  fchools  i 
Though  all  the  fumes  of  fear,  hope,  love,  and 
Ihame,  [doubt ; 

Contrive  to  Ihock  your  minds  withmany  a  fenfelefs 
Doubts  v.'here  the  Delphic  god  would  grope  in  ig- 
norance and  night, 
Tlie  god  of  learning  and  of  light 
Would  want  a  god  himfelf  to  help  him  out. 

Philofophy,  as  it  before  us  liesi 
Sctms  to  have  borrow'd  fome  ungrateful  talle 
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Of  doubts,  impertinence,  and  niceties, 
From  every  age  through  which  it  pafs'd, 
But  always  with  a  ftronger  relilh  of  the  laft. 
This  beauteous  queen,  by  Heaven  defign'd 
To  be  the  great  original 
For  man  to  drefs  and  polifli  his  uncourtly  mind, 
in  what  mock  habits  have  they  put  her  fmce  the 
fall !  [fages, 

IVfore  oft'  in  fools'  and  madmen's  hands  than 
She  fecms  a  medley  of  all  ages. 
With  a  huge  fardingale  to  fwell  her  fuftian  ftuff, 
A  new  commode,  a  top-knot,  and  a  ruiF, 
Her  face  patch'd  o'er  with  modern  pedantry. 
With  a  long  fweeping  train 
Of  comments  and  difputes,  ridiculous  and  vain, 
All  of  old  cut  with  a  new  dye  : 
How  foon  have  you  reftor'd  her  charms. 
And  rid  her  of  her  lumber  and  her  books, 
Drefl  her  again  genteel  and  neat. 
And  rather  tight  than  great ! 
Jiow  fond  we  are  to  court  her  to  our  arms  1 
How  much  of  heaven  is  in  her  naked  looks  ! 

Thus  the  deluding  Mufe  oft'blindsmetoher  ways, 
And  ev'n  my  very  thoughts  transfers 
And  changes  all  to  beauty,  and  the  praife 
Of  that  proud  tyrant  fex  of  hers. 
The  rebel  Mufe,  alas !  take  part 
But  with  my  own  rebellious  heart, 
And  you  with  fatal  and  immortal  wit  confpirc 
To  fan  th'  unhappy  fire. 
Cruel  unknown  !  what  is  it  you  intend  ? 
Ah  !  could  you,  could  you  hope  4  poet  for  your 
friend ! 
Rather  forgive  what  my  firfl  tranfport  faid  : 
(May  all  the  blood,  which  fhall  by  woman's  fcorn 
be  flied. 
Lie  upon  you  and  on  your  childrens  head  ! 
For  you  (ah  !  did  I  think  I  e'er  ftiould  live  to  fee 
The  fatal  time  when  th,at  could  be  !) 
Have  ev'n  increas'd  their  pride  and  cruelty. 
Woman  feems  now  above  all  vanity  grown. 
Still  boafting  of  her  great  unknown 
Platonic  champions,  gaiu'd  without  one  female 
Or  the  vaft  charges  of  a  fmile  ;  [wile. 

Which  'tis  a  fhame  to  fee  how  much  of  late 
You've  taught  the  covetous  wretches  to  o'er- 
rate, 
^nd  which  they've  now  the  confciences  to  weigh 
In  the  fame  balance  with  our  tears, 
And  with  fuch  fcanty  wages  pay 
The  bondage  and  the  flavery  of  years. 
Let  the  vain  fex  dream  on ;  the  empire  comes  from 
And,  had  they  common  generofity,        [us, 
They  would  not  ufe  us  thus. 
Well —  though  you've  rais'd  her  to  this  high 
Ourfelves  are  rais'd  as  welj  as  flie  ;     [degree, 
And,  fpite  of  all  that  tjiey  or  you  can  do, 
"Tis  pride  and  happinefs  enough  to  me 
Still  to  be  of  th ',  fame  exalted  fex  with  you. 

AlaSj  how  fleeting  and  how  vain 
Is  ev'ii  the  nobler  man,  our  learning  and  our  wit ! 
I  figh  whene'er  I  think  of  it : 
As  at  the  clofing  of  an  unhappy  fcene 

Of  fonie  great  king  and  conqueror's  death, 
When  the  fad  melancholy  mufe 
Stays  but  to  catch  his  utmoft  breath. 
I  ^ieve,  this  noljiler  work  moft  bappily  begun. 


So  quickly  and  fo  wonderfully  carry*d  on. 
May  fall  at  lafl  to  interefi,  folly,  and  abufe. 
There  is  a  noon-tide  in  our  lives. 
Which  ftill  the  fooner  it  arrives. 
Although  we  boaft  our  winter-fun  looks  bright, 
And  foolifbly  are  glad  to  fee  it  at  its  height, 
Yet  fo  much  fooner  comes  the  long  and  gloomy 
night. 
No  oonqueft  ever  yet  begun, 
And  by  one  mighty  hero  carried  to  its  height, 
E'er  flourilh'd  under  a  fuccefior  or  a  fon  ; 
It  loft  fome  mighty  pieces  through  all  hands  it  paftj 
And  vanifh'd  to  an  empty  title  in  the  laft. 
For,  when  the  animating  mind  is  fled 
(Which  nature  never  c^n  retain. 
Nor  e'er  call  back  again). 
The  body,  though  gigantic,  lies  all  cold  and  dead. 

And  thus  undoubtedly  'twill  fare 
With  what  uqhappy  men  fhall  dare 
To  be  fucceffors  to  their  great  unknown, 
On  Learning's  high  eftabhflied  throne. 
Cenfure,  and  pedantry,  and  pride, 
Numberlefs  nations,  ftretching  far  and  wide, 
Shall  (I  forefee  it)  foon  with  Gothic  fwarms  come 
From  ignorance's  univerfal  north.  [forth. 

And  with  blind  rage  break  all  this  peaceful  go- 
vernment : 
Yet  ftiall  thefe  traces  pf  yoyr  wit  remain. 
Like  a  juft  map,  to  tell  the  vaft  extent 
Of  conqueft  in  your  ftiort  and  happy  reign  ; 
And  to  all  future  mankind  (how 
How  ftrange  a  parodox  is  true. 
That  men  who  liv'd  and  dy'd  without  a  name 
Are  the  chief  heroes  in"  the  facred  lift  of  fame. 


WRITTEN  IN 

A  LADY'S  IVORY  TABLE-BOOK,  1699, 

Peruse  my  leaves  tlirough  every  part. 

And  think  thou  feeft  my  owner's  heart, 

Scrawl'd  o'er  with  trifles  thus,  and  quite 

As  hard,  as  fenfelefs,  and  as  light ; 

Expos'd  to  every  coxcomb's  eyes. 

But  hid  with  caution  from  the  wife. 

Here  you  may  read,  "  Dear  charming  faint !" 

Beneath,  "  A  new  receipt  for  paint ;" 

Here,  In  beau-fpelling,  "  Tru  tel  deth  ;" 

There,  in  her  own,  "  For  an  el  breth ;" 

Here,  "  Lovely. nymph,  pronounce  my  doom  !'* 

There,  "  A  fafe  way  to  ufe  perfume  :" 

Here,  a  page  fill'd  with  billets-doux  ; 

On  t'other  fide,  "  Laid  out  for  Ihoes"— 

"  Madam,  I  die  without  your  grace" — 

"  Item,  for  half  a  yard  of  lace." 

Who  that  had  wit  would  place  it  here. 

For  every  peeping  fop  to  jeer  ; 

In  power  of  fpittle  and  a  clout, 

Whene'er  he  pleafe,  to  blot  it  out ; 

And  then,  to  heighten  the  difgrace. 

Clap  his  own  nonfenfe  in  the  place  ? 

Whoe'er  experts  to  hold  his  part 

In  fuch  a  book,  and  fuch  a  heart. 

If  he  be  wealthy,  and  a  fool, 

Is  in  al^  points  the  fitteft  tool ; 

Of  whom  it  may  be  juftly  faid. 

He  's  a  gold  pencil  tipp'd  with  lead, 


I 

'       TWRS.  HARRIS'S  f'^TITlON,  1699. 
To  their  Excellencies  the"  Lords  Juftices  of  Ire- 
land*, the  humble  petition  of  Frances  Harris, 
M^ho  mull  ftarvg,  and  die  a  maid,  if  it  mifcarries; 

Humbly  fheweth, 
That  I  went  to  warm  mylelf  in  Lady  Betty's  f 

chamber,  becaufe  I  was  cold  ; 
And  I  had  in  a  purfe  feven  pbnnds,  four  ftiiirngs, 
■  and  fixpencej  befides  farthings,  in  money 

and  gold ; 
So,  becaufe  I  had  been  buying  things  for  my  Lady 

lall  night, 
I  wasrefolv'd  totell  mymoney,to  fee  if  itwasright. 
Now,  you  muft  know,  becaufe  my  trunk  has  a" 

very  bad'Iock,      ■ 
Therefore  all  the  money  I  have,  which,  God 

knows,  is  a  very  fm^U  flock, 
I  keep  in  my  pocket,  ty'd  about  my  mid41e,next 

to  my  fmock.  •  . 

So  when  I  went  to  put  up  my  purfe,  as  God  would 

have  it,  my  fmock  was  unrict. 
And,  inftead  of  putting  it  into  my  pocket,  down 

it  flipt ; 
Then  the  bell  rung,  and  I  went  down  to  put  my 

Lady  to  bed  ;  ■  ' 

And,  God  knows,  I  thought  my  money  was  as 

fafe  as  my  maidenhead. 
So,  when  I  came  up  again,  I  found  my  pocket  feel 

very  light : 
But  when  I  fearch'd,  and  mifs'd  my  purfe.  Lord  ! 

I  thought  I  fhould  have  funk  outright. 
Lord  !    Madam,  fays  Mary,  how  d'  ye  do  ?  In- 
deed, fays  I,  never  worfe  : 
But  pray,  Mary,  can  you  tell  what  I  have  done 

with  my  purfe  ? 
Lord  help  me  !  faid  Mary,  I  never  ftirr'd  out  of 

tliis  place  ;■ 
Nay,  faid  I,  I  had  it  in  Lady  Betty's  chamber, 

that's  a  plain  cafe. 
So  Mary  got  me  to  bed,  and  cover'd  me  up  warm : 
However,  flie  ftole  away  my  garters,  that  I  might 

do  rhyfelf  no  harm. 

So  I  tunibled  and  tofs'd  all  night,  as  you  may  very 

■  well'  think,         ■  '  [wink. 

Btft  hardly  ever  fet  my  eyes  together,  or  flept  a 

So  1  was  adream'd,  methbught  that  we  weht  and 

fearch'd  the  folks'  found,     '     ' 
And  in  a  corner  of  Mrs,  Dukes's  +  box,  ty'd  in  a 

rag,  the  money  was  found.  '  '         "  •    ■ 
So  next  morning  we  told  "VVhittle  §,  and  he  fell 

a-fwearing ;  "■    ■ 

Then  my  dame  Wadgar  |[  came ;  and  ihe,  you 

know,  Li  thick  of  hearing. 
Dame,  feid  I,  as  loud  as  I  could  bawl,  do  you  know 

what  a  lofs  I  have  had  ? 
Uay,  faid  Ihe,  my  Lord  C<ilway's  ^  folks  are  all 

very  fad ;''  >  :  ■  ^  [^oU't  fail. 

For  my  Lord  Dromedary  **  comes  aTuefday  with- 
Pxjgh  I  faid  I,  but  that's  not  the  bufinefs  that  I  ail. 


THE  WORK*  OF  SWIF?; 


*  Tie  Earls  of  BrrkeUy  and  of  Qalivay, 
•f  Lady  Betty  Berkeley,  aftenbards  Gcrmalne. 
t   ^'f'  io  one  of  the  foe  Imen. "' 
^   Earl  cf  Berkeley's -VL-let. 
II    The  o'.d  deaf  houfekceft  r.  \   Galiva-^. 

**  The  Eirl  rf  Droghf'liy  luhotixiith  the  Frmaie, 
^as  to  fucceed  tbe  tivo  Earif  ^- 


Says  Gary  *,  fays  he,  T  have  been  a  fcrvant  thi!|  - 

five  and  twenty  yeai-s  come  fpring. 
And  in  all  the  places  I  liv'd  I  never  heard  of  fuch 

a  thing. 
Yes,  fays  the   fteward,  t>  I  remember,  when  I 

was  at  my  Lady  Shrewfbury's, 
Such  a  thing  as  this  happen'd  jufl  about  the  tinis 

of  gocfdberrieu 
So  I  went  to  the  party  fufpefted,  and  I  found  her 

full  of  grief, 
(Now,  you  muft  know,  of  all  things  in  the  world, 

I  hate  a  thief.)  [about : 

However,  I  am  rciblv'd  to  bring  the  difcourfe  flily 
Mrs.  Dukes,  faid  1,  here's  an  ugly  accident  has 

happen'd  out;  [loufe^; 

'Tis  not  that  I  value  the  money  three  fkips  of  a 
But  the  thing  I  Hand  upon  is  the  credit  of  the 

houfgy. 
'Tis  true,  feven  -pounds,  four  fliillings,  and  fix- 
pence,  makes  a  great  hole  in  my  wages  : 
Befides,  as  they  fay,  fervice  is  no  inheritance  in 

thefe  ages. 
Now,  Mrs.  Dukes,  you  know,  and  every  body 

undcrftands, 
That  though  !tis  hard  to  judge,  yet  money  can't 

■^  go  without  hands. 
The  de-uil  take  me  !   faid  flie  (blefling  herfelf )  if 

ever  I  faw't ! 
So  file  roar'd  like  a  bedlam,  as  though  I  had  call'd 

her  all  to  naught; 
So  you  know,  what  could  I  fay  to  her  any  more  ? 
I  e'en  left  her,  and  came  away  as  wife  as  I  was 

before. 
Well ;  but  then  they  would  had  me  gone  to  the 

cunning  man  !  [here  anon. 

No,  laid  I,'  'tis  the  fame  thing,  the  chaplain  will  be 
So  the  chaplain  §  came  in.     Now  the  fervants  fay 

he  is  my  fweei  heart, 
Becaufe  he's  always  in  my  chamber,  and  I  always 

take  his  part. 
So  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  before  I  was  aware, 

out  I  blunder'd; 
Parfon,  faid  I,  can  you  call  a  nati-vity,  when  a  bo- 
dy's plunder'd  ! 
(Now,  you  muft  know,  he  hates  to  be  call'd  par- 

fan  like  the  devil ! ) 
Truly,  fays  he,  Mrs.  Nab,  it  might  become  you 

to  be  more  civil ; 
If  your  money  begone,  as  a  learned  divine  fays, 

d'ye  fee,  [from  me  ; 

You  are   no  text  for  my  handling ;  fo  take  that 
I  was  never  taken  for  a  conjurer  before,  I'd  have 

yon  to  know. 
Lord!  faid  I,  don't  be  angry,  I  am  fure  I  never 

thought  you  fo  ; 
You  know  I  honour  the  cloth;  I  defign  to  be  a 

parfons  w'iic-y  [my  life  ; 

I  never  took  one  in  your  coat  for  a  conjurer  in  all 
V/ith  that  he  twifted  his  girdle  a,t  me  like  a  rope, 

as  who  Ihould  fay, 
Now  you  may  gO  hang  yourfelf  for  me,  and  fo 

went  away. ' 
Well :  I  thought  I  would  have  fwoon'd.     Lord  \ 

faid  I,  what  fliall  I  do  !  [too  I 

I  have  loft  my  money,  and  Ihall  lofe  my  true  Itvt 


*   C'crk  of  the  kitchen. 
\  An  "fual faying  of  burs. 


^  Ferris. 

§  Er.  Swift. 


POEMS. 


Then  my  Lord  call'd  me  :  Harry*,  faid  my  Lord, 

don't  cry  ; 
I'll  give  yon  fomethiiig  towards  thy  lofs;  and,  fays 

my  Lady,  fo  will  I. 
Oh !  but,  faid  I,  what  if,  after  all,  the  chaplain 

won't  cams  to  ? 
For  that,  he  faid,  (an't  pleafe  your  ExceiUncies)  I 

muft  petition  you. 
The  premifes  tenderly  confider'd,  I  defire  your 

Exce'lencies  protection,  [lecftion  ; 

And  that  I  may  have  a  fiiare  in  next  Sunday's  col- 
And,  over  and  above,  that  I  may  have  your  Ex- 
cellencies letter, 
With  an  order  for  the  chaplain  aforefaid,  or,  in- 

ftead  of  him,  a  better  ; 
And  then  your  -poor  petitioner,  both  night  and  day, 
Ov  xhc  (haplain  (for  'tis  his /rir^/f),  as  in  duty  bound, 

fliall  ever  pray. 

A   BALLAD 

ON  THE   GAME  OF  TRAFFIC, 
Written  at  the  CJIL-  of  Dublin,  1699. 

M7  Lord  f ,  to  find  out  who  muft  deal, 

Deliver  cards  about. 
But  the  firft  knave  does  feldom  fail 

To  find  the  Dodlor  out. 

But  then  his  Honour  cry'd,  Gadzooks  j 

And  feem'd  to  knit  his  brow  ; 
For  on  a  knave  he  never  looks. 

But  h'  thinks  upon  Jack  How  \. 

My  Lady,  though  fhe  is  no  player, 

Some  bungling  partner  takes. 
And,  wedg'd  in  corner  of  a  chair, 

Takes  fnufF,  and  holds  the  ftakes. 

)ame  Floyd  locks  out  in  grave  fufpenfe 
,  For  pair-royals  and  fequents  ; 
\\t  wifely  cautious  of  her  pence, 
The  caftle  feldom  frequents, 

Ql^  Herries,  fairly  putting  cafes, 

l^  won  it  on  my  word, 
If  I  ^d  bur  a  pair  of  aces, 

Aii\  could  pick  up  a  third. 

But  WVton  has  a  new-caft  gown 

On  SVjdays  to  be  fine  in, 
And,  if  Vp  can  but  win  a  crown, 

'Twill  \ft  nevv'-dye  the  lining. 

«   With  thSg  is  Parfon  Siuift, 

«  Not  k%ing  how  to  fpend  his  time, 

-»'  Does  maky  wretched  fliift, 

«'  To  deafft  them  with  puns  and  rhyme." 

\    B  A  L  L  A  D, 

^0  t\ne  of  the  Cut-Purfe  §. 

Oncf.  oh  a  timers  old  ftories  rehearfe, 
A  friar  would  l^ds  fhow  his  talent  in  Latin ; 

\  

*  Acant  ivord of\d  and  Lady  B.  to  Mrs.  Harris. 

I  TheEarl  of  Berii^y^      ^  Paymajlsr  of  the  army. 

§  Lady  Betty  Beri^y^  fading  the  preceding  -veifes 
in  the  author  s  room  iSniJhed,  lurote  under  them  the 
concluding Jlanza,  -whic.^j^j^  occafion  to  this  ballad, 
•written  by^  the  author  K^  comterfdt  hand,  as  if  a 
■(bird  pirjin  had  dene  it. 


But  was  forely  put  to't  in  the  midfl:  of  a  verfe,  '  v-- 
Becaufe  he  could  find  no  word  to  come  pat  in : 
Then  all  in  the  place 
He  left  a  void  fpace, 
And  fo  went  to  bed  in  a  defperate  cafe  ;     [die  1 
Then  behold  the  next  m.orning  a  wonderful  rid- 
He  found  it  was  ftrangely  fiU'd  up  in  the  middle. 
Cho.   Let  ceufurirg  ci  itics  then  think  -what  they  lijl 
cnt  ;  Ijy'^"*  ^ 

Who  luould  not  ivriie  -verfes  iv'ftb  fucb  an  of* 

This  put  me,  the  friar,  into  an  amazement : 

For  he  wifely  confider'd  it  muft  be  a  fprite  ; 
That  he  came  through  the  key-hole,  or  in  at  the 
cailment ;  [and  write  : 

And  it  needs  muft  be  one  that  could  both  read 
Yet  he  did  not  know 
If  it  were  friend  or  foe, 
Or  whether  it  came  from  above  or  below  : 
However,  'twas  civil  in  angel  or  elf, 
For  he  ever  could  have  fill'd  it  fo  well  of  himfelf, 
Cho.  Let  cenfuring,  (jfc. 

Even  fo  Mafter  Dodlor  had  puzzled  his  brains 

In  making  a  ballad,  but  was  at  a  ftand  :   [pains  ; 

He  had  mix'd  little  wit   with   a   great  deal  of 

When  he  found  a  new  help  from  invifible  hand. 

Then,  good  Boclor  S^-\aft, 

Pay  thanks  for  the  gifr. ;  [lift  : 

For  you  freely  muft  own,  you  were  at  a  dea  i 

And,  though  fome  malicious  young  fpirit  did  do'i. 

You  may  know  by  the  hand  it  had  no  cloven  foo^, 

Cho.  Let  cenfuring,  \^c. 


THE  DISCOVERY. 

When  wife  Lord  Berkeley  firft  came  here  *^ 
Ptatefmen  and  mob  expecRed  wonders, 

Nor  thought  to  find  fo  great  a  peer 
Ere  a  week  paft  com.mitting  blunders. 

Till,  on  a  day  cut  out  by  fate. 

When  folks  came  thick  to  make  their  court, 
Out  flipt  a  myftery  of  ftate, 

To  give  the  town  and  countiy  fport. 

Nov;-  enters  f  Bufli  with  new  ftate  airs. 
His  Lordftjip's  premier  minifter  ; 

And  who  in  all  profound  affairs 
Is  held  as  needful  as  his  \  clyfter. 

With  head  reclining  on  his  flioulder. 
He  deals  and  hears  myfterious  chat. 

While  every  ignorant  beholder 

Aiks  of  his  neighbour,  Who  is  that  ? 

With  this  he  put  up  to  my  Lord, 
The  courtiers  kept  their  diftance  due. 

He  twitch'd  his  fleeve,  and  ftole  a  word ; 
Then  to  a  corner  both  withdrew. 

Imagine  now,  my  Lord  and  Bufli 
Wiiifpering  in  junto  moft  profound. 

Like  good  king  §  Phyz,  and  good  king  Ufli, 
While  all  the  reft  ftood  gaping  round. 


*   T'o  Ireland,  as  one  of  the  Lords  fuflices. 
\  Bujh,  by  fome  underhand  infnuction,  obtained  iif 
pcff  of  fecreiary,  ivhich  had  been  promifcd  to  Sii'ift. 
\  Ahvays  taken  before  my  Lord  ivent  to  council, 
§  Sei  'i  The  HehcarfJ." 

A  iiij 


THE  WORKS  OF  SWIFT. 


At  length  a  fpark  no*  too  well  bred, 

Of  forward  face  and  ear  acute, 
Advanc'd  on  tipto,  lean'd  his  head. 

To  over-hear  the  gxand  difpute  : 

To  learn  what  northern  kings  defign, 
Or  from  Whitehall  fome  new  esprefs, 

Papills  difarm'd,  or  fall  of  coin  : 

For  fure  (thought  he)  it  caii't  be  lefs. 

My  Lord,  faid  Bulb,  a  friend  and  I, 
Difgui&'d  in  two  old  thread-bare  coats, 

Ere  morning  4awn,  ftole  out  to  fpy 
How  markets  went  for  hay  apd  oats. 

With  that  he  draws  two  Jiandfuls  out. 

The  one  was  oats,  th^  other  hay  ; 
Puts  this  to's  Excellency's  fnout, 

And  begs  he  would  the  other  weigh. 

My  Lord  feenrj.s  pleas'd,  but  flill  diredls 
By  all  menus  to  bring  down  the  rates ; 

Then,  with  a  congee  circumflex, 
Bufb,  fmiling  round  on  all,  retreats. 

Our  'iflener  flood  a  while  confus'd, 
But,  gathering  fpirits,  wifely  ran  for't, 

Enrag'd  to  fee  the  world  abus'd 

By  two  fuch  whifpering  kings  of  Brentford. 

THE  PROBLEM, 

"    THAT  MY  LORD  BERKEtEY   STINKS,  WHEN  HE 
15  IN   LO'VE." 

Did  ev^r  ]    ->blem  thus  perplex, 

Or  more  employ,  the  female  fex  ? 

So  fwcet  a  paiiloii,  who  would  think, 

Jove  ever  fori^'d  to  make  a  ftink  ? 

The  ladies  vow  and  fwear,  they'll  try, 

"Whv.  her  it  be  a  truth  or  lie. 

Love's  fire,  it  feems,  like  inward  heat. 

Works  in  my  Lord  by  flool  and  fweat. 

Which  brings  a  ftink  from  every  pore. 

And  from  behind  and  from  before  ; 

Yet,  what  is  wonderful  to  tell  it. 

None  but  the  favourite  nymph  can  fmcll  it. 

But  now,  to  folve  the  natural  caufe 

By  fobcr  philofophic  laws  -. 

Whether  all  paflions,  when  in  ferment, 

Work  out  as  anger  does  in  vermin  ; 

tio,  when  a  weazel  you  torment. 

You  find  his  paflion  by  his  fcent. 

We  read  of  Itings,  who,  in  a  fright, 

Though  on  a  throne,  would  fall  to  fh— » 

Bef;de  all  this,  deep  fcholars  know, 

That  the  main  firing  of  Cupid's  bow 

Once  on  a  time  was  an  a —  gut ; 

Nov/  to  a  nobler  ofSce  put, 

By  *'avour  or  dcfcrt  preferr'd 

From  giving  palfage  to  a  t — ; 

But  flill,  tliough  fix'd  among  tJie  flar?. 

Does  fynipathiie  v/ith  human  a—. 

Thus,  when  you  feci  an  hard-bound  breech, 

Conclude  love's  bow-firing  at  full  flretch,   " 

TiU  the  kind  loofenefs  coihes,  and  then 

Conclude  the  bow  relax'd  again. 

And  now,  the  ladies  all  are  bent 
To  try  the  great  experiment. 
Ambitious  of  a  regent's  heart, 
ifjprsad  all  their  charms  to  catch  a  i^ ; 


Watching  the  firft  unfavoury  wind. 
Some  ply  before,  and  lome  behind. 
My  Lord,  on  fjre  amidft  the  dames, 
F — ts  like  a  laurel  in  the  flames. 
The  fair  approach  the  fpeaking  part. 
To  try  the  back-way  to  his  heart : 
For,  as  when  we  a  gun  difcharge. 
Although  the  bore  be  ne'er  fo  large. 
Before  the  flame  from  muzzle  burfl, 
Juft  at  tlie  breech  it  flafhes  firfl ; 
So  from  my  lord  liis  paflion  broke. 
He  f — d  firft,  and  then  he  fpoke. 

The  ladies  vanifli  in  the  fmother. 
To  confer  notes  witli  one  another  ; 
And  now  they  all  agreed  to  name 
Whom  each  one  thought  the  happy  dam<u 
Quoth  Neal,  whate'er  the  reft  may  think, 
I'm  fure  'twas  I  that  fmelt  the  ftink. 
You  fmell  the  ftink  !  by  G — ,  you  lie, 
Quoth  Rofs,  for  I'll  be  fworn  'twas  I. 
Ladies,  quoth  Levens,  pray  forbear  : 
Let's  not  fall  out ;  we  all  had  fhare  ; 
And,  by  the  moft  I  can  dlfcover. 
My  lord's  an  univerfal  lover. 

THE  DESCRIPTION 

Of 

A     SALAMANDER.     1706. 
Pliny,  Nat.  Hijl.  Lib.  X.  c.  67.  lib.  xxix.  c.  A^ 

As  maftiff  dogs  in  modern  phrafe  are 
Call' J  Pompey,  Scipio,  and  Ca;far  ; 
As  pyes  and  daws  are  often  ftyl'd 
With  Chriftian  nicknames,  like  a  child  ; 
As  we  fay  Monfieur  to  an  ape. 
Without  offence  to  human  fhape  ; 
So  men  have  got,  from  bird  and  brute, 
Names  that  would  beft  their  natures  fuit. 
The  lion,  eagle,  fox,  and  boar, 
Were  heroes  titles  heretofore, 
Beftow'd  as  hieroglyphics  fit 
To  flipw  their  valour,  ftrength,  or  wit  \ 
For  what  is  underftood  \rj  fame, 
Befides  the  getting  of  a  name? 
But,  e'er  fince  men  invented  guns, 
A  different  way  their  fancy  runs : 
To  paint  a  hero,  vi'e  inquire 
For  fomething  that  will  conquer_/!;-e. 
Would  you  defcribc  Turenne  or  Trurp  • 
Think  of  a  bucht  or  a  fmmp. 
Are  thefe  too  low  ? — then  find  out  <ander_. 
Call  my  Lord  Cuts  a  falamander. 
'Tis  well ; — but,  fince  we  live  ani'o 
DetraAors  with  an  evil  tongue. 
Who  may  objedl  againft  the  ter* 
Pliny  fhall  prove  what  we  affir'^ 
Phny  fhall  prove,  and  we'll  a}^y» 
And  I'll  be  judg  d  by  ftander.'-y-  , 

Firft,  then,  our  author  ha?^""  <* 
This  reptile  of  the  ferpcnt  k'^'. 
With  gaudy  coat  and  fliinin'^'"'*.'"  > 
But  loathfome  fpots  Jiis  boc'^'^'n  = 
Out  from  fome  hole  obfcur"^  n\&%, 
W'hen  rains  defcend,  and  mpefls  riftj 
Till  the  fun  clears  the  air.and  then 
Crawls  back  neglefled  tf"S  <^tn. 

So,  when  the  war  ha^ais'd  a  ftornij 
I've  fcen  a  fnake  in  hunJ  fori"* 
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All  ftain'd  with  infamy  and  vice, 

^eap  from  the  dunghill  in  a  trice, 

Euinifh,  and  make  a  gaudy  Ihow, 

Become  a  general,  peer,  and  beau, 

Till  peace  has  made  the  fky  ferene  ; 

Then  flirink  into  its  hole  again. 

"  All  this  we  grant — why,  then,  look  yonder  : 

"  Sure  that  muft  be  a  Salamander  !" 

Farther,  we  are  by  Pliny  told. 
This  ferpent  is  extremely  cold  ; 
So  cold,  th^t,  put  it  in  the  fire, 
'Twill  make  the  very  flames  expire  : 
Befides,  it  fpues  a  filthy  froth 
(Whether  through  rage  or  luft,  or  both) 
Of  matter  purulent  and  white. 
Which,  happening  on  the  fkin  to  light, 
And  there  cornapting  to  a  wound. 
Spreads  leprofy  and  baldnefs  round. 

So  have  I  feen  a  batter'd  beau, 
By  age  and  claps  grown  cold  as  fnow, 
Whofe  breath  or  touch,  where'er  he  came, 
Blew  out  Love's  torch,  or  chill'd  the  flame : 
And  Ihould  fome  nymph,  who  ne'er  was  cruel, 
Like  Charlton  cheap,  or  fam'd  Du-Ruel, 
Jleceive  the  filth  which  he  ejedifs, 
She  foon  would  find  the  fame  efFedts 
Her  tainted  carcafe  to  purfue, 
As  from  the  Salamander's  fpue  ; 
A  difinal  fliedding  of  her  locks, 
And,  if  no  leproily,  a  pox. 
"  Then  I'll  appeal  to  each  by-ftander, 
.*'  If  this  be  not  a  Salamander  ?" 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  PETERBOROW, 

.WHO    COMMANDED    THE    BRITISH    FORCES    IN 
SPAIN. 

MoRDANTo  fills  the  trump  of  fame. 
The  Chriftian  worlds  his  deeds  proclaim. 
And  prints  are  crowded  with  his  name. 

In  journies  he  outrides  the  poll, 
Sits  up  till  midnight  with  his  hoft. 
Talks  politics,  and  gives  the  toaft  ; 

Knows  every  prince  in  Europe's  face. 
Flies  like  a  fquib  from  place  to  place, 
And  travels  not,  but  runs  a  race. 

From  Paris  gazette  a-la-main, 
This  day  arriv'd,  without  his  train, 
Mordanto  in  a  week  from  Spain. 

A  meffenger  comes  all  a-reek, 
Mordanto  at  Madrid  to  feek  ; 
Tie  left  the  town  above  a  week. 

Next  day  the  poft-boy  winds  his  horn. 
And  rides  through  Dover  in  the  morn  : 
Mordanto's  landed  from  Leghorn. 

Mordanto  gallops  on  alone  ; 
The  roads  are  with  her  followers  ftrown  ; 
This  breajis  a  girth,  and  that  a  bone. 

His  body  acftive  as  his  mind, 
Returning  found  in  limb  and  windj 
Except  fom.;  leather  lofl  behind. 

A  Ikeleton  in  outward  figure, 
His  meagre  corpfe,  though" full  of  vigour, 
?.yould  halt  behind  him,  were  it  bigger. 


So  wonderful  Iiis  expedition, 
When  you  have  not  the  ieafl  fufpicioB, 
He's  with  you  like  an  apparition  : 

Shines  in  all  climates  like  a  ftar  ; 
In  fenates  bold,  and  fierce  in  war  ; 
A  land  commander,  and  a  tar  : 

Heroic  adtions  early  bred  in,  ! 

Ne'er  to  be  match'd  in  modern  reading. 
But  by  his  name-fake  Charles  of  Sweden. 

ON  THE  UNION. 

The  Queen  has  lately  loft  a  part 

Of  her  ENTIRELY-ENGLISH*  heart; 

For  want  of  which,  by  way  of  botch. 

She  piec'd  it  up  again  with  scotch. 

Bleft  revolution  !   which  creates 

Divided  hearts,  united  ftatcs  !  ' 

See  how  the  double  nation  lies  ; 

Like  a  rich  coat  with  flcirts  of  frieze  : 

As  if  a  man,  in  making  pofies. 

Should  bundle  thiftles  up  with  rofcs. 

Who  ever  yet  a  union  faw 

Of  kingdoms  without  faith  or  law  ? 

Henceforward  let  no  ftatefmen  dare 

A  kingdom  to  a  fhip  compare ; 

Left  he  Ihould  call  our  commonweal 

A  veffel  with  a  double  keel : 

Which,  juft  like  ours,  new  rigg'd  and  maim'dy 

And  got  about  a  league  from  land. 

By  change  of  wind  to  leeward  fide, 

The  pilot  knew  not  how  to  guide. 

So  tofiing  fa<5l:ion  will  o'erwhelm 

Our  crazy  double-bottom'd  realm. 

ON  MRS.  BIDDY  FLOYD: 

OR,  THE  RECEIPT  TO  EORM  A  BEAUTYf. 

When  Cupid  did  his  grandfire  Jove  entreat 
To  form  fome  Beauty  by  a  nev/  receipt, 
Jove  fent,  and  found  far  in  a  country  icene 
Truth,  innocence,  good  nature,  look  ferene : 
From  which  ingredients  firft  the  dextrous  boy 
Pick'd  the  demure,  the  awkward,  and  the  coy^ 
The  Graces  from  the  Court  did  next  provide 
Breeding,  and  wit,  and  air,  and  decent  pride  : 
Thefe  Venus  cleans  from  every  fpurious  grain 
Of  nice,  coquet,  affe<fted,  pert,  and  vain. 
Jove  mix'd  up  all,  and  his  beft  clay  employ'd  ; 
Then  call'd  the  happy  compofition  FloyJ. 

APPOLLO  OUTWITTED. 

To  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Fiuch,  after-wards    Countdii 
of  IVincbelfea,  under  her  name  of  Ardelia, 

Phoebus,  now  fhortening  every  fhade, 

Up  to  the  northern  trofic  came, 
And  thence  beheld  a  lovely  maid, 

Attending  on  a  royal  dame. 

The  god  laid  down  his  feeble  rays, 

Then  ligjited  from  his  glittering  coach  ; 

*   The  motta  on  ^ueen  Anne's  coronation  medal. 
f  An  elegant  Latin  -verfion  of  this  little  foem  if^ 
thejixtb  ijolume  cf  Drydsn's  M'fcellar.ies. 


tHE   WORKS   or   SWIFT. 


But  f:nc'd  his  head  with  his  Own  bays, 
Before  he  durft  the  nymph  approach. 

Under  thofe  facred  leaves,  fecure 

From  common  lightning  of  the  ikies, 

He  fondly  thouc^ht  he  might  endure 
The  flaflies  of  Ardelia's  eyes. 

The  nymph,  who  oft'  had  read  in  books 
Of  that  bright  god  whom  bards  invoke, 

Soon  knew  Apollo  by  his  looks, 

And  guefs'd  his  bufinefs  ere  he  fpoke. 

He,  in  the  old  celeftial  cant, 

ConfefsM  his  flame,  and  fwore  by  Styx, 
Whate'er  fhe  would  defire,  to  grant — 

But  wife  Ardelia  knew  his  tricks. 

Ovid  had  warn'd  her,  to  beware 

Of  ftrolling  gods,  whofe  ufual  trade  i». 

Under  pretence  of  taking  air. 
To  pick  up  fublunary  ladies. 

Howe'er,  fhe  gave  no  flat  denial, 
As  having  malice  in  her  heart ; 

And  was  refolv'd  upon  a  trial. 
To  cheat  the  god  in  his  own  art. 

Hear  my  requeft,  the  virgin  faid  ; 

Let  which  I  pleafe  of  all  the  Nine 
■  Attend,  whene'er  I  want  their  aid, 
Obey  my  call,  and  only  mine. 

By  vow  oblig'd,  by  pafiion  led, 

The  God  could  not  refufe  her  prayer : 

He  wav'd  his  wreath  thrice  o'er  her  head. 
Thrice  mutter'd  fomething  to  the  air. 

And  now  he  thought  to  feize  his  due : 
But  fhe  the  charm  already  tried. 

Thalia  heard  the  call,  and  flew 
To  wait  at  bright  Ardelia's  fide. 

On  fight  of  this  celeftial  prude, 
Apollo  thought  it  vain  to  flay  ; 

Nor  in  her  prefence  durfl;  be  rude  ; 
But  made  his  leg,  and  went  away. 

He  hop'd  to  find  fome  lucky  hour. 
When  on  their  queen  the  mufes  wait : 

lint  Palla's  owns  Ardelia's  power ; 
For  vows  divine  are  kept  by  fate. 

Then,  full  of  rage,  Apollo  fpoke  t 
Deceitful  nymph  !  1  fee  thy  art ; 

And,  though  1  can't  my  gift  revoke;, 
I'll  difappoint  its  nobler  part. 

Let  ftubbom  pride  pofiefs  thee  long. 
And  be  thcu  negligent  of  fame  ; 

With  every  mufe  to  grace  thy  fong, 
May'fl  thou  defpife  a  poet's  name  ! 

Of  modeft  poets  thou  be  firfl ; 

To  filent  flia'des  repeat  thy  verfe. 
Till  Fame  and  Echo  almoft  burft. 

Yet  hardly  dare  one  line  rehearfe. 

And  lafl,  my  vengeance  to  complete, 
May'ft  thou  defcend  to  take  renown, 

Prrvail'd  on  by  the  thing  you  hate, 
A  whig,  and  on?  that  wears  a  gown  ! 


VANBRUGH's  HODSi;, 

BUILT  FROM  THE  RUINS  OF  WHITEHALL,  lyoj* 

In  times  of  old,  when  Time  was  yeungy 
And  poets  their  own  verfes  fung, 
A  verfe  would  draw  a  ftone  or  beam. 
That  now  v/ould  overload  a  team  ; 
Lead  them  a  dance  of  many  a  mile. 
Then  rear  them  to  a  goodly  pile. 
Each  number  had  its  different  powers 
Heroic  ftrains  could  build  a  tower ; 
Sonnets,  or  elegies  to  Chloris, 
Might  raife  a  houfe  about  two  flories ; 
A  lyric  ode  would  flate  ;  a  catch 
Would  tile  ;  an  epigram  would  thatch. 

But,  to  their  own  or  landlord's  coft. 
Now  poets  feel  this  art  is  loft. 
Not  one  of  all  our  tuneful  throng 
Can  raife  a  lodgin^yir  a  fong: 
For  Jove  confider'd  well  the  cafe, 
Obferv'd  they  grew  a  numerous  race  ; 
And,  fliould  they  build  as  faft  as  laritey 
'Twould  ruin  undertakers  quite. 
This  evil  therefore  to  prevent, 
He  wifely  chang'd  their  element : 
On  earth  the  god  of  wealth  was  made 
Sole  patro:1  of  the  building  trade  ; 
Leaving  the  wits  the  fpacious  air, 
With  licence  to  build  cajiks  there  : 
And,  'tis  conceiv'd,  their  old  pretence 
To  lodge  in  garrets  comes  from  thence. 

Premifing  thus,  in  modern  way. 
The  better  half  we  have  to  fay  : 
Sing,  mufe,  the  houfe  of  poet  Van 
In  higher  ftrains  than  we  began. 

Van  (for  'tis  fit  the  reader  know  it) 
Is  both  a  herald  and  a  poet ; 
No  wonder  then  if  nicely  ikilled 
In  both  capacities  to  build. 
As  herald,  he  can  in  a  day 
Repair  a  houfe  gone  to  decay ; 
Or,  by  atchievement,  arms,  device^ 
Ere<5l  a  new  one  in  a  trice  ; 
And,  as  a  poet,  he  has  fkill 
To  build  in  fpeculation  ft  ill, 
Great  Jove  !  he  cry -d,  the  art  reftore 
To  build  by  verfe  as  heretofore. 
And  make  my  mufe  the  architedl ; 
What  palaces  flaall  we  ere6): ! 
No  longer  fhall  forfaken  Thames 
Lament  his  old  Whitehall  in  flames ; 
A  pile  fliall  from  its  afhes  rife. 
Fit  to  invade  or  prop  the  flwies. 

Jove  fqiil'd,  and,  like  a  gentle  god, 
Confenting  with  the  ufual  nod. 
Told  Van,  he  knew  his  talent  beft. 
And  left  the  choice  to  his  own  breaft. 
So  Van  refolv'd  to  \irrite  a  farce  ; 
But,  well  perceiving  wit  was  fcarce. 
With  cunning  that  defe<51:  fupplies  ; 
Takes  a  French  play  as  lawful  prize  ; 
Steals  thence  his  plot  and  every  joke. 
Not  once  fufpedting  Jove  would yOTO^-f; 
And  (like  a  wag  fet  down  to  write) 
Would  whifper  to  himfelf,  a  bite  ; 
Then,  from  this  motley,  mingled  ftyl<?^  .  •> 

Proceeded  to  crcd  his  pile. 


POEMS. 


So  men  of  old,  to  gain  renown,  did 
Build  Babel  with  their  tongues  confounded. 
Jove  faw  the  cheat,  but  thought  it  beft 
To  turn  the  matter  to  a  jeft  : 
Down  from  Olympus'  top  he  Aides, 
laughing  as  if  he'd  burft  his  fides  ; 
Ay,  thought  the  God,  are  thefe  your  tricks  ? 
Why  then  old  plays  deferve  old  bricks; 
And,  fince  you're  fparing  of  your  fluff, 
Your  building  fhall  be  fmall  enough. 
He  fpake,  and,  grudging,  lent  his  aid  ; 
Th'  experienc'd  bricks,  that  knew  their  trade, 
(As  being  bricks  at  fecond-hand), 
Now  move,  and  now  in  order  ftand. 

The  building,  as  the  poet  writ, 
Rofe  in  proportion  to  his  wit : 
And  firft  the  Prologue  built  a  wall 
So  wide  as  to  encompafs  all. 
The  Scene  a  v/ood  produc'd,  no  more 
Than  a  few  fcrubby  trees  before. 
The  Plot  as  yet  lay  deep  3  and  fo 
A  cellar  next  was  dug  below  : 
But  this  a  work  fo  hard  was  found, 
Two  AcSis  it  cofl  him  under  ground : 
Two  other  A<3;s,  we  may  prefume, 
Were  fpent  in  building  each  a  room. 
Thus  far  advanc'd,  he  made  a  fhift 
To  raife  a  roof  with  adl  the  fifth. 
The  Epilogue  behind  did  frame 
A  place  not  decent  here  to  name. 

Now  poets  from  all  quarters  ran 
To  fee  the  houfe  of  brother  Van  ; 
Look'd  liigh  and  low,  walk'd  often  round  ;. 
But  no  fuch  houfe  was  to  be  found. 
One  afks  the  watermen  hard-by, 
"  Where  may  the  poets  palace  lie  ?" 
Another  of  the  Thames  inquires, 
Jf  he  has  feen  its  gilded  fpires  ? 
At  length  they  in  the  rubbifh  fpy 
A  thing  refembling  a  goofe-pye. 
Thither  in  hafte  the  poets  throng. 
And  gaze  in  filent  w^onder  long, 
Till  one  in  raptures  thus  b«gan 
To  praife  the  pile  and  builder  Van  : 

Thrice  happy  poet !  who  may'fl  trail 
Thy  houfe  about  thee  like  a  fnail ; 
Or,  harnefs'd  to  a  nag,  at  eafe 
Take  journeys  in  it  like  a  chaife  ; 
Or  in  a  boat,  whene'er  thou  wilt, 
Canft  make  it  ferve  thee  for  a  tilt ! 
Capacious  houfe  !  'tis  own'd  by  all 
Thou'rt  well  contriv'd,  though  thou  art  fmall : 
For  every  wit  in  Britain's  ifle 
May  lodge  within  thy  fpacious  pile. 
Like  Bacchus  thou,  as  poets  feign. 
Thy  mother  burnt,  are  born  again, 
]feorn  like  a  phoenix  from  the  flame  ; 
But  neither  bulk  norjhape  the  fame  : 
As  animals  of  largeft  fize 
^Corrupt  to  riiaggots,  worms,  and  flies  ;] 
A  type  of  modern  wit  ^nd  ftyle, 
^he  ruhbijh  of  an  ancient  pile. 
^o  chemifls  boafl  they  have  a  power 
Prom  the  dead  afhes  of  a  flower 
Some  faint  refemblance  to  produce. 
But  not  the  virtue,  ts^fle,  or  juice  : 
So  modern  rhymers  wifely  blail 
jThe  poetry  of  ages  paft  1 


Which  after  they  have  ovtfrthfowli. 
They  from  its  ruine  build  their  own. 

TWO  RIDDLE-S,    1707  ♦. 

I.      ON  A  FAN. 

From  India's  burning  clime  I'm  brought^ 
With  cooling  gales  like  zephyrs  fraught. 
Not  Iris,  when  flie  paints  the  Iky, 
Can  fhow  more  d  fferent  hue  than  I : 
Nor  can  fhe  change  her  form  fo  fall ; 
I'm  now  a  fail,  and  now  a  maft  : 
I  here  am  red,  and  there  am  green  ; 
A  beggar  there,  and  here  a  queen. 
I  fometimes  live  in  houfe  of  hair. 
And  oft'  in  hand  of  lady  fair  : 
I  pleafe  the  young,  I  grace  the  old. 
And  am  at  once  both  hot  and  cold : 
Say  what  I  am  then,  if  you  can. 
And  find  the  rhyme,  and  you're  the  man. 

ANSWER. 

Your  houfe  of  hair,  and  lady's  hand. 
At  firfl  did  put  me  to  a  fland. 
I  have  it  now — 'tis  plain  enough— 
Your  hairy  bufinefs  is  a  mvff. 
Your  engine  fraught  with  cooling  gales, 
At  once  fo  like  your  mafls  and  fails  ; 
Your  thing  of  various  fhape  and  hue, 
Muft  be  fome  painted  toy,  I  knew : 
And  for  the  rhyme  \.oyoure  the  man^ 
What  fits  it  better  than  -xfan? 

II.      ON  A  BEAtr. 

I'm  wealthy  and  poor, 

I'm  empty  and  full, 
I'm  humble  and  proud, 

I'm  witty  and  dull. 

I'm  foul,  and  yet  fair  ; 

I'm  old,  and  yet  young ; 
I  He  with  Moll  K— r, 

And  toafl  Mrs. ■. 

ANSWER,  BY  MR.  F R. 

In  rigging  he's  rich,  though  in  pocket  he's  poor  5 
He  cringes  to  courtiers,  and  codes  to  the  cits ; 

Like  twenty  he  dreffes,  but  looks  like  threefcore  ; 
He's  a  wit  to  the  fools,  and  a  fool  to  the  wits. 

Of  wifdom  he's  empty,  but  full  of  conceit ;   [fcab ; 

He  paints  and  perfumes,  while  he  rots  with  the 
'Tis  a  Beau  you  may  fwear  by  hisfenfe  and  his  gait; 

He  boafts  of  a  beauty,  and  lies  with  a  drab. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  VANBRUGH's  HOUSE, 

When  mother  Clud  had  rofe  from  play. 
And  cali'd  to  take  the  cards  away, 
"Van  faw,  but  feem'd  not  to  regard. 
How  M'Js  pick'd  every  painted  card. 


*  Originally  comiminicated  by  Sivift  to  Oldijkvortif 
•who  publijhed  them  in  "  ^he  Mufes  JMi.rcvrj,\ 
1707, 
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And,  bufy  both  with  hand  and  eye. 
Soon  jear'd  a  houfe  two  ftorics  high. 
Van's  vcnius,  without  thought  or  leciurc, 
Is  hugely  turn'd  to  architeiiure : 
He  view'd  the  edifice,  and  fmil'd, 
Vow'd  it  was  pretty  for  a  child  ; 
It  was  fo  perfciSl  in  its  kind, 
lie  kept  the  model  in  his  mind. 

But,  when  he  found  the  boys  at  play. 
And  faw  them  dabbling  in  their  clay, 
He  flood  behind  a  ftal!  to  lurk. 
And  mark  the  progrefs  of  their  work  ;    • 
With  true  delight  obferv'd  them  all, 
Raldng  up  mud  to  build  a  wall. 
The  plan  he  much  admir'd,  and  took 
*l'he  model  in  his  table-book  ; 
Thought  himfelf  now  exactly  fkill'd. 
And  fo  refolv'd  a  bcufe  to  build ; 
A  real  houfe,  with  rooms  andjlairs, 
Five  times  at  leaft  as  big  as  theirs  ; 
Taller  than  Mifs's  by  two  yards  ; 
Not  a  fliam  thing  of  clay  or  cards : 
And  fo  he  did  ;  for,  in  a  while, 
He  built  up  fuch  a  monllrous  pile. 
That  no  two  chairmen  could  be  found 
Able  to  lift  it  from  the  ground. 
Still  at  Whitehall  it  ftands  in  view, 
Juft  in  the  place  where  firft  it  grew  ; 
There  all  the  little  fchool-boys  run. 
Envying  to  fee  themfuives  outdone. 

From  fuch  deep  rudiments  as  thefe. 
Van  is  become  by  due  degrees 
For  building  fam'd,  and  juftly  reckon'd, 
At  Court,  Vitruvius  tVie/e^onJ: 
No  wonder,  fm.ce  wife  authors  fhow 
That  bejl  foundations  muft  be  loiv : 
And  now  the  Duke  has  wifely  ta'en  him 
To  be  his  architect  at  Blenheim. 

But,  raillery  for  once  apart, 
Jf  this  rule  holds  in  every  art ; 
Or  if  his  Grace  were  no  more  fldll'd  in 
The  art  of  battering  walls  than  building. 
We  might  expe(9:  to  fee  next  year 
A  moifc-trap  man  chief  engineer  ! 

BAUCIS  AND  PHILEMON. 

ON  THE  EVER-LAMENTED  LOSS  OF  THE  TWO 
YEW-TREES  IN  THE  PARISH  OF  CHILTUORNE, 
aOMERSET.      1708. 

Imitated  from  the  EigM>  Book  of  Ovid. 

In  ancient  times,  as  ftory  tells, 
The  faints  would  often  leaye  their  cells, 
And  {troll  about,  but  hide  their  quality. 
To  try  good  people's  hofpitality. 

It  happen'd  on  a  winter-night. 
As  authors  of  the  legend  write. 
Two  brother-hermits,  faints  by  trade, 
Taking  their  tour  in  mafquerade, 
Difguis'd  in  tatter'd  habits,  went 
To  a  fmall  village  down  in  Kent ; 
Where,  in  the  ftroUers'  canting  flralp. 
They  begg'd  from  door  to  door  in  vain^ 
Tried  every  tone  might  pity  win  ; 
But  not  a  foul  would  let  them  in. 

Our  wandering  faints,  in  woful  ftate, 
QTreated  ^t  this  luigodly  rate, 


Having  through  all  the  village  part. 
To  a  fmall  cottage  came  at  laft  ! 
Where  dwelt  a  good  old  honeft  ye'man, 
Call'd  in  the  neighbourhood  Philemon; 
Who  kindly  did  thefe  faints  invite 
In  his  poor  hut  to  pafs  the  night ; 
And  then  the  hofpitable  lire 
Bid  goody  Baucis  mend  the  fire  ; 
While  he  from  out  the  chimney  tool; 
A  flitch  of  bacon  off  the  hook. 
And  freely  from  the  fatteft  fide 
Cut  out  large  flices  to  be  fry'd  ; 
Then  ftepp'd  afide  to  fetch  them  drink, 
Fill'd  a  large  jug  up  to  the  brink. 
And  faw  it  fairly  twice  go  round  ; 
Yet  (v/hat  is  wonderful !)  they  found 
'Tv/as  flill  replenifli'd  to  the  top, 
As  if  they  ne'er  had  touch'd  a  drop. 
The  good  old  couple  wereamaz'd, 
And  often  on  each  other  gaz'd ; 
For  both  were  frighten'd  to  the  heart, 
And  juft  began  to  cry, — What  ar't ! 
Then  foftly  turn'd  afide  to  view 
Whether  the  lights  were  burning  blue. 
The  gentle  pilgrims,  foon  aware  on't. 
Told  them  their  calling,  and  their  errand: 
Good  folks,  you  need  not  be  afraid, 
V»''e  are  hutfiints,  the  hermits  faid  ; 
No  hurt  fhall  come  to  you  or  yours : 
But  for  that  pack  of  churhlh  boors. 
Not  fit  to  live  on  Chriflian  ground. 
They  and  their  houfes  fliall  be  drown'd ; 
Whilft  you  ftiall  fee  your  cottage  rife. 
And  grow  a  church  before  your  eyes. 

They  fcarce  had  fpoke,  when  fair  and  foft 
The  roof  began  to  mount  aloft ; 
Aloft  rofe  every  beam  and  rafter  ; 
The  heavy  wall  climb ""d  flowly  after. 

The  chimney  widen'd,  and  grew  higher. 
Became  a  fteeple  with  a  fpire. 

The  kettle  to  the  top  was  hoift, 
And  there  flood  faften'd  to  a  joift. 
But  with  the  upfide  down,,  to  fliow 
Its  inclination  for  below  : 
In  vain  ;  for  a  fuperior  force, 
Apply'd  at  bottom,  flops  its  courfe  ; 
Doom'd  ever  in  fufpence  to  dwell, 
'Tis  now  no  kettle,  but  a  bell. 

A  wooden  jack,  which  had  almoU 
Loft  by  difufe  the  art  to  roaft, 
A  fudden  alteration  feels, 
Increas'd  by  new  inteftine  wheels ; 
And,  what  exalts  the  wonder  more, 
The  number  made  the  motion  flower ; 
The  flier,  though  't  had  leaden  feet, 
Turn'd  round  fo  quick,  you  fcarce  could  fee  't  i 
But,  flacken'd  by  fome  fecret  power. 
Now  hardly  moves  an  inch  an  hour. 
The  jack  and  chimney,  near  ally'd. 
Had  never  left  each  other's  fide  : 
The  chimney  to  a  fteeple  grown. 
The  jack  would  not  be  left  alone  ; 
But,  up  againft  the  fteeple  rear'd. 
Became  a  clock,  and  ftill  adher'd  ; 
And  ftill  its  love  to  houfehold  cares, 
By  a  fhrill  voice  at  noon,  declares. 
Warning  the  cook-maid  not  to  burn 
That  roaft-meat  which-  it  Cftnnot  turo. 
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The  groaning-chair  began  to  crawl, 
hike  a  huge  fnail,  along  the  wall ; 
There  ftuck  aloft  in  public  view. 
And,  with  fmall  change,  a  pulpit  grew. 

The  porringers,  that  in  a  row 
Hung  high,  and  made  a  glittering  fliow. 
To  a  lefs  noble  fubftance  chang'd, 
Were  now  but  leathern  buckets  rang'd. 

The  ballads,  pafted  on  the  wall, 
Of  Joan  of  France,  and  Englifh  Moll, 
Fair  Rofamond,  and  Robin  Hood, 
The  Little  Children  in  the  Wood, 
Now  feem'd  to  look  abundance  better, 
Improv'd  in  pidlure,  fize,  and  letter  ; 
And,  high  in  order  plac'd,  defcribe 
The  heraldry  of  every  tribe  *. 

A  bedftcad  of  the  antique  mode, 
CompaA  of  timber  many  a  load, 
Such  as  our  anceftors  did  ufe. 
Was  metamorphos'd  into  pews  ; 
Which  ftill  their  ancient  nature  keep 
By  lodging  folks  difpos'd  to  fleep. 

The  cottage  by  fuch  feats  as  thefe 
Grown  to  a  church  by  juft  degrees. 
The  hermits  then  deur'd  their  hofl 
To  alk  for  what  he  fancy'd  moft. 
Philemon,  having  paus'd  a  while, 
Return'd  them  thanks  in  homely  ftyle : 
Then  faid.  My  houfe  is  grown  fo  fine, 
Methinks  I  flill  would  call  it  mine  ; 
I  'm  old,  and  fain  would  live  at  eafe  ; 
Make  me  the  j>arfon,  if  you  pleafe. 

He  fpoke,  and  prefently  he  feels 
His  grazier  s  coat  fall  down  his  heels  : 
He  fees,  yet  hardly  can  believe. 
About  each  arm  a  pudding-fleeve  ; 
His  waiftcoat  to  a  caffock  grew. 
And  both  afliim'd  a  fable  hue  ; 
But,  being  old,  continued  juft 
As  thread-bare,  and  as  full  of  duft. 
His  talk  was  now  of  tMes  and  dues  : 
He  fmok'd  his  pipe,  and  read  the  news ; 
Knew  how  to  preach  old  fermons  next, 
Vamp'd  in  the  preface  and  the  text ; 
At  chriftenings  well  could  a<5l  his  part, 
And  had  the  fervice  all  by  heart ; 
Wifti'd  women  might  have  children  faft, 
And  thought  whole  fow  had  farrow'd  iaft  ; 
Againft  dijjenters  would  repine, 
And  itood  up  firm  for  right  divine  ; 
Found  his  head  fili'd  with  many  a  fyftem : 
But  claffic  authors, — he  ne'er  mifs'd  'em. 

Thus  having  furbifh'd  up  a  parfon, 
Dame  Baucis  next  they  play'd  their  farce  on. 
Inftead  of  home-fpun  coifs,  were  feen 
Good  pinners  edg'd  with  calberteen  ; 
Her  petticoat,  transform'd  apace, 
Became  black  fattin  flounc'd  with  lace. 
Plain  Goo:!y  would  no  longer  down  ; 
'Twas  Aladam,  in  her  grogram  gown. 
Philemon  was  in  great  furprife", 
And  hardly  could  believe  his  eyes, 
Amaz'd  to  fee  her  look  fo  prim  ; 
And  fhe  admir'd  as  much  at  him. 


*    The  iriles  of  Ifrael  are  fumetimes  difiinguijljed  in 
ftvntry  ehurfbes  by  the  enjtgns  given  to  them  by  jacob. 


Thus  happy  in  their  change  of  life 
Were  feveral  years  this  man  and  wife  ; 
When  on  a  day,  which  prov'd  their  Iaft, 
Difcourfing  o'er  old  (lories  paft, 
They  went  by  chance,  amidft  their  talk. 
To  the  church-yard  to  take  a  walk ; 
When  Baucis  haflily  cry'd  out, 
My  dear,  I  fee  your  forehead  fprout ! 
Sprout !  quoth  the  man  ;  what's  this  you  tcll  usl 
1  hope  you  don't  believe  me  jealous  ! 
But  yet,  methinks,  I  feel  it  true  ; 
And  really  yours  is  budding  too— 
Nay,— now  I  cannot  ftir  my  foot ; 
It  feels  as  if  'twere  taking  root. 

Defcription  would  but  tire  my  Mnfe  ; 
In  Ihort,  they  both  were  turn'd  io  yeivs. 

Old  Goodman  Dobfon  of  the  green 
Remembers,  he  the  trees  has  feen  ; 
He  '11  talk  of  them  from  noon  till  night. 
And  goes  with  folks  to  (how  the  fight  f 
On  Sundays,  after  evening-prayer. 
He  gathers  all  the  parilh  there  ; 
Points  out  the  place  of  either  yew  ; 
Here  Baucis,  there  Philemon,  grew : 
Till  once  a  parfon  of  our  town, 
To  mend  his  barn,  cut  Baucis  down  ; 
At  which  'tis  hard  to  be  believ'd 
How  much  the  other  tree  was  griev'd, 
Grew  fcrubbed,  dy'd  a-top,  was  ftunted  ; 
So  the  next  parfon  ftubb'd  and  burns  it. 

ELEGY 

On  the  fufpofed  Death  of  Partridge,  the  Almsna^ 
Maker.      1 708. 

Well  ;  'tis  as  Bickerftaft  has  guefs'd. 
Though  we  all  took  it  for  a  jeft  : 
Partridge  is  dead  ;  nay  more,  he  dy'd 
Ere  he  could  prove  the  good  'fquire  ly'd. 
Strange,  an  aftrologer  fhould  die 
W  ithout  one  wonder  in  the  Iky  ! 
Not  one  of  all  his  crony  ftars 
To  pay  their  duty  at  his  herfe  !' 
No  meteor,  no  eclipfe  appear'd  ! 
No  comet  with  a  flaming  beard  f 
The  fun  has  rofe,  and  gone  to  bed, 
Juft  as  if  Partridge  were  not  dead  ; 
Nor  hid  himfelf  behind  the  moon, 
To  make  a  dreadful  night  at  noon. 
He  at  fit  periods  walks  through  Aries, 
Howe'er  our  earthly  motion  varies  ; 
And  twice  a-year  he  '11  cut  th'  equator. 
As  if  there  had  been  no  fuch  matter. 

Some  wits  have  wonder'd  what  analogy 
There  is  'twixt  *  cabling  and  aflrology  ,• 
How  Partridge  made  his  optics  rife 
Frcm  ^.f:cc-fok  to  reach  the  fkies. 

A  lift  the  cobler's  temples  ties, 
To  keep  the  hair  out  of  his  eyes ; 
Frcm  whence  'tis  plain,  the  diadem 
That  princes  wear,  derives  from  them  : 
And  therefore  croivns  are  now  a-days 
Adorn'd  w'lxh.  gulden fars  and  rays  ; 
Whicli  plainly  ftiows  the  near  alliance 
'Twixt  cMing  and  the  planets  fcience. 

*  Partridge  v.'as  a  cohler. 
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Befide*,  that  flow-pac'd  fign  Bootes, 
As  'tis  mifcr.ll'd,  we  know  not  who  'tis  S 
But  Partridge  cnd^d  all  difputes  ; 
He  knew  his  tradj,  and  call'd  it  *  boots. 

The  horned  .v.won,  which  heretofore 
Upon  their  fhoes  the  Romans  wore, 
Whofe  widenefs  kept  their  toes  from  corns, 
And  whence  we  claim  our  Jhoelug-horns, 
Shows  how  the  art  of  cobling  bears 
A  near  refemblance  to  x\\tfpheres. 

A  fcrap  of  parchment  hung  hy  geometry 
{A  great  refinement  in  barbmeiryj 
Can,  like  the  ftars,  foretel  the  weather ; 
And  what  is  parchment  elfe  but  leather  ? 
Which  an  aftrologer  might  ufe 
Zither  for  almanacks  OTjhoes. 

Thus  Partridge  by  his  wit  and  parts 
At  once  did  praftife  both  thefe  arts ; 
And  as  the  boding  owl  (or  rather 
The  bat,  becaufe  her  wings  are  leather) 
Steals  from  her  private  cell  by  night, 
And  flies  about  the  candle-light ; 
So  learned  Partridge  could  as  well 
Creep  in  the  dark  from  leathern  cell. 
And  in  his  fancy  fly  as  far 
To  peep  upon  a  twinkling  flar. 

Befides,  he  could  confound  tht/pheres^ 
And  fet  the  plants  by  the  ears  ; 
To  fliow  his  Ikill,  he  Mars  could  join 
To  Venus  in  afpeSi  malign  ; 
Then  call  in  Mercury  for  aid. 
And  cure  the  wounds  that  Venus  made. 

Great  fcholars  have  in  Lucian  read. 
When  Philip  king  of  Greece  was  dead„ 
His  foul  and  fpirit  did  divide, 
And  each  part  took  a  different  fide  : 
One  rofe  a  ftar  ;  the  other  fell 
Beneath,  and  mended  Ihoes  in  hell. 

Thus  Partridge  ftill  fiiines  in  each  art, 
The  cabling  andjiar-gazing  part ; 
And  is  inftall'd  as  good  a  ftar 
As  any  of  the  Cafars  are. 

Triumphant  ftar  !  fome  pity  fhow 
On  coblers  militant  below, 
Whom  roguifh  boys,  in  ftormy  nights. 
Torment  by  pifTing  out  their  lights ; 
Or  through  a  chink  convey  their  fmoke, 
Inclos'd  artificers  to  choke. 

Thou,  high  exalted  in  thy  fphere, 
May'ft  follow  ftill  thy  calling  there. 
To  thee  the  Bull  will  lend  his  hide. 
By  Phoebus  newly  tann'd  and  dry'd  ; 
For  thee  they  Argo's  hulk  will  tax, 
And  fcrape  her  pitchy  fides  for  -wax  ; 
Then  Ariadne  kindly  lends 
Her  braided  hair  to  make  the  ends  : 
The  points  of  Sagittarius'  dart 
Turns  to  an  a-zv/'hy  heavenly  art ; 
And  Vulcan,  wheedled  by  his  wife. 
Will  foige  for  ihee  a pjrinn-knife. 
For  want  of  room  by  Virgo's  fide. 
She  '11  ftrrrin  a  polrtt,  and  fet  aftride. 
To  take  thee  kindly  in  betxveen  ; 
And  then  the figns  will  be  thirteen. 


See  bis  almanack,' 


THE  EPITAPH. 

Here,  five  feet  deep,  lies  on  his  back* 
A  cobl  r,  flarmongcr,  and  quack  ; 
Who  to  the flars  in  pure  good  will 
Does  to  his  beft  look  upward  ftill. 
Weep,  all  you  cuftomers  that  ufe 
His  pill,  his  almana'Lr,  or  fboes  : 
Ana  you  that  did  your  fortunes  feek. 
Step  to  his  grave  but  once  a-week  . 
This  earth  which  bears  his  body's  print. 
You  '11  find  has  fo  much  virtue  in  't. 
That  I  durft  pawn  my  ears  'twill  tell 
Whate'er  concerns  you  full  as  well. 
In  phyfic,  Jlolen-goods,  or  love. 
As  he  himfelf  could  when  above. 


MERLIN'S  PROPHECY,    17(39. 

Seven  and  ten  addyd  to  nine, 
Of  Fraunce  her  woe  this  is  the  fygne ; 
Tamys  rivere  twys  y-frozen, 
Walke  fans  wetyng  ftioes  ne  hozen. 
Then  comyth  foorthe,  ich  underftondc. 
From  towne  of  ftoffe  to  fattyn  londe. 
An  bardie  chiftan  *,  woe  the  morne. 
To  Fraunce  that  evere  he  was  born. 
Then  ftiall  the  fyftie  f  beweyle  his  boffe  ; 
Nor  fhall  grin  berrys  :|:  make  up  the  lofle. 
Yonge  Symnele  ||  fhall  again  mifcarrye ; 
And  Norways  pryd  §  again  fliall  marrey  : 
And  from  the  tree  where  blofums  feele, 
Rife  fruit  ftiall  come,  and  all  is  wele. 
Reaums  fliall  daunce  honde  in  honde  **, 
And  it  fliall  be  merye  in  old  Inglonde  ; 
Then  old  Inglonde  ftiall  be  no  more. 
And  no  man  fhall  be  forie  therefore. 
Geryon  f  f  fliall  have  tliree  hedes  agayne. 
Till  Hapfljurge  ^  makyth  them  but  twayntf* 


A  DESCRIPTION  OF 

THE  MORNING.    1709. 

Now  hardly  here  and  there  an  hackney  coach 
Appearing,  fliow'd  the  ruddy  morn's  approach. 
Now  Betty  from  her  maftcr's  bed  had  flown, 
And  foftly  ftole  to  difcompofe  her  own ; 
The  flipfhod  'prentice  from  his  mafter's  door 
Had  par'd  the  dirt,  and  fprinkled  round  the  floor. 
Now  Moll  had  whirl'd  her  mop  with  dextrous  airs, 
Prepar'd  to  fcrub  the  entry  and  the  flairs. 
The  youth  with  broomy  ftumps  began  to  trace 
The  kennel's  edge,  where  wheels  had  worn  the  place.' 
The  fniall-coal-man  was  heard  with  cadence  deep. 
Till  drown'd  in  ftiriller  notes  of  chimney-fweep. 
Duns  at  his  Lordftiip's  gate  began  to  meet ; 
And  brirk-duft  Moli  had  fcream'd  through  half  the 
The  turnkey  now  his  flock  returning  fees,  [ftreet. 
Duly  let  out  a-nights  to  fteal  for  fees : 

*   D.  of  Marlborough.  •)•   T^he  Dauphin. 

\   D.  <f  B.rry.  ||    The  young  Pretender. 

§    ^.  Anne.  **   By  the  Union. 

ff  A  king  of  Spain Jlain  /?v  Hercules. 
\\  ThcArchduke  Charles  ivos  of  the  Hapfhurg  family/ 
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TJie  watchful  bailifFjtake  their  filent  ftands, 
And  fchool-boys  lag  with  fatchels  in  their  hands. 

A  DESCRIPTION  OF 

A    CITY-SHOWER. 
In  Imitation  of  VirgiPs  Ceorgks.     1 7 10. 

Careful  obfervers  ntay  fortel  the  hour 
(By  fure  prognoftics)  when  to  dread  a  Ihower. 
While  rain  depends,  the  penfive  cat  gives  o'er 
Her  frolicks,  and  purfues  her  tail  no  more. 
Returning  home  at  night,  yon  '11  find  the  fink 
Strike  your  offending  fenfe  with  double  Rink. 
If  you  be  wife,  then  go  not  far  to  dine  ; 
You  '11  fpend  in  coach-hire  more  than  fave  in  wine. 
A  coming  fliower  your  fhooting  corns  prefage, 
Old  aches  will  throb,  your  hollow  tooth  will  rage. 
Sauntering  in  cofFee-houfe  is  Dulman  feen  ; 
He  damns  the  climate,  and  complains  ol  fpleen. 

Mean  while  the  fouth,  rifing  with  dabbled  wings, 
A  fable  cloud  athwart  the  welkin  flings, 
That  fwill'd  more  liquor  than  it  could  contain. 
And,  like  a  drunkard,  gives  it  up  again. 
Brilk  Sufan  whips  her  linen  from  the  rope, 
"While  the  firft  drizzling  Ihower  is  borne  aflope  : 
Such  is  that  fprinkling  which  fome  carelefs  quean 
riirts  on  you  from  her  mop,  but  not  fo  clean  : 
You  fly,  invoke  the  gods ;  then,  turning,  flop 
To  rail ;  -fhe,  fmging,  flill  whirls  on  her  mop. 
l^ot  yet  the  dull  had  ftiunn'd  th'  unequal  ftrife, 
iBut,  aided  by  the  wind,  fought  flill  for  life  ; 
And,  wafted  with  its  foe  by  violent  gull, 
'Twas  doubtful  which  was  rain, and  which  wasdufl. 
Ah  !  where  mufl  needy  poet  feek  for  aid. 
When  dull  and  rain  at  once  his  coat  invade  ? 
Sole  coat !  where  dull  cemented  by  the  rain 
Ere(fts  the  nap,  and  leaves  a  cloudy  ftain  ! 

Now  in  contiguous  drops  the  flood  comes  down. 
Threatening  with  deluge  this  devoted  town. 
To  {hops  in  crowds  the  daggled  females  fly. 
Pretend  to  cheapen  goods,  but  nothing  buy. 
The  templar  fpruce,  while  every  fpout  's  abroach. 
Stays  till  'tis  fair,  yet  feems  to  call  a  coach. 
The  tuck'd-up  femftrefs  walks  with  hally  flrfdes. 
While  llreams  run  down  her  oil'd  umbrella's  fides. 
Here  various  kinds,  by  various  fortunes  led. 
Commence  acquaintance  underneath  a  fhed. 
Triumphant  Tories  and  defponding  Whigs 
Forget  their  feuds,  and  join  to  fave  their  wigs. 
Box'd  in  a  chair,  the  beau  impatient  fits. 
While  fpouts  run  clattering  o'er  the  roof  by  fits, 
And  ever  and  anon  with  frightful  din 
The  leather  founds  ;  he  trembles  from  within. 
So  when  Troy  chairmen  bore  the  wooden  fleed, 
Pregnant  with  Greeks  impatient  to  be  freed, 
(Thofe  bully  Greeks,  who,  as  the  modems  do, 
Inftead  of  paying  chairmen,  ran  them  through) 
Laocoon  llruck  the  outfide  with  his  fpear. 
And  each  imprifon'd  hero  quack'd  for  fear. 

Now  from  all  parts  the  fwelling  kennels  flow. 
And  bear  their  trophies  with  them  as  they  go  ; 
Filths  of  all  hues  and  odours  feem  to  tell 
WhatHreet  they  fail'd  from  by  their  fight  andfmell. 
They,  as  each  torrent  drives,  with  rapid  force, 
From  Smlthfield  or  St.'Pulchre'sfhape their coiirfe. 
And  in  huge  confluence  join'd  at  Snowhill  ridge, 
Aii4  from  the  miduit  prone  to  Holbourn  bridge. 


Sweepings  from  butchers'  ftalls,  dung,  guts,  and" 

blood, 
Drown'd  puppies,  {linking  fprats,  all  drench'd 

in  mud. 
Dead  cats,  and  turnip-tops,  come  tumbling  down 

the  flood. 


On  the  Little  House_^by  the  Chorch-yarD' 

OF  Castlenock.     1710, 

Whoever  pleafeth  to  inquire 
Why  yonder  fteeple  wants  a  fpirc. 
The  gray  old  fellow  poet  *  Joe 
The  philofophic  caufe  will  mow. 
Once  on  a  time  a  wellern  blaft 
At  ieafl  twelve  inches  overcaft. 
Reckoning  roof,  weathercock,  and  all. 
Which  came  with  a  prodigious  fall ; 
And  turning  topfy-turvy  round, 
Liglit  with  its  bottom  on  the  ground  i. 
For,  by  the  laws  of  gravitation. 
It  fell  into  its  proper  ilation. 

This  is  the  little  ftrutting  pile. 
You  fee  juil  by  the  church-yard  {lile  j 
The  v>ralls  in  tumbling  gave  a  knock  ; 
And  thus  the  fteeple  got  a  {hock ; 
From  whence  the  neighbouring  farmer  call* 
The  fteeple,  Knock ;  the  vicar,  f  Walls. 

The  vicar  once  a  week  creeps  in,  , 

Sits  with  his  knees  up  to  his  chin ; 
Here  conns  his  notes,  and  takes  a  whet. 
Till  the  fmall  ragged  flock  is  n^et. 

A  traveller,  who  by  did  pafs, 
Obferv'd  the  roof  behind  the  grafs  ;• 
On  tiptoe  flood,  and  rear'd  his  fnout. 
And  faw  the  parfon  creeping  out ; 
Was  much  furpris-'d  to  &e  a  crow 
Venture  to  build  his  neft  fo  low. 

A  fchool-boy  ran  unto  't,  and  thought. 
The  crib  was  down,  the  blackbird  caught, 
A  third,  who  loft  his  way  by  night. 
Was  forc'd  for  fafety  to  alight  j 
And,  ftepping  o'er  the  fabric-rocrf'. 
His  horfe  had  like  to  fpoil  his  hoof. 

Warburton  \  took  it  in  his  noddle. 
This  building  was  defign'd  a  model 
Or  of  a  pigeon-houfe  or  oven. 
To  bake  one  loaf,  and  keep  one  dove  in. 

Then  Mrs.  johnfon  §  gave  her  verdi6J:, 
And  every  one  was  pleas'd  that  heard  it : 
AI!  that  you  make  this  ftir  about, , 
Is  but  a  flill  which  wants  a  fpout. 
The  reverend  Dr.  i|  Raymond  guefs'd 
More  probably  than  all  the  reft  ; 
He  faid,  but  that  it  wanted  room. 
It  might  have  been  a  pigmy's  tomb. 

The  DotSlor's  Cimily  came  by, 
And  little  mifs  began  to  cry  ; 
Give  me  that  houfe  in  my  own  hand  * 
Then  madam  bade  the  chariot  ft;ind, 
Call'd  to  the  clerk,  in  manner  mild. 
Pray,  reach  that  thing  here  to  the  child ; 


*   Mr.  Beaumont  of  Trim. 

f  Archdeacon  JVatl,  a  corrcfpondcnt  of  S-wifs. 
I  Dr.  Swift's  curate  at  Laraiar,  §  StvUtt,- 

Ij   Mihifsr  of  trim. 


^ 


THE    WORKS   OF    SWIFT. 


That  thin^,  I  msan,  among  tne  kale  : 
And  here   s  to  buy  a  pot  of  ale. 

The  clerk  faid  to  her,  in  a  heat, 
"What !  fell  my  matter's  country  feat, 
"Where  he  comes  every  week  from  town  ! 
He  would  not  fell  it  for  a  crown. 
Poh  !  fellow,  keep  not  fuch  a  pother  ; 
In  half  an  hour  thou  'It  make  another. 

Says  *  Nancy,  I  can  make  for  mifs 
A  finer  houfe  ten  times  than  this ; 
The  Dean  will  give  me  willow-fucks, 
And  Joe  my  apron-full  of  bricks. 


THE    VIRTUES    OF 

SID  HAMET  THE  MAGICIAN'S  ROD.  1710. 

The  rod  was  but  a  harmlefs  wand, 
Wliile  Mofes  held  ft  in  his  hand  ; 
!Put,  foon  as  e'er  he  laid  it  dotvn, 
'"'Twas  a  devouring  ferpent  grown. 
Our  great  magician,  Hamet  Sid, 
?veverfes  what  the  prophet  did  : 
His  rod  was  honeft  Englifh  wood. 
That  fenfelefs  in  a  corner  flood. 
Till,  metaniorphos'd  by  his  grafp, 
It  grew  an  all-devouring  afp  ; 
"Would  hifs,  and  fling,  and  roll,  and  twiil, 
By  the  mere  virtue  of  his  fill ; 
But,  when  he  laid  it  doivn^  as  quick 
Rtfum'd  the  figure  of  a  flick. 

So  to  her  midnight-feafts  the  hag 
Rides  on  a  broomftick  for  a  nag. 
That,  rais'd  by  magick  of  her  breech,' 
O'er  fea  and  land  conveys  the  witch  ; 
But  with  the  morning-dawn  refumes 
The  peaceful  flate  of  common  brooms. 

They  tell  us  fomething  flrange  and  odd 
About  a  certain  magic  rod  f , 
That,  bending  down  its  top,  divines 
Whene'er  the  foil  has  golden  mines ; 
Where  there  are  none,  it  flands  erecl. 

Scorning  to  fhow  the  leaft  refpeft. 
As  ready  was  the  luand  of  Sid 

To  bend  where  golden  mines  were  hid  ; 

In  Scottifh  hills  found  precious  ore  \, 

"Where  none  e'er  look'd  fgr  it  before  ; 

And  by  a  gentle  boiv  divin'd. 

How  well  a  cully's  purfe  was  lin'd : 

To  a  forlorn  and  broken  rake 

Stood  without  motion,  like  a  flake. 
The  rod  of  Hermes  was  renown'd 

For  charms  above  and  under  ground  ; 

To  fleep  could  mortal  eye-lids  fix, 

And  drive  departed  fouls  to  Styx. 

That  rod  was  jufl  a  type  of  Sid's, 

Which  o'er  a  Britifh  fenate's  lids 

Could  fcatter  ofiiim  full  as  well, 

And  drive  as  ma.ny  fouls  to  hell. 

Sid's  rod  was  flender,  white,  and  tall. 

Which  oft'  he  us'd  toffj  withal ; 

A  plaice  was  faften'd  to  the  hook. 

And  many  fcore  of  gudgeons  took  : 

*   The  ivalting-ivomaii . 

f  The  virgula  dWm?ifdid  to  be  attraciidbymirnrals. 

I  Suppofed  to  allude  to  the  Union. 


Yet  ftiil  fo  happy  wis  his  fate, 

He  caught  hisyi/S,  and  fav'd  his  baifi 

Sid's  brc-hrcn  of  the  conjuring  tribe  ' 

A  circle  with  their  rod  defcribe. 
Which  proves  a  magical  redoubt 

To  keep  tnifcbie'vous  fpirits  out. 
Sid's  rod  was  of  a  larger  flride. 
And  made  a  circle  thrice  as  wide. 
Where y/)/Vi/j-  throng'd  with  hideous  din, 
And  he  Hood  there  to  take  them  in  : 
But,  when  th'  inchanted  rod  was  broke^ 
They  vanifti'd  in  a  llinking  fmoke. 

Achilles'  fceptre  was  of  wood, 
Like  Sid's,  but  nothing  near  fo  good  ; 
That  down  from  ancettors  divine 
Tranfmitted  to  the  hero's  line. 
Thence,  through  a  long  defcent  of  kingSj 
Came  an  heir-loom,  as  Homer  fings. 
Though  this  defcription  looks  fo  big, 
T^xe,  fceptre  was  a  faplefs  twig. 
Which,  from  the  fatal  day,  when  firft 
It  left  the  foreft  where  'twas  nurs'd, 
As  Homer  tells  us  o'er  and  o'er, 

Nor  leaf,  nor  fruit,  nor  blofTom,  bore. 

Sid's  fceptre,  full  of  juice,  did  flioot 

In  golden  boughs,  and  golden  fruit ; 

And  he,  the  dragon  never  fleeping, 

Guarded  each  fair  Hefperian  pippin. 

No  bobby-borfe,  with  gorgeous  top. 

The  deareil  in  Charles  Mather's  *  -fhop. 

Or  glittering  tinfel  of  May-fair, 

Could  with  this  rod  of  Sid  compare.         , 
Dear  Sid,  then,  why  wert  thou  fo  mad 

To  break  thy  rod  like  naughty  lad  ! 

You  Ihould  have  kifs'd  it  in  your  diflrefs. 

And  then  return'd  it  to  your  mifrefi  i 

Or  made  it  a  Newmarket  f  fwitch. 

And  not  a  rod  for  thy  own  breech. 

But  fmce  old  Sid  has  broken  this. 

His  next  may  be  a  rod  in  pifs. 

ATLAS ;  OR,  THE  MINISTER  OF  STATE; 

TO  THE  LORD  TREASURER  OXFORD,    I?!©. 

Atlas,  we  read  in  ancient  fong. 
Was  fo  exceeding  tall  and  ftrong. 
He  bore  the  flcies  upon  his  back, 
Jufl  as  a  pedlar  does  his  pack : 
But,  as  a  pedlar  overprefs'd 
Unloads  upon  a  flail  to  refl ; 
Or,  when  he  can  no  longer  fcand, 
Defires  a  friend  to  lend  a  hand  ; 
So  Atlas,  lell  the  ponderous  fpheres' 
Should  fink,  and  fall  about  his  ears, 
Got  Hercules  to  bear  the  pile. 
That  he  might  fit  and  reft  a  while. 

Yet  Hercules  was  not  fo  flrong. 
Nor  could  have  borne  it  half  fo  long. 

Great  flatefmen  are  in  this  condition  ; 
And  Atlas  if,  a  politician, 
A  premier  minifter  of  flate  ; 
Alcides  one  of  fecond  rate. 


*  An  eminent  toymart  in  Fleet-flreet. 
f  Lord  Godolphin  is  faiirifed  by    Mr.   Pope  for  a 
flrong  attachment  to  the  turf.     See  his  Moral  Effayt, 
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ti 


efs  maid,  ~\ 
1  betray'd ;  > 
ivs  youmadel  J 


Suppofe  then  Atlas  ne'er  fo  wife ; 
Yet,  when  the  weight  of  kingdoms  lies 
Too  long  upon  his  fingle  fhoulders, 
Sink  down  he  muft,  or  find  jipholdcrs. 

A  TOWN  ECLOGUE.     I710. 

SCENE,  THE  ROYAI.    EXCHANGE. 

Coryd'j?i. 
Now  the  keep  rigour  of  the  winter's  o'er, 
No  hail  defcands,  and  frofts  can  pinch  no  more  ; 
Whilft  other  girls  con'fefs  the  genial  fpring, 
And  laugh  aloud,  or  amorous  ditties  fing, 
Secure  from  cold  their  lovely  necks  difplay, 
And  throw  each  ufelefs  chafing-dilh  away ; 
Why  fits  my  Pliillis  difcontented  here. 
Nor  feels  the  turn  of  the  revolving  year  ? 
Why  on  that  brow  dwell  forrow  and  difmay. 
Where  loves  were  wont  to  fport,  and  fmiles  to 
play !  .     ■  [around, 

Phillis.    Ah,     Corydcn  I    furvey  the  'Change 
Through  all  the  'Change  no  wretch  like  me  is 

founds 
Alas  I  the  day,  when'-I,  poor  heedlefs  maid. 
Was  to  your  rooms  in  Lincoln's-Inn 
Then  how  you  fvvore,how  nl  any  vow 
Ye  liftening  zephyrs,  that  o'erheard  his  love, 
Waft  th€  foft  accents  to  the  Gods  above. 
Alas  !  the  day  ;  for  (oh,  eternal  (hame  !) 
I  fold  you  handkerchiefs,  and  loft  my  fame. 

Cor.  When  I  forget  the  favour  you  beftow'd, 
Red  herrings  fliall  be  fpawn'd  in  Tyburn  Road, 
Fleet-ftreet  transform'd  become  a  flowery  green. 
And  mafs  be  futj'g  where  operas  are  feen  ; 
The  wealthy  eit,  and  the  St.  James's  beau, 
Shall  change  their  quarters,  and  their  joys  forego; 
Stock-jobbing  this  to  Jonathan's  fiiall  come. 
At  the  Groom  Porter's  that  play  off  his  plum. 

Phil.  But  what  to  me  does  all  that  love  avail,  "1 
If,  while  I  doze  at  home  o'er  porter's  ale,  > 

Each  night  wiiii  v/ine  and  wenches  you  regale? J 
My  live-long  hours  in  anxious  cures  are  part, 
And  raging  hunget  lays  my  beauty  wafte. 
On  templars  fpnice  in  vain  I  glances  throw, 
And  with  flirill  voice  invite  them  as  they  go, 
Expos'd  in  vain  my  glolTy  ribbands  fliine, 
And  unregarded  wave  upon  the  twine. 
The  week  flios    round ;    and,    when  my  profit's 

known, 
I  hardly  clear  enough  to  change  a  crown. 

Cor.  Hard  fate  of  virtue,  thus  to  be  diftreft, 
Thou  faireft  of  thy  trade,  and  far  the  beft  ! 
As  fruitmen's  ftalls  the  fummer-market  grace, 
And  ruddy  peaches  them  ;  as  firft  in  place 
Plum-cake  is  feen  o'er  fmaller  paftry  ware, 
And  ice  on  that ;  fo  Phillis  does  appear 
In  play-houfe  and  in  park,  above  the  reft 
Of  belles  mechanic,  elegantly  dreft. 

■Phil.  And  yet  Crepundia,  that  conceited  fair, 
Amidft  hsr  toys,  affecls  a  fancy  air. 
And  views  me  hourly  with  a  fcornful  eye. 

Cor.  She  might  as  well  with  bright  Cleora  vie. 

Phil.  With  this  large  petticoat  1  ftrive  in  vain 
To  hide  my  folly  paft,  and  coming  pain  : 
'Tis  now  no  fecret ;  Ihe,  and  fifty  more, 
Obferve  the  fymptoms  I  had  once  before : 

Vol.  IX. 


A  fecond  babe  at  Wapping  muft  be  plac'd, 
When  I  fcarce  bear  the  charges  of  the  laft. 

Cor.    What  I  could  raife  I  fent ;  a  pound  of 
plums, 
Five  fhiUings,  and  a  coral  for  his  gums  ; 
To  morrow  I  intend  him  fomethintj  more. 

Phil.  I  fent  a  frock  and  pair  of  Ihoes  before. 

Cor.  However,  you  fliall  home  wirli  me  to-night, 
Forget  your  cares,  and  revel  m  duiight. 
I  have  in  ftore  a  pint  or  two  of  wine. 
Some  cracknels,  and  tlie  remnant  of  a  chine. 

And  now  on  either  fide,  and  all  aronnd, 
The  v/eighty  fliop-boards  fall  and  ba:i  refound  j 
Each  ready  fempftrefs  flips  her  pattens  on, 
And  ties  her  hood,  preparing  to  be  gone. 

EPITAPH, 

INSCRIBED    ON    A    MARBLE  TABLET,    IN  EERKE. 
LEY  CHURCH. 

H.  S.  E. 

Carolus  Comes  de  Berkeley,  Viceromes  Durfley, 

Baro    Berkeley,    de    Berkeley    Caft.     Mowbiay, 

Segrave, 

Et  Briice,  e  Nobiliffimo  ordine  Balnei  Eques, 

Vir  ad  genus  quodipecflat  8c  Proavos  ufquequaque 

Nobilis, 
Et  longo,  fi  quis  alius  Procerum  fleramate  editus; 
Muniis  etiam  tam  illuftri  llirpi  dignus  infignitus. 
Siquidem    a  Gulielmo  ni°   ad  ordines  foederatt 
Belgii 
Ablegatus  &  Plenipotentiarius  Extraordinarius 
Rebus,   nOFi    Britannia    tantiJm,    fed  totius  fere 

Europje 
(Tunc  temporis  prsefertim  arduii)  per  annoi  V. 
incubuit. 
Quam  felicia  diligentia,  fide  quam  intemerata, 
Ex  illo  difcas,  Lector,  quod,  fuperltite  Patre, 
In  Magnatum  ordinem  adfcifci  meruerit. 
Fuit  a  fandlioribus  confiiiis  8t  Regi   Guliel.  5c 
Annas  Reginas, 
E  Proregibus  Hibernise  fecundus, 
Comitatuum  Civitatumque  Gloceft.  &.  Brift.  Do- 
minus  Locumtenens, 
Surriae  et  Gloceft.    Cuftos   Rot.    Urbis  Gloceft. 

ma  gnus 
Senefcallus,  Arcis  faniEli  de  Briavell  Caftellanus, 

Guardianus  Foreftae  de  Dean. 

Deniquc  ad  Turcarum  primiim,  deinde  ad  Roman. 

Imperatorem 

Cum  Legatus  Extraoidinaiius  defignatns  eflet, 

Quo  minus  has  etiam  ornaret  provincias 

Obftitit  adverfa  corporis  valetudo. 

Sed  reftat  adhue,  prae  quo  fordefcur^t  castera, 

Honosverus,  ftabilis,  et  vel  morti  cedere  nefcius. 

Quod  veritatem  Evangelicam  ferio  amplexus; 

Ergo  Deum  plus,  erga  paupcres  munificus, 

Adverfiis  omnes  xquus  fit  benevolus, 

In  Chrifto  jam  placide  obdormit 

Gum  eodem  olim  regnaturas  una. 

Natus  VIII*  April.  MDCXLIX.  denatus 

XXIV "  Septem,  MDCCX.  aetat.  fuse  LXIL 

THE  FABLE  OF  MIDAS.     171 1. 

Midas,  we  are  in  flory  told, 

Turn'd  every  thing  he  touch'd  to  gold : 


*i 


THE   WORKS    OF   SWIFT. 


He  chip'd  his  heiird ;  the  pieces  round 
Glitter'd  like  fpangks  on  the  ground : 
A  codling,  ere  it  went  his  lip  in, 
Would  ftraight  become  a  golden  pippin  : 
He  call'd  for  drink ;  you  law  him  fup 
Potable  gold  on  golden  cup  : 
His  empty  paunch  that  he  might  fill. 
He  fucTc'd  his  vidluals  through  a  quill : 
Untouch'd  it  pafs'd  between  his  grinders, 
Or  't  had  been  happy  for  gold-fiidtrs  : 
He  cofk'd  his  hat,  you.  would  have  faid 
Mambrino's  helm  adorn'd  his  head  : 
Whene'er  he  chanc'd  his  hands  to  lay 
Oh  7naga'z>2nes  of  corn  or  hay. 
Gold  ready  coin'd  appeared,  inftead 
Of  paltry  provender  and  bread; 
Hence  by  wife  farmers  we  are  told, 
Old  bay  is  equal  to  old  gold  ; 
And  hence  a  critic  deep  maintains. 
We  learn'd  to  weigh  our  gold  by  grains. 

T\\\s  fool  had  got  a  lucky  hit ; 
And  pe'ople  fancy'd  he  had  wit. 
Two  gods  their  Ikill  in  mufic  try'd, 
And  both  chofe  Midas  to  decide  : 
He  againft  Phoebus'  harp  decreed. 
And  gave  it  for  Pan's  oaten  reed  : 
The  god  of  wit,  to  fhow  his  grudge, 
Clapt  affes''  ears  upon  the  judge  ; 
A  goodly  pair  eredl  and  wide, 
Which  he  could  neither  j-/W  nor  hide. 
And  now  the  virtue  of  his  hands 
Was  loft  among  Padlolus'  fands, 
Againft  whofe  torrent  wliile  he  fwims, 
The  gotde?i  fcurf  peels  off  his  limbs  : 
Fame  fpreads  the  news,  and  people  travel 
From  far  to  gather  golden  gravel ; 
Midas,  expos'd  to  all  their  jeers. 
Had  loft  his  art,  and  kept  his  ears. 

.    This  tale  inclines  the  gentle  reader 
To  thirk  upon  a  certain  leader ; 
To  whom,  from  Midas  down,  defcends, 
That  virtue  in  the  finger's  ends. 
"What  elfe  hy  perqaijltcs  are  meant, 
By  pen/ions,  bribes,  :ird  three  per  cent. 
By  places  and  cornmijjioiis  fold, 
-And  turning  dung  itfelf  to  gold  ? 
By  ftarving  in  the  midftof  (tore, 
As  t'other  Midas  did  before  ? 

None  e'er  did  modern  I\Iidas  choofe, 
Snlijecl  or  patron  of  his  Mufe, 
But  found  him  thus  their  merit  fcan. 
That  Phoebus  muft  give  place  to  Pan  : 
He  values  not  the  poet's  praife. 
Nor  will  exchange  \\\%  plums  for  hays. 
To  Pan  alone  rich  railer's  call ; 
And  there's  the  jeft,  for  Van  is  all. 
Kere  Englifli  wits  will  be  to  feek, 
Howe'er,  ^tis  all  one  in  the  Greek. 

Bffides,  it  plainly  now  appears 
Our  Midas  too  hath  aJTes^  ears; 
Where  every  fool  his  mouth  applies. 
And  whifpers  in  a  tliouf?nd  lies: 
Such  grofs  delufions  could  not  pafs 
'J  lirough  any  ears  but  of  an  ajs. 

But  gold  defiles  with  frequent  touch  ; 
'j  here's  nothing  fouls  the  hand  lb  much  : 


And  fcholars  give  it  for  the  caufe 
Of  Britifli  Midas'  dirty  paws  ; 
Which  while  thtfenate  ftrove  to  fcour. 
They  wafli'd  away  the  chemic  power. 

While  he  his  utmoft  ftrength  apply'd, 
To  fwim  againft  this  popular  tide. 
The  golden  fpoils  flew  off  apace  ; 
Here  fell  a  penfion,  there  a  place  ; 
The  torrent  mercilefs  imbibes 
Commijjions,  perquijites,  and  bribes. 
By  their  ovm  weight  funk  to  the  bottom  ; 
Much  good  may  do  them  that  ha-ve  caught  ''em  ■' 
And  Midas  now  negleifled  ftands, 
With  aj/es^  ears,  and  dirty  hands. 

AN  EXCELLENT  NEW  SONG.     171I. 

BEING     THE     INTENDED    SPEECH    OF    A    FAMOUS 
ORATOR  AGAINST  PEACE*. 

An  Orator  difmal  of  Nottingbamjhire, 
Who  has  forty  years  let  out  his  confcience  to  hire, 
Out  of  zeal  for  his  country,  and  ivnnt  of  a  place. 
Is  come  up,  iji  L^  armis,  to  break  the  ^teen's  peace. 
He  has  vamp'd  an  old  fpeech;   and  the  court,  to 

their  forrow. 
Shall  hear  him  harangue  againft  Prior  to-morrow. 
When  once  he  begins,  he  never  will  flinch. 
But  repeats  the  fame  note  a  whole  day,  like  a 

Finch. 
I  have  heard  all  the  fpeech  repeated  by  Hoppy, 
And,   "   Miftakes    to   prevent,   I've  obtained  a 

"  copy." 

THE  SPEECH. 

Whereas,  fwtivithjlanding,  I  am  in  great  pain, 
To  hear  we  are  making  a  peace  without  Spain ; 
But,  mcjl  noble  Senators,  'tis  a  great  fhame 
There  fliould  be  a  peace,  while  I'm  Not-in-game. 
The  Duke  (how'd  me  ill  his  fine  houfe ;  and  the 

Duchefs 
From  her  clofet  brought  out  a  full  purfe  in  her 

clutches. 
I  talk'd  of  a  peace,  ind  they  both  gave  a  ftart ; 
His  grace  fwore  by  G — d,  and  her  grace   let  a 

f— t : 
My    long     old-fajlnon'd    pocket   was    prefently 

cramm'd 
And  foouer  than  vote  for  a  peace  I'll  be  damn'd. 
But  fome  will  cry  Turn-coat,  and  rip  up  old 

ftories. 
How  I  always  pretended  to  be  for  the  Tories. 
I  anfwer ;  the  Tories  were  in  my  good  graces. 
Till  all  my  relations  were  put  into  places  : 
But  ftill  I'm  in  principle  ever  the  fame. 
And  will   quit  my  beft  friends,  while  I'm  AVf- 

in-game. 
When  I  and  fome  others  fubfcribed  eur  names 
To  a  plot  for  expelling  my  mafter  King  James; 
I  withdrew  ray  fubicription  by  help  of  a  blot. 
And  fo  might  difcover  or  gain  by  the  plot: 
I  had  my  advantage,  and  ftood  at  defiance. 
For  Daniel  was  got  from  the  den  of  the  lions : 

*  The  Lord  Treafurer  having  hinted  a  ivijl) 
one  evening  that  a  ballad  might  be  made  on  the 
Earl  of  Nottingham,  this  Jong  was  written  and 
printed  the  next  morning. 


POEMS. 


1^ 


I  canu  ill  without  dangef,  and  was  I  to  blame  ? 
For,  rather  than  hang,  I  would  be  Not-in-game. 
I  fwore  to  the  Queen,  that  the  Prince  of  Ha- 
nover 
During  her  facred  life  would  never  come  over  : 
I  made  ufe  of  a  trope ;  that  "  an  heir  to  invite, 
*'  Was  like  keeping  her   monument   always    in 

"  fight." 
But,  when  I  thought  proper,  I  alter'd  my  note  ; 
And  in  her  own  hearing  I  boldly  did  vote. 
That  her  Majefty  ftood  in  great  need  of  a  Tutor, 
And  mull  have  an  old  or  a  young  Coadjutor  : 
For  why ;  I  would  fain  have  put  all  in  a  flame, 
Becaule,  for  foroe  reafons,  I  was  Not-in-game. 
Now  my  new  benefaSiors  have  brought  me  a- 
bout. 
And  I'll  vote  againft  Peace,  luith  Spain,  or  withoi^t 
Though  the  Court  gives  my  7tephe-tvs,  and  bro- 
thers, and  conjins, 
And  all  my  whole  family,  places  by  dozens ; 
Yet,  fiucelknow  where  -^  full-pjirjc  may  be  found, 
And  hardly  pay  eighteen-pence  tax  in  the  pound  ; 
Since  the  Tories  have  thus  difappointed  my  hopes, 
And  will  neither  regard  my  figures  nor  tropes  ; 
Vilfpeech  againft  peace  while  Difmal's  my  name, 
Afld  be  a  true  Whig,  while  I  am  Not-in-game. 

THE  WINDSOR  PROPHECY.     1711, 

When  a  holy  black  Swede,  the/on  of  Bob  *, 
With  zfairtt  f  at  his  chin,  and  a/eal\  at  his  fob. 
Shall  not  fee  one  |  New-year's-day  in  that  year, 
Then  let  old  England  make  good  cheer : 
Windjor  §  and  Brijioiu  §  then  fliall  be 
Join'd  together  in  the  Loiv-coitntree  §. 
Then  fliall  the  tail  black  Da'ventry  Bird  || 
Speak  againft  peace  right  many  a  word  ; 
And  fome  fliall  admire  his  conying  wit, 
For  many  good  groats  his  tongue  fliall  flit. 
But,  fpight  of  the  Hatpy  that  crawls  on  all  four, 
There  fliall  be  peace,  pardie,  and  war  no  more. 
But  England  mud  cry  alack  and  well-a-day, 
If  the///V,6  be  taken  from  the  deadfca. 
And,  dear  Englond,  if  auglit  I  undetltond, 
Beware  of  Carrots  **  from  NorthUmberloud. 
Carrots  fown  Thynne  ff  a  deep  root  may  get, 
It  fo  be  they  are  in  Somer  fet : 

*  Dr.  John  Robinfon,  bijhop  of  Brijlol,  one  of 
the  ple?iipotentiaties  at  Utrecht. 

t  He  ivas  dean  of  Windfor,  arid  lord  privy- 
feal. 

I  The  hiJlMip  fet  out  from  England  the  latter 
end  of  December,  0.  S. ;  and  071  his  arrival  at 
Utrecht,  by  the  iiarintion  of  the  ftyle,  he  found 
jfaiiuary  fome-Li'hat  advanced. 

§  Alluding  to  the  deanery  and  biflmprick  being 
poffcffed  by  the  fame  perfon,  then  at  Utrcclit. 

{{  Earl  of  Nottingham, 

**  'The  Duchcfs  of  Somerfet. 

tt  Thomas  Tiryiine,  of  Longleate,  Efq.  a  gentle- 
man of  very  great  ejijie,  married  the  above  lady 
after  the  death  of  her  firjl  hujband,  Henry  Caven- 
dijh.  Earl  of  Ogle,  only  f?i  t»  Henry  Duke  of 
Newca/Ile,  to  inborn Jlje  had  been  betrotkiid  in  her 
infancy. 


Their  *  Conyngs  mark  thou ;  for  I  have  been  told, 
They  ajfajftne  when  young,  and  poifon  when  old. 
Root  out  thefe  Carrots,  O  thou  f,  whofe  name 
Is  backwards  and  forwards  always  the  fame ; 
And  keep  clofe  to  thee  always  that  naine, 
WJiich  backwards  and  forwards  J  is  almolt  the 

fame. 
And,  Tnglond,  would'ft  thou  be  happy  ftil!, 
Bury  thofe  Carrots  under  a  Hill  \. 

EPIGRAM  EXTEMPORE, 

BY  DR.  SWIFT  H- 

On  Britain  Europe's  fafety  lies; 
Britain  is  loll  if  Harley  dies  : 
Harley  depends  upon  your  (kill ; 
Think  what  you  fave,  or  what  you  kill. 

EPIGRAM.     1712. 

As  Thomas  was  cudgel'd  one  day  by  his  wife, 
He  took  to  the  ftreet,  and  fled  for  his  life  : 
Tom's   three   dearell   friends   came    by   in    the 

fquabble,  [rabble  ; 

And  fav'd  him   at  once  from  the  flirew  and  the 
Then  ventur'd  to  give  him  fome  fober  advice — 
But  Tom  is  a  perfon  of  honour  fo  nice. 
Too  wile  to  take  counfel,  too  proud  to  take  xvarn- 

ing,  [ing : 

That  he  fent  to  all  three  a  challenge  next  morn- 
Three  duels  he  fought,  thrice  ventur'd  his  life; 
Went  home,  and  was  cudgel'd  again  by  his  wife. 


CORINNA. 


t7I2. 


This  day  (the  year  I  dare  not  tell) 
Apollo  play'd  the  midwife's  part ; 

Into  the  world  Corlnna  fell, 

And  he  endow'd  her  with  his  art. 

But  Cupid  with  a  Satyr  comes : 
Both  foftly  to  the  cradle  creep  ; 

Both  ftroke  her  hands,  and  rub  her  gums, 
While  the  poor  child  lay  fall  afleep. 

Tliien  Cupid  thus  :  This  little  maid, 
Of  love  fhall  always  fpeak  and  write. 

And  I  pronounce  (the  Satyr  faid) 

The  world  fliall  feel  her  fcratch  and  bite. 

Her  talent  flie  difplay'd  betimes  ; 

For  in  twice  twelve  revolving  moous. 
She  feem'd  to  laugh  and  i'quall  in  rhymes. 

And  all  her  geltures  were  lampoons. 

At  fix  years  old  the  fubtle  jade 

Stole  to  the  pantry  door,  and  found 

Tlie  butler  with  my  lady's  maid  : 

And  you  may  fwear  the  tale  went  round. 


*  Count  Koningfmark. 
f  Amia. 
\  Mapam. 

§  Lady  M.aP>am^s  v.aiden  name  ivas  Hill. 
II  Infcribed  to  the  phyfcian  -ivho  att ended  Ulr. 
Harley  tchil/l  he  lay  ivcimded. 
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Jhe  made  a  fong,  how  little  mifs 
Was  kifs'd  and  flobber'd  by  a  lad  : 

And  how,  when  matter  went  to  p — , 
Mifs  came,  and  peep'd  at  all  he  had. 

At  twelve  a  wit  and  a  coquette ; 

Marries  for  love,  half  whore,  half  wife  ; 
Cuckolds,  elopes,  and  runs  in  debt ; 

Turns  authorefs,  and  is  Curll's  for  life. 


TOLAND'S  INVITATION  TO  DISMAL, 

TO  DINE  WITH  THE  CALVES-HEAD  CLUB  *. 

Imitated  from  Horace,  Lib.  I.  Eprjl.  5. 

ir,  deareft  Difmal,  you  for  once  can  dine 
Upon  a  fingle  dilh,  and  tavern- wine, 
Toland  to  you  this  invitation  fends. 
To  eat  the  calves-head  with  your  trufty  friends. 
Sufpend  awhile  your  vain  ambitious  hopes, 
Leave  hunting  after  bribes,  forget  your  tropes. 
To-morrow  we  our  myftic  feajl  prepare. 
Where  thou,  our  latell  profelyte,  flialt  fliare : 
When  we,  by  proper  figns  and  fymbols,  tell. 
How,  by  hravt  hands,  the  royal  traitor  fell ; 
The  meat  fliall  reprefent  the  tyrant^s  head, 
The  wine  his  blood  ozir  predeceffors  fhed; 
Whilft  an  alluding  hymn  fome  artift  lings. 
We  toaft,  "  Confufion  to  the  race  of  kings  1" 
At  monarchy  we  nobly  fliow  our  fpight. 
And  talk  what  fools  call  treafon  all  the  night. 

Who,  by  difgraces  or  ill.fortune  funk. 
Feels  not  his  foul  enliven'd  when  he's  drunk  ? 
Wine  can  clear  up  Godolophin's  cloudy  face. 
And  fill  Jack  Smith  with  hopes  to  keep  his  place: 
By  force  of  wine,  ev'n  Scarborough  is  brave, 
Hal  grows  more  pert,  and  Somers  not  fo  grave  ; 
W'ine  can  give  Portland  wit,  and  Cleveland  fenfe, 
Montague  learning,  Bolton  eloquence  : 
Cholmondoley,  vi-hen  drunk,  can  never  lofe  his 
And  Lincoln  then  imagines  he  has  land,     [wand  ; 

My  province  is,  to  fee  that  all  be  right, 
Glalfes  and  linen  clean,  and  pewter  bright ; 
I'rom  our  rnyjterious  club  to  keep  out  fpies. 
And  Tories  (dreftd  like  waiters)  in  difguife. 
You  HkiU  be  coupled  as  you  beft  approve, 
Seated  at  table  ijext  the  men  you  love. 
Sunderland,    Orford,     Boyle,     and    Richmond's 
Grace,  [place. 

Will  come ;  and  Hampden  fhall  have  Walpole's 
Wharton,  unlefs  prevented  by  a  whore. 
Will  hardly  fail ;  and  there  is  room  for  more. 
But  I  love  elbow-room  whene'er  I  drink ; 
And  honeft  Harry  f  is  too  apt  to  (link. 

Let  no  pretence  of  buCnefs  make  you  ftay  ; 
Yet  take  one  word  of  counfel  by  the  way. 
If  Guernfey  calls,  fend  word  you're  gone  abroad  ; 
He  '11  teaze  you  with  King  Charles  and  Bifliop 
Laud, 

*  1^)is  poem,  ajid  that  luhich  follows  it,  are 
iiuo  of  the  penny  papers  mentioned  in  Siuiffs 
yo?irnalto  Stella,  Aug.  7.  17 li.  They  are  here 
j.rinted  from  folio  c':pics  in  tbe  Lambeth  Li^ 
biary. 

f  Right  Honourable  Henry  Boyle,  rntntioned 
tuiic  before. 


Or  make  you  fall,  and  carry  you  to  prayers : 
But,  if  he  will  break-in,  and  walk  up  ftairs. 
Steal    by   the    back-door   out,    and   leave    hini 

there ; 
Then  order  Squafh  to  call  a  hackney-chair. 

PEACE  AND  DUNKIRK  : 

BUNG  AN  EXCELLENT  NIW  SONG  UPON  THE 
SURRENDER  OF  DUNKIRK  TO  GENERAL  HILL. 
1712. 

To  the  Tune  of  "  Tiie  King  fijall  enjoy  his  oci'« 
"  again." 

Spight  of  Dutch  friends  and  Englilhfoes, 

Poor  Britain  fliall  have  peace  at  laft : 
Holland  got  towns,  and  we  got  blows  ; 
But  Dunkirk  's  ours,  we  '11  hold- it  faft  : 

We  have  got  it  in  a  ftrir.g, 

And  the  Whigs  may  all  go  fwing. 
For  among  good  friends  I  love  to  be  plain  ; 

All  their  falfe  deluded  hopes 

Will  or  ought  to  end  in  ropes : 
But  the  ^teen  Jhall  enjoy  her  oivn  again. 

Sunderland's  run  out  of  his  wits, 
And  Difmal  double-Difmal  looks ; 

Wharton  can  only  fwear  by  fits. 
And  ftrutting  Hal  is  off  the  hooks; 
Old  Godolophin  full  of  fpleen 
M:^de  falfe  moites,  and  loft  his  queen; 

Harry  look'd  fierce,  and  fhook  his  ragged  mane : 
But  a  Prince  of  high  renown 
Swore  he  'd  rather  lofe  a  crown. 

Than  the  ^teen  fljould  enjoy  her  onun  again. 

Our  merchant-lhips  may  cut  the  Line, 

And  not  be  fnapt  by  privateers ; 
And  comrr,>iers  who  love  good  wine,  " 
Will  drink  it  now  as  well  as  peers  : 
Landed-men  fliall  have  their  rent. 
Yet  our  (locks  rife  cent,  per  cent. 
The   Dutch  from  hence  fliall  no  more  millions 
drain : 
We  '11  bring  on  us  no  more  debts, 
Nor  with  bankrupts  fill  Gazettes; 
And  the  ^ueen fhall  enjoy  her  own  again. 

The  towns  we  took  ne'er  did  us  good: 
What  fignifieJ  the  French  to  beat  ? 
We  fpent  our  money  and  our  blood. 

To  make  the  Dutchmen  proud  and  great: 
But  the  Lord  of  Oxford  fwears, 
Dunkirk  never  fliall  be  theirs. 
The  Dutch-hearted  Whigs  may  rail  and  com- 
plain ; 
But  true  Englilhmen  may  fill 
A  good  health  to  General  Hill ; 
For  the  ^een  now  enjoys  her  own  again. 

HORACE,  BOOK  L  EP.  VIL 

ADDIRSSED  TO  THE   EARL  OF  OXFORD.       lyij^ 

Hahijy,  the  r.ation's  great  fupport, 
RettHming  home  one  day  from  court, 
(His  mind  with  public  cares  poflefs'd. 
All  Eurooe's  bufinefs  in  his  bread) 
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Obferv'd  a  par/on  near  Whitehall 
Cheapening  old  attthors  on  a  ftail. 
The  prieft;  was  pretty  well  in  cafe, 
And  fliow'd  fome  humour  in  his  face  ; 
Look'd  with  an  eafy,  carelefs  mien, 
A  perfecfl  ftranger  to  the  fpleen  ; 
Of  fize  that  might  a  pulpit  fill, 
But  more  inclining  to  fit  ftill. 
My  Lord  (who,  if  a  man  may  fay  't. 
Loves  mifchief  better  than  his  meat) 
Was  now  difpos'd  to  crack  a  jeft. 
And  bid  friend  Lewis  *  go  in  queft, 
(This  Lewis  is  a  cunning  fhaver. 
And  very  much  in  Harley's  favour) 
In  queft  who  might  this  par/on  be. 
What  was  his  name,  of  what  degree  ; 
If  poffible,  to  learn  his  ftory, 
And  whether  he  were  WTiig  or  Tory. 

Lewis  his  patron's  humour  knows, 
Away  upon  his  errand  goes. 
And  quickly  did  the  matter  fift ; 
Found  out  that  it  wasDocflor  Swift, 
A  clergyman  of  fpecial  note 
For  fliunning  thofe  of  his  own  coat ; 
Which  made  his  brethren  of  the  gown 
Take  care  betimes  to  run  him  down  : 
No  libertine,  nor  over  nice, 
Addi<fled  to  no  fort  of  vice, 
Went  where  he  pleas'd,  faid  what  he  thought ; 
Not  rich,  but  ow'd  no  man  a  groat : 
In  ftate  opinions  i  la  mode, 
He  hated  Wharton  like  a  toad. 
Had  given  the  faHion  many  a  wound, 
And  libel'd  all  the  junto  round  ; 
Kept  company  with  men  of  wit. 
Who  often  father'd  what  he  writ : 
His  works  were  hawk'd  in  every  ftreet, 
But  feldom  rofe  above  a  fheet ; 
Of  late  indeed  the  paper-ftamp 
Did  very  much  his  genius  cramp  : 
And  fince  he  could  not  fpend  his  fire, 
He  now  intended  to  retire. 

Said  Harley,  "  I  defire  to  know 
"  From  his  own  mouth  if  this  be  fo ; 
"  Step  to  the  Dodlor  ftraight,  and  fay, 
"  I'd  have  him  dine  with  me  to-day." 
Swift  feem'd  to  wonder  what  he  meant, 
Nor  would  believe  my  Lord  had  fent ; 
So  never  offer'd  once  to  ftir  ; 
But  coldly  faid,  "  Your  fervant.  Sir  1" 
"  Does  he  refule  me  ?"  Harley  cry'd  ; 
'■'  He  does,  with  infolence  and  pride." 

Some  few  days  after,  Harley  fpies 
The  Dotflor  faften'd  by  the  eyes 
At  Charing-crofs  among  the  rout. 
Where  painted  monfters  are  hung  out : 
He  pull'd  the  ftring,  and  ftopt  his  coach, 
Beckoning  the  Dodlor  to  approach. 

Swift,  who  could  neither  fly  nor  hide, 
Came  fneaking  to  the  chariot  fide, 
And  ofFer'd  many  a  lame  excufe  : 
He  never  meant  the  leaft  abufe — 

iVTy  Lord — the  honour  you  defign'd— 
"  Extiemely  proud — but  I  had  din'd — 


•  Era/mm  Lavis,  E/q.  the  treafurer's  fecre- 
tary. 


"  I  'm  furc  I  never  fliould  negle(f^-~ 
"  No  man  alive  has  more  refpeft — " 
"  Well,  I  ftiall  think  of  that  no  more, 
"  It  you  '11  be  lure  to  come  at  four." 

The  Do(flor  now  obeys  the  fummons, 
Likes  both  his  company  and  commons ; 
Difplays  his  talent,  fits  till  ten  ; 
Next  day  invited  comes  again  ; 
Soon  grows  domeftic,  feldom  fails 
Either  at  morning  or  at  meals : 
Came  early,  and  departed  late ; 
In  (hort,  the  gudgeon  took  the  bait. 
My  Lord  would  carry  on  the  jeft. 
And  down  to  Wind  for  takes  his  gueft. 
Swift  much  admires  the  place  and  air, 
And  longs  to  be  a  canon  there  ; 
In  fummer  round  the  park  to  ride  ; 
Jn  winter,  never  to  refide. 
A  canon  ■'  that  's  a  place  too  mean  ; 
No  Dodlor,  you  fliall  be  a  Dean  ; 
Two  dozen  canons  round  your  ftall, 
And  you  the  tyrant  o'er  them  all: 
You  need  but  crofs  the  IriJJjfeas, 
To  live  in  plenty,  power,  and  eafe. 
Poor  Swift  departs;  and,  what  is  worfe, 
With  bcrrovv'd  money  in  his  purfe. 
Travels  at  kale  an  huudied  leagues. 
And  fuSers  numberlefs  fatigues. 

Suppofe  him  now  a  Df(7«"complete, 
Demurely  lolling  in  his  feat ; 
The  filver  verge,  with  decent  pride, 
Stuck  underneath  his  cundon-fide  : 
Suppofe  him  gone  through  all  vexations. 
Patents,  inftalments,  abjurations, 
FiriKfruits  and  tenths,  and  chapter-treats; 
Dues,  payments,  fees,  demands,  and  cheats— 
(The  wicked  laity's  contriving 
To  hinder  clergymen  from  thriving). 
Now  all  the  Dodlor's  money  's  fpent, 
His  tenants  wrong  him  in  his  rent ; 
The  farmers,  fpitefully  combin'd. 
Force  him  to  take  his  tithes  in  kind : 
And  Parvifol  *  difcounts  arrears 
By  bills  for  taxes  and  repairs. 

Poor  Swift,  with  all  his  lofles  vex'd. 
Not  knowing  where  to  turn  him  ne.xt, 
Above  a  thoufand  pounds  in  debt. 
Takes  horfe,  and  in  a  mighty  fret 
Rides  day  and  night  at  fuch  a.  rate. 
He  foon  arrives  at  Harley's  gate  ; 
But  vi'as  fo  dirty,  pale,  and  thin, 
Old  Read  f  would  hardly  let  him  in. 

Said  Harley,  "  Welcome,  Reverend  Dean  1 
"  What  makes  your  worfliip  look  fo  lean  I 
"  Why,  fure  )'ou  won't  appear  in  town 
"  In  that  old  wig  and  rufty  gown  ? 
"  I  doubt  your  heart  is  fet  on  pelf 
"  So  much,  that  you  negledt  yourfelf. 
"  What  I  I  fuppofe,  now  ftocks  are  high 
"  You've  fome  good  purchafe  in  your  eyo  ? 
"  Or  is  your  money  out  at  ufe  ?" — 

"  Truce,  good  my  Lord,  I  beg  a  truce," 
(The  Dodtor  in  a  pafllon  cry'd) 
"  Your  raillery  is  mifapply'd  ; 

*  The  Dean's  agent,  a  Frenchman. 
-}■  The  Lord  Treafurer's  pftrter. 
Biij 


"  Experience  I  have  tlearly  bought ; 

"  You  know  I  am  not  worth  a  groat : 

"  But  you  refolv'd  to  have  your  jeft  ; 

"  And  'twas  a  folly  to  conteft ; 

"  Then,  fince  you  have  now  done  your  word, 

^'  Pray  leave  me  where  you  found  me  firft." 
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I've  often  wifh'd  that  I  had  clear. 
For  life,  fix  hundred  pounds  a-year, 
A  handfome  houfe  to  lodge  a  friend, 
A  river  at  my  garden's  end, 
A  terrace  walk,  and  half  a  rood 
Of  land  fet  out  to  plant  a  wood. 

Well,  now  I  have  all  this  and  more, 
I  afl\:  not  to  increafe  my  (tore  ; 

*  But  here  a  grievance  feemS  to  lie, 

*  All  this  is  mine  but  till  I  die  ; 

'  I  can't  but  think  'twould  foui^d  more  clever, 
'  To  me  and  to  my  heirs  for  ever. 

'  If  I  ne'er  got  or  loft  a  groat, 
'  By  any  trick,  or  any  fault ; 

*  And  if  I  pray  by  reafou's  rule?, 
'  And  not  like  forty  other  fools: 

'  As  thus,  "  Vouchfafe,  oh  gracious  RIaker  ! 

"  To  grant  me  this  and  t'other  acre  ; 

"  Or,  if  it  be  thy  will  and  pleafure, 

"  Direct  my  plough  to  find  a  treafure  !" 

'  But  only  what  my  ftation  fits 

'  And  to  be  kept  in  ray  right  wits, 

'  Preferve,  Almighty  Providence  ! 

'  Juft  what  you  gave  me,  competence  : 

'  And  let  me  in  thefe  fliades  conipofe 

'   Something  in  verfe  as  true  as  profe; 

'  Remov'd  from  all  th'  ambitious  fcene, 

'  Nor  pufF'd  by  pride,  nor  funk  by  fpieen.' 

In  fliort,  I'lii  pcrfe6lly  content. 
Let  me  but  live  on  this  fide  Trent ; 
Nor  crofs  the  Channel  twice  a  Tear, 
Tofpend  fix  months  with  ftatefmen  here. 

I  muft  by  all  means  come  to  town, 
'Tis  for  the  fcrvice  of  the  Crown. 
"  Lewis,  the  Dean  will  be  of  ufe  ; 
*'  Send  for  him  up,  take  no  excufe." 
'J"he  toil,  the  danger  of  the  feas, 
Great  Minifters  ne'er  think  of  thefe  ; 
Or  let  it  coft  five  hundred  pound. 
No  matter  where  the  money's  found, 
7t  IS  but  fo  much  more  in  debt, 
And  that  ihey  ne'er  ccnfider'd  yet. 

"  Good  Mr.  Dean,  go  change  your  gown, 
"  Let  my  Lord  know  you're  come  to  town," 
T  hurry  me  in  hafte  away. 
Not  thinking  it  is  levee-day  ; 
And  find  his  honour  in  a  pound, 
Hemm'd  by  a  triple  circle  round, 
Cheqner'd  with  ribbons  blue  and  gr^en ; 
How  fhould  I  thruft  myfelf  betv.'een  ? 
Some  wag  obferves  me  thus  perplex'd. 
And,  fmiling,  vvhifpers  to  the  next, 
"  I  thought  the  Dean  had  been  too  proud, 
"  To  juftle  here  among  the  crowd  !" 
Another,  in  a  fuvly  iit. 
Tells  me  I  have  more  zeal  than  wit, 
"  So  eager  to  exprefs  your  love, 
"  You  ne'er  confider  when)  you  fljovc. 
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"  But  rudely  prefs  before  a  duke." 

I  own,  I'm  pleas'd  with  this  rebuke, 

And  take  it  kindly  meant,  to  (liow 

What  I  deftre  the  world  fliould  know.  , 

I  get  a  whifper,  and  withdraw  ; 
When  twenty  fools  1  never  faw 
£onie  with  petitions  fairly  penn'd, 
Defiring  I  would  ftaiid  their  friend. 
This  humbly  offers  me  his  cafe. — 
That  begs  my  intercft  for  a  place— - 
A  hundred  other  men's  affairs. 
Like  bees,  are  humming  in  my  ears. 
"  To-morrow  my  appeal  comes  on  ; 
"  Withoutyour  help  the  caufe  is  gone-—" 
The  duke  expe<fts  my  lord  and  you. 
About  fome  great  affair,  at  two— 
"  Put  my  Lord  Bolingbroke  in  mind, 
"  To  get  my  warrant  quickly  fign'd  : 
"  Confider,  'tis  my  firft  requeft."-  — 
Be  fatisfy'd,  I'll  do  my  beft. 
Then  prefently  he  falls  to  teaze, 
'•  You  may  for  certain,  if  you  pleafe  : 
"  I  doubt  not,  if  his  lordfliip  knew — 
"  And,  Mr.  Dean,  one  word  from  you — " 
'Tis  (let  me  fee)  three  years  and  more, 
(October  ne.xt  it  will  be  four) 
Since  Harley  bid  me  firft  attend, 
And  chofe  me  for  an  humble  friend  ; 
Would  take  me  in  his  coach  to  chat. 
And  queftion  me  of  this  and  that ; 
As,    "    What's    o'clock?    And,    "    How's    the 

wind  ?" 
"  Whofe  chariot's  that  we  left  behind  .'" 
Or  gravely  try  to  read  the  lines 
Writ  underneath  the  country  figns  ; 
Or,  "  Have  you  nothing  new  to-day 
"  From  Pope,  from  Parnell,  or  from  Gay  'i'" 
Such  tattle  often  entertains 
My  lord  and  me  as  far  as  Staines, 
As  once  a  vveek  we  travel  down 
To  Wind  tor,  and  again  to  town. 
Where  all  that  paffes  inter  nos 
Might  be  proclaim'd  at  Charing-crofs. 

Yet  fome  I  know  with  envy  fwell, 
Becaufe  they  fee  me  us'd  fo  well : 
"  How  think  you  of  our  friend  the  Dean  ? 
"  I  wonder  what  fome  people  mean  ? 
"  My  lord  and  he  are  grown  fo  great, 
"  Always  together,  tete  a  tete  ; 
"  What !  they  admire  him  for  his  jokes  !  — 
"  See  but  the  fortune  of  fome  folks !" 
There  flies  about  a  ftrange  report 
Of  fome  exprefs  avriv'd  at  court ; 
I'm  ftopp'd  by  all  the  fools  I  meet, 
And  catechis'd  in  every  ftreet. 
"  You,  Mr-  Dean,  frequent  the  great; 
"  Inform  us, will  the  Emperor  treat? 
"  Or  do  the  prints  and  pa])ers  lie  ? 
Faith,  Sir,  you  know  as  much  as  I. 
"   Ah,  Dodtor,  how  you  love  to  jeft  ? 
"  'Tis  now  no  fecret"— -I  proteft 
•Tis  one  to  me—"  Then  tell  us,  pray, 
"  When  are  the  troops  to  have  their  pay  J" 
And,  though  I  folemnly  declare 
I  know  no  more  than  my  lord  mayor. 
They  ftand  amaz'd,  and  think  me  grown 
The  clufeft  mortal  ever  known. 
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Thus  in  a  fea  of  folly  toft, 
My  choiceft  hours  of  life  are  loft  ; 
Yet  always  wifhing  to  retreat. 
Oh,  could  I  fee  my  country  feat ! 
There  leaning  near  a  gentle  brook. 
Sleep,  or  perufe  fome  ancient  book  ; 
And  there  in  fwreet  oblivion  drown 
Thofe  cares  that  haunt;  the  court  and  town  *. 

THE  AUTHOR  UPON  HIMSELF.     I713. 
[A  few  ofthefirjl  lines  are  'wanting.^ 


*  * 

*  * 
By  an  old 


*  »  * 
«  «  ¥ 
•  purfued 


A  crazy  prelatef,  and  a  royal  prude:f ; 
By  dull  divines,  who  look  with  envious  eyes 
On  every  genius  that  attempts  to  rife  ; 
And,  paufing  o'er  a  pipe  with  doubtful  nod, 
Give  hints  that  poets  ne'er  believe  in  God  : 
So  clowns  on  fcholars  as  on  wizards  look. 
And  take  a  folio  fc»r  a  conjuring  book. 

Swift  had  the  fin  of  wit,  no  venial  crime  ; 
Nay,  'tis  affirm'd  he  fometimes  dealt  in  rhyme : 
Humour  and  mirth  had  place  in  all  he  writ ; 
He  reconcil'd  divinity  and  wit  ;  [grace  ; 

He  mov'd,  and  bow'd,  and  talk'd  with  too  much 
Nor  fliow'd  the  par/on  in  his  gait  or  face  ; 
Defpis'd  luxurious  wines  and  coftly  meat, 
Yet  ftill  was  at  the  tables  of  the  great ; 
Frequented  loids,  faiv  thofe  that  faw  the  ^leen  ; 
At  Child's  §  or  Truby's  §  never  once  had  been  ; 
Where  town  and  country  vicars  flock  in  tribes, 
Secur'd  by  numbers  from  the  laymen's  gibes. 
And  deal  in  vices  of  the  graver  fort, 
Tobacco,  cenfure,  coft'ee,  pride,  and  port. 

But,  after  fage  monitions  from  his  friends, 
His  talents  to  employ  for  nobler  ends ; 
To  better  judgments  willing  to  fubmit. 
He  turns  to  politics  his  dangerous  wit. 

And  now,  the  public  interefb  to  fupport. 
By  Harley  Swift  invited  comes  to  court ; 
In  favour  grows  with  minifters  of  ftate  ; 
Admitted  private,  when  fuperiors  wait : 
And  Harley,  not  afham'd  his  choice  to  own. 
Takes  him  to  Windfor  in  his  coach  alone. 
At  Windfor  Swift  no  fooner  can  appear. 
But  St.  John  comes  and  whifpers  in  his  ear  : 
The  waiters  (land  in  ranks ;  the  yeoman  cry, 
Make  room,  as  if  a  duke  were  paiTmg  by. 

Now  Finch^f  alarms  the  Lords :  he  hears  for 
certain 
This  dangerous  prieft  is  got  behind  the  curtain. 
Finch,  fam'd  for  tedious  elocution,  proves 
That  Swift  oils  many  a  fpring  which    Harley 

moves. 
Walpole  and  Aiflabie**,  to  clear  the  doubt, 
Inform  the  Commons  that  the  fecret's  out : 


•  See  the  refl  of  this  fatire  among  Pope''s  Poems. 
t  -Dr.  Sharp,  Archbifliop  of  York. 
\  -^  Arme. 

§  Coffee-houfes  much  frequented  by  the  Clergy. 
1[  The  Earl  of  Nottingham. 
•*  They  both  fpoke  againfihiminthe  Eoufe  of 
Canimons, 


"  A  certain  doi^or  is  obferv'd  of  late 
"  To  haunt  a  certain  minifter  of  ftate  ; 
"  From  whence  with  half  an  eye   we  may  dlf- 
"  cover  [over.'* 

"  The  peace   is   made,   and    Perkin    muft  come 

York  is  from  Lambeth  fent,  to  fliow  the  Queen 
A  dangerous  treatife  *  writ  againft  the  fpleen  ; 
Which,  by  the  ftyle,  the  matter,  and  the  drift, 
'Tis  thought  could  be   the  work  of    none  but 

Swift. 
Poor  York  1  the  harmlefs  tool  of  others'  hate  ; 
He  fues  for  pardonf ,  and  repents  too  late. 

Now,  angry  Somerfet}:  her  vengeance  vows 
On  Swift's  reproaches  for  her  ***** 
From  her  red  locks  her  mouth  with  venom  fills ; 
And  thence  into  the  royal  ear  inftills. 
The  Queen  incens'd,  his  fervices  forgot. 
Leaves  him  a  vidlim  to  the  vengeful  Scot  §. 
Now  through  the  realm  a  proclamation  fpread, 
To  fix  a  price  on  his  devoted  head  ||. 
While  innocent,  he  fcorns  ignoble  tiight ; 
His  watchful  friends  preferve  him  by  a  (leight. 

By  Harley's  favour  once  again  he  fliines  ; 
Is  now  carefs'd  by  candidate  divines, 
Who  change  opinions  with  the  changing  fcene  : 
Lord  1  how  were  they  miftaken  in  the  Dean  ! 
Now  Delawar  ^  again  familiar  grows, 
And  in  Swift's  ear  thrufts  half  his  powder'd  nofe. 
The  Scottifli  nation,  whom  he  durjt  offend, 
Again  apply  that  Swift  ivould  be  their  friend**. 

By  faction  tir'd,  with  grief  he  waits  awhile, 
His  great  contending  friends  to  reconcile. 
Performs  what  friendfliip,  juftice,  truth,  require  •. 
What  could  he  more,  but  decently  retire  ? 

THE  FAGGOT. 

WaiTTEN  WHEN  THE  MINISTRY  WKRK  AT 
VARIANCE.        I7I3. 

Observe  the  dying  father  fpeak  : 

Try,  l»ds,  can  you  this  bundle  break  ? 

Then  bid^  the  youngell  of  the  fix 

Take  up  a  well  bound  heap  of  i'cicks. 

They  thought  it  was  an  old  man's  maggot. 

And  ftrove  by  turns  to  break  the  faggot : 

In  vain  ;  the  complicated  wands 

Were  much  too  itrong  for  all  their  hajnds. 

See,  laid  the  fire,  how  foon  'tis  done; 

Then  took  and  broke  them  one  by  one» 

So  ftrong  you'll  be,  in  friendlhip  ty'd  ; 

So  quickly  broke,  if  you  divide. 

Keep  clofe  then,  boys,  and  never  quarrel : 

Here  ends  the  fable  and  the  moral. 

This  tale  may  be  apply'd  in  few  words 
To  treafurers,  comptrollers,  ftewards ; 

*    Tale  of  a  Tub. 

\  Heferit  a  tnejfage  to  aft  Swift'' s pardon, 

\  See  the  Windfor  prophecy. 

§   The  Diike  of  Argyll. 

II  For  ivriiing  "  Ti:e  Public  Spirit  of  fVhigs." 

^  Then  lord  treafurer  of  the  hoi/Jehold,  nvhn 
cazitioujly  wjoided  Swift  ^lilfl  the  procluma' 
tion  nvas  impending. 

*•  He  ivas  vftted  by  the  Scottifh  lords  more 
than  e^'cr, 

B  iii> 
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And  other?  wlio  in  luiemn  fort 

Appear  with  flendcr  wands  at  court ; 

Not  firmly  join'd  to  keep  their  ground, 

But  lathing  one  another  round  : 

^Vh^Ie  wife  men  think  they  ought  to  fight 

With  qitarter-ftaffs,  inftead  of  luhite  ; 

Or  conftable  -wiih-Jtaffoi  peace 

Should  come  and  make  the  clattering  ceafe, 

Which  now  difturbs  the  Queen  and  court, 

And  gives  the  WTiigs  and  rabble  fport. 

In  hiftory  we  never  found 
The  Confuls'  Fafces  were  unbound : 
Thofe  Romans  were  too  wife  to  think  on't, 
Except  to  lafli  fome  grand  delinquent. 
How  would  they  blufli  to  hear  it  faid, 
The  Prsetor  broke  the  Conful's  head  1 
Or  Conful,  in  his  purple  gown. 
Came  up,  and  knock'd  the  Prjetor  down  ! 

Come,  Courfiers :  every  man  his  ftick  ! 
Lord  Treafurer,  for  once  be  quick  : 
And,  that  they  may  the  clofer  cling, 
Take  your  blue  ribbon  for  a  firing. 
Come,  trimming  Harcourt*,  bring  your  mace; 
And  fqueeze  it  in,  or  quit  your  place  : 
Difpatch,  or  elfe  that  rafcal  Northeyf 
VVill  undertake  to  do  it  for  thee  : 
And  be  aflur'd,  the  Court  will  find  him 
Prepar'd  to  leap  d'erjlicks,  or  bind  'em. 

To  make  the  bundle  ftrong  and  fafe. 
Great  Ormond,  lend  thy  General's  (taff : 
And,  if  the  Crpfier  could  be  cramm'd  in, 
A  fig  for  Lechraere,  King,  and  Hambden  ! 
You'll  then  defy  the  ftrongeft  Whig 
With  both  his  hands  to  {send  a  twig ; 
Though  with  united  ftrength  they  all  pull, 
From  Somers  down  to  Craggs  and  Walpole. 

CATULLUS  DE  LESBIA. 

Leseia  for  ever  on  me  rails. 
To  talk  of  me  (he  never  fails. 
Now,  hang  me  but  for  j(11  her  art, 
I  find,  that  I  have  gained  her  heart. 
My  proof  is  thus  :  1  plainly  fee. 
The  cafe  is  juft  the  fame  with  me ; 
I  curfe  her  every  hour  fincerely, 
Yet,  hang  me  but  I  love  her  dearly. 

EPIGRAM. 

From  the  French.  % 

Who  can  believe  with  common  fenfe, 
A  bacon-ilice  gives  God  offence ; 
Or,  how  a  herring  hath  a  charm 
Almighty  vengeance  to  difarm  ? 
Wrapt  up  in  Majefty  divine, 
Does  he  regard  on  what  we  dine  ? 

On  a  CURATE'S  Complaint  of  HARD  DUTY. 

I  march'd  three  miles  through  fcorching  fand, 
With  zeal  in  heart,  and  notes  in  hand ; 


*  Lord  Chancellor. 

f  Sir  Edward  Northey,  Attorney  General. 

^  Written  extempore  by  a  gentleman  who  was 
reproved  by  fome  of  his  companmis  for  eating 
eggs  Mnd  bac9n  on  afajl-day. 


I  rode  f«ur  more  to  Great  St.  Mary, 

Ufing  four  legs  when  two  were  weary  s 

To  three  fair  virgins  I  did  tie  men. 

In  the  clofe  bands  of  pleafing  Hymen  : 

I  dipp'd  two  babes  in  holy  water, 

And  purify 'd  their  mother  after. 

Within  an  hour,  and  eke  a  half, 

I  preach'd  three  congregations  deaf; 

Where  thundering  out,  with  lungs  long  winded,  ^ 

I  chopp'd  fo  fall,  that  few  there  minded. 

Fly  emblem,  the  laborious  fun, 

Saw  all  thefe  mighty  labours  done 

Before  one  race  of  his  was  run. 

All  this  performed  by  Robert  Hew  it : 

What  mortal  elfe  could  e'er  go  through  it ! 


} 


A  True  and  Faithful  Inventory  of  the  Goods 
belonging  to  Dr.  SWIFT,  Vicar  of  Laracor  ;\  ^ 

Upon  lending  his  Houfe  to  the  BifJjop  of  Meatb, 
till  his  Palace  was  re-built. 

An  oaken,  broken  elbow-chair; 

A  cawdle-cup,  without  an  ear  ; 

A  batter'd,  fhatter'd  afli  bedftead ; 

A  box  of  deal,  without  a  lid  ; 

A  pair  of  tongs,  but  out  of  joint ; 

A  backfword-poker,  without  point ; 

A  pot  that's  crack'd  acrofs,  around 

With  an  old  knotted  garter  bound ; 

An  iron  lock,  without  a  key  ; 

A  wig,  with  hanging  quite  grown  gray  ; 

A  curtain  worn  to  half  a  ftripe  ; 

A  pair  of  bellows,  without  pipe  ; 

A  di(h  which  might  good  meat  afford  once  ; 

An  Ovid,  and  an  old  Concordance  ; 

A  bottle  bottom,  wooden  platter, 

One  is  for  meal,  and  one  for  water : 

There  likewife  is  a  copper  (killet. 

Which  runs  as  faft  out  as  you  fill  it ; 

A  candleftick,  fnuff-difli,  and  fave-all : 

And  thus  his  houfehold  goods  you  have  all. 

Thefe  to  your  Lordfliip  as  a  friend. 

Till  you  have  built,  I  freely  lend : 

They'll  ferve  your  Lordihip  for  a  fliift ; 

Why  not,  as  well  as  Dodlor  Swift  ? 

CADENUS  AND  VANESSA  *. 

WRITTEN  AT  WINDSOR,  I7IJ. 

T«E  fliepherds  and  the  nymphs  werefeen 

Pleading  before  the  Cyprian  Q_uee». 

The  counfel  for  the  fair  began, 

Accufing  the  falfe  creature  man. 

The  brief  with  weighty  crimes  was  charg'd, 

On  which  the  pleader  much  enlarg'd ; 

That  Cupid  now  has  loft  his  art. 

Or  blunts  the  point  of  every  dart  ;— 

His  altar  now  no  longer  fmokes. 

His  mother's  aid  no  youth  invokes  : 

This  tempts  freethinkers  to  refine. 

And  bring  in  doubt  their  powers  divine  ; 

*  founded  on  an  offer  of  marriage  made  by 
Mifs  Vanhomrigh  to  Br.  Swift,  who  was  Qccafwn- 
ally  ber  preceptor' 
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Now  love  is  dwindled  to  intrigue, 
And  marriage  grown  a  money  league. 
Which  crimes  aforefaid  (luith  her  leave) 
Were  (a/  he  humbly  did  conceive) 
Againft  our  fovereign  lady's  peace, 
Againft  the  ftatute  in  that  cafe, 
Againft  her  dignity  and  crown  : 
Then  pray'd  an  anfwer,  and  fat  down. 

The  nymphs  with  fcorn  beheld  their  foes 
When  the  defendants  cbunfel  rofe, 
And,  what  no  lawyer  ever  lack'd. 
With  impudence  own'd  all  the  facfl ; 
But,  what  the  gentleft  heart  would  vex, 
Laid  all  the  fault  on  t'other  fex. 
That  modern  love  is  no  fuch  thing 
As  what  thofe  ancient  poets  fing ; 
A  fire  celeftial,  chafte,  refin'd, 
Conceiv'd  and  kindled  in  the  mind  ; 
Which,  having  found  an  equal  flame. 
Unites,  and  both  become  the  fame, 
In  different  breafts  together  burn. 
Together  both  to  allies  turn. 
But  women  now  feel  no  fuch  fire. 
And  only  know  the  grofs  defire. 
Their  paffions  move  in  lower  fpheres. 
Where'er  caprice  or  folly  fteers, 
A  dog,  a  parrot,  or  an  ape. 
Or  fome  worfe  brute  in  human  fhape, 
Ingrofs  the  fancies  of  the  fair. 
The  few  foft  moments  they  can  fpare, 
From  vifits  to  receive  and  pay; 
From  fcandal,  politics,  and  play  ; 
From  fans,  and  flounces,  and  brocades, 
From  equipage  and  park-parades. 
From  all  the  tlioufand  female  toys, 
From  every  trifle  that  employs 
The  out  or  infide  of  their  heads, 
Between  their  toilets  and  their  beds. 

In  a  dull  ftream,  which  moving  flow. 
You  hardly  iee  the  current  flow; 
If  a  fmall  breeze  obftrudl  the  courfe, 
It  whirls  about,  for  want  of  force. 
And  in  its  narrow  circle  gathers 
Nothing  but  chafi",  and  ftraw«  and  feathers. 
Tlie  current  of  a  fjennale  mind 
Stops  thus,  and  turns  with  every  wind  ; 
Thus  whirling  round  together  draws 
Fools,  fops,  and  rakes,  for  chaff  and  ftraws. 
Hence  we  conclude,  no  women's  hearts 
Are  won  by  virtue,  wit,  and  parts : 
Nor  are  the  men  of  fenfe  to  blame. 
For  breafts  incapable  of  flame; 
I'he  fault  muft  on  the  nymphs  be  plac'd, 
Grown  fo  corrupted  in  their  tafte. 

The  pleader,  having  fpoke  his  bell, 
Had  witnefs  ready  to  atteft, 
Who  fairly  could  on  oath  depofe, 
When  quefliions  on  the  fadl  trofe, 
That  every  article  was  true  ; 
Nor  further  thefe  deponents  kneui : 
Therefore  he  humbly  would  infift, 
The  bill  might  be  with  cofts^ifmis'd. 
The  caufe  appear'd  of  fo  much  weight, 
That  Venus,  from  her  judgment-feat, 
Befir'd  them  not  to  talk  fo  loud, 
Elfe  fhe  muft  interpofe  a  cloud : 


For  if  the  heavenly  folk  fhould  know 
Thefe  pleadings  in  the  courts  helonVf 
That  mortals  here  difdain  to  love, 
She  ne'er  could  fliow  her  face  above  ; 
For  gods,  their  betters,  are  too  wife 
To  value  that  which  men  defpife. 
And  then,  faid  fhe,  my  fon  and  I 
Muft  ftroU  in  air,  'twixt  land  and  fky  ; 
Or  elfe,  ftiut  out  from  heaven  and  earth. 
Fly  to  the  fea,  my  place  of  birth  ; 
There  live,  with  daggled  mermaids  pent, 
And  keep  on  fifh  perpetual  Lent. 

But,  fince  the  cafe  appear'd  fo  nice. 
She  thought  it  beft  to  take  advice. 
The  Mufes,  by  their  King's  permiflion. 
Though  foes  to  love,  attend  the  feflion. 
And  on  their  right  hand  took  their  places 
In  order;  on  the  left,  the  Graces: 
To  whom  flie  might  her  doubts  propofe 
On  all  emergencies  that  rofe. 
The  Mufes  oft'  were  feen  to  frown  ; 
The  Graces  half-afham'd  look  down  ; 
And  'twas  obferv'd,  there  were  but  fevr 
Of  either  fex  among  the  crew. 
Whom  llie  or  her  aifeflbrs  knew. 
The  goddefs  foon  began  to  fee. 
Things  were  not  ripe  for  a  decree ; 
And  faid  flie  muft  confult  her  books. 
The  lovers"  Fletas,  Bradons,  Cokes. 
Firft  to  a  dapper  clerk  flie  beckon'd. 
To  turn  to  Ovid,  book  the  fecond  ; 
She  then  referr'd  them  to  a  place 
In  Virgil  (^vide  Dido's  cafe)  : 
As  for  Tibullus's  reports. 
They  never  pafs'd  for  law  in  courts : 
For  Cowley's  briefs,  and  pleas  of  Waller, 
Still  their  authority  was  fmaller. 

There  was  on  both  fides  much  to  fay: 
She'd  hear  the  caufe  another  day. 
And  fo  flie  did  ;  and  then  a  third 
She  heard  it— -there  fhe  kept  her  word :  \ 
But,  with  rejoinders  or  replies, 
Long  bills,  and  anfwers  ftuff 'd  vpith  lies. 
Demur,  imparlance,  and  eflbign. 
The  parties  ne'er  could  iflfue  join  : 
For  fixteen  years  the  caufe  was  fpun. 
And  then  ftood  where  it  firft;  begun. 

Now,  gentle  Clio,  fing  or  fay, 
What  Venus  meant  by  this  delay. 
The  goddefs,  much  perplex'd  in  mind 
To  fee  her  empire  thus  declin'd, 
When  firft  this  grand  debate  arofe. 
Above  her  wifdom  to  compofe, 
Conceiv'd  a  projedl  in  her  head 
To  work  her  ends ;  which,  if  it  fped. 
Would  fhow  the  merits  of  the  caufe 
Far  better  than  confulting  laws. 

In  a  glad  hour  Lucina's  aid 
Produc'd  on  earth  a  wondrous  maid, 
Ou  whom  the  Queen  of  love  was  bent 
To  try  a  new  experiment. 
She  threw  her  law-books  on  the  flielf. 
And  thus  debated  with  herfelf. 

Since  men  allege,  they  ne'er  can  find 
Thofe  beauties  in  a  female  mind, 
Which  raife  a  flame  that  will  endure 
For  ever  uncorrupt  and  pure ; 


} 
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If  'tis  with  reafon  they  complain, 
This  infant  flrall  reftore  ray  reign. 
I'll  fearch  where  every  virtue  dwells, 
From  courts  inclulive  down  to  cells  : 
What  preachers  talk,  or  fages  write  ; 
Thefe  I  will  gather  and  unite. 
Ami  reprefent  them  to  mankind 
Colledled  in  that  infant's  raind. 

This  faid,  file  plucks  in  heaven's  high  bowers 
Afprig  oi  amaranthine  flowers. 
In  neftaT  thrice  infufes  bays. 
Three  times  refin'd  in  Titan's  rays ; 
Then  calls  the  Graces  to  her  aid, 
And  fprinkles  thrice  the  new-born  maid : 
From  whence  the  tender  Ikin  affumcs 
A  fweetnefs  above  all  perfumes : 
From  whence  a  cleanlinefs  remains. 
Incapable  of  outward  ftains: 
From  whence  that  decency  of  mind. 
So  lovely  in  the  female  kind, 
Where  not  one  carelefs  thought  intrudes, 
Lefs  modeft  than  the  fpeech  of  prudes ; 
Where  never  blulli  was  call'd  in  aid, 
That  fpurious  virtue  in  a  maid, 
A  virtue  but  at  fecond-hand  ; 
They  bluOi,  becaufe  they  underftand. 

The  Graces  next  would  adl  their  part. 
And  fhow'd  but  little  of  their  art ; 
Their  work  was  half  already  done. 
The  child  with  native  beauty  flione  ; 
The  outward  form  no  help  requir'd  : 
£ach,  breathing  oii  her  thrice,  infpir'd 
That  gentle,  foft,  engaging  air, 
Which  in  old  times  adorn'd  the  fair : 
And  faid,  "  VancfTa  be  the  name 
*'  By  v/hich  thou  fhalt  be  known  to  fame ; 
"  Vanefla,  by  the  gods  inroU'd  : 
"  Her  name  on  earth  flrall  not  be  told." 

But  ftill  the  work  was  not  complete  : 
When  Venus  thought  on  a  deceit ; 
Drawn  by  her  doves,  away  Ihe  flies, 
And  finds  out  Pallas  in  the  Ikies. 
Dear  Paltas,  I  have  been  this  morn 
To  fee  a  lovely  infant  bom  ; 
A  boy  in  yonder  ifle  below. 
So  like  my  own  without  his  bow, 
By  beauty  could  your  heart  be  won, 
You'd  fwear  it  is  Apollo'^  fon  : 
Bttt  it  (hall  ne'er  be  faid,  a  child 
So  hopeful  has  by  me  been  fpoil'd  ; 
I  have  enough  befides  to  fpjre. 
And  give  him  wholly  to  your  care. 

Wii'dom's  above  fufpec^ing  wiles : 
Tlie  queen  of  Learning  gravely  fmiles, 
Down  from  Olympus  comes  with  joy, 
Miltakes  VaiTf-Ta  ;or  a  boy  ; 
Then  lows  withitrher  tender  mind 
Steds  long  unknown  to  womankind  ; 
For  matily  bofoms  chiefly  tit, 
The  fcedr,  of  knowledge,  judgment,  wit. 
Her  foul  was  fuddenly  endued 
With  juftice,  truth,  and  fortitude  ; 
With  honour,  which  no  breath  can  ftain, 
Which  malice  muft  attack  in  vain  ; 
With  open  heart  and  bounteous  hand. 
But  Pallas  here  was  at  a  Hand  ; 
She  knew,  in  our  degenerate  days. 
Bare  virtue  could  not  liv;  on  praife  ; 


That  meat  muft  be  with  money  bought : 
She  therefore,  upon  fecond  thought, 
Infus'd,  yet  as  it  were  by  ftealth, 
Some  fmall  regard  for  ftate  and  wealth  ; 
Of  which,  as  (he  grew  up,  there  (laid 
A  tinclure  in  the  prudent  maid  : 
She  manag'd  her  eftate  with  care. 
Yet  lik'd  three  footmen  to  her  chair. 
But,  left  he  (hould  negleft  his  ftudies 
Like  a  young  heir,  the  thrifty  goddefs 
(For  fear  young  mafter  (hould  be  fpoil'd) 
Would  ufc  him  like  a  younger  child  ; 
And,  after  long  computing,  found 
'Twould  come  to  juft  (ive  thoufand  pound. 

The  Queen  of  Love  was  pleas'd,  and  proud, 
To  fee  VanefTa  thus  endow'd  : 
She  doubted  not  but  fuch  a  dame 
Through  every  breaft  would  dart  a  flame  : 
That  every  rich  and  lordly  fwain 
With  pride  would  drag  about  her  chain  ; 
That  fcholars  would  forfake  their  books, 
To  ftudy  bright  Vanefla's  looks  ; 
As  (he  advanc'd,  that  womankind 
Would  by  her  model  form  their  mind. 
And  all  their  condudl  would  be  try'd 
By  her,  as  an  unerring  guide  ; 
Offending  daughters  oft  would  hear  * 

Vanefla's  praife  rung  in  their  ear  : 
Mifs  Betty,  when  (he  does  a  fault. 
Lets  fall  her  knife,  or  fpills  the  fait. 
Will  thus  be  by  her  mother  chid, 
"  'Tis  what  VaneflTa  never  did  !" 
Thus  by  the  nymphs  and  fwains  ador'd, . 
My  power  ftiall  be  again  reftor'd. 
And  happy  lovers  blefs  my  reign — 
So  Venus  hop'd,  but  hop'd  in  vain. 

For  when  in  time  the  Martial  Maid 
Found  out  the  trick  that  Venus  play'd, 
She  (hakes  her  helm,  (he  knits  her  brows, 
And,  fir'd  with  indignation,  vows. 
To-morrow,  ere  the  letting  fun. 
She'd  all  undo  that  fliehad  done. 

But  in  the  poets  we  may  find 
A  wholefome  law,  time  out  of  mind. 
Had  been  confirm'd  by  Fate's  decree. 
That  gods,of  whatfoe'er  degree, 
Refume  not  what  themfelves  have  given, 
Or  any  brother-god  in  heaven; 
Which  keeps  the  peace  among  the  gods. 
Or  they  muft  always  be  at  odds  ; 
And  Pallas,  if  flie  broke  the  laws, 
Muft  yield  her  foe  the  ftronger  caufe  ; 
A  (hame  to  one  fo  much  ador'd 
For  wifdom  at  Jove's  council-board. 
Befides,  (he  fear'd  the  Queen  of  LovSj^ 
Would  meet  with  better  friends  above. 
And  though  flie  muft  with  grief  retleft, 
To  fee  a  mortal  virgin  deck'd 
With  graces  hitherto  unknown 
To  female  breafts,  except  her  own  ; 
Yet  (he  would  adl  as  beft  became 
A  goddefs  of  unfpotted  fame. 
She  knew,  by  augury  divine, 
Venus  would  fail  in  her  defign  : 
She  ftudy'd  well  the  point,  and  found 
Her  foe's  conclufionswere  not  found, 
From  premifes  erroneous  brought ; 
And  therefore  the  deduilions  's  nought, 
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And  muft  have  contrary  effects 

To  what  her  treacherous  foe  expedls. 

In  proper  feafon  Pallas  meets 
The  Queen  of  Love,  whom  thus  fhe  greets 
(For  gods,  we  are  by  Homer  told, 
Can  in  celeftial  language  fcold)  : 
Perfidious  goddels  !  but  in  vain 
You  form'd  this  projedl  in  your  brain  ; 
A  projeft  for  thy  talents  fit. 
With  much  deceit  and  little  wit. 
Thou  haft,  as  thou  fhalt  quickly  fee, 
Deceiv'd  thyfelf,  inftead  of  me  : 
For  how  can  heavenly  wifdom  prove 
An  inftrument  to  earthly  love  ? 
Krow'ft  thou  not  yet,  that  men  commence 
Thy  votaries,  for  want  of  fenfe  ? 
Nor  fliall  Vanefla  be  the  theme 
To  manage  thy  abortive  fcheme  : 
She'll  prove  the  greateft  of  thy  foes ! 
And  yet  I  fcorn  to  interpofe, 
But,  ufing  neither  (kill  nor  force. 
Leave  all  things  to  their  natural  courfe. 

The  goddefs  thus  pronounc'd  her  doom  : 
When  lo  !  Vanefla  in  her  bloom 
Advanc'd,  like  Atalanta'sftar, 
But  rarely  feen,  and  feen  from  far : 
In  a  new  world  with  caution  ftept, 
Watch'd  all  the  company  flie  kept, 
Well  knowing,  from  the  books  iTie  read, 
What  dangerous  paths  young  virgins  tread  : 
Would  feldom  at  the  park  appear, 
Nor  faw  the  play-houfe  twice  a  year ; 
Yet,  not  incurious,  was  inclined 
To  know  the  converfe  of  mankind. 

Firft  iflued  from  perfumers'  fliop;, 
A  crowd  of  fafliionablc  fops  ; 
They  afk'd  her,  how  fhe  lik'd  the  play  ; 
Then  told  the  tattle  of  the  day  ; 
A  duel  fought  laft  night  at  two. 
About  a  lady— you  know  who  : 
Mention'd  a  new  Italian  come 
Either  from  Mufcovy  or  Rome  ; 
Gave  hints  of  who  and  who's  together ; 
Then  fell  a  talking  of  the  weather ; 
Laft  night  was  fo  extremely  fine. 
The  ladies  walk'd  till  after  nine  ; 
Then,  in  foft  voice  and  fpeech  abfurd. 
With  nonfenfe  every  fecond  word. 
With  fuftain  from  exploded  plays, 
They  celebrate  her  beauty's  praife  ; 
Run  o'er  their  cant  offtupid  lies, 
And  tell  the  murders  of  her  eyes. 
With  filent  fcorn  Vaneffa  fat. 
Scarce  liftening  to  their  idle  chat; 
Further  than  fometimes  by  a  frown. 
When  they  grew  pert,  to  pull  them  down. 
At  laft  fhe  fpitefully  was  bent 
To  try  their  wifdom's  full  extent ; 
And  faid  (he  valued  nothing  lefs 
Than  titles,  figure,  fliape  and  drefs  ; 
That  merit  ftiould  be  chiefly  plac'd 
In  judgment,  knowledge,  wit,  and  tafte ; 
And  thefe  flie,  offer'd  to  difpute. 
Alone  diftinguiih'd  man  from  brute : 
That  prefent  times  have  no  pretence 
To  virtue,  in  the  noble  fenfe 
By  Greeks  and  Romans  iinderftood, 
To  perilh  for  our  country's  good. 


I  She  nam'd  the  ancient  heroes  round, 
Explain'd  for  what  they  were  renown'd. 
Then  Ipoke  with  cenfure  or  applaufe 
Of  foreign  cuftoms,  rites,  and  laws  ; 
Through  nature  and  through  art  Ihe  rang'd. 
And  gracefully  her  fubjedl  chang'd ; 
In  vain  !  her  hearers  had  no  fliare 
In  all  flie  fpoke,  except  to  ftare. 
Their  judgment  was  upon  the  whole, 
—That  lady  is  the  duUeft  foul  !-_ 
Then  tipt  their  forehead  in  a  jeer. 
As  who  fliould  fay---lhe  wants  it  here  '. 
She  may  he  handlome,  young,  and  rich, 
But  none  will  burn  her  for  a  witch  ! 
A  party  next  of  glittering  dames, 
From  round  the  purlieus  of  St.  James, 
Came  early,  out  of  pure  good-will. 
To  fee  the  girl  in  difhabille. 
Their  clamour,  'lightning  from  their  chairs. 
Grew  louder  all  the  way  up  flairs ; 
At  entrance  loudeft,  where  they  found 
The  room  with  volumes  lltter'd  round, 
Vanefla  held  Montaigne,  and  read, 
VVhilfl:  Mrs.  Sufan  comb'd  her  head. 
They  call'd  for  tea  and  chocolate, 
And  fell  into  their  ufual  chat, 
Difcourfing,  with  important  face, 
On  ribbons,  fans,  and  gloves,  and  lace  ; 
Show'd  patterns  juft  from  India  brought. 
And  gravely  aflt'd  her  what  fhe  thought. 
Whether  the  red  or  green  were  beft. 
And  what  they  coft  ?  Vanefl"a  guefs'd. 
As  came  into  her  fancy  firft  ; 
Nam'd  half  the  rates,  and  lik'd  the  wortl. 
To  fcandal  nest — V/hat  awkward  thing 
Was  that  laft  Sunday  in  the  ring  ? 
I'm  ferry  Mopfa  breaks  fo  faft  ; 
I  faid,  her  face  would  never  laft. 
Corinna,  with  that  youthful  air, 
Is  thirty,  and  a  bit  to  fpare  : 
Her  foadnefs  for  a  certain  Earl 
Began  v/hen  I  was  but  a  girl  ! 
Phillis,  who  but  a  month  ago 
Was  marry'd  to  the  Tunbridge  beaa, 
I  faw  coquetting  t'other  night 
In  public  with  that  odious  knight ! 

They  railly'd  next  Vanefla's  drefs : 
That  gown  was  made  for  old  Qiieen  Befs. 
Dear  Madam,  let  me  fee  your  head  : 
Don't  you  intend  to  put  on  red  ? 
A  petticoat  without  a  hoop  ! 
Sure,  you  are  not  afliam'd  to  ftoop  ! 
With  handfome  garters  at  your  knees. 
No  matter  what  a  fellow  fees. 

Fiird  with  difdain,  with  rage  inflam'd^ 
Both  of  herfelf  and  fex  afliam'd, 
The  nymph  ftood  filent  out  offpight. 
Nor  would  vouchfafe  to  fet  them  right- 
Away  the  fair  detra<^ors  went. 
And  gave  by  turns  their  cenfures  vent. 
She's  not  fo  handfome  in  my  eyes  : 
For  wit,  I  wonder  where  it  lies  ! 
She's  fair  and  clean,  and  that's  the  moft  : 
But  why  proclaim  her  for  a  toaft  ? 
A  baby  face  ;  no  life,  no  airs. 
But  what  flie  learn'd  at  country-fairs; 
Scarce  knows  what  difference  is  between 
Rich  Flanders  lace  and  Coiberteen. 
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I'll  undertake,  my  little  Nancy 
In  flounces  hath  a  better  fancy  ! 
With  all  her  wit,  I  would  not  afk 
Her  judgment,  how  to  buy  a  mafk. 
We  begg'd  her  but  to  patch  her  face. 
She  never  hit  one  proper  place; 
Which  every  girl  at  five  years  old 
Can  do  as  foon  as  flie  is  told. 
I  own,  that  out-of-fafliion  ftuff 
Becomes  the  creature  well  enough. 
'J"he  girl  might  pafs,  if  we  could  get  her 
To  know  the  world  a  little  better 
(To  know  the  nvorld  !  a  modern  phrafe 
For  vifits,  ombre,  balls,  and  plays.) 

Thus,  to  the  world's  perpetual  (hame. 
The  Queen  of  Beauty  loft  her  aim  ; 
Too  late  with  grief  fhe  underftood, 
Fallas  had  done  more  harm  than  good  : 
For  great  examples  are  but  vain, 
Where  ignorance  begets  diCdain. 
Both  fexes,  arm'd  with  guilt  and  fpite, 
Againft  Vanefla's  power  unite  .• 
To  copy  her,  few  nymphs  afpir'd  ; 
Her  virtues  fewer  fwains  admir'd. 
So  ftars  beyond  a  certain  height 
Give  mortals  neither  heat  nor  light. 

Yet  feme  of  either  fex,  endow'd 
With  gifts  fuperior  to  the  crowd, 
With  virtue,  knowledge,  tafte,  and  wit, 
She  condefcended  to  admit ; 
With  pleafing  arts  fhe  could  reduce 
Men's  talent's  to  their  proper  ufe  ; 
And  with  addrefs  each  genius  held 
To  that  wherein  it  moft  excell'd  ; 
Thus,  making  others'  wifdom  known, 
Could  pleafe  them,  and  improve  her  own. 
A  iiiodeft  youth  faid  fomething  new  ; 
She  plac'd  it  in  the  ftrongeil  view. 
All  humble  worth  fhe  ftrove  to  raife ; 
Would  not  be  prais'd,  yet  lov'd  to  praife. 
The  learned  met  with  free  approach. 
Although  they  came  not  in  a  coach : 
Some  clergy  too  flie  v.-ould  allow. 
Nor  quarrel'd  at  their  awkward  bow ; 
But  this  was  for  Cadenus'  fake, 
A  gownman  of  a  different  make  ; 
WTioin  Pallas,  once  Vanefla's  tutor, 
Had  fix'd  on  for  her  coadjutor. 

But  Cupid,  full  of  mifchief,  longs 
To  vindicate  his  mother's  wrongs. 
On  Pallas  all  attempts  are  vain  : 
One  way  he  knows  to  give  her  pain ; 
"Vows  on  VanelTa's  heart  to  take 
Due  vengeance,  for  her  patron's  fake. 
Thofe  early  feeds  by  Venus  fown. 
In  fpite  of  Pallas,  now  were  grown ; 
And  Cupid  hop'd  they  would  improve 
By  time,  and  riper?  into  love. 
The  boy  made  ufe  of  all  his  craft, 
In  vain  difcharging  many  a  fliaft. 
Pointed  at  colonels,  lords,  and  beaux : 
Cadenus  warded  off  the  blo^vs ; 
For,  placing  ftill  forae  book  betwixt, 
The  darts  were  in  the  cover  fix'd, 
Or,  often  blunted  and  recoil'd. 
On  Plutarch's  Morals  ftruck,  were  fpoil'd. 

The  queen  of  Wifdom  could  forcfee, 
Sut  not  prevent  the  Fates'  decree  : 


And  human  caution  tries  in  vain 
To  break  that  adamantine  chain. 
Vaneffa,  though  by  Pallas  taught. 
By  love  invulnerable  thought, 
Searching  in  books  for  wifdom's  aid. 
Was,  in  the  very  fearch,  betray 'd. 

Cupid,  though  all  his  darts  were  loft. 
Yet  ftill  refolv'd  to  fpare  no  coft : 
He  could  not  anfwer  to  his  fame 
The  triumphs  of  that  ftubborn  dame, 
A  nymph  fo  hard  to  be  fubdued, 
WTio  neither  wasconquette  nor  prude. 
I  find,  faid  he,  (lie  wants  a  Docflor, 
Both  to  adore  her,  and  inftru(fl  her  : 
I'll  give  her  what  ftie  moft  admires, 
Among  thofe  venerable  fires. 
Cadenus  is  a  fubjeil  fit. 
Grown  old  in  politics  and  wit, 
Carefs'd  by  minifters  of  ftate. 
Of  half  mankind  the  dread  and  hate. 
Whate'er  vexations  love  attend, 
She  need  no  rivals  apprehend. 
Her  fex,  with  univerfal  voice, 
Muft  laugh  at  her  capricious  choice, 

Cadenus  many  things  had  writ : 
Vaneffa  much  efteem'd  his  wit. 
And  call'd  for  his  poetic  works : 
Meantime  the  boy  in  fecret lurks; 
And,  while  the  book  was  in  her  hand. 
The  urchin  from  his  private  ftand 
Took  aim,  and  (hot  with  all  his  ftrengtli 
A  dart  of  fuch  prodigious  length, 
It  pierc'd  the  feeble  volume  through. 
And  deep  transfix'd  her  bofom  too. 
Some  lines,  more  moving  than  the  reft. 
Stuck  to  the  point  that  pierc'd  her  breaft. 
And,  borne  diredlly  to  the  heart. 
With  pains  unknown,  increas'd  her  fmart^ 

Vaneffa,  not  in  years  a  fcore. 
Dreams  of  a  gown  of  forty-four ; 
Imaginary  charms  can  find 
In  eyes  witli  reading  almoft  blind  : 
Cadenus  novr  no  more  appears 
Declined  in  health,  advanc'd  in  years. 
She  fancies  mufic  in  his  tongue  ; 
No  farther  looks,  but  thinks  him  young. 
What  mariner  is  not  afraid 
To  venture  in  a  fliip  decay'd  ? 
WTiat  planter  will  attempt  to  yqke 
A  fapling  with  a  falling  oak? 
As  years  increafe,  (he  brighter (hines : 
Cadenus  with  each  day  declines : 
And  he  muft  fall  a  prey  to  time, 
WTiile  (lie  continues  io  her  prime. 

Cadenus,  common  forms  a  part, 
In  every  fcene  had  kept  his  heart  ; 
Had  figh'd  and  languilh'd,  vow'd  and  writ, 
Forpaftime,  or  to  (how  his  wit. 
But  books,  and  time,  and  ftate  affairs. 
Had  fpoil'd  his  falhionable  airs  : 
He  now  could  praife,  efteein,  approve. 
But  underftood  not  what  was  love. 
His  condudl  might  have  made  him  ftyl'd 
A  father,  and  the  nymph  his  child. 
That  innocent  delight  he  took 
To  fee  the  virgin  mind  her  book. 
Was  but  the  mafter's  fecret  joy 
In  fchool  to  hear  the  fineft  boy. 
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Her  knowledge  with  her  fmcy  grew ; 

She  hourly  prel's'd  for  fomething  new; 

Ideas  came  into  her  mind 

So  faft,  hi?  leffons  lagg'd  behind  ; 

She  reafon'd,  without  plodding  long, 

Nor  ever  gave  her  judgment  wron^. 

But  now  a  fudden  change  was  wrought : 

She  minds  no  longer  what  he  taught. 

Cadenus  was  amaa'd,  to  find 

Such  marks  of  a  diftradled  mind  : 

For,  though  fhe  feem'd  to  liften  more 

To  all  he  fpoke,  than  e'er  before. 

He  found  her  thoughts  would  abfent  range. 

Yet  guefs'd  not  whence  could  fpring  the  change. 

And  firft  he  modeftly  conjectures 

His  pupil  might  be  tir'd  withiedlures; 

Which  help'd  to  mortify  his  pride, 

Yet  gave  him  not  the  heart  to  chide : 

But,  in  a  mild  dejedted  drain, 

At  laft  he  ventur'd  to  complain ; 

Said,  file  fliould  be  no  longer  teas'd. 

Might  have  her  freedom  when  ihe  pleas'd  ; 

Was  now  convinc'd  he  afted  wrong, 

To  hide  'ler  from  the  world  fo  long, 

And  in  dull  ftudies  to  engage 

One  of  her  tender  fex  and  age  ; 

That  every  nymph  with  envy  own'd, 

How  fhe  might  (hine  in  the  grand  rnonde  \ 

Aad  every  ftiepherd  was  undone 

To  fee  her  cloifter'd  like  a  nun. 

This  was  a  vifionary  fcheme  : 

He  wak'd,  and  found  it  but  a  dream ; 

A  projetH;  far  above  his  (kill ; 

Fornaturemuft  be  nature  ftill. 

If  he  were  bolder  than  became 

A  fcholar  to  a  courtly  dame. 

She  might  excufe  a  man  of  letters  ; 

Thus  tutors  often  treat  their  betters : 

And,  fince  his  talk  offenfive  grew. 

He  came  to  take  his  laft  adieu. 

Vaneffa,  fili'd  with  juft  difdain, 
Would  ftill  her  dignity  maintain, 
Inftrucled  from  her  early  years 
To  fcorn  the  art  of  female  tears. 

Had  he  employed  his  time  fo  long 
To  teach  her  what  was  right  and  wrong ; 
Yet  could  fuch  notions  entertain 
That  all  his  leiSlures  were  in  vain  ? 
She  own'd  the  wandering  of  her  thoughts ; 
But  he  muft  anfwer  for  her  faults. 
She  well  remember'd,  to  her  coft, 
That  all  his  leffons  were  not  loft. 
Two  maxims  flie  could  ftill  produce. 
And  fad  experience  taught  their  ufe ; 
That  virtue,  pleas'd  by  being  Ihown, 
Knows  nothing  which  it  dares  not  own ; 
Can  make  us  without  fear  difclofe 
Our  inmoft  fecrets  to  our  foes : 
That  common  forms  were  not  defign'd 
Direftors  to  a  noble  mind. 
Now,  faid  tlie  nymph,  to  let  you  fee 
My  aiftions  with  your  rules  agree ; 
That  I  can  vulgar  forms  defpife, 
And  have  no  fecrets  to  difguife  : 
I  knew,  by  what  you  faid  and  writ. 
How  dangerous  things  were  men  of  wit ; 
You  caution'd  me  againft  their  charmsj 
But  never  gave  me  equal  arms ; 


Your  leffons  found  the  weakcft  part, 
Aim'd  it  the  head,  but  reach'd  the  heart. 

Cadenus  felt  within  him  rife 
Sha'Tte,  difappointment,  guilt,  furpriTct 
Ht  knew  not  how  to  reconcile 
Such  language  with  herufual  ftyle: 
And  yet  her  words  were  fo  expreft. 
He  could  not  hope  flie  fpoke  in  jeft. 
His  thoughts  had  wholly  been  confin'J 
To  form  and  cultivate  her  mind. 
He  hardly  knew,  till  he  was  told. 
Whether  the  nymph  were  young  or  old  ; 
Had  met  her  in  a  public  place. 
Without  diftinguifhing  her  face  : 
Much  lefs  could  his  declining  age 
Vaneffa's  earlieft  thoughts  engage  ; 
And,  if  her  youth  indifference  met. 
His  perfon  muft  contempt  beget : 
Or,  grant  her  pafiion  be  fincere. 
How  ftiall  his  innocence  be  clear? 
Appearances  were  all  fo  ftrong. 
The  world  muft  think  him  in  the  wrong ; 
Would  fay,  he  made  a  treacherous  ufe 
Of  wit,  to  flatter  and  feduce  : 
The  town  would  fwear,  he  hadbetray'J 
By  magic  fpells  the  harmlefs  maid : 
And  every  beau  would  have  his  jokes. 
That  fcholars  were  like  other  folks ; 
And,  when  Platonic  flights  were  over. 
The  tutor  turn'd  a  mortal  lover  ! 
So  tender  of  the  young  and  fair  i 
It  Ihow'd  a  true  paternal  care — 
Five  thoufand  guineas  in  her  purfe  • 
The  docftor  might  have  fancy'd  worfe.— 

Hardly  at  length  he  filence  broke. 
And  faulter'd  every  word  he  fpoke  ; 
Interpreting  her  complaifance, 
Juft  as  a  man  fans  confeqiutice. 
She  rallied  well,  he  always  knew : 
Her  manner  now  was  fomething  neWj 
And  what  fhe  fpoke  was  in  an  air 
As  ferious  as  a  tragic  pla)'er. 
But  thofe  who  aim  at  ridicule 
Should  fix  upon  fome  certain  rule. 
Which  fairly  hints  they  are  in  jeft, 
Elfe  he  mult  enter  his  proteft  : 
For,  let  a  man  be  ne'er  fo  wife. 
He  may  be  caught  with  fober  lies; 
A  fcience  which  he  never  taught, 
And,  to  be  free,  was  dearly  bought ; 
For,  take  it  in  its  proper  light, 
'Tis  juft  what  coxcombs  call  a  bite. 

But,  not  to  dwell  on  things  minute, 
Vaneffa  finifti'd  the  difpute. 
Brought  weighty  arguments  to  prove 
That  reafon  was  her  guide  in  love. 
She  thought  he  had  himfelf  defcrib'd, 
His  dodlrines  when  fhe  firft  imbib'd : 
What  he  had  planted  now  was  grown; 
His  virtues  (he  might  call  her  own ; 
As  he  approves,  as  he  diflikes. 
Love  or  contempt  her  fancy  ftrikes. 
Self-love,  in  nature  rooted  faft. 
Attends  us  firft,  and  leaves  us  laft : 
X^'hy  (he  likes  him,  admire  not  at  her ; 
She  loves  herfelf,  and  that's  the  matter. 
How  was  her  tutor  wont  to  praife 
The  geniufes  of  ancient  days  I 
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(Thofe  authors  he  fo  oft'  had  nam'd, 
For  learning,  wit,  and  wifdom,  fam'd) 
Wasftruck  with  love,  efteem,  and  awe, 
For  peribns  whom  he  never  faw. 
Suppofe  Cadenus  flourilh'd  then. 
He  muft  adore  fuch  godlike  men. 
If  onfe  (hort  volume  could  comprife 
All  that  was  witty,  learn'd,  snd  wife. 
How  would  it  be  efteem'd  and  read. 
Although  the  writer  long  were  dead  I 
If  fuch  an  author  were  alive. 
How  all  would  for  his  friendfliip  ftrive. 
And  come  in  crowds  to  fee  his  face  '. 
And  this  Ihe  takes  to  be  her  cafe. 
Cadenus  anfwers  every  end. 
The  book,  the  author,  and  the  friend  ; 
The  utmofi  her  defires  will  reach. 
Is  but  to  learn  what  he  can  teach  : 
His  converfe  is  a  fyftem  fit 
Alone  to  fill  up  all  her  v.'it ; 
While  every  paffion  of  her  mind 
In  him  is  center'd  and  confin'd. 

Love  can  with  fpeech  infpire  a  piute, 
And  taught  Vaneffa  to  difpute. 
This  topic,  never  touch'd  before, 
Difplay'd  her  eloquence  the  more  : 
Her  knowledge,  v.'ith  fuch  pains  acquir'd, 
Ey  this  new  paffion  grew  iefpir'd  ; 
Through  this  fhe  made  all  objedts  pafs. 
Which  gave  a  tindture  o'er  the  mafs ; 
As  rivers  though  they  bend  and  twine. 
Still  to  their  fea  their  courfe  incline  ; 
Or,  as  philofophers,  who  find 
Some  favourite  fyftem  to  their  mind. 
In  every  point  to  make  it  fit. 
Will  force  all  nature  to  fubmit. 

Cadenus,  who  could  ne'er  fufpedl 
His  leflbns  would  have  fuch  effedl. 
Or  be  fo  artfully  apply'd, 
Infenfibly  came  on  her  fide. 
It  was  an  unforefeen  event ; 
Things  took  a  turn  he  never  meant. 
Whoe'er  excels  in  what  we  prize. 
Appears  a  hero  in  our  eyes : 
Each  girl,  when  pleas'd  with  what  is  taught. 
Will  have  the  teacher  in  her  thought. 
When  Mifs  delights  in  her  fpinnet, 
A  fiddler  may  a  fortune  get ; 
A  blockhead,  with  melodious  voice. 
In  boarding-fchools  may  have  his  choice  ; 
And  oft'  the  dancing-mafter's  art 
Climbs  from  the  toe  to  touch  the  heart. 
In  learning  let  a  nymph  delight. 
The  pedent  gets  a  mi/tvcfsby  't. 
Cadenus,  to  his  grief  and  fliame. 
Could  fcarce  oppofe  Vaiie:Ta's  flame  ; 
And,  though  her  arguments  were  flrong. 
At  leaft  could  hardly  wilh  them  wrong. 
Howe'er  it  came,  he  could  not  tell, 
But  fure  {lie  never  ts'k'd  fo  well. 
Hib  pride  began  to  inteipofe  ; 
Prelerr'd  before  a  crowd  of  beaux  ? 
So  bright  a  nymph  to  come  unfought  ! 
Snch  wonder  by  his  mei  it  wrought '. 
Tis  merit  muft  with  her  prevail .' 
He  never  knew  her  judgment  fail  I 
She  noted  ail  ftie  ever  read  ! 
And  had  a  moft  difcern:  ns  head  i 


'Tis  an  old  ma.^im  in  the  fchools, 
That  flattery's  the  food  of  fools ; 
Yet  now  and  then  your  men  of  wit 
Will  condefcend  to  take  a  bit. 

So,  when  Cadenus  could  not  hidfe. 
He  chofe  to  juftify,  his  pride  ; 
Conftruing  the  pafEon  fhe  had  fliown, 
Much  to  her  praife,  more  to  his  own. 
Nature  in  him  had  merit  plac'd, 
In  her  a  moft  jiidicious  tafte. 
Love,  hitherto  a  tranfient  gueft. 
Ne'er  held  poflfeffion  of  his  breaft  ; 
So  long  attending  at  the  gate, 
Difdain'd  to  enter  in  fo  late. 
Love  why  do  we  one  paflion  call, 
When  'tis  a  compound  of  them  all  ? 
Where  hot  and  cold,  where  fliarp  and  fweet, 
In  all  their  equipages  meet ; 
Where  pleafures  mix'd  with  pains  appear, 
Sorrow  with  joy,  and  hope  with  fear  ; 
Wherein  his  dignity  and  age 
Forbid  Cadenus  to  engage. 
But  friendlTiip,  in  its  greateft  height, 
A  conftant,  rational  delight. 
Or  virtue's  bafis  fix'd  to  laft. 
When  love  allurements  long  are  paft. 
Which  gently  warms,  but  cannot  burn, 
He  gladly  offers  in  return  ; 
His  want  of  paflion  will  redeem 
With  gratitude,  refped,  efteem  ; 
With  that  devotion  we  bellow, 
When  goddefl'es  appear  below. 

While  thus  Cadenus  entertains 
Vanefla  in  exalted  ftrains. 
The  nymphs  in  fober  words  entreats 
A  truce  with  all  fublime  conceits : 
For  why  fuch  raptures,  flights,  and  fancies. 
To  her  who  durft  not  read  romances  ? 
In  lofty  ftyle  to  make  replies. 
Which  he  had  taught  her  to  defpife? 
But  when  her  tutor  will  afledt 
Devotion,  duty,  and  refpedl, 
He  fairly  abdicates  the  throne  ; 
The  government  is  now  her  own  ; 
He  has  a  forfeiture  incur'd  ; 
She  vows  to  take  him  at  his  word. 
And  hopes  he  will  not  think  it  ftrange, 
If  both  fhould  now  their  ftations  change. 
The  nymph  will  have  her  turn  to  be 
The  tutor ;  and  the  pupil,  he  : 
Though  (he  already  can  difcera 
Her  feholar  is  not  apt  to  learn  ; 
Or  wants  capacity  to  reach 
The  fcience  flie  defigns  to  teach : 
Wherein  his  genius  was  below 
The  fliill  of  every  common  beau, 
Who,  though  he  cannot  fpell,  is  wife 
Enough  to  read  a  lady's  eyes, 
And  will  each  accidental  glance 
Interpret  for  a  kind  advance. 

But  what  fuccefs  Vaneffa  met. 
Is  to  the  world  a  fccret  yet- 
Whether  the  nymph,  to  pleafe  her  fwain. 
Talks  in  a  high  romantic  ftrain  ; 
Or  whether  he  at  laft  defcends 
To  a<fl  with  lefs  feraphic  ends  ; 
Or,  to  compound  the  buCnefs,  whether 
I'hey  temper  love  and  books  together  j 


POEMS. 
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Muft  never  to  mankind  be  told, 
Nor  fliall  the  confcious  Mufe  unfsld. 

Meantim*  the  mournful  Queen  of  Love 
Led  but  a  weary  life  above. 
She  ventures  now  to  leave  the  Ikies, 
Grown  by  Vanefla's  condufl  wife : 
For,  though  by  one  perverfe  event 
Pallas  had  crofs'd  her  firft  intent ; 
Though  her  defign  was  not  obtain'd  ; 
Yet  had  ftie  much  experience  gain'd, 
And,  by  the  projedl  vainly  try'd. 
Could  better  now  the  caufe  decide. 
She  gave  due  notice  that  both  parties. 
Coram  Regina,prox^  die  JUartis, 
Should  at  their  peril,  without  fail. 
Come  and  appear,  and  fave  their  bail. 
All  met ;  and,  filence  thrice  proclaim'd. 
One  lawyer  to  each  fide  wasnam'd. 
The  judge  difcover'd  in  her  %cc 
Refentments  for  her  late  difgrace ; 
And,  full  of  anger,  fhame,  and  grief, 
Directed  them  to  mind  their  brief, 
Nor  fpend  their  time  to  fliow  their  reading  ; 
She'd  have  a  fummary  proceeding. 
She  gather'd  under  every  head 
The  fum  of  what  each  lawyer  faid, 
Gave  her  own  reafons  laft,  and  then 
Decreed  the  caufe  againft  the  men. 

But,  in  a  weighty  cafe  like  this, 
To  (how  fhe  did  not  judge  amifs. 
Which  evil  tongues  might  elfe  report. 
She  made  a  fpeech  in  open  court; 
Wherein  flie  grievoufly  complains, 
"  How  flie  was  cheated  by  the  fwains ;" 
On  whofe  petition  (humbly  Ihowing, 
That  women  were  not  worth  the  wooing. 
And  that,  unlefs  the  fex  would  mend. 
The  race  of  lovers  foon  muft  end)-— 
"  She  was  at  Lord  knows  what  expence 
"  To  form  a  nymph  of  wit  and  fenfe, 
"  A  model  for  her  fes  defign'd, 
"  Who  never  could  one  lover  find. 
"  She  faw  her  favour  was  mifplac'd  ; 
"  The  fellows  had  a  wretched  tafte  ; 
"  She  needs  muft  tell  them  to  their  face, 
"  They  were  a  ftupid,  fenfelefs  race  ; 
"  And,  were  flie  to  begin  again, 
"  She'd  ftudy  to  ieform  the  fnen  ; 
"  Or  add  feme  grains  of  folly  more 
"  To  ivomen,  than  they  had  before, 
"  To  put  them  on  an  equal  font ; 
"  And  this,  or  nothing  elfe,  would  do  't. 
"  This  might  their  mutual  fancy  ftrike, 
"  Since  every  being  loves  its  like. 

"  But  now,  repenting  what  was  done, 
"  She  left  all  bufinefs  to  her  fon ; 
"  She  puts  the  world  in  his  pofleffion, 
"  And  let  him  ufe  it  at  difcretion." 

The  cryer  was  order'd  to  difmifs 
The  court,  fo  made  his  laft  0 yes .' 
The  goddefs  would  no  longer  wait ; 
But  rifing  from  her  chair  of  ftate. 
Left  airbelow  at  fix  and  feven, 
Harnefs'd  her  doves,  and  flew  to  heaven. 


TO    LOVE*. 


In  all  I  wifla,  how  happy  Ihould  1  be. 
Thou  grand  deluder,  were  it  not  for  thee  ! 
So  weak  thou  art,  that  fools  thy  power  defplfe  ; 
And  yet  fo  ftrong,  thou  triumph'ft  o'er  the  wife. 
Thy  traps  are  laid  with  fuch  peculiar  art, 
They  catch  the  cautious,  let  the  rafh  depart. 
Moft  nets  are  fiU'd  by  want  of  thought  and  care : 
But  too  much  thinking  brings  us  to  thy  fnare  ; 
Where,  held  by  thee,  in  flavery  we  ftay. 
And  throw  the  pleafing  part  of  life  away.  • 
But,  what  does  moft  my  indignation  move, 
Difcretion  !  thou  wert  ne'er  a  friend  to  love  : 
Thy  chief  delight  is  to  defeat  thofe  arts. 
By  which  he  kindles  mutual  flames  in  hearts ; 
While  the  blind  loitering  God  is  at  his  play. 
Thou  fteal'ft  his  golden-pointed  darts  away ; 
Thofe  darts  which  never  fail;  and  in  their  ftead 
Convey'ft  malignant  arrows  tipt  with  lead : 
The  heedlefs  God,  fufpedling  no  deceits. 
Shoots  on,  and  thinks  he  has  done  wondrous  feats : 
But  the  poor  nymph  who  feels  her  vitals  burn. 
And  from  her  fiiepherd  can  find  no  return, 
Laments,  and  rage*  at  the  power  divine. 
When,  curft  Difcretion  !  all  the  fault  was  thine : 
Cupid  and  Hymen  thou  haft  fet  at  odds, 
And  bred  fuch  feuds  between  thofe  kindred  gods. 
That  Venus  cannot  reconcile  her  fons; 
When  one  appears,  away  the  other  runs. 
The  former  fcales,  wherein  he  us'd  to  poife 
Love  againft  love,  and  equal  joys  with  joys. 
Are  now  fill'd  up  with  avarice  and  pride. 
Where  titles,  power,  and  riches,  ftill  fubfide. 
Then,  gentle  Venus,  to  thy  father  run. 
And  tell  him  how  thy  children  are  undon&f 
Prepare  his  bolts  to  give  one  fatal  blow. 
And  ftrike  Difcretion  to  the  fliades  below. 

ODE  TO  SPRING. 

BT  A  LADYf. 

Hail,  bluftring  goddefs,  beauteous  Spring, 
Who,  in  thy  jocund  train,  doft  bring 
Loves  and  Graces,  fmiling  Hours, 
Balmy  breezes,  fragrant  flowers; 
Come,  with  tints  of  rofeate  hue, 
Nature's  faded  charms  renew. 

Yet  why  fliould  I  thy  prefence  hail  ? 
To  me  no  more  the  breathing  gale 
Comes  fraught  with  fweets ;  no  more  the  rofe 
With  fuch  tranfcendant  beauty  blows, 
As  when  Cadenus  bleft  the  fcene, 
And  Ihai'd  with  me  thofe  joys  ferene  ; 
When,  unperceiv'd,  the  lambent  fire 
Of  friendftiip  kindled  new  defire  : 
Still  liftening  to  his  tuneful  tongue, 
The  truths  which  angels  might  have  fung, 
Divine,  impreft  their  gentle  fway. 
And  fwcetly  ftole  my  foul  away. 
My  guide,  inftruiftor,  lover,  friend, 
(Dear  names !)  in  one  idea  blend  ; 

*  Fo2tnd  in  Mifs  VanhomrigFf  dejh,  after  her 
death,  in  the  hand-writing  ofSujift. 

t  This  and  the  next  ode  have  been  afcribed  to 
Vaneja. 


s» 


THE    WORKS     OF    SWIFT. 


Oh  !  ftlU  conjoin'd,  your  incenfe  rife, 
And  waft  fweet  odours  to  the  feies ! 

ODE  TO  WISDOM. 

BY   THE  SAME. 

cIh,  Pallas '.  I  invoke  thy  aid  ! 

Vouchfafe  to  hear  a  wretched  maid, 

By  tender  love  depreft ; 
»Tls  juft  that  thou  fliould'ft  heal  the  fmart 
Inflidled  by  the  fubtle  art, 

And  calm  my  troubled  breaft. 
No  random-fliot  from  Cupid's  bow, 
But  by  thy  guidance,  foft  and  flow, 

It  funk  within  my  heart ; 
Thus,  Love  being  arm'd  with  Wifdom's  force, 
In  vain  I  try  to  ftop  its  courfe, 

In  vain  repel  the  dart. 

Ogoddefs  ?  break  the  fatal  league ; 
let  Love  with  folly  and  intrigue, 

More  fit  aflbciates  find  1 
And  thou  alone  within  my  breaft, 
O I  deign  to  foothe  my  griefs  to  reft, 

And  heal  my  tonur'd  mind. 


A   REBUS. 


BY    VANISSA. 


f;  de--) 
[ny'd.J- 
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Cut  the  name  of  the  man  *  who  his  miftref;  de 
And  let  the  firft  of  it  be  only  apply'd         [i 
To  join  with  the  prophet  f  who  David  did  chi 
Then  fay  what  a  horfe  is  that  runs  very  faft  J: ; 
And  that  which  deferves  to  be  firft  put  the  laft  ; 
Spell  all  then,  and  put  them  together,  to  find 
The  Name  and  the  Virtues  of  him  I  defign'd. 
like  the  Patriarch  in  Egypt,  he's  vers'd  in  the 
ftate  ;  [great  ; 

like  the  prophet  in  Jewry,  he's  free   with  the 
like  a  racer  he  flies  to  fuccour  with  fpeed, 
When  his  friends  want  his  aid,  or  defert  is  in  need. 

THE  DEAN'S  ANSWER. 

The  nymph  who  wrote  this  iii  an  amorous  fit, 

I  cannot  but  envy  the  pride  of  her  wit, 

"VVTiich  thus  (he  will  venture  profufely  to  throw 

On  fo  mean  a  defign,  and  2.fuhjeii  fo  low. 

For  mean's  her  defign,  and  \xzx  fuhjeSi  as  mean, 

The  firft  but  a  Rebus,  the  laft  but  a  Dean. 

A  Dean's  but  a  parfon  :  and  what  is  a  Rebus  ? 

A  thing  never  known  to  the  Mufes  or  Phoebus. 

The  corruption  of  verfe ;  for,  when  all  is  done. 

It  is  but  a  paraphrafe  made  on  zpun. 

But  a  genius  like  hcr's  no  fubjedl  can  ftifle. 

It  fliows  and  difcovers  itfelf  through  a  trifle. 

By  reading  this  trifle,  I  quickly  began 

To  find  her  a  great  nvit,  but  the  dean  a  fmall  man. 

Rich  ladies  will  furnifli  their  garrets  with  fluff, 

Whichothers  for  mantuas  would  think  fine  enough  : 

So  the  ivit  that  is  lavifhly  thrown  away  here, 

Might  furnilh  a  fecond-rate  poet  a  year. 

Thus  much  for  the  verfe  ;  we  proceed  to  the  next 

Where  the  Nymph  had  entirely  forfaken  her  text  : 


♦  Jo-ieih.        f  Nathan,        |  Stvi/i. 


Her  fine  panegyrics  are  quite  out  of  feafon, 
And  vih:it  fhe  defcribes  to  be  merit  is  trecifon  : 
The  changes  which  fadlion  has  made  in  the  ftate, 
Have  put  the  dean's  politics  quite  out  of  date  : 
Now  no  one  regards  what  he  utters  with  free- 
dom, 
And,  fhould  he  write  pamphlets,  no  great  man 
would  read  'em ; 
I   And  (hould  ivani  or  defert  (land  in  need  of  his 
aid, 
This  racer  would  prove  but  a  dull-founder'dj/iKfc 

HORACE,  BOOK.  II.  ODE  L 

FARAPHRASED. 

Addrejfedto  Richard  Steel,  Efq.  17x4. 

"  En  qui  promittit  cives,  urbem  fibi  curas, 
"  Imperium  fore,  &  Italiam,  tt.  delubra  dcorum."' 
HoR.  r.  Sat.  ▼!.  34. 

DicK.thoa'rt  refolv'd,  as  I  am  told, 

Some  ftrange  arcana  to  unfold. 

And,  with  the  help  of  Buckley's  pen, 

To  vamp  the  good  old  cauie  again. 

Which  thou  (fuch  Burnet's  flirew'd  advice  is) 

Muft  furbifli  up,  and  nickname  Crifis. 

Thou  pompoufly  wilt  let  us  know 

What  all  the  world  knew  long  ago, 

(E'er  fince  Sir  William  Gore  was  mayor, 

And  Harley  fiU'd  the  Common's  chair) 

Thai  we  a  German  Prince  muft  own 

When  Anne  for  heaven  refigns  her  throne. 

But,  more  than  that,  thou'lt  keep  a  rout 

With — who  is  in — and  who  is  out ; 

Thou'lt  rail  devoutly  at  the.  peace. 

And  all  its  fecret  caiifes  trace. 

The  biecket-play  'twixt  Whig  and  Tories, 

Their  ups  and  downs,  with  fifty  ftories 

Of  tricks  the  Lord  of  Oxford  knows, 

And  errors  of  our  Plenipoes 

Thou  'It  tell  of  leagues  among  the  greatj 

Portending  ruin  to  our  ftate  ; 

And  of  that  dreadful  coup  d'eclat. 

Which  has  afforded  thee  much  chat. 

The  queen,  forfooth,  {defpotic)  gave 

Twelve  corofiets  without  thy  leave  ! 

A  breach  of  liberty,  'tis  own'd, 

For  which  no  heads  iiave  yet  aton'd  I 

Believe  me,  what  thou'ft  undertaken 

May  bring  in  jeopardy  thy  bacon  ; 

For  madmen,  children,  wits,  and  fools, 

Should  never  meddle  with  edg'd  tools. 

But,  fince  thou'rt  got  into  the  lire. 

And  can'ft  not  eafily  retire. 

Thou  muft  no  longer  deal  in  farce. 

Nor  pump  to  cobble  wicked  verfe  ; 

Until  thou  ftialt  have  eas'd  thy  confcience. 

Of  fpleen,  of  politics,  and  nonfenfe  ; 

And,  when  thou'ft  bid  adieu  to  cares. 

And  fettled  Europe's  grand  *ffairs, 

'Twill  then,  perhaps,  be  worth  thy  while 

For  Drury-Lane  to  fliape  thy  ftyle  : 

**  To  make  a  pair  of  jolly  fellows, 

"  The  fon  and  father  join,  to  tell  us 

"  Howfons  may  fafely  difobey, 

"  And  father's  never  fliould  fay  nay  j 


ii    O    E    ivt    ». 


•  By  which  wife  conduct:  they  j^row  friends 

*  At  laft — and  fo  the  ftory  ends  *." 
When  firft  I  knew  thee,  Dick,  thou  wert 

kenown'd,  For  Ikill  in  Fauftus'  art  f , 
Which  made  thy  clofet  much  frequented 
3y  huxom  laffes— Fome  repented 
Their  lucklefs  choice  of  hufbands — other*, 
Impatient  to  be  hke  their  mothers, 
Receiv'd  from  thee  profound  diretftions 
How  beft  to  fettle  their  affediions. 
Thus  thou,  a  friend  to  the  diftrefs'd, 
Didft  in  thy  calling  do  thy  beft. 

But  now  the  Senate  (if  things  hit. 
And  drou  at  Stockbridge  wert  rot  bit) 
Muft  feel  thy  eloquence  and  fire, 
Approve  th^  rche;nes,  thy  wit  admife, 
Thee  with  immortal  honours  Cro'^'H, 
Whilft,  Patriot-likt,  thou'lt  ftrut  and  frown. 

What  though  by  enemies  'tis  faid, 
The  laurel  which  adorns  thy  head, 
Mufl;  one  day  come  in  cornpetitiort 
By  virtue  of  fome  fiy  pditicn  : 
Yet  'muth  for  that ;  hope  ftiil  the  beftj 
Nor  let  fuch  cares  difturb  thy  reft. 

Methinks  I  heair  thee  loud  as  trumpet, 
As  bag-pipe  Ihrlll,  or  oyfter-ftrumpet ; 
Il'Iethinks  I  fee  thee,  fpruce  and  fine^ 
With  coat  emBroider'd  richly  fhine^ 
And  dazzle  all  the  idol  faces 
As  through  the  hall  thy  worfliip  paces ; 
(Though  this  I  fpeak  but  at  a  venture^ 
Suppofmg  thou  haft  tick  with  Hunter) 
Methinks  I  fee  a  black-guaYd  rout 
Attend  thy  coach  and  hear  them  fhdUt 
Ip  approbation  of  thy  tongue,    , 
Which  (in  their  ftyle)  \?, purely  hung, . 
Now!  now  you  carry  all  before  you  I 
I'Jor  dares  one  Jacobite  or  Tory 
Pretend  to  anfwer  one  fyl — lable. 
Except  the  matchlefs  hero  Abel  f. 
-!What  though  her  highnefs  and  her  fpoufc 
In  Antwerp  §  keep  a  frugal  ho'afe, 
Yet,  not  forgetful  of  a  friend, 
They'll  fooii  enable  thee  to  fpend, 
If  to  Macartney  ||  thou  will  toaft. 

And  to  \\\S  pious  patron  s  ghojl. 

Now  manfully  thou'lt  ruti  a  tilt 

"  Qn  popes,  for  all  the  blood  they've  fpilt, 

"  For  maflacres,  and  racks,  and  flames, 

"  For  lands  enrich'd  by  crimfon  ftreams, 

"  For  inquifitions  taught  by  Spain, 

'♦  bf  which  the  Chriftian  world  complain." 

Dick,  we  agree — all's  true  thou'fl  faid. 
As  that  my  mufe  is  yet  a  maid. 
But,  if  I  may  with  freedom  talk. 
All  this  is  foreign  to  thy  walk  ; 
Thy  genius  has  perhaps  a  knack 
At  trudging  in  a  beaten  track, 
But  is  iorfiate  affairs  as  fit 
As  mine  for  politics  and  wit. 


43 


*   This  is  /aid  to  be  a  plot  of  a  comedy  with  tuhicb 
It/Ir.  St  eh  has  long  threatened  the  toivn. 
f  Mr.  Steele  bad  a  laboratory  at  Poplar, 
\   Abel  Roper. 

§    Where  Hje  Duke  of  Marlborough  then  refided. 
\   General  Macartney,  luha  kil!t/Dui«  IJamilton. 
Vol.  13^ 


Then  let  us  both  in  time  gfoW  wifd,  »■ 

Not  higher  than  our  talents  rife  ; 

To  fome  fnug  cellar  let's  repair 

Fi-om  duns  arid  debts,  and  drown  our  care  ; 

Now  quaff  of  honeft  ale  a  quart, 

Now  venture  at  a  pint  of  port, 

With  which  infpir'd,  we'll  Club  each  night 

Some  tender  fonnet  to  indite, 

And  vs-ith  Tom  D'Urfey,  Philips,  Dennis, 

Immortalize  our  Dolls  and  Jenneys. 

HORA.CE,  BOOK  I.     EP.  V. 

yohn  Pen'iis  theJhelUriifg  Poet's  Invitation  to  Richard 
Steele,  the  fecludcd  Pariy-rvriter,  and  Alemher,  t0 
come  and  live  -with  him  in  the  Mint.     I714  *. 

FIT  TO  BE  BOUND  UP  WITH  THE  CRISIS. 

If  thou  canft  lay  afide  a  fpendthrift's  air. 
And  condefcend  to  feed  on  homely  fare. 
Such  as  we  Minters,  with  ragouts  urtftor'd. 
Will,  in  defiance  of  the  law,  afford  : 
Quit  thy  patrols  with  Toby's  Chriftmas-box, 
And  come  to  me  at  The  Two  Fighting  Cocks  ; 
Since  printing  by  fubfcription  now  is  grown 
The  ftaleft,  idleft  cheat  about  the  town  ; 
And  ev'n  Charles  Gildon,  who,  a  Paplft  bred. 
Has  an  alarm  againft  that  worftiip  fpread. 
Is  pracftifing  thofe  beaten  .-laths  of  cruifmg, 
And  for  new  levies  on  Propofals  mufing. 

'Tistrue,thatBloomfbury  Square's  a  nobleplacci 
But  what  are  lofty  buildings  in  thy  Cafe  ? 
What  's  a  Sne  houfe  embellifh'd  to  profufion, 
Where  fhoulder-dabbers  are  in  execution  ? 
Or  whence  its  timorous  tenant  feldoni  fallies, 
But  apprehenfive  of  infulting  bailiffs  ? 
This  once  be  mindful  of  a  friend's  advice. 
And  ceafe  to  be  improvidently  nice  ; 
Exchange  the  profpefts  that  delude  thy  fight, 
From  Highgate's  fi;eep  afcent,  and  Hampftead't 

height, 
With  verdaiit  fcenes,  that,  from  St.  George's  field. 
More  durable  arid  fafe  enjoyments  yield. 

Here  I,  ev'n  I,  that  ne'er  till  now  could  find 
Eafe  to  my  troubled  and  fufpicious  mind, 
But  ever  was  with  jealouues  poffefs'd, 
Am  in  a  ftate  of  indolence  and  reft  ; 
Fearful  no  more  of  Frenchmen  in  difguife. 
Nor  looking  upon  ftrangers  as  on  fpies. 
But  quite  divefted  of  my  former  fpleen, 
Am  unprovok'd  without  and  calm  within  ; 
And  here  I  '11  v/ait  thy  coming,  till  the  fun 
Shall  its  diurnal  courfe  completely  run. 
Think  not  that  thoU  of  fturdy  butt  Ihalt  fail ; 
My  landlord's  cellar  is  ftock'd  with  beer  and  alc. 
With  ev^ry  fort  of  malt  that  is  in  ufe, 
And  every  county's  generous  produce. 
The  ready  (for  here  Chriftian  faith  is  fick, 
W^hich  niakes  us  feldom  trefpafs  upon  tick) 
Inftantly  brings  the  choiceft  liquors  out, 
Whether  we  aflc  for  home-brew'd  or  for  ftout, 
For  mead  or  cyder,  or,  with  dainties  fed. 
Ring  for  a  flaik  or  two  of  white  or  red. 


*   7his  and  the  preceding  foem  an  frinttd fmnt  ctfc 
pics  in  the  Lambtfb  Library.  -    ' 
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^uch  as  the  drawer  will  not  fail  to  fvvear 
AVas  drunk  by  Pilkington  when  third  time  mayor. 
That  name,  methinks,  fo  popularly  known 
For  oppofition  to  the  church  and  crown, 
Alight  make  the  Lufitanian  grape  to  pafs, 
And  almoft  give  a  fandlion  to  the  glals ; 
Efpecially  with  thee,  whofe  hafty  zeal 
Againil:  the  late  Te]e&.ed  commera-iill 
JVIade  thee  rife  up,  like  an  audacious  elf, 
fTo  do  the  fpeaker  honour,  not  thyfelf. 

But,  if  thou  foar'ft  above  the  common  prices, 
By  virtue  of  fubfcription  to  thy  Crifis, 
And  nothing  can  go  down  with  thee,  but  wines 
Prefs'd  from  Burgundian  and  Campanian  vines, 
Bid  them  be  brought;  for,  though  1  liate  the  French, 
1  love  their  liquors,  as  though  lov'ft  a  wench  ; 
Xlfe  thou  muft  humble  thy  expenfive  talle. 
And,  with  us,  hold  contentment  for  a  feaft. 
The  fire's  already  lighted  ;  and  the  maid 
Has  a  clean  cloth  upon  the  table  laid, 
"Vl'ho  never  on  a  Saturday  had  ftruck, 
Btit  for  thy  entertainment,  up  a  buck. 
Think  of  this  aSi  of  grace,  which  by  your  leave 
Sufan  vi-ould  not  have  done  on  Eafter  Eve, 
Had  Ihe  not  been  inform'd  over  and  over, 
'Twas  for  the  ingenious  Author  of  The  Lover. 
Ceafe  therefore  to  beguile  thyfelf  with  hopes, 
^\'hich  is  no  more  than  making  fandy  ropes, 
And  quit  the  vain  purfuit  of  loud  applaufe. 
That  muft  bewilder  thee  in  fadlion's  caufe. 
Pry'thee  what  is't  to  thee  who  guides  the  ftate  ? 
"Why  Dunkirk's  demolition  is  fo  late  ? 
"Or  why  her  Majefty  thinks  fit  to  ceafe 
The  din  of  war,  and  hufli  the  world  to  peace  ? 
The  clergy  too,  without  thy  aid,  can  tell 
"What  tests  to  choofe,  and  on  what  topics  dwell; 
And,  uninftru<5led  by  thy  babbling,  teach 
Their  flocks  celeftial  happinefs  to  reach. 
Rather  let  fuch  poor  fouls  as  you  and  I 
Say  that  the  holidays  are  drawing  nigh, 
And  that  to-morrow's  fun  begins  the  week, 
Which  will  abound  v/ith  {lore  of  ale  and  cake. 
With  hams  of  bacon,  and  with  powder'd  beef, 
Stuff'd  to  give  field-itinerants  relief. 

Then  I,  who  have  within  thefe  precintfts  kept, 
And  ne'er  beyond  the  chimney-fweeper's  flept, 
Will  take  a  loofe,  and  venture  to  be  feen. 
Since  'twill  be  Sunday,  upon  Shanks's  green  ; 
There,  with  eredled  looks  and  phrafe  fublime, 
To  talk  of  unity  of  place  and  time, 
And  with  much  malice,  mix'd  with  little  fatire, 
Explode  the  wits  on  t'other  fide  o'th'  water. 

Why  has  my  Lord  Godolphin's  fpecial  grace 
Inverted  me  with  a  queen's-waiter's  place, 
If  I,  debarr'd  of  feftival  delights. 
Am  not  allow'd  to  fpend  the  perquifites  ? 
He's  but  a  Ihort  remove  from  being  mad. 
Who  at  a  time  of  jubilee  is  fad ; 
And,  like  a  griping  ufurer,  does  fpare 
His  money  to  be  fquander'd  by  his  heir ; 
Hutter'd  away  in  liveries  and  in  coaches, 
And  wafhy  forts  of  feminine  debauches. 
As  for  my  part,  whate'er  the  world  may  tliink, 
I  '11  bid  adieu  to  gravity,  and  drink  ; 
And,  though  I  can't  put  off  a  woeful  mien, 
Will  be  all  inirth  and  cheerfulnefs  wiihin  : 
As,  in  defpight  of  a  cenforious  race, 
1  moft  incontinently  fuck  ray  facc» 


What  mighty  projeAs  does  not  he  defign,  [wine  ? 
Whofe  ftomach  flows,  and  brain  turns  round  with 
Wine,  powerful  wine,  can  thaw  the  frozen  cit. 
And  faftiion  him  to  humour  and  to  wit ; 
Makes  even  S****  to  difclofe  his  art. 
By  racking  every  fecret  from  his  heart, 
As  he  flings  off  the  ft:atefman's  fly  difguife, 
To  name  the  cuckold's  wife  with  whom  he  lies. 
Ev'n  Sarum,  when  he  quaffs  it  ftcad  of  tea. 
Fancies  himfelf  in  Canterbury's  fee  ; 
And  S******,  when  he  caroufing  reels, 
Imagines  that  he  has  regain'd  the  feals  : 
W******,  by  virtue  of  its  juice,  can  fight, 
And  Stanhope  of  commiffioners  make  light. 
Wine  gives  Lord  William  aptitude  of  parts. 
And  fwells  him  with  his  family's  deferts  : 
Whom  can  it  not  make  eloquent  of  fpeech  ? 
Whom  in  extremefl:  poverty  not  rich  ? 
Since,  by  the  means  of  the  prevailing  grape, 
Th****n  can  Lechmere's  warmth  not  only  ape. 
But,  half-feas-o'er,  by  its  infpiring  bounties, 
Can  qualify  himfelf  in  feveral  counties. 
What  I  have  promis'd,  thou  niayft  reft  affur'd. 
Shall  faithfully  and  gladly  be  procur'd. 
Nay,  I  'm  already  better  than  my  word. 
New  plates  and  knives  adorn  the  jovial  board  : 
And,  left  thou  at  their  fight  fliouldft  make  wry  faces^ 
The  girlhasfcower'd  the  pots, and wafti'dtheglaffes, 
Ta'en  care  fo  excellently  well  to  clean  'em. 
That  thou  mayft  fee  thine  own  dear  pidture  in  'em, 

Moreover,  due  provifion  has  been  made. 
That  converfation  may  not  be  betray'd  ; 
I  have  no  company  but  what  is  proper 
To  fit  with  the  moft  flagrant  Whig  at  fupper. 
There  's  not  a  man  among  them  but  muft  pleafc. 
Since  they  're  as  like  each  other  as  are  peas. 
Toland  and  Hare  have  jointly  fent  me  word. 
They  '11  come;  and  Kennet  thinks  to  make  a  third. 
Provided  he  'as  no  other  invitation. 
From  men  of  greater  quality  and  ftation. 
Room  will  for  Oldmixon  and  J — s  be  left ; 
But  their  difcourfes  fmell  too  much  of  theft : 
There  would  be  no  abiding  in  the  room, 
Should  two  fuch  ignorant  pretenders  come. 
However,  by  this  trufty  bearer  write. 
If  I  ftiould  any  other  fcabs  invite  ; 
Though  if  1  may  my  ferious  judgment  give, 
I  'm  wholly  for  King  Charles's  number  five  :  ^ 
That  was  the  ftint  in  which  that  monarch  fix'd. 
Who  would  not  be  with  noifinefs  perplex'd  : 
And  that,  if  thou  'It  agree  to  think  it  beft, 
Shall  be  our  tale  of  heads,  without  one  other  gueft, 

I  've  nothing  more,  now  this  is  fald,  to  fay. 
But  to  requeft  thou  'It  inftantly  away. 
And  leave  the  duties  of  thy  prefcnt  poft, 
To  fome  well-lkill'd  retainer  to  a  hoft  ; 
Doubtlefs  he  '11  carefully  thy  place  fupply. 
And  o'er  his  Grace's  horfes  have  an  eye,       [once, 
While  thou,  who  'ft  flunk  through  poftern  more  thaa 
Doft  by  that  means  avoid  a  crowd  of  duns. 
And,  crolTing  o'er  the  Thames  at  Temple-ftairs, 
Leav'ft  Philips  with  good  words  to  cheat  their  ears. 

TO   LORD   HARLEY, 

ON   Ills  MARRIAGE,    lyij. 

Among  the  numbers  who  employ 
Their  tongues  and  pens  to  give  you  jojj 
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I)ear  Harley !  generous  youth,  admit 
What  fricndfhip  didtutes  more  than  vyit. 

Forgive  me,  when  I  fondly  thought 
(By  frequent  obfervations  taught) 
A  fpirit  fo  inform'd  as  your? 
XTould  never  profper  in  a;iiours. 
The  God  of  Wit,  and  Light,  and  Arts; 
With  EiU  acquir'd  and  natural  parts, 
Whofe  harp  could  favage  beaiks  enchant, 
Was  ah  unfortunate  gallant. 
Had  Bacchus  after  Daphne  reel'd, 
The  Nymph  had  foon  been  brought  to  yield  : 
Or,  had  embrdider'd  Mars  purfued. 
The  Nymph  would  ne'er  have  been  a  prude. 
Ten  thoufand  footlleps,  full  in  view, 
Mark  out  the  way  where  Daphne  flew  : 
For  fuch  is.  all  the  fex's  flight. 
They  fly  from  learning,  wit,  and  light : 
They  fly,  and  none  can  overtake 
But  fome  gay  coxcomb,  or  a  rake. 

How  then,  Dear  Harley,  could  I  guefs 
That  you  fhould  meet,  in  love,  I'uccels  ? 
For,  if  thofe  ancient  tales  be  true, 
Phoebus  was  beautiful  as  you  : 
Yet  Daphne  never  flack'd  her  pace, 
For  wit  and  learning  fpoil'd  his  face. 
And,  fince  the  fame  refemb'ance  held 
Jn  gifts  wherein  you  both  excell'd, 
I  fancy'd  every  nymph  would  run 
From  you,  as  from  Latona's  fon. 

Then  where,  faid  I,  ihall  Harley  findi 
A  virgin  of  fuperior  mind. 
With  wit  and  virtue  to  difcover. 
And  pay  the  merit  of  her  lover  .■' 

This  charadler  fliall  Ca'endiih  claiin, 
Born  to  retrieve  her  fex's  fame. 
The  chief  among  the  glittering  crowd, 
Of  titles,  birth,  and  fortune  proud, 
(As  fools  are  infolent  and  vain) 
Madly  afpir'd  to  vrear  her  chain  : 
But  Pallas,  guardian  of  the  Maid, 
Defcending  to  her  charge's  aid. 
Held  out  Medufa's  fnaky  locks. 
Which  ftupify'd  them  all  to  fliocks.    , 
The  Nymph  with  indignation  viewed 
The  dull,  the  noify,  and  the  lewd  : 
For  Pallas,  with  celeftial  hght. 
Had  purifyr'd  her  mortal  fight ; 
Show'd  her  the  virtues  all  combin'd, 
Frefh  blooming,  in  young  Harley's  mirid. 

Terreftrial  nymphs,  by  former  arts, 
Difp'ay  their  various  nets  for  hearts  : 
Their  looks  are  all  by  method  ht. 
When  to  be  prude,  and  when  coquette  ; 
Yet,  wanting  flcill  and  power  to  choofe, 
Their  only  pride  is  to  refufe. 
But,  when  a  gooddefs  would  befl.ow 
Her  love  on  fome  bright  youth  below. 
Round  all  the  earth  file  cafts  her  eyes  ; 
And  then,  defcending  from  the  Ikies, 
Makes  choice  of  him  flie  fancies  befi. 
And  bids  the  ravifti'd  youth  be  blefs'd. 

Thus  the  bright  Emprefs  of  the  Morn 
Chofe,  for  her  fpoufe,  a  mortal  born  : 
The  Goddefs  made  advances  firft  ; 
Elfe  what  afpiring  hero  durft  ? 
Though,  like  a  virgin  of  fifteen, 
S^e  bluflies  when  by  mortals  feen  | 


is 


Still  bluflies,  and  with  fpesd  retire^ 
When  Sol  purfues  her  with  his  fr.es. 

Diana  thus.  Heaven's  chafleft  queen, 
Struck  with  Endymion's  graceful  mien, 
Down  from  her  lilver  chariot  came, 
And  to  the  Shepherd  owrt'd  her  flame 

Thus  Ca'cndilh,  as  Aurora  bright. 
And  chalter  than  the  Queen  of  Night, 
Defcended  from  her  fphere,  to  find  . 
A  mortal  of  fuperior  kind. 

IN  SICKNESS. 
JVritten  in  Ireland,  0<3oLer  I714. 

'Tis  true — then  why  fhould  I  repine 
To  fee  my  Hfe  fo  faft  dechne  ? 
But  why  obfcurely  here  alone. 
Where  I  am  neither  lov'd  nor  known  ? 
My  flate  of  health  none  care  to  learn  ; 
My  life  is  here  no  foul's  concern  : 
And  thofe  w^ith  whom  I  now  converfe. 
Without  a  tear  will  tend  my  herfe. 
Remov'd  from  kind  Arbuthnot's  aid. 
Who  knows  his  art,  but  hot  his  trade'. 
Preferring  his  regard  for  me 
Before  his  credit  or  his  fee. 
Sortie  formal  vifits,  looks,  and  words. 
What  mere  humanity  affords, 
I  meet  perhaps  from  three  or  four. 
From  whom  I  bnce  expe61:ed  more  } 
Which  thofe  who  tend  the  fick  for  pay 
Can  acft  as  decently  as  they : 
But  no  obliging  tender  friend 
To  help  at  my  approaching  end. 
My  life  is  tiuw  a  burden  grown 
To  others,  ere  it  be  my  own. 

Ye  formal  weepers  for  the  lick. 
In  your  laft  offices  be  quick  ; 
And  fpare  my  ahfcnt  friends  the  grief 
To  hear,  yet  give  me  no  relief ; 
Expir'd  to-day,  intomb'd  to-morrow. 
When  known,  will  fave  a  double  forrdw. 

THE  FABLE  OF  THE  BITCHES. 

WRITTEN   IN   THE  YEAR  I7I5. 

On  an  Attempt  to  repeal  the  Tejl  A£i. 

A  BITCH  that  was  full  pregnant  grown. 
By  all  the  dogs  and  curs  in  town. 
Finding  her  ripen'd  time  was  come. 
Her  litter  teeming  from  her  womb, 
Went  here  and  there,  and  every  where, 
To  find  an  eafy  place  to  lay-her. 

At  length  to  Mufic's  houfe  *  flie  came, 
And  begg'd  like  one  both  blind  and  lame  ; 
"  My  only  fx-iend,  my  dear,"  faid  ftie, 
'   "  You  fee  'tis  mere  necefilty 
"  Hath  fent  me  to  your  houfe  to  whelp  ; 
"  I  '11  die,  if  you  deny  your  help." 

With  fawning  whine,  and  rueful  tone. 
With  artful  figh  and  feigned  groan, 
With  couchant  cringe,  and  flattering  tale. 
Smooth  Bawty  f  did  fo  far  prevail, 

*   The  Church  of  England. 

\  d-  Scotch  name  for  a  Litih  ;  alluding  te  tbt  iirif 
Cij 
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That  Mufic  gave  her  leave  to  litter : 

But  mark  what  fol'ow'd — faith  !  flie  bit  her. 

Whole  bafkets  fuU  of  bits  and  fcraps. 
And  broth  enough  to  lill  her  paps ; 
for  -well  fhe  knew,  her  numerous  brood, 
For  want  of  milk,  would  fuek  her  blood. 

But  when  fhe  thought  her  pains  vi'ere  done. 
And  now  'twas  high  time  to  be  gone  ; 
In  civil  terms — "  My  friend,"  fays  fhe, 
•'  My  houfe  you  've  had  on  comtefy  ; 
'■"  And  now  I  earneftly  defire, 
*'  That  you  would  with  your  cubs  retire  : 
"  For,  fhould  you  ftay  but  one  week  longer, 
••  I  fhall  be  flarv'd  with  cold  and  hunger." 

The  gueft  reply 'd — "  My  friend,  your  leave 
*'  I  mufl  a  little  longer  crave ; 
•'  Stay  till  my  tender  cubs  can  find 
"  Their  way — for  now,  you  fee,  they  *re  blind ; 
*'  But,  whefl  we  've  gather'd  ftrength,  I  fwear, 
«'  We  '11  to  onr  bam  again  repair." 

The  time  pafs'd  on  ;  and  Mufic  came, 
Her  kennel  once  again  to  claim  ; 
But  Bawty,  loft  to  ftiame  and  honour, 
Set  all  her  cubs  at  once  upon  her ; 
Made  her  retire,  and  quit  her  right, 
And  loudly  cry'd — "  A  bite  !  a  bite  \'^ 

THE  MORAL. 

Thus  did  the 'Grecian  wooden  horfc 
Conceal  a  fatal  armed  force  : 
No  fooner  brought  within  the  walls, 
JBut  Ilium's  loft,  and  Priam  falls. 


HORACE,  BOOK  III.    ODE  II. 

TO    THE    EARL    OF    OXFORD,    LATE    LORD    TREA- 
SURER. 

Sent  to  htm  vihen  in  the  Tozver,  1716. 


How  bleft  is  he  who  for  his  country  dies, 
Since  Death  purfues  the  coward  r.s  he  flies  ! 
The  youth  in  vain  would  fly  from  Fate's  attack, 
W'ith  trembling  knees  and  terror  at  his  back  ; 
Though  Fear  itould  lend  him  pinions  likethe  wind. 
Yet  fwifler  Fate  will  feize  him  from  behind. 

Virtue  repuls'd,  yet  knows  not  to  repine, 
P>ut  fhall  with  unattained  honour  fhine  ; 
Nor  floops  to  take  the. fcaff'*,  nor  lays  it  down, 
Juft  as  the  rabble  pleale  to  fmile  or  frown. 

Virtue,  to  crown  her  favourites,  ioves  to  try 
Some  new  unbeaten  paflage  to  the  fky  ; 
'W'here  Jove  a  feat  among  the  gods  will  give 
To  thofe  who  die  for  meriting  to  live. 

Next,  faithful  Silence  hath  a  fure  reward  ; 
Within  our  breaft  be  every  fecret  barr'd  ! 
He  who  betrays  his  friend,  fhall  never  be 
Under  one  roof,  or  in  one  Ihip,  with  me. 
>'or  who  with  traitors  would  his  fafety  truft, 
Left,  with  the  v^icked,  heaven  involve  the  juft  ? 
And,  though  th*;  villain  Tcapc  awhile,  he  feels 
Slow  vengeance,  like  a  blood-hound,  at  his  heels. 


The  injign  of  the  Lord  Trcafurer^s  office. 


PHYLLIS; 

OR,    The  PROGRESS  OF  LOVE,  I'jti, 

Desponding  Phyllis  was  endued 

With  every  talent  of  a  prude  : 

She  trembled  when  a  man  drew  near ; 

Salute  her,  and  fhe  turn'd  her  ear  ; 

If  o'er  againft  her  you  were  plac'd, 

She  durft  not  look  above  your  waift  : 

She  'd  rather  take  you  to  her  bed, 

Than  let  you  fee  her  drefs  her  head  : 

In  church  you  hear  her,  through  the  crow4j 

Repeat  the  abfolution  loud  : 

In  church,  fecure  behind  her  fan, 

She  durft  behold  that  monfter  man  j 

There  pradiis'd  how  to  place  her  head. 

And  bit  her  lips  to  make  them  red ; 

Or,  on  the  mat  devoutly  kneeling. 

Would  lift  her  eyes  up  to  the  cieling. 

And  heave  her  bofom  unaware. 

For  neighbouring  beaux  to  fee  it  bare. 

At  length  a  lucky  lover  came. 
And  found  admittance  to  the  dame. 
Suppofe  all  parties  now  agreed. 
The  writings  drawn,  the  lawyer  fee'd. 
The  vicar  aod  the  ring  befpoke  : 
Guefs,  how  could  fuch  a  match  be  broke  ? 
See  then  what  mortals  place  their  blifs  in  ! 
Next  morn  betimes  the  bride  was  miffing: 
The  mother  fcream'd,  the  father  chid  ; 
Where  can  this  idle  wench  be  hid  ? 
No  news  of  Phyl !  the  bridegroom  came. 
And  thought  his  Wide  had  flculk'd  for  fhame  j 
Becaufe  her  father  us'd  to  fay, 

The  girl  had  fuch  a  hajhful  -way  ! 

Now  John  the  butler  muft  be  fent 
To  learn  the  road  that  Phyllis  went. 
The  groom  was  wifh'd  to  faddle  Crop  ; 
For  John  muft  neither  light  nor  ftop. 
But  find  her,  wherefoe'er  fhe  fled. 
And  bring  her  back,  alive  or  dead. 

See  here  again  the  devil  to  do  ! 
For  truly  John  was  miffing  too  : 
The  horfe  and  pillion  both  were  gone  ! 
Phyllis,  it  feems,  was  fled  with  John. 

Old  Madam,  who  went  up  to  find 
WTiat  papers  Phyl  had  left  behind, 
A  letter  on  the  toilet  fees. 
To  my  much-honour  d- father — thefe^— 
(*Tis  always  done,  romances  tell  us, 
When  daughters  run  away  with  fellows) 
Fill'd  with  the  choiceft  common-places. 
By  others  us'd  in  the  like  cafes. 
"  That  long  ago  -3.  fortune-teller 
"  Exadtly  laid  what  now  befel  her  ; 
"  And  in  a  glafs  had  made  her  fee 
"  Pi.ferving-man  of  lf,~v  degree. 
"  It  was  her  fate,  muft  be  forgiven  ; 
"   For  marriages  ivere  made  in  heaven  : 
"  His  pardon  begg'd  :  but,  to  be  plain, 
"   She  'd  do  '/,  if  'tivere  to  do  again  : 
"  Thank'd  God,  'twas  neither  fhame  nor  fir  ; 
"  For  John  was  come  of  hone/l  kin. 
"  Love  never  thinks  of  rich  and  poor  ; 
"  She  'd  beg  ivith  John  from  door  to  dear. 
"  Forgive  her,  if  it  be  a  crime  ; 
"  She  '11  never  do  't  another  time. 
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"  She  ne'er  before  in  all  her  life 

"  Once  difobey'd  him,  maid  nor  lulfe, 

"  One  argument  flie  lumm'd  up  all  in, 

"  The  thing  tvas  done-,  and pajl  recallina-  ; 

"  And  therefore  hop'd  fhe  fhould  recover 

*'  His  favour,  when  hh  pajfwns  over. 

"  She  valued  not  what  others  thought  her, 

"  And  was— his  moji  obedient  daughter" 

'^air  maidens,  all  attend  the  Mufe, 
Who  now  the  wandering  pair  purfues : 
Away  they  rode  in  homely  fort, 
Their  journey  long,  their  money  fliort ; 
The  loving  couple  well  beniir'd  ; 
The  horfe  and  both  the  riders  tir'd  : 
Their  vi6i:uals  bad,  their  lodging  worfe  ; 
Phyl  cry'd,  and  John  began  to  curfe  : 
Phyl  wilh'd  that  fhe  had  ftrain'd  a  limb, 
When  firft  fhe  ventur'd  out  with  him ; 
John  wifh'd  that  he  had  broke  a  leg, 
When  firfl  for  her  he  quitted  Peg. 

But  what  adventures  more  befel  them, 
The  Mufe  hath  now  no  time  to  tell  them, 
How  Johnny  wheeddled,  thrcaten'd,  fawn'd. 
Till  Phyllis  all  her  trinkets  pawn'd  : 
How  oft'  fhe  broke  her  marriage  vows 
In  kindnefs  to  maintain  her  fpoufe, 
Till  fwains  unwholefome  fpoil'd  the  trade  ; 
JFor  now  the  furgeons  muft  be  paid. 
To  whom  thofe  perquifites  are  gone, 
In  Chriftian  juftice  due  to  John. 

When  food  and  raiment  now  grew  fcarcc, 
Fate  put  a  period  to  the  farce, 
And  with  exacft  poetic  juftice  ; 
For  John  was  landlord,  Phyllis  hoftefs ; 
They  kept,  at  Staines,  the  Old  Blue  Boar, 
Are  cat  and  dog,  and  rogue  and  whore. 


AD    AMICUM    ERUDITUM 

THOMAM  SHERIDAN,  1717. 

DELiciiE  Sheridan  Mnfarum,  dulcis  amice. 
Si  tibi  propitius  Permefli  ad  flumen  Apollo 
Occurrat,  feu  te  mimum  convivia  rident, 
^quivocofque  fales  fpargis,  feu  ludere  verfy 
Ma'les ;  die,  Sheridan,  quifnam  fuit  ille  deorum, 
QiJEE  melior  natura  orto  tibi  tradidit  artem 

.  Rimandi  genium  puerorum,  atque  ima  cerebri 
Scrutandi  ?  Tibi  nafcenti  ad  cunabula  Pallas 
Aftitit  3  &  dixit,  mentis  prxfaga  futuraq, 

.  Heu,  puer  infelix  1  noftro  fub  fidere  natus  ;- 
Nam  tu  peftus  eris  fine  corpore,  corporis  umbra  ; 
Sied  levitate  unibram  fuperabis,  voce  cicadam  : 
Mufca  femur,  palmas  tibi  mus  dedit,  ardea  crura^ 
Corpore  fed  tenui  tibi  quod  natura  .legavit. 
Hoc  animi  dotes  fupplebunt ;  teque  docente. 
Nee  longum  tempus,  furget  tibi  dodla  juventus, 
Artibus  egregiis  animas  inftrudta  novellas. 
Grex  hinc  Paeonius  venit,  ecce,  fnhiii/er  orbi. 
Aft,  illi  caufas  orant ;  his  infula  vifa  eft 
Divinam  caplti  nodo  conftringere  mitram. 

Natalis  te  horx  non  falluut  figna,  fed  ufque 
Confcius,  expedias  puero  feu  lastus  Apollo 
Nafcenti  arrifit ;  five  ilium  frigidus  horror 
Saturni  premit,  aut  fepteni  inflavere  triones. 

Quln  tu  atte  penitufque  latentia  feniina  cernis, 
-QuoEque  diu  obtmideudo  olim  fub  luminis  aura* 


Erumpent,  promis  ;  quo  ritu  frcpe  puella 
Sub  cinere  hefterno  fopitos  fufcitat  ignes. 

Te  dominum  agnofcit  quocunque  fub  aere  natusj 
Quos  indulgentis  nimium  cuftodia  matris 
PefTundat :  nam  fsepe  vides  in  ftipite  matrem. 

Aureus  at  ramus,  venerandae  dona  Sibyllx, 
JEnea:  fedes  tantilm  patefecit  Avernus  ; 
Sspe  puer  tua  quern  tetigit  femel  aurea  virga 
Coelumque  terrafque  videt,  no6temque  profundam. 

HORACE,  BOOK  IV.  ODE  IX. 

ADDRESSED   TO  ARCHBISHOP   KING.       I7I?, 

Virtue  conceal'd  within  our  breafl, 
Is  inadlivity  at  heft-; 
But  never  fhall  the  mufe  endure 
To  let  your  virtues  lie  obfcure. 
Or  fufFer  Envy  to  conceal 
Your  labours  for  the  public  weal. 
Within  your  breaft  all  wifdom  lies. 
Either  to  gov;rn  or  advife  ; 
Your  fteady  foul  preferves  her  frame 
In  good  and  evil  times  the  fame. 
Pale  Avarice  and  lurking  Fraud 
Stand  in  your  facred  prefence  aw'd ; 
Your  hand  alone  from  gold  abftains. 
Which  drags  the  flavifh  world  in  chains* 

Him  for  a  happy  man  I  own, 
Whofe  fortune  is  not  overgrown ; 
And  happy  he,  who  wifely  knows 
To  ufe  the  gifts  that  Heaven  beftows  ; 
Or,  if  it  plcafe  the  Powers  Divine, 
Can  fufi'er  want,  and  not  repine. 
The  man  who,  infamy  to  Ihun, 
Into  the  arms  of  death  would  run. 
That  man  is  ready  to  defend 
With  life  his  country,  or  his  ffiend, 

TO  MR.  DELANY,  Nov.  lo.  1718. 

To  you,  whofe  virtues,  I  muft  own 
With  fliame,  I  have  too  lately  known; 
To  you,  by  art  and  nature  taught 
To  be  the  man  I  long  have  fought. 
Had  not  ill  fate,  perverfe  and  blind, 
Plac'd  you  in  life  too  far  behind  ; 
Or,  what  I  fhould  repine  at  more, 
Plac'd  me  in  life  too  far  before  : 
To  you  the  mufe  this  verfe  beftows. 
Which  might  as  well  have  been  in  profc  ^ 
No  thought,  no  fancy,  no  fublime. 
But  fimple  topics  told  in  rhyme. 

Talents  for  converfation  fit. 
Are  humour,  breeding,  fenfe,  and  wit; 
The  laft,  as  boundlefs  as  the  wind, 
Is  well  conceiv'd,  though  not  defin'd  ;■ 

For,  fure,  by  wit  is  chiefly  meant 
Applying  well  what  we  invent. 
What  humour  is,  not  all  the  tribe 
Of  logic-mongers  can  defcribe  ; 
Here  nature  only  adts  her  part, 
Unhelp'd  by  pradlice,  books,  or  art: 
For  wit  and  humour  differ  quite ; 
That  gives  furprife,  and  this  delight. 
Humour  is  odd,  grotefque,  aijd  wild, 
Only  by  alfciitation  fpoil'd  : 
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'Tis  never  by  Invention  got, 

M^n  have  it  when  they  know  it  not. 

Our  converfation  to  refine, 
Humour  and  wit  muft  both  combine  : 
From  both  we  learn  to  railly  well, 
Wherein  fometunes  the  French  excel. 
Voiture,  in  various  lights,  difplays 
"rhat  irony  which  turns  to  praife  : 
His  genius  firft  found  out  the  rule 
For  an  obliging  ridicule  ; 
He  flatters  with  peculiar  air 
The  brave,  the  witty,  and  the  fair : 
And  fools  would  fcncy  he  intends 
A  fatire,  where  he  moft  commends. 

But,  as  a  poor  pretending  beau, 
Becaufe  he  fain  would  make  a  ftiow, 
l^or  can  arrive  at  filver  lace, 
Takes  up  with  copper  in  the  place  : 
So  the  pert  dunces  of  mankind, 
Whene'er  they  would  be  thought  refin'd. 
As  if  the  difference  lay  abftrufe 
'Twist  raillery  and  grofs  abufe  ; 
To  Ihow  their  parts,  will  fcold  and  rail, 
Like  porters  o'er  a  pot  of  ale. 
Such  is  that  clan  of  boiflerous  bears, 
Always  together  by  the  ears  ; 
Shrewd  fellows  and  arch  wags,  a  tribe 
That  meet  for  nothing  but  a  gibe  ; 
Who  firft  run  one  another  down, 
And  then  fall  foul  on  all  the  town  ; 
Skill'd  in  the  horfe-laugh  and  dry  rub. 
And  call'd  by  excellence  The  Club. 
I  mean  your  Butler,  Dawfon,  Car, 
All  fpeclal  friends,  and  always  jar. 

The  mettled  and  the  vicious  ftee4 
Differ  as  little  in  their  bi  eed  ; 
Uay,  Voiture  is  as  like  Tom  Leigh 
As  rudenefs  is  to  repartee. 

If  what  you  faid  1  wifh  unfpoke, 
'Twill  not  fuflice  it  was  a  joke  : 
Reproach  not,  though  in  jefl,  a  friend 
For  thofe  defeats  he  cannot  mend  ; 
His  lineage,  calling,  fhape,  or  fenfe, 
If  nam'd  with  fcorn,  gives  jufl  offence. 

What  ufe  in  life  to  make  men  fret, 
Part  in  worfe  humour  than  they  met  t 
Thus  all  fociety  is  loft, 
Men  laugh  at  one  another's  coft ; 
And  half  the  company  is  teaz'd. 
That  came  together  to  b^  pleas'd : 
For  all  buffoons  have  moft  in  view 
To  pleafe  themfelves  by  vexing  you. 
You  wonder  now  to  fee  me  write 
So  gravely  on  a  fubjeft  light : 
Some  part  of  what  I  here  dcfign, 
■Regards  a  friend  *  of  yours  and  mine  ; 
Who,  neither  void  of  fenfe  nor  wit, 
Yet  feldom  judges  what  is  fit, 
But  falUes  oft'  beyond  his  bounds. 
And  takes  unmeafurable  rounds. 

When  jelts  are  carried  on  too  far. 
And  the  loud  laugh  begins  the  war. 
You  keep  your  countenance  for  fhame, 
Yet  flill  you  think  your  friend  to  blame  ; 
For,  though  m.en  cry  they  love  a  jefl, 
'.*Tis  but  when  others  ftand  the  tcft  ; 


And  (would  you  have  their  meaning  koown) 
They  love  a  jell  that  is  their  own. 

You  mull,  although  the  point  be  nice, 
Beftow  your  friend  fome  good  advice  : 
One  hint  from  you  will  fet  him  right, 
And  teach  him  how  to  be  polite. 
E:d  hini,  like  you,  obferve  with  care, 
Whom  to  be  hard  on,  whom  to  fpare  ; 
Nor  indillincflly  to  fupppfe 
All  fubje(5ls  like  Dan  Jackfon's  nofe*. 
To  fludy  the  obliging  jefl, 
By  reading  thofe  who  teach  it  befl ; 
For  profe  I  recommend  Voiture's, 
For  verfe  (I  fpeak  my  judgment)  yours. 
He'll  find  the  fecret  out  from  thence. 
To  rhyme  all  day  without  offence  ; 
And  I  no  more  fhall  then  accufe 
The  flirts  of  his  ill-manner'd  mnfc. 

If  he  be  guilty,  you  mufl  mend  him  ; 
If  he  be  innocent,  defend  him. 


A  LEFT-HANDED  LETTER  TO  DR.  SHE- 
RlDANf.     1718. 

S  I  R, 

Delan  y  reports  it,  and  he  has  a  ftirewd  tongue. 
That  we  both  a<St  the  part  of  the  clown  and  cowr 
dung ;  [burft. 

We  lie  cramming   ourfelves,  and    are    ready   tQ 
Yet  flill  are  no  wifer  than  we  were  at  firft. 
Pudet  hac  opprobria,  I  freely  mufl  tell  ye, 
Et  did  potuijj'e,  et  noii  pottiiffe  refelli. 
Though  Delany  advis'dyoutoplague  me  no  longer. 
You  reply  and  rejoin  like  Hpadly  of  Bangor. 
I  muft  now,  at  one  fitting,  pay  off  my  old  fcore ; 
How  many  to  anfwer  I  One,  two,  three,  four. 
But,  becaufe  the  three  former  are  long  ago  paft, 
I  ftiall,  for  method  fake,  begin  with  the  laft. 
You  treat  me  like  a  boy  that  knocks  down  his  foe. 
Who,  'ere  t'other  gets  up,  demands  the  rifing  blow. 
Yet  I  know  a  young  rogue,  that,  thrown  flat  oii 

the  field. 
Would,  as  he  lay  under,  cry  out.  Sirrah!  yield. 
So  the  French,  when  our  Generals  foundly  did 
pay  'em,  \_Deumi 

Went  triumphant  to  church,  and  fang  ftoutly  Te 
So  the  famousTom  Leigh,  when  quite  runaground. 
Comes  off  by  out-laughing  the  company  aound. 
In  every  vile  pamphlet  you'll  read  the  fame  fancies. 
Having  thus  overthrown  all  our  further  advances. 
My  offers  of  peace  you  ill  underftood  :  [good? 
Friend  Sheridan,  when  will  you  know  your  own 
'Twas  to  teach  you  in  modefter  language  youj; 

duty; 
For,  were  you  a  dog,  I  could  not  be  rude  t'ye ; 
As  a  good  quiet  foul,  who  no  mifchief  intends, 
To  a  quarrelfbme  fellow,  cries.  Let  us  be  friends. 
But  we  like  Autseus  and  Flercules  fight ; 
The  oftcner  you  fall,  the  oftener  you  write  : 
And  rU  ufe  you  as  he  did  that  overgrown  clown, 
I'll  firft  take  you  up,  and  then  take  you  down  : 
And,  'tis  your  own  cafe,  for  you  never  can  wound 
The  worft  dunce  in  yopr  fchool,  till  he's  heav'd 
from  the  ground. 

•  Which  was  afterivafds  the  JuhjeS  of feveral poems 
iy  Dr.  Stuift  and  others. 

f  The  humour  of  this  poem  is  partly  lif,  hy  the  im-' 
poJLbility  cf  printing  it  left-handid  as  it  was  •ii;riit;n. 
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I  beg  your  pardon  for  ufmg  my  left  hand,  but  I 
Vii'as  in  great  hafte,  and  the  other  hand  was  employ, 
cd  at  the  fame  time  in  writing  fome  letters  of  bufi- 
nefs. — I  will  fend  you  the  reft  when  I  have  lei- 
fure :  but  pray  come  to  dinner  with  the  company 
you  met  here  laft. 

A  MOTTO  FOR  MR.  JASON  HASARD, 

WOOtEN-DRApER  IN  DUBLIN, 

Wbofe  Sign  -was  the  Golden  Fleece. 

Jason,  the  valiant  prince  of  Greece, 
From  Colchos  brought  the  Golden  Fleece : 
We  comb  the  wool,  refine  the  ftuff, 
For  modern  Jafon,  that's  enough. 
Oh  !  could  we  tame  yon  ivatchful  *  Dragon, 
Old  Jafon  wonld  have  lefs  to  brag  on. 

TO  DR.  SHERIDAN.    1718. 

Whate'er  your  predeceflbrs  taught  us, 
I  have  a  great  efleem  for  Plautus  ; 
And  think  your  boys  may  gather  there-hence 
More  wit  and  humour  than  from  Terence. 
But  as  to  comic  Ariflophanes, 
The  rogue  too  vicious  and  too  prophane  is. 
1  went  in  vain  to  look  for  Eupolis 
Down  in  the  Strandf ,  juft  where  the  New  Pole  is; 
For  I  can  tell  you  one  thing,  that  I  can 
(You  will  not  find  it  in  the  Vatican). 
He  and  Cratinus  us'd,  as  Horace  fays, 
To  take  his  greateft  grandees  for  affes. 
Poets,  in  thofe  days,  us'd  to  venture  high ; 
But  thefe  are  loft  full  many  a  century. 
Thus  you  may  fee ,  dear  friend,  ex  pede  hence. 
My  judgment  of  the  old  comedians. 

Proceed  to  tragics  :  firft,  Euripides 
(An  author  where  I  fometim^s  dip  a-days) 
Is  rightly  cenfured  by  the  Stagirite, 
"Who  fays  his  numbers  do  not  fadge  aright. 
A  friend  of  mine  that  author  defpifes 
So  much,  he  fwears  the  very  befl  piece  is. 
For  aught  he  knows,  as  bad  as  Thefpis's  ; 
And  that  a  woman,  in  thefe  tragedies. 
Commonly  fpeaking,  but  a  fad  jade  is. 
At  leaft,  I'm  well  affur'd,  that  no  folk  lays 
The  weight  on  him  they  do  on  Sophocles. 
But,  above  all,  I  prefer  JEfchylus, 
Whofe  moving  touches,  when  they  pleafe,  kill  us. 

And  now  I  find  my  mufe  but  ill  able. 
To  hold  out  longer  in  triffylable. 
I  chofe  thofe  rhymes  out  for  their  difficulty^" 
"Will  you  return  as  hard  ones  if  I  call  t'ye  i 

STELLA'S    BIRTH-DAY, 

MARCH  13.  I718-I9. 

Stella  this  day  is  thirty-four, 
(We  flia'n't  difpute  a  year  or  more)  : 
However,  Stella,  be  not  troubled, 
Although  thy  fize  and  years  are  doubled, 
Since  firft  I  (aw  thee  at  fixteen. 
The  brighteft  virgin  on  the  green : 


*  England, 

f   ThefaSi  may  he  true ;  but  the  rhyme  cojl  mefime 


So  little  is  thy  form  declin'd  : 
Made  up  fo  largely  in  thy  mind. 

Oh,  would  it  pleafe  the  gods  to/plit 
Thy  beauty,  fize,  and  years,  and  wit ! 
No  age  could  furnifli  out  a  pair 
Of  nymphs  fo  graceful,  wife,  and  fair  ; 
With  half  the  luftre  of  your  eyes. 
With  half  your  wit,  your  years,  and  fize. 
And  then,  before  it  grew  too  late, 
How  fhould  I  beg  of  gentle  Fate 
(That  either  nymph  might  have  her  fvyain) 
To  fplit  my  worfliip  too  in  twain  ! 

DR.  SHERIDAN  TO  DR.  SWIFT.     1719. 

Dear  Dean,  fince  in  cruxes  and  funs  you  and  I 

deal, 
Pray  why  is  a  woman  a  ficve  apd  a  riddle  ? 
'Tis  a  thought  that  came  into  my  Qoddle  this 

morning, 
In  bed  as  I  lay.  Sir,  a-tolTing  and  turning. 
You'll  find,  if  you  read  but  a  few  of  your  hillories, 
All  women  as  Eve,  all  women  are  myfteries. 
To  find  out  this  riddle  I  know  you'll  be  eager, 
And  make  every  one  of  the  fex  a  Belphegor. 
But  that  will  not  do,  for  I  mean  to  commend  them; 
I  fwear  without  jeft,  I  an  honour  intund  them. 
In  a  fieve,  Sir,  their  ancient  extradlion  I  quite  tell^ 
In  a  riddle  I  give  you  their  power  and  their  title. 
This  I  told  you  before  :   do  you  know  what  t 

mean.  Sir  ? 
"  Not  I,  by  my  troth,  Sir." — ^Then  read  it  again. 

Sir. 
The  reafon  I  fend  you  thefe  lines  of  rhymes  double. 
Is  purely  through  pity,  to  fave  you  the  trouble 
Of  thinking  two  hours  for  a  rhyme  as  you  did  lad 
When  your  Pegafus  canter' d  it  triple,  and  rid  fail. 
As  for  my  little  nag,  which  I  keep  at  Parnaffus, 
With  Phoebus's  leave,  to  run  with  his  affes. 
He  goes  flow  and  fure,  and  he  never  is  jaded. 
While  your  fiery  Iteed  is  whipp'd,  fpurr'd,  bafti* 
naded. 

THE  DEAN'S  ANSWER, 

In  reading  your  letter  alone  in  my  hackney. 
Your  damnable  riddle  my  poor  brains  did  raclc 

-   nigh : 
And  when  with  much  labour  the  matter  I  crackt, 
I  found  you  miftaken  in  matter  of  fad. 

A  woman's  no  fieve  (for  with  that  you  begin), 
Becaufe  flie  lets  out  more  than  e'er  fiie  takes  in. 
And  that  ftie's  a  riddle,  can  never  be  right, 
For  a  riddle  is  dark,  but  a  woman  is  light. 
But,  grant  her  a  fieve,  I  can  fay  fomething  archer, 
Pray  what  is  a  man  ?  he's  a  fine  llnenfearcher. 

Now  tell  me  a  thing  that  wants  interpretation. 
What  name  for  a  *  maid,  was  the  firft  man's  dam- 
nation ? 
If  your  worfhip  will  pleafe  to  explain  me  this  rebus, 
I  fwear  from  henceforward  you  ftiall  be  my  PhxbuSf 

From  my  hackney-coach,  Sept.  II.? 
1719,/ia/?  la.  at  noon.  5 


*  P^ir  Gin,  Mun-iiV^ 
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STELLA'S  BIRTH-DAY,  1720. 

All  travellers  at  firft  incline 
WJiere-e'er  they  fee  the  faireft  fign  ; 
And,  if  they  find  the  chambers  neat, 
And  like  the  liquor  and  the  meat. 
Will  call  again,  and  recommend 
The  ^'^gel-inn  to  every  friend. 
What  though  the  painting  grows  decay'd. 
The  houfe  will  never  lofe  its  trade  : 
Nay,  though  the  treacherous  tjpfter  Thomat 
Hangs  a  new  Angel  two  doors  from  us, 
As  fine  as  daubers'  hands  can  make  it, 
In  hopes  that  ftrangcrs  may  miftake  it. 
We  think  it  both  a  fuame  and  Cn 
To  quit  the  true  old  Ar»ei-iiin. 

Now  this  is  Stella's  ca:e  'r  h6t. 
An  angel's  face  a  little  crack'd 
^Could  poets  or  could  painters  &c 
How  angels  look  at  thirty-fix)  : 
This  drew  us  in  at  firft  to  find 
In  fuch  a  form  an  angel's  mind  ; 
And  every  virtue  now  fupniies 
The  fainting  rays  of  Stella's  eyes. 
See  at  her  levee  crowding  fwains, 
Whom  Stella  freely  entertains 
V/ith  breediig,  humour,  wit,  and  lenfe  ; 
And  puts  them  but  to  fmall  expence  ; 
Their  mind  fo  plentifully  fills. 
And  makes  fuch  reafonable  bills, 
So  little  gets  for  what  {he  gives, 
We  really  wonder  how  fhe  lives  I 
And,  had  her  ftock  been  lefs,  no  doubt 
She  muft  have  long  ago  run  out. 

Then  who  can  think  we'll  quit  the  place 
When  Doll  hangs  out  a  newer  face  ? 
Or  fiiop  and  light  at  Cloe's  head, 
With  fcraps  and  leavings  to  be  fed  ? 

Then,  Cloe,  ftill  go  on  to  prate 
Of  thirty-fix  and  thirty-eight ; 
Purfue  your  trade  of  fcandal-picking. 
Your  hints  that  Stella  is  no  chicken  ; 
Your  innuendos,  when  you  tell  us. 
That  Stella  loves  to  tall^  with  fellows: 
And  let  me  v/arn  you  to  believe 
A  truth,  for  which  your  foul  fliould  grieve  { 
That,  Ihould  you  live  to  fee  the  day 
When  Stella's  locks  mufl  all  be  gray, 
When  age  muft  print  a  furrow'd  trace: 
On  every  feature  of  her  face  ; 
"I'hough  you,  and  all  your  fenfelefs  tribe. 
Could  art,  or  tLtne,  or  nature  bribe. 
To  make  you  look  like  Beauty's  Queen, 
And  hold  for  ever  at  fifteen  ; 
No  bloom  of  youth  can  ever  blind. 
The  cracks  and  wrinkles  of  your  mind : 
All  men  of  fenfe  will  pafs  your  door, 
And  crowd  to  Stella's  at  foyrfcore. 

TO    STELLA, 

fTho  colleSled  and  tranfcribed  hit  Poemi.     I 'J  20. 

As,  when  a  lofty  pile  is  rais'd. 
We  never  hear  thf  workmen  prais'd. 
Who  bring  the  lime,  or  place  the  ftoncf ; 
But  all  admire  Inigo  Jones ; 


So,  if  this  pile  of  fcattered  rhytnea 

Should  be  approv'd  in  after  times  ; 

If  it  both  pleafes  and  endures. 

The  merit  and  the  praife  are  yours. 
Thou,  Stella,  wert  no  longer  young, 

When  firft  for  thee  my  harp  was  ftrunj. 

Without  one  word  of  Cupid's  darts. 

Of  killing  eyes,  or  bleeding  hearts  ? 

With  Fricndftiip  and  Efteem  polfeft, 

I  ne'er  admitted  Love  a  gueft. 
In  all  the  habitudes  of  life, 

The  friend,  the  miftrefs,  and  the  wife. 

Variety  we  ftill  purfue. 

In  pleafiire  ieek  for  fomething  new  ; 

Or  elfe,  comparing  with  the  reft, 

Take  comfort,  that  our  own  is  beft  ; 

The  beft  we  value  by  the  worft, 

(As  tradefmen  fhow  tlieir  trafti  at  firft); 

But  his  purfuits  were  at  an  end, 

Whom  Stella  choofes  for  2,  friend, 
A  po^t  ftarving  in  a  garret. 

Conning  all  topics  like  a  parrot. 

Invokes  his  miftrefs  and  his  mufe. 

And  ftays  at  hom.e  for  want  of  fhoes  ; 

Should  but  his  mufe  defccnding  drop 

A  fiice  of  bread  and  mutton-chop  ; 

Or  kindly,  when  hii  credit's  out, 

Surprife  him  with  a  pint  of  ftout ; 
Or  patch,  his  broken  ftocking-foals. 
Or  fend  him  in  a  peck  of  cpals ; 
Exalted  in  his  mighty  mind, 
He  flies,  and  leaves  the  fears  behind  ; 
CountQ  all  his  labours  amply  paid, 
Adores  her  for  the  timely  aid. 

Or,  ftiould  a  porter  make  inquiries 
For  Chloe,  Sylvia,  Phyllis,  Iris  ; 
Be  told  the  lodging,  lane,  and  fign. 
The  bowers  that  hold  thofe  nymphs  divine* 
Fair  Chloe  would  perhaps  be  found 
With  footmen  tippling  under  ground ; 
The  charming  Sylvia  beating  flax. 
Her  flioulders  mark'd  with  bloody  track*; 
Bright  Phyllis  mending  ragged  linocks, 
And  radiant  Iris  in  the  pox. 
Thefe  are  the  goddefles  enroll'd 
In  Curll's  collediion,  new  and  old, 
Whofe  fcoundrel  fathers  would  not  know  '^1% 
If  they  fliould  meet  them  in  a  poem. 

True  poets  can  deprefs  and  raife. 
Are  Lords  of  infamy  and  praife  ;    ' 
They  are  hot  fcurrilous  in  fatire, 
Nor  will  in  panegyric  flatter. 
Unjuftly  poets  we  afperfe  ; 
Truth  fnines  the  brighter  clad  in  verfe  ; 
And  all  the  fidions  they  purlue. 
Do  but  infinuate  what  is  tru.e. 

Now,  fliould  my  praifes  owe  their  tnitl^ 
To  beauty,  diefs,  or  paint,  or  youth. 
What  Stoics  call  ivithout  our  poiuer. 
They  could  not  be  infur'd  an  hour  : 
'Twere  grafting  on  an  annual  ftock. 
That  muft  our  expeftation  mock, 
And,  making  one  luxuriant  fhoot. 
Die  the  next  year  for  want  of  root : 
Before  I  could  my  verfcs  bring. 
Perhaps  you're  quite  another  thing. 

So  Maevius,  when  be  diain'd  hi»  flful* 
To  celebrate  Ionic  fuburb  U'ull, 
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|lis  fimilles  i»  order  fet. 

And  every  crambo  he  coiild  get, 

Had  gone  through  all  ^he  common-places 

Worn  out  by  wits,  who  rhyme  on  face* : 

Before  he  could  his  poem  dole, 

*rhe  lovely  nymph  had  loft  her  nofe, 

Your  virtues  lafely  I  commend  ; 
They  on  no  accidents  depend  : 
Let  malice  look  with  all  her  eyes, 
She  dares  not  fay  the  poet  lies. 

Stella,  when  you  thefe  lines  tranfcribe, 
Left  you  ftiould  take  them  for  a  bribe, 
Refolv'd  to  mortify  your  pride, 
I'll  here  expofe  your  weaker  fide. 

Your  fpirits  kindle  to  a  flame, 
Mov'd  with  the  lighteft  touch  of  blame; 
And,  when  a  friend  in  kindnefs  tries 
To  ftiow  you  where  your  error  Hes, 
Convicftion  does  but  rniore  incenfe  ; 
Perverfenefs  is  your  'whole  defence  ; 
Truth,  judgment,  wit,  give  place  to  fpight, 
Kegardlefs  both  of  wrong  and  right  ; 
Your  virtues  all  fulpended  wait 
Till  time  hath  opeu'd  reafon's  gate  ; 
And,  what  is  worfe,  your  palTion  bends 
Its  force  againft  your  nea^eft  friends, 
Which  manners,  decency,  and  pride. 
Have  taught  you  from  the  world  to  hide  : 
In  vain  ;  for,  fee,  your  friend  hath  brought 
To  public  light  your  only  fault ; 
And  yet  a  fault  we  often  find 
Mix'd  in  a  noble  generous  mind  ; 
And  may  compare  to  JEtm's  fire. 
Which,  though  with  trembling,  all  admire  ; 
The  heat,  that  makes  the  fummit  glow, 
Enriching  all  the  vales  below. 
Thofe  who  in  warmer  climes  complain 
From  Pbcebus'  rays  they  fuffer  pain, 
Muft  own  that  pain  is  largely  paid 
By  generous  wines  beneath  a  fhade. 

Yet,  when  I  find  your  pafiions  rife. 
And  anger  fparkling  in  your  eyes, 
I  grieve  thole  fpirits  fhould  be  fpent, 
For  nobler  ends  by  nature  meant. 
Dne  pafiTion  with  a  different  turn 
Makes  wit  inflame,  or  anger  burn  : 
So  the  fun's  heat  with  different  powers 
Ripens  the  grape,  the  liquor  fours; 
Thus  Ajax,  when  v/ith  rage  poffeft 
By  Pallas  breath'd  into  his  breaft. 
His  valour  would  no  more  employ, 
Which  might  alone  have  conquer'd  Troy ; 
But,  blinded  by  refentment,  feeks 
For  vengeance  on  his  friends  the  Greeks. 

You  think  this  turbulence  of  flood 
From  ftagnating  preferves  the  blood. 
Which  thus  fermenting  by  degrees 
-Exalts  the  fpirits,  finks  the  lees. 

Stella,  for  once  you  riafon  wrong  ; 
For,  fhould  this  ferment  laft  too  long, 
By  time  fubfiding,  you  may  find 
Nothing  but  acid  left  behind  ; 
From  paflion  you  may  then  be  freed. 
When  peeviftinefs  and  fpleen  fucceed. 

Say,  Stella,  when  you  copy  next. 
Will  you  keep  ftriftly  to  the  text  ? 
jlt^are  you  let  thefe  reproaches  ftand. 
And  to  your  failipg  let  your  hand  j 


Or,  if  thefe  lines  your  anger  fira. 
Shall  they  in  bafer  flames  expire  ? 
Whene'er  they  burn,  if  burn  they  mufl:^ 
'Ihey'il  prove  my  accufation  juil. 


TO     STELLA, 

Vifiting  me  in  my  Sichufj,  IJZOS 

Pallas,  obferving  Stella's  wit 
Was  more  than  for  her  fex  was  fit. 
And  that  her  beauty,  foon  or  late. 
Might  breed  confufion  in  the  ftate. 
In  high  concern  for  human  kind, 
Fix'd  honour  in  her  infant  mind. 

But  (not  in  wranglings  to  engage 
With  fuch  a  ftupid  vicious  age) 
If  honour  I  would  here  define, 
It  anfwers  faith  in  things  divine. 
As  natiu-al  life  the  body  warms. 
And,  I'cholars  teach,  the  foul  informs  ; 
So  honour  animates  the  whole, 
And  is  the  fpirit  of  the  foul. 

Thofe  numerous  virtues  which  the  tril)^ 
Of  tedious  moralifts  defcribe, 
And  by  fuch  various  titles  call, 
True  honour  comprehends  them  alL 
I>et  melancholy  rule  fupreme, 
Choler  prefide,  or  blood,  or  phlegm. 
It  makes  no  difference  in  the  cafe, 
Nor  is  complexion  honour's  place. 

But,  left  we  fhould  for  honour  tak«^ 
The  drunken  quarrels  of  a  rake  ; 
Or  think  it  feated  in  a  fear. 
Or  on  a  proud  triumphal  car. 
Or  in  the  payment  of  a  debt 
We  lofe  with  (harpers  at  picquet ; 
Or  when  a  whore  in  her  vocation 
Keeps  pundual  to  her  aflignation  ; 
Or  that  on  which  his  Ldrdfhip  Iwears, 
When  vulgar  knaves  would  lofe  their  eaij^ 
Let  Stella's  fair  example  preach 
A  leffon  Ihe  alone  can  teach. 

In  points  of  honour  to  be  try'd. 
All  paffions  muft  be  laid  afide  : 
Aflc  no  advice,  but  think  alone  ; 
Suppofe  the  queftion  not  your  own. 
How  fliali  I  acft  ?  is  not  the  cafe  ; 
But  how  would  Brutus  in  my  place .' 
In  fuch  a  cafe  would  Cato  bleed  ? 
And  how  would  Socrates  proceed  ? 

Drive  all  objeiSions  from  your  mind, 
Elfe  you  relapie  to  human  kind  : 
Ambition,  avarice,  and  luft. 
And  f;i(Sfious  rage,  and  breach  of  truft^ 
And  flattery  tipt  with  naufeous  fleer, 
And  guilty  fhame,  and  fervile  fear, 
Envy,  and  cruelty,  and  pride. 
Will  in  your  tainted  heart  prefide. 

Heroes  and  heroines  of  old 
By  honour  only  were  inroll'd 
Among  their  brethren  in  the  flcies. 
To  which  (though  late)  fliall  Stella  rifc^ 
Ten  thoufand  caths  upon  record 
Are  not  fo  facred  33  her  word  : 
The  woi-ld  fliall  in  its  atoms  end. 
Ere  SicIU  can  de^eiMC  i  friead- 
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By  honour  feated  in  her  breaft 
She  ftill  determines  what  is  beft; 
What  indignation  in  her  mind 
Againft  enflavers  of  mankind  ! 
3ale  kings,  and  minifters  of  (tate. 
Eternal  ob]ed:s  of  her  hate  ! 

She  thinks  that  nature  ne'er  defign'd 
Courage  to  man  alone  confin'd. 
Can  cowardice  her  fex  adorn, 
Which  mod  espofes  ours  to  fcorn  ? 
She  wonders  where  the  charm  appears 
In  Florimel's  aftefted  fears  ; 
For  Stella  never  learn'd  the  art 
At  proper  times  to  fcream  and  ftart ; 
Nor  calls  up  all  the  houfe  at  night, 
And  fwears  flie  faw  a  thing  in  white. 
Doll  never  flies  to  cut  her  lace. 
Or  throw  cold  water  in  her  face, 
Becaufe  fhe  heard  a  fudden  drum. 
Or  found  an  earwig  in  a  plum. 

Her  hearers  are  amaz'd  from  whence 
Proceeds  that  fund  of  wit  and  fenfe  ; 
Which,  though  her  modefty  would  fhroud. 
Breaks  like  die  fun  behind  a  cloud ; 
While  gracefulnefs  its  art  conceals, 
And  yet  through  every  motion  fteals. 

Say,  Stella,  was  Prometheus  blind. 
And,  forming  you,  miftook  your  kind  ? 
"Ho  ;  'twas  for  you  alone  he  ftole 
*rhe  fire  that  forms  a  manly  foul ; 
Then,  to  complete  it  every  way. 
He  moulded  it  with  female  clay  : 
To  that  you  owe  the  nobler  flame. 
To  this  the  beauty  of  your  frame. 

How  would  ingratitude  delight. 
And  how  would  cenfure  glut  her  fpight, 
if  I  fiiould  Stella's  kindnefs  hide 
In  Clence,^or  forget  with  pride  ! 
When  on  my  fickly  couch  I  lay, 
Impatient  both  of  night  and  day, 
lamenting  in  unmanly  ftrains, 
tall'd  every  power  to  eafe  my  pains ; 
Then  Stella  ran  to  my  relief 
"VVith  cheerful  face  and  inward  grief : 
And,  though  by  Heaven's  fevere  decree 
She  fuflers  hourly  more  than  me, 
INo  cruel  mafl;er  could  require, 
Trom  flaves  employed  for  daily  hire, 
XVhat  Stella,  by  her  friendfhip  warm'd, 
"With  vigour  and  dehght  perform'd  : 
^^y  finking  fpirits  now  fupplies 
With  cordials  in  her  hands  and  eyes ; 
^ow  with  a  foft  tnd  filent  tread 
"Unheard  flie  moves  about  my  bed. 

2  fee  her  tafte  each  naufeous  draught ; 
And  fo  obligingly  am  caught, 

3  blefs  the  hand  from  whence  they  came, 
JJor  dare  diflort  my  face  for  fhame. 

Beft  pattern  of  true  friends  !  beware  ; 
"You  pay  too  dearly  for  your  care. 
If,  while  your  tendernefs  fecures 
My  lifp,  it  muft  endanger  your's  ; 
Por  fuch  a  fool  was  never  found, 
\Vho  pull'd  a  palace  to  the  ground. 
Only  to  have  the  ruins  made 
^laterials  for  a  houfe  decay'd, 


AN    ELEGY 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DEMAR,  THE  USURE<« 
IVlio  ditd  tb$  6tb  of  July  1 7  20. 

Know  all  men  by  thefe  prcfents.  Death  the  tamer. 
By  mortgage,  hath  fecur'd  the  cerpfi  of  Demar : 
Nor  can  your  hundred  thoufand JlcrUng  pound 
Redeem  him  from  his  priSoa  under  ground. 
His  heirs  might  well,  of  all  his  wealth  poflels'dj 
Beftow  to  bury  him  one  iron  cheft. 
Plutus  the  god  of  wealth  will  joy  to  know 
His  faithful  fteward  in  the.  fhades  below. 
He  walk'dtheftreets,and  wore  a  threadbare  cloak; 
He  din'd  and  fupp'd  at  charge  of  other  folk  : 
And  by  his  looks,  had  he  held  out  his  palms. 
He  might  be  thought  an  objeft  fit  for  alms. 
So,  to  the  poor,  if  he  refus'd  his  pelf. 
He  us'd  them  full  as  kindly  as  himfelf. 

Where'er  he  went,  he  neverfaw  his  lettert ; 
Lord:,  knights,  and  /quires,  were   all   his  humble 

And  under  hand  &nAfeal  the  Irifti  nation  [debtors ; 

Were  forc'd  to  own  to  him  their  obligation. 

He  that  could  once  have  half  a  kingdom  bought. 

In  half  a  minute  is  not  worth  a  groat. 

His  coffers  from  the  coffin  could  not  fave, 

Nor  all  his  intereji  keep  him  from  the  grave. 

A  golden  monument  would  not  be  right, 

Becaufe  we  wifli  the  earth  upon  him  light. 
Oh  London  tavern  *  !  thou  haft  loft  a  friend. 

Though  in  thy  walls  he  ne'er  did  farthing  fpend : 

He  tovcFd  the  pence,  when  others  touijb'd  the  pot ; 

The  hand  that  fign'd  the  mortgage  paid  the  fliot. 
Old  as  he  was,  no  vulgar  known  difeafe 

On  him  could  ever  boaft  a  power  to  feize  ; 

"  f  But,  as  he  weigh'd  his  gold,  grim  Death  in 
"  fpight 

"  Caft  inhis  dart,  which  made  threemoidoreslight; 

"  And,  as  he  faw  his  darling  money  fail, 

"  Blew  his  laft  breath,  to  fink  the  lighter  fcale." 

He  who  fo  long  was  current,  'tv/ould  be  ftrangc 

If  he  fhould  now  be  cry'd  do-wn  fince  his  change. 
The  fexton  fliall  green  fods  on  thee  beftow  \ 

Alas,  the  fexton  is  thy  banker  now  ! 

A  difinal  banker  muft  that  banker  bc. 

Who  gives  no  bills  but  of  mortality, 

EPITAPH  ON  A  MISER, 

Beneath  this  verdant  hillock  lies, 
Dcmar,  the  "wealthy  and  the  ivife. 
His  heirs,  that  he  might  fafely  reft. 
Have  put  his  carcafc  in  a  chefi  ; 
The  very  che/l  in  which,  they  fay. 
His  other  felf,  his  money,  lay. 
And,  if  his  heirs  continue  kind 
To  that  dear  felf  he  left  behind, 
I  dare  believe,  that  fouf  in  five 
Will  thiok  his  better  half  ?X\vt. 

TO  MRS.  HOUGHTON  OF  BORMOUNT^ 

Upon  praifing  her  Hufband  to  Dr.  S-wift. 

You  always  are  making  a  god  of  your  fpoufc ; 
But  this  neither  reafon  nor  confcience  allows : 


*  A  tavern  in  Dublin,  -where  Demar  kept  hit  offidt  \ 
■)•  Thefefeur  lines  ivsre  itritten  by  Stella, 
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Fehaps  you  will  fay,  "'tis  in  gratitude  due, 
^pd  you  adore  him,  becaufi;  he  adores  you. 
Vour  argument's  weak,  an^fo  you  will  find  ; 
for  you,  by  this  rule,  muft  adore  all  mankind. 

VERSES  WRITTEN  ON  A  WINDOW, 
At  the  Deanry  Hoiife,  St.  Patrkk't. 

^RE  the  guefts  of  this  boufe  ftill  doom'd  to  be 

cheated  ?  [be  treated. 

Sure  the  fates  have  decreed  they  by  halves  fhould 
In  the  days  of  good  John  *,  if  you  came  here  to 

dine,  [wine. 

You  had  choice  of  good  meat, but  nochoice  of  good 
In  Jonathan's  reign,  if  you  come  here  to  eat, 
You  have  choice  of  good  wine,  but  no  choice  of 

good  meat. 
P  Jove  !  then  how  fully  might  all  fides  be  bleft, 
Wouldft  thou  but  agree  to  this  humble  requeft  ; 
Put  both  deans  in  one;   or,  if  that's  too  much 

trouble, 
^ftead  of  the  deans,  make  the  deanry  double. 

ON  ANOTHER  WINDOW  f. 

A  BARD  on  whom  Phcebus  his  fpirit  beftow'd, 
Refolving  t'  acknowledge  the  bounty  he  ow'd. 
Found  out  a  new  method  at  once  of  confefling, 
And  making  the  molt  of  fo  mighty  a  bleffing: 
To  the  god  he'd  be  grateful ;  but   mortals  he'd 

choufe. 
By  making  his  patron  prefide  in  his  houfe  ; 
And  wifely  forefaw  this  advantage  from  thence. 
That  the  god  would  in  honour  bear  moft  of  th' 

expence :  [treat 

So  the  bard  he  finds  drink,  and  leaves  Phabus  to 
With  the  thoughts  he  infpires,  regardkfs  of  meat. 
Hence  they  that  corne  hither  expeifling  to  dine. 
Are  always  fobb'doffwithlheer  wit  and  flieer  wine. 


APOLLO  TO  THE  DEAN,  1720. 

Right  trufty,  and  fo  forth — we  let  you  to  know. 
We  are  very  ill  us'd  by  you  mortals  below. 
For  firft,  I  have  often  by  chemifts  been  told, 
Though  I  know  nothing  on  't,  it  is  I  that  make 
gold,  [it. 

Which  when  you  have  got,  you  fo  carefully  hxde 
That,  fince  I  was  born,  I  hardly  have  fpy'd  it. 
Then  it  muft  be  allow'd,  that,  whenever  I  fliine, 
I  forward  the  grafs,  and  1  rjpen  the  vine  ; 
To  me  the  good  fellows  apply  for  relief,        [teef: 
Without  whom  they  could  neither  get  tlaret  nor 
Yet  their  wine  and  their  vidluals  thefe  curmud- 
geon lubbards 
Lock  up  from  my  fight  in  cellars  and  cupboards. 
That  I  have  an  ill  eye,  they  wickedly  think, 
And  taint  all  their  meat,  and  four  all  their  drink. 
But,  thirdly  and  laftly,  it  muft  be  allow'd. 
I  alone  can  infpire  the  poetical  crowd  : 
This  is  gratefully  own'd  by  each  boy  in  the  college, 
Whom  if  I  infpire,  it  is  not  to  my  knowledge. 


Dean  Sterne  %vaj  dijlinguljhsd for  his  hofpitaljty. 
By,  Dr.  Deiany,  j^  conjunii'wn  luitb  Stdla. 


This  every  pretender  to  rbyme  will  admit, 
Without  troubling  his  head  about  judgment  orwit. 
Thefe  gentlemen  ufe  me  with  kindnefs  and  free- 
'  dom;  ['em: 

And  as  for  their  works,  when  I  pleafe  I  may  reaJ 
They  lie  open  on  purpofe  on  counters  and  flails ; 
And  the  titles  I  view,  when  1  fhine  on  the  walls. 
But  a  comrade  of  yours,  that  traitor  Deiany, 
Whom  I  for  your  fake  love  better  than  any. 
And,  of  my  mere  motion  and  fpecial  good  grace. 
Intended  in  time  to  fucceed  in  your  place. 
On  Tuefday  the  tenth  fcditicrufly  came 
With  a  certain  falfe  traitrefs,  one  Stella  by  name. 
To  the  deanry  houfe,  and  on  the  north  glafs. 
Where,  for  fear  of  the  cold,  I  never  can  pafs. 
Then  and  there,  -vi  et  armis,  with  a  certain  utenfilj 
Of  value  five  {hillings,  in  Englifti  a  pencil. 
Did  mahcioufly,  falfely,  and  traiteroufly  write, 
Whilft  Stella  aforefaid  flood  by  with  a  light. 
My  filler  had  lately  depos'd  upon  oath. 
That  Ihe  llopt  in  her  courfe  to  look  at  them  both ; 
That  Stella  was  helping,  abetting,  and  aiding : 
And  ftill  as  he  writ,  ftood  fmiling  and  reading : 
That  her  eyes  were  as  bright  as  myfelf  at  noon- 
day, [with  gray  ; 
But  her  graceful  black  locks  were  all  mingled 
And  by  the  defcription  I  certainly  know, 
'Tis  the  nymph  that  I  courted  fome  ten  years  aga; 
Whom  when  I  with  the  heft  of  my  talents  endued 
On  her  promife  of  yielding,  Ihe  adled  the  prude  : 
That  fome  verfes  were  writ  with  felonious  intent, 
Dire6l  to  the  north,  where  I  never  yet  went : 
That  the  letters  appeared  revers'd  through  the 
pane,  [again ; 
But  in  Stella's  bright  eyes  they  were  plac'd  right 
Wherein  ftie  diftindtly  could  read  every  line, 
And  prefently  guefs  that  the  fancy  was  mire. 
She  can  fwear  to  the  perfon  whom  oft  flie  has  feed 
At  night  between  Cavan  Street  and  College  Green. 
Now  you  fee  why  his  verfes  fo  feldom  are  fhown' ; 
The  reafon  is  plain,  they  are  none  of  his  own  : 
And  obferve  while  you  live,  that  no  man  is  fhy 
To  difcover  the  goods  he  came  honeftly  by. 
If  I  light  on  a  thought,  he  will  certainly  fteal  it. 
And,  when  he  has  got  it,  find  ways  to  conceal  it : 
Of  all  the  fine  things  he  keeps  in  the  dark. 
There's  fcarce  one  in  ten  but  what  has  my  mark  j 
And  let  them  be  feen  by  the  world  if  he  dare, 
I'll  make  it  appear  that  they're  all  ftolen  ware. 
But  as  for  the  poem  he  writ  on  your  falh, 
I  think  I  have  now  got  him  under  my  lafli ; 
My  fifter  tranfcrib'd  it  laft  night  to  his  forrow. 
And  the  public  ftiallfee't,  if  I  live  till  to-morrow. 
Through  the  zodiac   around,  it  ftiall  quickly  be 

fpread 
In  all  parts  of  the  globe  where  your  language  is  read- 
He  knows  very  well,  1  ne'er  gave  a  refufal, 
When  he  afk'd  for  my  aid  in  the  forms  that  are 
But  the  fecret  is  this,  I  did  lately  intend      [ufual  i 
To  write  a  few  verfes  on  you,  as  my  friend  ; 
I  ftudied  a  fortnight,  before  I  could  find. 
As  I  rode  in  my  chariot,  a  thought  to  my  mind. 
And  refolv'd  the  next  winter  (for  that  is  my  time. 
When  the  days  are  at  ftiorteft)  to  get  it  in  rhyme; 
Till  then  it  was  lock'd  in  my  box  at  Parfiaflus  ;     . 
When  that  fubtle  compaion,  in  hopes  to  furpafs  us. 
Conveys  out  my  paper  of  hints  by  a  trick,  [Nick) 
(For  1  thiiik  in  my  confciencc  he  deals  with  Old 
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finely  ex- 


And,  from  toy  own  Rock  provided  with  topics, 
He  gets  to  a  window  beyond  both  the  tropics ; 
There  out  of  my  fight,  juft  againft  the  north  zone, 
Writes  down  my  conceits,  and  then  calls  them  his 

own ; 
And  you,  like  a  booby,  the  bubble  can  fwallow  : 
Now  who  but  Delany  can  write  like  Apollo  ? 
High  treafon  by  ftatute  !  yet  here  you  objedt, 
He  only  ftole  hints,  but  the  verfe  is  correft  ; 
Though  the  thought  be  Apollo's,  'tis  finely 

prefs'd ; 

So  a  thief  fteals  my  horfe,  and  has  him  well  drefs'd. 
Now,  whereas  the  fad  criminal  feems  pail  repent- 
ance. 
We  Phoebus  think  fit  to  proceed  to  his  fentence. 
£ince  Delany  has  dar'd,  like  Prometheus  his  fire  ; 
To  climb  to  our  region,  and  thence  to  fteal  fire  ; 
We  order  a  vulture,  in  Ihape  of  the  fpleen. 
To  prey  on  his  liver,  but  not  to  be  feen. 
And  we  order  our  fubjeds  of  every  degree 
To  believe  all  his  verfes  were  written  by  me ; 
And,  under  the  pain  of  our  higheft'difpleafure. 
To  call  nothing  his  but  the  rhyme  and  the  meafure. 
And  laftly,  for  Stella,  juft  out  of  her  prime, 
I'm  too  much  revenged  already  by  time. 
In  return  to  her  fcorn,  I  fend  her  difeafes, 
But  will  now  be  her  friend  whenever  fhe  pleafes : 
And  the  gifts  I  beftow'd  her  will  find  her  a  lover, 
Though  flie  lives  to  be  gray  as  a  badger  all  over. 

NEWS  FROM  PARNASSUS, 

BY    DR.   DELANY. 

Parnassds,  February  the  twenty^feventh, 
The  poets  afferabled  here  on  the  eleventh, 
Conven'd  by  Apollo,  who  gave  them  to  know. 
He'd  have  a  vicegerent  in  his  empire  below  ; 
But  declar'd  that  nobardlhould  this  honour  inherit. 
Till  the  reft  had  agreed  he  furpafs'd  them  in  merit. 
Now  this,  you'll  allow,  was  a  difficult  cafe. 
For  each  bard  believ'd  he'd  a  right  to  the  place  ; 
So,  finding  th'  aflembly  grow  warm  in  debate. 
He  put  them  in  mind  of  his  Phaeton's  fate  : 
'Twas  urg'd  to  no  purpofe  ;  difputes  higher  rofe, 
Scarce  Phcebus  hinifelf  could  their  quarrels  com- 

pofe ; 
Till  at  length  he  determin'd  that  every  bard 
Should  (each  in  his  turn)  be  patiently  heard. 

Firft,  one  who  believ'd  he  excell'd  in  trajiflation, 
Tounds  his  claim  on  the  do6lrine  of  man's  tranf- 

migration  : 
"  Since  the  foul  of  great  Milton  was  given  to  me, 
••'  I  hope  the  convention  will  quickly  agree." 
•'  Agree  !"  quoth  Appollo,  "  from  whence  is  this 

«  fool  ?  [fchool  ? 

"  Is   he  juft  come  from  reading  Pythagoras  at 
«•  Be  gone,  Sir  !  you've  got  your  fubfcriptions  in 

"  time, 
*'  And  given  in  return  neither  reafon  nor  rhyme." 
To  the  next,  fays  the  god,  •'  Though  now  I  won't 

"  choofe  you, 
"  I'll  tell  you  the  reafon  for  which  I  refufe  you  : 
♦'  Love's  goddefs  has  oft  to  her  parents  complain'd 
*'  Ofmyfavouringabard  who  her  empire  difdain'd; 
**  That,  at  my  inftigation,  a  poem  you  writ, 
"  Which  to  beauty  and  youth  preferr'd  judgment 

«*  fjid  wit ; 


"  That,  to  make  you  a  hureat,  I  gave  the  firft 

voice, 
"  Infpiring  the  Britoiy  t*  appprove  of  my  choice. 
"  Jove  fent  her  to  me,  her  power  to  try ; 
"  The  goddefs  of  beauty  what  go  i  can  deny  ? 
"  She  forbids  your  preferment ;  I  grant  her  defirc, 
"  Appeafe  the  fair  goddefs ;  you   then  may  rife 
"  higher."  [ceeding. 

The  next  that  appear'd  had  good  hopes  of  fuc- 
For  he  merited  much  for  his  wit  and  his  breeding, 
'Twas  wife  in  the  Britons  no  favour  to  fliow  him. 
He  elfe  might  exped  they  fliould  pay  what  they 

owe  him. 
And  therefore  they  prudently  chofe  to  difcard 
The  patriot,  whofe  merits  they  would  not  reward. 
The  god,  with  a  fmile,  bade  his  favourite  advance, 
"  You  were  fent  by  Aftrea  her  envoy  to  France  : 
"  You  bent  your  ambition  to  rife  in  the  ftate  ; 
"  I  refufe  you,  becaufe  you  could  ftoop  to  be 
"  great."  [lator. 

Then  a  bard  who  had  been  a  fuccefsful  tranf-< 
"  The  convention  allows  me  a  verfificator." 
Says  Apollo, "  You  mention  the  leaft  of  your  merit  j 
"  By  your  works  it  appears  you  have  much  of 

"  my  fpirit. 

"  I  efteem  you  fo  well,  that  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
"  The  greateft  objedtion  againft  you'syouryouth: 
"  Then  be  not  concern'd  you  are  now  laid  afide  ; 
"  If  you  live,  you  Ihall  certainly  one  day  prefide." 

Another,  low  bending,  Apollo  thus  greets, 

"  'Twas  I  taught  your  fubjedis  tp  w^lk  through 

"  the  ftreets."  [before: 

"  You  taught  them  to  ivali  !  why,  they  \new  i,t 

"  But  give  me  the  bard  that  can  teach  them  to. 

"  Joar. 
"  Whenever  he  claims,  'tis  his  right,  I'll  confefs, 
"  Who  lately  attempted  my  ftyle  with  fuccefs  ; 
"  Who  writes  like  Apollo  ha,s  moft  of  his  fpirit, 
"  And  therefore  'tis  juft  \  diftinguifti  his  merit  j 
"  Who  makes  it  appear,  by  all  he  has  writ, 
"  His  judgment  alone  can  fet  bounds  to  his  wit  y 
"  Like  Virgil,  corredl  with  his  own  native  eafe, 
"  But  excels  even  Virgil  in  elegant  praife  ; 
"  Who  admires  the  ancients,  and  knows  'tis  their 
"  Yet  writes  in  a  manner  entirely  new  ;         [dujC, 
"  Though  none  with  more  eafe  their  depths  can 

"  explore, 
''  Yet  whatever  he  wants  he  takes  from  my  ftore: 
"  Though  I'm  fond  of  his  virtues,  his  pride  I  can 
"  In  fcorning  to  borrow  from  any  but  me  ;     [fee, 
"  It  is  owing  to  this,  that,  like  Cynthia,  his  lays 
"  Enlighten  the  world  by  refledling  my  rays." 
This  faid,  the  whole  audience  foon  found  out 
his  drift  ; 
The  convention  was  fuipmon'd  in  favour  of  Swift, 


THE  RUN  UPON  THE  BANKERS,  1720. 

The  bold  encroachers  on  the  deep 
Gain  by  degrees  huge  tradls  of  land. 

Till  Neptune,  whh  one  general  fweep. 
Turns  all  again  to  barren  ftrand. 

The  multitude's  capricious  pranks 

Are  faid  to  reprefent  the  feas  ; 
Which,  breaking  banker,!  and  the  banis,       ' 

Relume  thth-  oxtvj  whene'er  tjiey  piesft* 


p    6    E    M    S. 


^oney,  the  life-tlood  of  the  natiort, 

Corrupts  and  ftagnates  in  the  veins, 
fnlefj  a  proper  circulation 

Its  motion  and  its  heat  maintainj* 
ecaufe  'tis  lordly  not  to  pay, 

^ahn  and  aldermen  in  ftatc 
ike/,frj  have  leitees  every  day 

Of  duns  attending  at  their  gate. 
7t  want  our  money  on  the  nail ; 

The  banker's  ruin'd  if  he  pays  : 
hey  feem  to  a6t  an  ancient  tale  ; 

The  birds  are  met  to  ftrip  the>jy/. 
.iches,  the  wifeft  monarch  fmgs, 

«  Make  pinions  for  themfelves  to  fly  :" 
"hey  fly  Hke  bats  on  parchment  ivingi. 

And  geefe  their  fiher  plumes  fupply. 
[o  money  left  for  fquandcring  heirs  ! 

Bills  turn  the  lenders  into  debtors  : 
'he  wilh  of  Nero  now  is  theirs,       _  ^^ 

«  That  they  had  never  known  their  letters. ' 

onceive  the  works  of  midnight  hags, 
Tormenting  fools  behind  their  backs  : 

'hus  bankers  o'er  their  bills  and  bags 
Sits  fqueezing  images  ofivax. 

lonceive  the  whole  enchantment  broke  \ 

The  witches  left  in  open  air, 
V^ith  power  no  more  than  other  folk, 

Expos'd  with  all  their  magic  ware. 

0  powerful  are  a  banker's  bills. 
Where  creditors  demand  their  due; 

'hey  break  up  counters,  doors,  and  tills, 
And  leave  the  empty  chefts  in  view. 

'hus  when  an  earthquake  lets  in  light 

Upon  the  god  of  gold  and  hell, 
Inable  to  endure  the  fight. 

He  hides  within  his  darkeft  cell. 

is  when  a  conjuror  takes  a  leafe 

From  Satan  for  a  term  of  years, 
"he  tenant's  in  a  difmal  cafe. 

Whene'er  the  bloody  bond  oppears. 

1  baited  banker  thus  defponds. 

From  his  own  hand  forefees  his  fall ; 
i^'hey  have  his  foul,  who  have  his  bonds  ; 
'Tis  like  the  writing  on  the  luall. 

low  will  the  catiff  wretch  be  fc^r'd. 

When  firil  he  finds  himfelf  awake 
Vl  the  laft  trumpet  unprepar'd. 

And  all  \i\?,  grand  account  to  make  ! 

■or  in  that  univerfal  call 

Few  bankers  will  to  heaven  be  mounters ; 
^'hey'll  cry,  "  Ye  (hops,  upon  us  fall ! 

"  Conceal  and  cover  us,  ye  counters  !'* 

Vhen  other  hands  the  fcales  Ihall  hold, 

And  they  in  ?nen  and  angels^  fight 
'roduc'd  with  all  their  bills  and  gold, 

«  Weigh'd  in  the  balance,  and  found  light !" 

DESCRIPTION  OF  AN  IRISH  FEAST, 

%ranflatcd  almojl  literally  out  of  the  original  Irifh, 

1720. 
■>RonRK's  noble  fare  will  ne'er  be  foi'got, 
iy  thofe  who  were  there,  or  thofe  who  were  not. 


His  revels  to  keep,  wc  fup  and  we  dine 
On  feven  fcore  flieep,  fat  bullocks,  and  fwinc. 
^Uufquehaugh  to  our  feaft  in  pails  was  brought  up, 
An  hundred  at  leaft,  and  a  madder  *  our  cup. 
O  there  is  the  fport !  we  rife  with  the  light 
In  diforderly  fort  from  fnoring  all  night. 
O  how  was  I  trick'd  !  my  pipe  it  was  broke. 
My  pocket  was  pick'd,  I  loft  my  new  cloak. 
I'm  rifled,  quoth  Nell,  of  mantle  and  kercher  f  J 
Why  then  fare  them  well,   the  de'el   take    th« 

fearcher. 
Come,  harper,  fl;rike  up  ;  but,  firfl:,  by  your  favour; 
Boy,  give  us  a  cup  :  ah!  this  has  fome  favour. 
Oroui-k's  jolly  boys  ne'er  dreamt  of  the  matter,  j 
Till,  rons  d  by  the  noife  and  miifical  clatter, 
They  bounce  from  their  Heft,  no  longer  will  tarry. 
They  rife  ready  dreft,  without  one  ave-mary.  [ing'i 
They  dance  in  a  ronnd,  cutting  capers,  and  ramp- 
A  mercy  the  ground  did  not  burft  with  their 

ftamping. 
The  floor  is  all  wet  with  leaps  and  with  jumps,  _ 
While  the  water  and  fweat  fplifli-fplafli  in  theuf 

pumps-  , 

Blefs  you  late  and  early,  LaugWm  O  Enagm !  _  • 
B^  my  hand\,  you  dance  rarely,  Margery  Gfinagm. 
Bring  ftfaw  for  our  bed,  ftiake  it  down  to  the  feet. 
Then  over  us  fpread  the  winnowing  ftieet : 
To  ftiow  I  don't  flinch,  fill  the  bowl  up  again ; 
Then  o-ive  us  a  pinch  of  your  fneezing,  a  yean  §. 
Good  Lord  1  what  a  fight,  after  all  their  gCMCxf 

cheer,  .11 

For  people  to  fight  in  the  midft  of  thew  beer  !  ^ 
They  rife  from  their  feaft,  and  hot  are  their  brailii^ 
A  cubit  at  leaft  the  length  of  their  flceans||. 
Whatftabs  and  what  cuts,  what  clattering  of  flicks; 
What  ftrokes  on  the  guts,whatbaftings  and  kicks! 
With  cudgels  of  oak  well  harden'd  in  flame. 
An  hundred  heads  broke,  an  bundled  ftruck  lame. 
You  churl,  I'll  maintain  my  father  built  Luflc, 
The  Caftle  of  Slain,  and  Carrick  Drumruflc : 
The  Earl  of  Kildare,  and  Moynalta  his  brother,  • 
As  great  as  they  are,  I  was  nurft  by  their  mother. 
Aflc  that  of  old  madam  ;  flie'll  tell  you  who's  wh«- 
As  far  up  as  Adam,  fiie  knows  it  is  true. 
Come  down  with  that  beam,  if  cudgels  are  fcarcc 
A  blow  on  the  weam,  or  a  kick  on  tlie  a — fe. 

AN  EXCELLENT  NEW  SONG, 

ON    A    SEDITIOUS    PAMPHLET  %,    1740. 

To  the  tune  of  "  Packingtons  Pound." 

Brocados  and  dama&s,  and  tabbies,  and  ganzes. 
Are  by  Robert  Ballentine  lately  brought  over,. 
With  forty  things  more  ;  now  hear  what  the  law 
fays,  [lo^ef- 

Whoe'er  will  not  wear  them  is  not  the  king  s 
Though  a  printer  and  dean 
Seditioufly  mean 
Our  true  Irillv  hearts  from  old  England  to  v/ean;. 


*   A  -wooden  •veffel.  f  Handkerchief. 

\  An  Irifb  oath.  §  Irifhfor  a  -woman. 

II    Daggers,  or  fbort  fivords . 

\  Propofalsfor  the  univerfal  ufe  of  Irifb  mamfac 
tures,  for  ivhioh  iVattrs  the  printer  was  ftverdy  ^i" 
fecutcd. 
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We'U  buy  EnglijQi  filks  for  our  wives  and  our 

daughters, 
In  fpite  of  his  deanfhip  and  joumejTnan  Waters, 
lu  England  the  dead  in  woollen  are  clad, 

The  dean  and  his  printer  then  let  us  cry  fy  on  • 
To  be  cloth'd  like  a  carcafe,  would  make  a  Teague' 
Since  a  hving  dog  better  is  than  a  dead  lion,  fmad 

Our  wives  they  grow  fallen  ' 

At  wearing  of  woollen, 
And  aU  wc  poor  ihop-keepers  muft  our  horns 

rru  ..,,    P""'"-  [daughters, 

Then  we  11  buy  Englifii  filks  for  our  wives  aSd  our 
In  fpite  of  his  dcanlhip  and  journeyman  Waters. 
•Whoever  our  trading  with  England  would  hinder. 
To  inflame  both  the  nations  do  plainly  confpire ; 
Becaufe  Infh  linen  will  foon  turn  to  tinder 
And  wool  It  IS  greafy,  and  quickly  takes  fire. 

Therefore  I  affure  you, 

Our  noble  grand  jury. 
When  they  faw  the  dean's  book,  tliey  were  in  a 

•  great  fury . 

They  would  buy  Englilh  filks  for  their  wives  and 

their  daughters. 
In  ipite  of  his  dean/hip  and  journeyman  Waters. 
Thk  wicked  rogue  Masters,  who  always  is  finning. 

And  before  .or«.;^  „ol,us  fo  oft  has  been  call'd 
Henceforward  fhall  print  neither  pamphlets  nor 

•  Ar.A    ■(  f  "'  [mawl'd : 
And,  ,f  fweanng  can  do't,  IhaU  be  fwingingly 

And  as  for  the  dean,  ^  ^^ 

You  know  whom  I  mean, 
J£  the  printer  will  'peach  him,  he'll  fcarce  come  off 

la  fpite  of  his  deanfhip  and  journeyman  Waters 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  BEAUTY. 
1720. 
"When  firfl  Diana  leaves  her  bed, 

Vapours  and  fteams  her  looks  difcrrace 
A  frowzy  dirty-colour'd  red  "        * 

Sits  on  her  cloudy  wrinkled  face  : 
But  by  degrees,  when  mounted  high. 

Her  Artificial  face  appears 
Down  from  her  window  in  the  fky, 

Herfpots  are  gone,  her  vifage  clears. 
•Twixt  earthly  females  and  the  moon 

All  parallels  exadtly  run  .- 
If  CeUa  Ihould  appear  too  foon, 

Alas,  the  nymph  would  be  undone  ! 
To  fee  her  from  her  pillow  rife. 
All  reeking  in  a  cloudy  ftcam' 
Crack  d  hps,  foul  teeth,  and  gummy  eyes. 

Poor  Strephon  !  how  would  he  blafpheme  ! 
Three  colours,  black,  and  red,  and  white 

So  graceful  in  their  proper  place. 
Remove  them  to  a  different  fcite. 

They  form  a  frightful  hideous  face  : 
For  inftance,  when  the  lily  flcip* 
Into  the  precinds  of  the  rofe, 
lAnd  takes  poffeffion  of  the  lips. 
Leaving  the  purple  to  the  noft: 

i 


THE   WORKS  OF  SWIFT. 


So  Cclia  went  entire  to  bed, 

All  her  complexion  fafe  and  foun^  ; 
But  when  rtie  rofe,  white,  black,  and  red, 

Though  ftiU  ui  fight,  had  chang'd  their  groun<^. 
The  black,  which  would  not  be  confin'd 

A  more  inferior  fthtion  leeks  •  ' 

Leaving  the  fiery  red  behind, 

And  mingles  in  her  muddy  cheeks. 
But  Celia  can  with  eafe  reduce, 

By  help  of  pencil,  paint  and  'brufli. 
tach  colour  to  its  place  and  ufe, 

And  teach  her  checks  again  to  blufh. 
She  knows  her  early  felf  no  more 

But  fiU'd  with  admiration  Hands- 
As  other  painters  oft*  adore 

The  woi-kmanfliip  of  their  own  handa 
Thus  after  four  important  hours, 

Ceha  s  the  wonder  of  her  fex  ■ 
Say,  which  among  the  heavenly  powers 

Could  caufe  fuch  marvellous  effefts  ? 
Venus,  indulgent  to  her  kind. 

Gave  women  all  their  hearts  could  wi/h: 

.,.u-  ^""r^  ^^  ^"""g^^  '^^"^  where  to  find 
vvhite  lead  and  Lufitanian*  dilh. 

Love  with  white-lead  cements  his  wings  i 

White-lead  was  fent  us  to  repair 
Two  bnghteft,  brittieft,  earthly  things. 

A  lady's  face,  and  Cliina-ware. 
She  ventures  now  to  lift  the  falh  : 

Thi  window  is  her  proper  fphere : 
Ah,  lovely  nymph  !  be  not  too  ralh.* 

Nor  kt  the  beaux  approach  too  near. 
Take  pattern  by  yonrfi/Ier  flar: 

Delude  at  once  and  blefs  our  fio-ht ; 
When  you  are  feen,  be  feen  from'far,' 

And  chiefly  choofe  to  fliine  by  night. 
But  art  no  longer  can  prevail. 

When  the  materials  all  are  gone  ; 
The  beft  mechanic  hand  muft  fail. 

Where  nothing's  left  to  work  upon; 
Matter^  as  wife  logicians  fay. 

Cannot  without  diform  fubfift  ; 
And/crw,  fay  I,  as  well  as  they, 

Muft  fail,  'd  matter  brings  no  grift. 
And  this  is  fair  Diana's  cafe  ; 

For  all  aftrologers  maintain, 
Each  night  a  bit  drops  off  her  face, 

When  mortals  fay  Ihe's  in  her  wane : 

Whik  Partridge  f  wifely  (hows  the  caufc 

Efficient  of  th>;  moon's  decay, 
That  Cancer  with  his  poifonous  claws 

Attacks  her  in  the  miHy  -way  -. 

But  Gadbury,  in  art  profound, 

From  her  pale  cheeks  pretends  to  flioW, 

That  fwain  Endymion  \  is  not  found. 
Or  elfe  that  Mercury's  her  foe. 

*  Portugal, 

f  Partridge  and  GadLury  lurote  each  art  ephemerii. 
t  -^  young  Jhej^hcrd,  of  vihorn  Diana  -wat  feigned  t^ 
bf  emtmnured^  * 


POEM    S. 


fevit,  let  the  eaufe  be  what  it  will, 

In  half  a  month  flie  looks  fo  thin, 
That  Flamfteed  f  can,  with  all  his  flcill, 

See  but  her  forehead  and  her  chin. 

Yet,  as  fhe  waftes,  flie  grows  difcrect. 
Till  midnight  never  ftiows  her  head  : 

So  rotting  Celia  ftrolls  the  ftreet, 
When  fober  folks  are  all  a-bed  x 

toT  Ture,  if  this  be  Luna's  fate,  • 

Poor  Celia,  but  of  mortal  race, 
In  vain  expecfts  a  longer  date 

To  the  materials  of  her  face. 

When  Mefcury  her  trefles  mows. 

To  think  of  black-lead  combs  is  vain  ; 

No  painting  can  reftore  a  no/e. 
Nor  will  her  teeth  return  again. 

Ye  powers,  who  over  love  prefide  ! 

Since  mortal  beauties  drop  fo  foon. 
If  ye  would  have  us  well  fupply'd, 

Send  us  new  nymphs  with  each  new  moon  1 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  POETRY. 

The  farmer's  goofe,  who  in  the  ftubble 
Has  fed  without  reftraint  or  trouble, 
Grown  fat  with  corn,  and  fitting  ftill. 
Can  fcarce  get  o'er  the  barn-door  fill ; 
And  hardly  waddles  forth  to  cool 
Her  belly  in  the  neighbouring  pool} 
Nor  loudly  cackles  ^t  the  door  ; 
For  cackling  Ihows  the  goofe  is  poor. 

But,  when  fhe  muft  be  turn'd  to  graze, 
And  round  the  barren  common  llrays, 
Hard  exercife  and  harder  fare 
Soon  make  my  dame  grow  lank  and  fpare  : 
Her  body  light,  ftie  tries  her  wings, 
And  fcorns  the  ground,  and  upward  fprings ; 
While  all  the  parifli,  as  fhe  flies, 
Mear  founds  harmonious  from  the  fkies. 

Such  is  the  poet  frefh  in  pay 
■(The  third  night's  profits  6f  his  play) ; 
His  morning-draughts  till  noon  can  fwill 
Among  his  brethren  of  the  quill : 
With  good  roaft  beef  his  belly  full. 
Grown  lazy,  foggy,  fat,  and  dull, 
Deep  funk  in  plenty  and  delight. 
What  poet  e'er  could  take  his  flight? 
Or  ftuff'd  with  phlegm  up  to  the  throafr, 
What  poet  e'er  could  fing  a  note  ? 
Nor  Pegafus  could  bear  the  load 
Along  the  high  celeftial  road  ; 
The  fteed,  opprefs'd,  would  break  his  girtn. 
To  raife  the  lumber  frorn  the  earth. 

But  view  him  in  another  fcene. 
When  all  his  drink  is  Hippocrene, 
His  money  fpent,  his  patrons  fail. 
His  credit  out  for  cheefe  and  ale  ; 
His  two-years  coat  fo  fmooth  and  bare, 
Through  every  thread  it  lets  in  air  ; 
With  hungry  meals  his  body  pin'd, 
His  guts  and  belly  full  of  wind ; 
A.nd,  like  a  jockey  for  a  race. 
His  flefh  brought  down  to  flying  cafe  : 
Now  his  exalted  fpirit  loaths 
Incumbrances  of  food  and  clothes ; 

■^  John  FlamJ}ted^  the  (eUbrated  ajlrongtne.r  roj/al. 
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And  up  he  rifcs,  like  a  vajfjout*, 
Supported  high  on  wings  of  papei' ; 
He  finging  flies,  and  flying  fings. 
While  from  below  ail  Grub-ftreet  riiig9« 

THE  SOUTH  SEA  PROJECT.    1721, 

"  Apparent  rari  nantes  in  gurglte  vafto, 
"  Arma virum,  tabulae(jue,etTroiagazaperundas.'* 

Viae, 

Ye  wife  philofophers,  explain 

What  magic  makes  our  money  rife. 

When  dropp'd  into  the  Southern  main ; 
Or  do  thefe  jugglers  cheat  our  eyes  i 

Put  in  your  money  fairly  told  ; 

Fre/lo  !  be  gone — 'Tis  here  again : 
Ladies  and  gentlemen,  behold. 

Here 's  every  piece  as  big  as  ten. 

Thus  in  a  bafon  drop  a  fhilling 

Then  fill  the  vefTel  to  the  brim; 
You  fhall  obferve,  as  you  are  filling. 

The  ponderous  metal  feems  to  fwiiHi' 

It  rifes  both  in  bulk  and  height. 

Behold  it  fwelling  like  a  fope  ; 
The  liquid  medium  cheats  your  fight; 

Behold  it  mounted  to  the  top  ! 

In  flock  thtee  hundred  thoufand  pound ; 

I  have  in  view  a  lord's  eflate ; 
My  manors  all  contiguous  round  ; 
g^  A  coach  and  fix,  and  ferv'd  in  plate  ! 

Thus,  the  deluded  bankrupt  raves  ; 

Puts  all  upon  a  defperate  bet ; 
Then  plunges  in  the  Southern  waves,' 

Dipt  over  head  and  ears— in  debt. 

So,  by  a  calenture  milled. 

The  mariner  with  rapture  fees. 
On  the  fmooth  ocean's  azure  bed, 

Enamel'd  fields  and  verdant  trees  s 

With  eager  halle  he  longs  to  rove 

In  that  fantaftic  fcene,  and  thinks 
It  muft  be  fome  enchanted  grove  ; 

And  in  he  leaps,  and  doivn  he  finks. 

Five  hundred  chariots,  juft  befpoke. 
Are  funk  in  thefe  devouring  waves, 

The  horfes  drown'd,  the  harnefs  broke. 
And  here  the  owners  find  their  graves. 

Like  Phataoh,  by  dtreBors  led ; 

They  with  their  ffioils  went  fafe  before  ; 
His  chariots,  tumbling  out  the  dead. 

Lay  fhatter'd  on  the  Red'Sea  fhore. 

Rais'd  up  on  Hope's  afpiling  plumes. 

The  young  adventurer  o'er  the  deep 
An  eagle's  flight  and  ftate  afTumes, 

And  fcorns  the  middle-way  to  keep- 
On  paper  wings  he  takes  his  flight. 

With  wax  the  father  bound  them  fall ; 
The  wax  is  melted  by  the  height. 

And  down  the  towering  boy  is  call. 

A  moralift  might  here  explain 
The  raftinefs  of  the  Cretan  youth  j 


t)efcribe  his  fall  into  the  main, ' 
And  from  a  fable  form  a  truth. 

His  tvlngs  are  his  patirnal  rent, 

He  melts  the  'u>ax  at  every  flame  ; 

Jiis  credit  funk,  his  money  fpent, 
In  Southern  Seas  be  iea-ues  bis  name. 

Inform  us,  you  that  beft  can  tell. 

Why  in  yon'  dangerous  gulpli  profound; 
Where  hundreds  and  where  thoufands  fell, 
;    Fools  chiefly  float,  the  -wife  are  drown'd  ? 

60  have  I  feen  from  Severn's  brink 
A  flock  oi gee/e  jump  down  together ; 

Swim,  where  the  bird  of  Jove  would  fink, 
And,  fwimming,  never  wet  a  feather. 

But,  I  affirm,  'tis  falfe  in  faft, 
DireSlors  better  knew  their  tools  j 

We  fee  the  nation's  credit  crack'd. 

Each  knave  hath  made  a  thoufand  fools. 

One  fool  may  from  another  win, 

And  then  get  off  with  money  flor'd  ; 

But,  if  a.Jharj>er  oncc  comes  in, 

He  throws  at  all,  and  fvveeps  the  board. 

As  fiflies  on  each  other  pr^y, 

The  great  one's  fwallowing  up  the  fmall ; 
So  fares  it  in  the  Southern  Sea  ; 

The  whale  dlreBors  eat  up  all. 

"VD^thf.ocl  is  high,  they  come  between. 
Making  by  fecond-hand  their  offers  ; 

Then  cunningly  retire  unfeen, 

With  each  a  million  in  his  coffers. 

So  when  upon  a  moon-fhine  night 
An  afs  was  drinking  at  a  flream  ; 

A  cloud  arofe,  and  ftopp'd  the  light, 
By  intercepting  every  beam  : 

The  day  of  judgment  will  be  foon  ■ 
(Cries  out  a  fage  among  the  crowd)  ; 

An  afs  hath  fwallow'd  up  the  moon  ! 
(The  moon  lay  fafe  behind  a  cloud). 

£ach  ■ooor  fuhfcr'iher  to  the  fea 

Sinks  down  at  once,  and  there  he  lies ; 
DlreBors  fall  as  well  as  they. 

Their  fall  is  but  a  trick  to  rife. 

So  fifhes,  rifing  from  the  main, 

Can  foar  with  moiften'd  wings  on  high  ; 
The  inoiflure  dry'd,  they  fmk  again. 

And  dip  their  fins  again  to  fly. 

tJndone  at  play,  the  female  troops 
Come  here  their  loffes  to  retrieve  ; 

Ride  o'er  the  waves  in  fpacious  hoops, 
Like  Lapland  witches  in  a  fieve. 

Thus  Venus  to  the  fea  defccnds, 

As  poets  feign  ;  but  where's  the  moral  ? 

tt  fliows  the  Queen  of  iove  inteijds 

To  fcarch  the  deep  for  pearl  and  coral. 

The  fea  is  richer  than  the  land, 

I  heard  It  from  my  grannam's  mouth  ; 

Which  now  I  clearly  underfland. 
For  by  the  fea  fhe  meant  the  South. 

Thus  'oy  direBors  we  arc  told, 

"  Pray,  Gcfltlcmen,  believe  your  eyes ; 


THE   WORK.^    OFSWIF-r. 


Our  ocean's  cover'd  o'er  with  gol(i, 
Look  round  and  fee  how  thick  it  lies ; 

We,  Gentlemen,  are  your  afllifters, 

We'll  come,  and  hold  you  by  the  chin.—" 

Alas  !  all  is  not  gold  that  glirters. 
Ten  thoufand  link  by  leaping  in. 

Oh  !  would  thofe  patriots  be  fo  kind, 
Here  in  the  deep  to  ivajh  their  handsy 

Then,  like  Padlolus,  we  fliould  find 
The  fea  indeed  \\Vid  golden  funds . 

A  fliilling  in  the  baih  you  fling  ; 

The  filver  takes  a  nobler  hue. 
By  magic  virtue  in  the  fpring, 

And  feems  a  guinea  to  your  view. 

But,  as  a  guinea  will  not  pafs 
At  market  for  a  farthing  more, 

Shown  through  a  multiplying-glafs. 
Than  what  it  always  did  before  : 

So  caft  it  in  the  Southern  Seas, 
Or  view  it  through  z.  jobber's  bill ; 

Put  on  -y^hat  fpedtacles  you  pleafe^ 
Your  guinea's  but  a  guinea  Hill. 

One  night  a  fool  into  a  brook 

Thus  from  a  hillock  looking  down,- 

The  (roldenjlars  for  guineas  took, 
AwAfd-jer  Cynthia  for  a  crown. 

The  point  he  could  no  longer  doubt ; 

He  ran,  he  leapt  into  the  flood; 
There  fprawl'd  awhile,  and  fcarce  got  out, 

All  cover'd  o'er  with  flime  and  mud. 

"  Upon  the  water  caft  thy  bread, 

"  And  after  many  days  thou'lt  find  it  ;'* 

But  gold  upon  this  ocean  fpread 

Shall  fink,  and  leave  no  mark  behind  it. 

There  is  a  gulph,  where  thoufands  fell. 
Here  all  the  bold  adventurers  came, 

A  narrow  found,  though  deep  as  hell ; 
'Change-Alley  is  the  dreadful  name; 

Nine  times  a  day  it  ebbs  and  flows  ; 

Yet  he  that  on  the  furface  lies, 
Without  a  pilot  feldom  knows 

The  time  it  falls,  or  when  'twill  rifei 

Subfcribers  here  by  thoufands  float. 

And  joftle  one  another  down  ; 
Each  paddling  in  his  leaky  boat ; 

And  here  they  filh  for  gold,  and  drovr*. 

"  *  Now  biiry'd  in  the  depthTielow, 
"  Now  mounted  up  to  heaven  again, 

"  They  reel  and  ftagger  to  and  fro, 

"  At  their  wits  end,  like  drunken  men." 

Mean  time  fecure  on  Garraway  f  cliffs, 
A  favage  race  by  fhipwiecks  fed. 

Lie  waiting  for  the  founder'd  Ikiffs, 
And  ftrip  the  bodies  of  the  dead. 

But  thefe,  you  fay,  are  fadlious  liesj 
From  fome  malicious  Tory's  brain  ; 

For,  where  Directors  get  a  prize. 

The  Swifs  and  Dutch  whole  millions  drain. 


rjalm  cvii.       •)•  A  cojfee-hoxife  in  ^  Change- All e^. 
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Thus,  when  by  rooks  a  lord  is  ply'd, 
Some  cully  often  wins  a  bet,  -^ 

By  venturing  on  the  cheating  fide, 
Though  not  into  the  I'ccret  let. 

While  fonie  build"  caftles  in  the  air, 
Dh\i^loi  s  build  them  in  the  feas ; 

Subjlrihcrs  plainly  fee  them  theie. 
For  fools  will  fee  as  wife  men  pleafe. 

Thus  oft'  by  nsariners  are  fliown 
(Unlefs  the  men  of  Kent  are  liars) 

Earl  Godwin's  calUes  overflown. 
And  palace-roofs,  and  fteeple-fpires. 

Mark  where  the  fly  DirsSiors  creep, 
Nor  to  the  fliore  approach  too  nigh  ! 

The  nionflers  neftle  in  the  deep. 
To  feize  you  in  your  palling  by. 

Then,  like  the  dogs  of  Nile,  be  wife. 
Who,  taught  by  infl.iij(5t  how  to  fhun 

The  crocodile^  that  lurking  lies,j 

Run' as  they  drink,  and  drink  and  run. 

Antxas  could,  by  magic  charms, 
Recover  ftrength  v/hen'er  he  fell ; 

Alcides  held  him  in  his  arms, 
And  fent  him  up  in  air  to  hell. 

Dh-eilors,  thrown  into  the  fea, 

Recover  flrength  and  vigour  there  5 

But  may  be  tam'd  another  way, 
Sufpaidcd  for  a  while  in  air. 

BireBors !  for  'tis  you  I  warn, 

By  long  experience  we  have  found 

What  plannet  rul'd  when  you  were  born  : 
We  fee  you  never  can  be  drown'd. 

Beware,  nor  over-bulky  grow. 

Nor  come  within  your  cully's  reach ; 

For,  if  the  fea  fhould  fmk  fo  low 
To  leave  you  dry  upon  the  beach, 

You  '11  owe  your  ruin  to  your  bulk : 
Your  foes  already  waiting  ftand. 

To  tear  you  like  a  founder'd  hulk. 
While  you  lie  helplefs  on  the  fand. 

Thus,  when  a  whale  has  loft  the  tide, 
The  cftaflers  crowd  to  feize  the  fpoil ; 

The  monfter  into  parts  divide, 

And  flrip  the  bones,  and  melt  the  oil. 

Oh  !  may  fome  nuepm  tempeft  fweep 
Thefe  loaijis  whom  our  fruits  have  fed. 

That  plague  DircBors  to  the  deep, 

Driv'n  from  the  SouiL-Sea  to  the  Red  ! 

May  he,  whom  Nature's  laws  obey. 
Who  lifts  the  poor  ■a.nAftuks  the  proud, 

«  Qniet  the  raging  of  the/"<2, 

"  And  ftill  the  madnefe  of  the  crovv^d  !" 

But  never  fliall  our  ifle  have  reft, 

Till  thofe  devouring/ium^  nm  down, 

(Tlie  devils  leaving  the  pofleft) 

And  headlong  in  the  waters  drown. 

The  nation  then  too  late  will  find, 
Computing  all  their  coft  and  ticitb!?, 

DircBors^  promifcs  but  wind, 
Siidlj-Sea  at  befr  a  mighty  bdllc^ 
Vol.  IX. 
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Ore  cibum  portans  catulus  dum  fpedat  in  undisj 
Apparet  liquido  pra;daj  melioris  imago  : 
Dum  fpeciofa  diu  damna  admiratur,  ct  alte 
Ad  latices  inhiat,  cadit  imo  vortice  praeceps 
Ore  cibu'^,  nee  non  flmulachrum  corripit  una. 
Occupat  ille  avibus  deceptis  faucibus  unibram  ; 
Illudi't  ijpecies,  ac  dentibus  acra  mordet. 

TO  A  FRIEND, 

Who  had  been  much  abufcd  in  many  dij'erent  Libels. 

The  greatefl:  monarch  may  be  ftabb'd  by  night, 
And  fortune  help  the  murderer  in  his  flight ; 
The  vileft  ruffian  may  commit  a  r-pe. 
Yet  fafe  from  injur'd  innocence  efcape  ; 
And  calumny,  by  working  under  ground. 
Can,  unreveng'd,  the  greateft  merit  v/ound. 

What's  to  bl  done?  Shall  wit  and  learning  clioofe 
To  live  obfcure,  and  have  no  fame  to  lofe  .-' 
By  cenfure  frighted  out  of  honour's  road. 
Nor  dare  to  ufe  the  gifts  by  Heaven  beftow'd  ? 
Or  fearlefs  enter  in  through  virtue's  gate, 
And  buy  diftimStion  at  the  deareft  rate  ? 

BILLET  TO  THE  COMPANY  of  PLAYERS; 

The  inclofed  Prologue  is  formed  upon  the  ftory 
of  the  Secretary's  not  fuffering  you  to  ad,  unlefs 
you  would  pay  him  300I.  per  annum  ;  upon  which 
you  got  a  licence  from  the  Lord  Mayor  to  acl  as 
ftroUers. 

The  Prologue  fuppofes,  that,  upon  your  beuig 
forbidden  to  ai5t,  a  company  of  country  ftrolle.s 
came  and  hired  the  Piayhoufe,  and  your  clothes, 
&c.  to  adl  ih.  ^'^\ 

THK      PROLOGISE, 

Our  fct  of  flrollers,  wandering  up  and  down/; 
Hearing  the  houfe  was  empty,  came  to  town  ;,  ,  , 
And,  with  a  licence  from  our  good  Lord  Mirf^r,, 
Went  to  one  Griffith,  formerly  a  player ; 
Him  we  perfuaded,  with  a  moderate  bribe, 
To  fpeak  to  Erlington  and  all  the  tribe,  ;  ,  ^ 

To  let  our  company  fupply  their  places,  .  <  >  >  ^ 

And  hire  us  out  their  fcenes,  and  clothes,  and  fa'fe^^ , 
Is  not  the,truth  the  truth  ?  Look  full  on  nie ;  .  ,  ,  . 
I  am  not  Erlington,  nor  Griffith  he.  •   ,  , 

When  we  perform,  lookftiarp  among  our  cr.^w^ 
There's  not  a  creature  'nere  you  ever  knew. 
The  former  folks  were  fervants  to  the  king  ; 
V/e,  humble  ftroUers,  always  on  the  wing. 
Now,  for  my  part,  I  think  upon  the  whole. 
Rather  than  ftarve,  a  better  man  would  flrolL      ^ 

Stay,  let  me  fee — Three  hundred  pounds  a  year, 
For  leave  to  aift  in  town  !  'Tis  plaguy  dear. 
Now  here's  a  warrant;  Gallant?,  pleafe  to  mark, 
For  three  thirteens  and  fixpence  to  the  clerk. 
Three  Imndred  pounds  !  Were  I  the  price  to  Jii, 
The  public  flioufd  beftow  the  adors  fix. 
A  fcore  of  guineas,  given  underhand, 
For  a  good  word  gx  fo,  wc  undcrftand. 
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To  help  aa  honeft  lad,  that's  out  of  place, 
May  coft  a  crown  or  fo ;  a  common  cafe  : 
And,  in  a  crew,  ''tis  no  injuftice  thought 
To  fhip  a  rogue,  and  pay  him  not  a  groat. 
But,  in  the  chronicles  of  f  rmer  ages, 
^Vho  ever  heard  of  fervants  paying  wages  ? 

I  pity  ErUngton  with  all  my  heart; 
Would  he  were  here  this  night  to  a(5l  my  part ! 
I  told  him  what  it  Vvas  to  be  a  flroiler ; 
How  free  we  acftcd,  and  had  no  comptroller  : 
In  every  town  we  wait  on  Mr.  Mayor, 
Tirft  get  a  licence,  then  produce  our  ware ; 
"We  found  a  trumpet,  or  we  beat  a  drum  ; 
Huzza!  the  (fchool-boysroar)  the playersare come 
And  then  we  cry,  to  fpur  the  bumpkins  on, 
Oallants,  by  Tuefday  next  we  muft  be  gone. 
3  tcld  him,  in  the  fmootheft  way  t  Could, 
All  this  and  more,  yet  it  would  do  no  good. 
IBut  Erlington,  tears  falling  from  his  cheeks, 
He  that  has  fhone  with  Bettcrton  and  Wilks, 
To  whom  our  country  has  been  always  dear, 
"Who  chofe  to  leave  his  deareft  pledges  here, 
Owns  all  your  favours,  here  intends  to  flay, 
And,  as  a  ftroller,  a<ft  in  every  play  : 
And  the  whole  crew  this  refolution  takes, 
To  live  and  die  all  ftrollers  for  your  fakes  ; 
2^ot  frighted  with  an  ig;iominiou3  name, 
Tor  your  difpleafure  is  their  only  fhame. 

A  pox  in  Elrington's  majeftic  tone  ! 
>rAw  to  a  word  of  bufinefs  in  our  own. 

Gallants,  next  Thurfday  night  will  be  our  laft; 
,   Then,  without  fail,  we  pack  up  for  Bclfaft. 
Lofe  not  your  time,  nor  cur  diverfions  mifs, 
"tihe  next  we  aiSt  fhall  be  as  good  as  this. 

•  .'  EPIGRAM. 

'(}f,z.\r  folks  are  of  a  finer  mold  ; 
',1  .'ord  !  how  politely  they  can  fcold ! 
WTHile  a  cor.rfe  Englilh  tongue  will  itch 
Tor  whore  and  rogue,  and  dog  and  bitch. 

PROLOGUE 

TO  'a  plat  for  the  benefit  of  the  distres- 
sed WEAVERS,    BY  DR.  SDERIDAN. 

SjJoten  by  Mr.  Erlington,  172I. 

t'j'knAT  cry  and  little  wool—is  now  become 
The  plague  and  proverb  of  the  weaver's  loom  : 
Na.'vocl  to  wrfrk  on,  neither  weft  nor  warp; 
,',rhpir  pockets  empty,  and  their  ftomach's  fharp. 
^rovok'd,  in  loud  complaints  to  you  they  cry : 
,t  Jidies,  relieve  the  weavers,  or  they  die  ! 
FoJcf^ke  your  filks  for  fluffs ;  nor  think  it  flrange 
Toihift  your  clothes,  fince  you  delight  in  change. 
One  thing  with  freedom  I'll  prefume  to  tell — 
Th£  men  will  like  you  every  bit  as  well. 

See,  I  am  drefs'd  from  top  to  toe  in  Ituff ; 
J^ind,  by  my  troth,  I  think  I'm  fine  enough  : 
My  wife  admires  me  mere,  and  fwears  fhe  never, 
In  any  drefs,  beheld  me  look  fo  clever. 
And,  if  a  man  be  better  in  fuch  ware, 
What  great  advantage  muft  it  give  the  fair"! 
Our  wool  from  lambs  of  innocence  proceeds  : 
Silks  come  from  maggots,  callicoes  from  weeds : 
Hence  'tis  by  fad  experience  that  we  find  T 

Ladies  in  filks  to  vapours  much  inciin'c—  > 

And  what  are  they  but  maggots  in  the  mind  ?   j 


For  which  I  think  it  reafon  to  coftciude 

That  clothes  may  change  our  temper  like  our  foocl. 

Chintzes  are  gaudy,  and  engage  our  eyes 

Too  much  about  the  party-colour'd  dyes  : 

Although  the  luftre  is  from  you  begun. 

We  fee  the  rainbow,  and  negledl  the  fun. 

How  fweet  and  innocent's  the  country  maid, 
With  fmall  expence  in  native  wool  array'd ; 
Who  copies  from  the  fields  her  homely  green, 
While  by  her  ftiephef d  with  delight  fhe's  f6cn  ? 
Should  our  fair  ladies  drefs  like  her  in  wool, 
How  much  more  lovely,  and  how  beautiful, 
Without  their  Indian  drapery,  they'd  prove, 
Whilft  wool  would  help  to  v/arm  us  into  love ! 
Then,  like  the  famous  Argonauts  of  Greece, 
We'd  all  contend  to  gain  the  Golden  Fleece ! 


EPILOGUE  BY  THE  DEAN. 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  GRIFFITH. 

Who  dares  affirm  this  is  no  pious  age, 
When  charity  begins  to  tread  the  ftage  ? 
When  adlors,  who,  at  beft,  are  hardly  favers. 
Will  give  a  night  of  benefit  to  Weavers  ? 
Stay^let  me  fee,  how  finely  will  it  found ! 
Imprimis,  From  his  Grace*  an  hundred  pound. 
Peers,  clergy,  gentry,  all  are  benefadlors ; 
And  then  comes  in  the  item  of  the  aAors. 
It^m,  The  aftors  freely  gave  a  day — 
The  Poet  had  no  more  who  made  the  play. 

But  whence  this  wondrous  charity  in  players? 
They  learnt  it  not  at  Sermons,  or  at  Prayers: 
Under  the  rofe,  fince  here  are  none  but  friends, 
(To  own  the  truth)  we  have  fome  private  ends. 
Since  waiting-women,  like  exadling  jades. 
Hold  up  the  prices  of  their  old  brocades ; 
We'll  drefs  in  manufaSiures  made  at  home, 
Equip  our  kings  and  generals  at  The  Comb  f . 
We'll  rig  from   Meath-ftreet   .ffigypt's  haughty 

queen, 
And  Antony  fhall  court  her  in  ratteen. 
In  blue  Jhallt  on  fhall  Hannibal  be  clad, 
And  Sclpio  trail  an  \t\^  purple  plaid. 
In  drugget  dreft,  of  thirteen  pence  a  yard. 
See  Philip's  fon  amidft  his  Perfian  guard  ', 
And  proud  Roxana,  fir'd  with  jealous  rage. 
With  fifty  yards  of  crape  fhall  fweep  the  ftage. 
In  fhort,  our  kings  and  princeffes  within 
Arc  all  refolv'd  this  project  to  begin  ; 
And  you,  our  fubjedls,  when  you  here  refort, 
Muft  imitate  the  fafhion  of  the  Court. 

Oh  !  could  I  fee  this  audienctf  clad  mfuff. 
Though   money's  fcarce,  we  ftiould  have  trade 

enough : 
But  chintz,  brocades,  and  lace,  take  all  away, 
And  fcarce  a  crown  is  left  to  fee  a  play. 
Perhaps  you  wonder  whence  this  friendlhip  fpringj 
Between  the  Weavers  and  us  Phy-houfc  Kings  ; 
But  Wit  and  Weavinjr  had  the  fame  beginning ; 
Pallas  firft  taught  us  Poetry  and  Spinning: 
And,  next,  obfcrvp  how  tiiis  alliance  fits,  • 

For  Weavers  now  are  juft  as  poor  as  Wits  ; 


*   Archbijbop  King. 

f   yl ftreet famou:  for  fFcoIhn  lifanufuSiurn, 
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Their  brother  quill-men,  workers  for  the  ftage. 
For  hriy fluff  ctlxx  get  a  crown  a  page  ; 
But  Weavers  will  be  kinder  to  the-  Players, 
And  Tell  for  twesity-pence  a  yard  of  theirs. 
And,  to  your  knowledge,  there  is  often  lels  iii 
The  Poet's  wit,  than  in  the  Player's  dreffing. 

A  POEM,  BY  DR.  DELANY, 

t>A  THf;  PRECEDING  PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE. 

"  Foemineo  generi  tribuantur." 

The  mufes,  whom  the  richeft  filks  array, 
Refufe  to  fling  their  fliining  gowns  away  : 
The  pencil  clothes  the  sine  in  bright  brocades. 
And  gives  each  colour  to  the  picflur'd  maids; 
Far  above  mortal-drefs  the  lifters  fiiine. 
Pride  in  their  Indian  robes,  and  muft  be  fine. 
And  ihall  two  bards  in  concert  rhyme  and  huff, 
And  fret  thefe  mufes  with  their  play-houfe  iluff? 

The  player  in  mimic  piety  may  ftorm. 
Deplore  the  comb,  and  bid  her  heroes  arm  : 
The  arbitrary  mob,  in  paltry  rage. 
May  curfe  the  belles  and  chintzes  of  the  age  : 
Yet  ftill  the  artift  worm  her  filk  fliall  fh.ire, 
And  fpin  her  thread  of  life  in  fervice  of  the  fair. 

The  cotton-plant,  whom  fatire  cannot  blaft. 
Shall  bloom  the  favourite  of  thefe   realms,   and 

laft; 
Like  j'ours,  ye  fair,  her  fame  from  tenfure  grows. 
Prevails  in  sharms,  and  glares  above  her  foes : 
Your  injur'd  plant  ihall  meet  a  loud  defence, 
And  be  the  emblem  of  your  innocence. 

Some    bard,    perhaps,   whofe   landlord  was  a 
weaver, 
Penn'd  the  low  prologue,  to  return  a  favour  : 
Some  neighbour  wit,  that  would  be  in  the  vogue, 
Work'd  with  his  friend,  and  wove  the  epilogue. 
Who  weaves  the  chaulet,  or  provides  the  bays. 
For  fuch  wool-gathering  fonnetteers  as  thefe  ? 
Hence  then,  ye  home-fpun  witlings,  that  perfuade 
Mifs  Chloe  to  the  falluon  of  her  maid. 
Shall  the  luide  hoop,  that  ftandard  of  the  town, 
Thus  adl  fubfervient  to  a  poplin  gown  ? 
Who  'd  fmell  of  wool  all  over?   '  Tis  enough 
The  under-petticoat  be  made  of  ftutT. 
Lord  !  to  be  wrapt  in  flannel  juft  in  May, 
When  the  fields  drefs'd  in  flowers  appear  fo 

gay! 
And  (hall  not  Mifs  htjloiverd  as  well  as  they 

In  what  weak  colours  would  the  plaid  appear' 
Work'd  to  a  quilt,  or  Ifudded  in  a  chair  ! 
The  Ikin,  that  vies  with  filk,  would  fret  with  fluff"j 
Or  who  could  bear  in  bed  a  thing  lb  rough  ? 
Ye  knowing  fair,  how  eminent  that  bed. 
Where   the  chintze    diamonds  with    the   filken 

thread, 
Where  ruftllng  curtains  call  the  curious  eye. 
And  boaft  the  lireaks  and  paintings  of  the  fliv  ! 
Of  flocks  they  'd  have  your  milky  ticking  full ; 
And  all  this  for  the  benef  t  of  wool  ! 

"  But   where,"  fay  they,    "  fliall  we  bellow 
"  thefe  weavers, 
"  That  fpread  our  ft;reets,  and  are  fuch  piteous 

cravers?" 
The  fillcAvorms  (brittle  beings  !)  prone  to  fate, 
Uemand  their  care  to  make  their  v/ebs  complete  : 


] 


Thefe  may  the';  tend,  their  promifes  receive  ; 
We  cannot  pay  too  much  for  what  they  give  ! 

ON  GAULSTOWN  HOUSE. 

BY  DR.  DELANY  *. 

*Tis  fo  old,  and  fo  ugly,  and  yet  fo  conveniefit, 
You  're  fometimes  in  pleafure,  though  often  in  paiti 

in't :  [eafe  in  't  ; 

'Tis  fo  large,  you  may  lodge  a  few  friends  with 
You  may  turn  and  ftretch  at  your  length  if  you 

pleafe  in't : 
'Tis  fo  little,  the  family  live  in  aprefs  in't. 
And  poor  Lady  Betty  f  has  fcarce  room  to  drefs 

in't :  [in't  ; 

'Tis  fo  cold  in  the  winter,  you  can't  bear  to  lie 
And  fo  hot  in  the  fumraer,  you  ^re  ready  to  frjr 

in't:  [a  tun  ; 

'Tis  fo  brittle,  'twould  fcarce  bear  the  weight  of 
Yet  fo  Itaunch,  that  it   keeps  out  a  great  deal  o£ 

fun  :  [through  it, 

'Tis  fo  crazy,  the  weather  with  eafe  beats  quite 
And  you  're  lorc'd  every  year  in  fame  part  to  rei. 

new  it. 
'Tis  fo  ugly,  fo  ufeful,  fo  big,  and  fo  little  ; 
'Tis  lo  ftaunch,  and  fo  crazy,  fo  ftrong,  and  fa 

^    brittle ; 
'Tis  at  one  time  fo  hot,  and  another  fo  cold  ; 
It  is  part  of  the  new,  and  part  of  the  old  ; 
It  is  juit  hall"  a  blelling,  and  juft  half  a  curfe  — 
I  wiili  then,  dear  George,  it  were  better  or  worfe* 

THE  COUNTRY. LIFE; 

Part  of  a  summer  spent   at    gaulstowm- 

HOUSE.' 

ThAlia,  tell  infober  laysi 

How  George  |,  Nira  §,  Dan  [j,   Dean  If,  paft 

their  days ; 
And,  fliould  our  GauWon's  art  groW  fallow, 
Yet  Negst  quis  carmina  Gallo  ? 
Here  (by  the  way)  by  Gallus  mean  I 
Not  Sheridan,  but  friend  Delany. 
Begin,  my  Mufe.     Firft  from  our  bowers 
We  fally  forth  at  diflerent  hours  ; 
At  feven  the  Dean,  in  night-gown  dreft. 
Goes  round  the  houfe  to  wake  the  reft ; 
At  nine,  grave  Nim,  and  George  facetious, 
Go  to  the  Dean,  to  read  Lucretius; 
At  ten,  my  lady  come*  and  heclors, 
A.nd  killes  George,  and  ends  our  ledlures; 
And  when  Ihe  hai  him  by  the  neck  faft, 
Halls  him,  and  fcolds  us  down  to  breaklaft. 

*  the  feat  of  George  Rockfort,  Efq.  (fath^f 
to  the  Earl  of  Beividere)  ;  nvhcre  Dr.  Siu:ft  and, 
an  agreeable  fet  of  friends  fpcnt  part  vfthefutn- 
iner  of  172 1. 

t  Daughter  to  the  Earl  of  Drogheda,  and  the 
<wife  of  Mr.  Rachfort. 

\  Mr.  Rochfort. 

§  His  brother,  Mr.  John  Rochfort,  who  luas 
called  Nimrod,  from  his  great  attachmeilt  to  the 
chafe. 

li  Rev.  Daniel  Jackfon.         ^  Dr.  Swift. 
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We  fquander  there  an  hour  Or  more, 

And  then  all  hands,  boys,  to  the  oar ; 

All,  heteroclite  Dan  except. 

Who  neither  time  nor  order  kept, 

But,  by  peculiar  whimfies  drawn, 

Peeps  in  the  ponds  to  look  for  Ipawn  ; 

O'erfees  the  work,  or  Dragon  *  rows, 

Or  mars  a  text,  or  mends  his  hofe  ;  \ 

Or— but  proceed  we  in  our  journal — 

At  two,  or  after,  we  return  all : 

From  the  four  elements  afcending, 

Warn'd  by  the  bell,  all  folks  come  trembling: 

From  airy  garrets  fonie  defcend. 

Some  from  the  lake's  remoteft  end  : 

l\Iy  Lord  f  and  Dean  the  fire  forfake ; 

Dan  leaves  the  earthly  fpade  and  rake  : 

The  loiteiers  quake,  no  corner  hides  them, 

And  Lady  Betty  foundiy  chides  them. 

Now  water  's  brought,  and  dinner  's  done  : 

With  "  Church  and  King"  the  lady  's  gone  ; 

(Not  reckoning  half  an  hour  we  pafs 

In  talking  o'er  a  moderate  glafs). 

Dan,  growing  drowfy,  like  a  thief 

Steals  off  to  dofe  away  his  beef ; 

And  this  muft  pafs  for  reading  Hammond — 

While  George  and  Dean  go  to  backgammon. 

George,  Nim,  and  Dean,  let  out  at  four, 

And  then  again,  boys,  to  the  oar. 

But  when  the  fun  goes  to  the  deep, 

(Not  to  difturb  him  in  his  fleep, 

Or  make  a  rumbling  o'er  his  head, 

His  candle  out,  and  he  a-bed) 

We  watch  his  motions  to  a  minute. 

And  leave  the  flood  when  he  goes  in  it. 

Now  ftinted  in  the  fhortening  day. 

We  go  to  prayers,  and  then  to  play, 

Till  fupper  comes ;  a^id  after  that 

We  fit  an  hour  to  drink  and  chat. 

'Tis  late— the  old  and  younger  pairs, 

By  Adam  |  lighted,  \valk  up  rtairs.    ^ 

The  weary  Dean  goes  to  his  chamber; 

And  Nim  and  Dan  to  garret  clamber. 

So  when  the  circle  we  have  run. 

The  curtain  falls,  and  all  is  done. 

I  might  have  mention'd  feveral  facfls, 
Like  epilodes  between  the  a6ts ; 
And  tell  who  lofes  and  who  wins. 
Who  gets  a  cold,  who  breaks  his  Ihins  ; 
How  Dan  caught  nothing  in  his  net. 
And  how  the  boat  was  overfet. 
For  brevity  I  have  retrench'd 
How  in  the  lake  the  Dean  was  drench'd  : 
It  would  be  an  exploit  to  brag  on. 
How  valiant  George  rode  o'er  the  Dragon  ; 
How  Heady  in  the  llorm  he  fat. 
And  fav'd  his  oar,  but  loft  his  hat  : 
Now  Nim  (no  hunter  e'er  could  match  him) 
Still  brings  us  hares,  when  he  can  catch  them  : 
IIow  IkiUuliy  Dan  mends  his  nets; 
•  How  fortune  fails  him  when  he  fets: 
Or  how  the  Dean  delights  to  vex 
■  The  ladies,  and  lampoon  their  fex. 

*  ylfmall  boat  fu  called. 

t  Mr.  Rvchfcrfs  father  was  Lord  Chief  Ba- 
I'.ti  of  the  Exih(q:ier  in  Irehind. 
%   'The  Sutler. 


I  might  have  told  how  oft'  Dean  Percivale 
Difplays  his  pedantry  unmerciful ; 
How  haughtily  he  cocks  his  nofe. 
To  tell  what  every  fchool-boy  knows ; 
And  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb. 
Explaining,  lirikes  oppofers  dumb  : 
But  now  there  needs  no  more  be  faid  on't, 
Nor  how  his  wife,  that  female  pedant. 
Shows  all  her  fecrets  of  houfe -keeping  ; 
For  candles  how  flie  trucks  her  dripping  ; 
Was  forc'd  to  fend  three  miles  for  yeaft. 
To  brew  her  ale,  and  raife  her  pafte  ; 
Tells  every  thing  that  you  can  tliink  of, 
Hov7  flie  cur'd  Charley  of  the  chincough  ; 
What  gave  her  brats  and  pigs  the  meafles. 
And  how  her  doves  were  kill'd  by  weafels ; 
How  Jowler  howl'd,  and  what  a  fright 
She  had  with  dreams  the  other  night. 

But  now,  fince  I  have  gone  fo  far  on, 
A  word  or  two  of  Lord  Chief  Baron  ; 
And  tell  how  little  weight  he  fets 
On  all  Whig  papers  and  Gazettes ; 
But  for  the  politics  of  Pue, 
Thinks  every  fyllable  is  true. 
And  fince  he  owns  the  King  of  Sweden 
is  dead  at  laft,  without  evading. 
Now  all  his  hopes  are  in  the  Czar  : 
"  Why,  Mufcovy  is  not  fo  far  : 
"  Down  the  Black  Sea,  and  up  the  Straights, 
"  And  in  a  month  he's  at  your  gates ; 
"  Perhaps,  from  what  the  packet  brings, 
"  By  Chriftmas  we  Ihall  fee  ftrange  things." 
Why  fhould  I  tell  of  ponds  and  drains. 
What  carps  we  met  with  for  our  pains ; 
Of  fparrows  tame,  and  nuts  innumerable 
To  choke  the  girls,  and  to  confume  a  rabble  ? 
But  you,  who  are  a  fcholar,  know 
How  tranfient  all  things  are  below. 
How  prone  to  change  is  human  life  I 
Laft  night  arriv'd  Clem  *  and  his  wife-— 
This  grand  event  hath  broke  ourmeafures; 
Their  reign  began  with  cruel  leizurcs: 
The  Dean  muft  with  his  quilt  fupply 
The  bed  in  which  thofe  tyrants  lie  : 
Nim  loft  his  wig-block,  Dan  his  Jordan 
(My  lady  fays,  Ihe  can't  afford  one)  ; 
George  is  half-fcar'd  out  of  his  wits, 
For  Clem  gets  all  the  dainty  bits. 
Henceforth  expedl  a  different  furvey. 
This  houfe  will  foon  turn  topfy-turvy  : 
They  talk  of  further  alterations. 
Which  caufes  many  fpeculations. 


THOMAS    SHERIDAN,    CLERK,     TO 
GEORGE  NIM-DAN-DEAN,    ES(^ 

July  15.  1 72 1,  at  night. 

I'd  have  you  t'  know,  Georgcf,  Dan|,  Dean§,  and 

Nuiill, 
That  I've  learned  how  verfe  t'  compofc  trim, 
iMuch  better  b'  half  th'n  you,  n'r  him, 

*  Mr.  Clement  Barry. 

t  Geo.  Rockfort.  \  Mr.  Jackfo?!. 

§  Dr.  Swift.  II  J.  Kijchfort. 
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And  th't  rd  rid'cule  their  'nd  your  flam-flim. 
Ay'  b't  then,  p'rhaps,  fays  you,  t's  a  rn'rry  whim 
With  'bundance  of  mark'd  notes  it'  th'  rim. 
So  ih't  I  ought  n't  for  t'  be  morofe  'nd  t"  look  grim, 
Think  n't  your  'p'ftle  put  m'  in  a  meagrim  ; 
Thougfi  'n  rep't't'on  day,  1  'ppear  ver'  dim, 
Th'  lalt  bowl  't  Helfliam's  diil  m'  head  t'  fwim. 
So  th't  I  h'd  man'  aches  'ii  'v'ry  fcrubb'd  limb, 
Caufe  th'  top  of  th'  bowl  I  h'd  oft  us'd  t'  Ikim  ; 
And  b'lides  D'lan'  fwears  th't  I  h'd  fwall'w'd 

f 'v'r'l  brim- 
mers, 'nd  that  my  vis'ge  's  covr'd  o'er  with  r'd  pim- 
ples :  m'r'o'er  though  m'  feull  were  (s'  tis  n't)  's 

ftrong's  tim- 
ber, 't  muft  have  ak'd.     Th'  clans  of  th'  c'lledge 

Sanh'drim, 
Pres'nt  the'r  humbl'  and  'fecfl'nate  refpeils;  that 
'st'  fay,  D'lau',  'chlin,  P.  Ludl',  Die'  Si'wart, 
H'lfliam,  capt'n  P'rr'  Walmfl',  'nd  Longfli'nks 
Timn;  *. 

GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN'S  ANSWER. 

Dear  Sheridan  I  a  gentle  pair 

Of  Gaulftown  lads  (for  fuch  they  are) 

Befides  a  brace  of  gra^'e  divines. 

Adore  the  f^ioothnefsof  thy  lines  ; 

Smooth  as  our  bafon's  filver  flood, 

Ere  George  had  robb'd  it  of  its  mud ; 

Smoother  than  Pegafus'  old  llioe. 

Ere  Vulcan  comes  to  make  him  new. 

The  board  on  which  we  fet  our  a— -s, 

Is  not  fo  fmooth  as  are  thy  verfes, 

Compar'd  with  which  (and  that's  enough) 

A  fmoothing-iron  itfelf  is  rough. 

Nor  praife  I  lefs  that  circumcilion, 

By  modern  poets  call'd  ellufion, 

With  which,  in  proper  ftation  plac'd, 

Thy  polifli'd  lines  are  firmly  brac'd. 

Thus  a  wife  tailor  is  not  pinching. 

But  turns  at  every  feam  an  inch  in  ; 

Or  elfe,  be  fure,  your  broad-cloth  breeches 

Will  ne'er  be  fmooth,  nor  hold  their  flitches. 

Thy  \erfe,  like  bricks,  defy  the  weather, 

When  fmooth'd  by  ruDbing  them  together; 

Thy  words  fo  clofely  wedg'd  and  fliort  are 

Like  walls,  more  lalting  without  mortar  : 

By  leaving  out  the  needlefs  vowels, 

You  fave  the  charge  of  lime  and  trowels. 

One  letter  ftill  another  locks. 

Each  groov'd  and  dove-tail'd  like  a  box. 

Thy  mufe  is  tuckt-up  and  fuccinil ; 

In  chains  thy  fyllables  are  linkt> 

Thy  words  together  ty'd  in  fmall  hanks, 

Clofe  as  the  Macedonian  phalanx  ; 

Or  like  the  umbo  of  the  Romans, 

Which  fierceft  foes  could  break  by  no  means. 

The  ci  itic  to  his  grief  will  find. 

How  firmly  thefe'indentures  bind. 

So,  in  the  kindred  painter's  art, 

Tlic  fliortening  is  the  niceft  part. 

Philologers  of  future  ag*s. 
How  will  they  pore  upon  thy  pages  ! 


*  I>r.  James  Stopford,  afttrwards  bijiiop  of 
Cloyne., 


Nor  v.'ill  they  dare  to  break  the  jolntf, 
But  help  thee  to  be  read  with  points  : 
Or  clfe,  to  fhow  their  learned  labour,  you 
May  backward  be  perus'd  like  Hebrew 
Where  they  need  not  lofe  a  bit 
Or  of  thy  harmony  or  wit. 
To  make  a  work  completely  fine, 
Number  and  weight  and  meafure  join  ; 
Then  all  muft  grant  your  lines  are  weighty, 
\Vlitre  thirty  weigh  as  much  as  eighty. 
All  muft  allow  your  numbers  more. 
Where  twenty  lines  exceed  fourfcore  ; 
Nor  can  we  think  our  meafure  fnort, 
Where  lefs  than  forty  fill  a  quart, 
With  Alexandrian  in  the  clofe. 
Long,  long,  long,  long,  like  Dan's  long  nofe. 


GEORGE    NIM-DAN-DEANS   INVITA«. 
TION  TO  THOMAS  SHERIDAN. 

Gauljlonvn,  Aug.  2.  17  21. 

Dear  Tom,   this  verfe,  which  however  the  be- 
ginning may  appear,  yet  in  the  end's  good  metre. 
Is  fent  to  defire  that,  when  your  Augull  vac  atioii 

comes,  yoixx  friends  you'd  meet  here. 
For  why  fliould  you  ftay  in  that  filthy  hole,  I  mean 

the  city  fo  fmoky. 
When  you  have  not  one  friend  left  in  town,  or  at 

leaft  not  one  that's  ivitty,  to  joke  lu'  ye  ? 
For,  as  for  honeft  John*,  tiiough  I'm  not  fLue  on't, 

yet  I'll  be  han;j-'d,  Icjl  he 
Be  gone  down  to  the  county  of  Wexford  with  that 

great  peer  the  Lord  Anglefey. 
Oh  !  but  I  forgot ;  perhaps,  by  this  time,  you  may 

have  one  come  to  town,  but  1  don't  know  whe- 
ther he  be  friend  or  foe,  Delany  : 
But,  however,  if  he  be  come,  bring  him  down,  and 

you  iliall  go  back  in  a  fortnight,  for  I  know 

there's  no  delaying  ye. 
Oh  !  I  forgot  too  ;  I  believe  there  may  be  one 

more  :  I  mean  that  great  fat  joker, _/;■  icnd  HeU 
fl.iam,  he 
That  wrote  the  prologuef,  and  if  you  ftay  with 

him,  depend  ont't,  in  the  end,  he^lljjjam  ye. 
Bring  down   Long  Shanks  Jim  too ;  but  now  I 

thmk  on't,  he's  not  yet  come  from  Cotrrto'iuji,  I 
fancy ; 
For  I  heard,  a  month  ago,  that  he  was  down  there, 

■A.-coiirtingfly  Nancy. 
However,  bring  down  yourfelf,   and  you    brin^ 

down  all ;  for,  to  fay  it  lue  may  -oenture. 
In  thee  Delany's  fpleen,  John's  mirth,  Helfham's 

jokes,  and  the  foft  foul  of  amorous ye/,7//2j  centre. 


•  Suppofed  to  be  Dr.  Walmfley. 

f  One  fpoken  by  young  Piitland,  1720,  before 
Hippolytus;  ia  ixihich  Dr.  Sheridan  (lubo  had 
written  a  prologue  for  the  occajion)  was.  moji 
imexpeSiedly  and  egregioitjly  laughed  at.  Both 
the  prologues  are  printed  in  the  "  Supplement  to 
S-Lvift's  IVorlis.'' 
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1  had  forgot  to  defire  you  to  bring  down  what  I 

fay  you  have,  and  you'll  bclieye  me  as  fare  as  a 

jfuri,  otid  oivii  it  ; 
I  mean,  what  no  other  mortal  in  the  univcrfe  can 

boafl  of,  your  own  fpirit  of  pn?r,  and  oitm  wit. 
And  now  I  hope  you'll  excufe  this  rhyming,  which 

I  muft  fay  is  (though  written  fomc^vhat  at  large') 

trim  and  clean  ; 
And  fo  I  conclude,  with  hjimble  refpedls  as  ufual, 

Your  moft  dutiful  and  obedient 

Gsorg£-Nim-Dan-Dean. 

TO  GEORGE  NIM-DAN-DEAN,  ESQ. 

Upo7i  his  iticomparahle  Verfes,  i:?c. 

BY  DR.  DELANY,  IN  SHERIDAN"$  NAME  •. 

Hail,  human  compound  quadrifarious, 

Invincible  as  Wight  Briareus  ! 

Hail  !  doubly-doubled  mighty  merry  one, 

Stronger  than  triple-body 'd  Geryon  ! 

O  may  your  vafmefs  deign  t'  excufe 

The  praifes  of  a  puny  mufe, 

TJnabie,  in  her  utmoft  flight, 

To  reach  thy  huge  Colollian  height. 

T'  attempt  to  ivrite  like  thee  were  frantic, 

Wliofe  lines  are,  like  thyfelf,  gigantic. 

Yet  let  me  bkfs,  in  humbler  llrain, 
Thy  v.ifi:,  thy  bold  Cambyfian  vein, 
Pom'd  o^tt'  enrich  thy  native  ifie, 
As  Egypt  wont  to  be  wilh  Nile. 
Oh ,  how  I  joy  to  fee  thee  wander, 
Iw  many  a  winding  loofe  meander. 
In  circling  mazes,  fmooth  and  fupple. 
And  ending  in  a  clink  quadruple  ; 
loud,  yet  agreeable  withal. 
Like  rivers  rattling  in  their  fall  ! 
1'hine,  fure,  is  poetry  divine. 
Where  wit  and  majefty  combine; 
^^''here  every  line,  as  huge  as  feven, 
If  Ihetch'd  in  length,  would  reach  to  Heaven  ; 
Here  all  comparing  would  be  flanderipg, 
.The  leaft  is  more  than  Alexandrine. 

Againft  thy  verfe  Time  fees  with  pain. 
He  whets  his  envious  fcythe  in  vain  ; 
I'or,  though  from  thee  he  much  may  pare, 
Yei  much  thou  flill  wilt  have  to  fpare. 

Thou  haft  alone  the  fnill  to  feall 
With  Roman  elegance  of  tade, 
Who  haft  of  rhymes  as  faft  refources 
As  Pompey's  caterer  of  courfes. 

Oh  thcu,  of  all  the  Nine  infpir'd  ! 
My  languid  foul,  with  teaching  tii'd. 
How  is  it  raptur'd,  when  it  thinks 
On  thy  harmonious  fet  of  clinks  ; 
Eacli  iirfwering  each  in  various  rhymes. 
Like  echo  to  St.  Patrick's  chimes ! 

'Jijy  mufe,  majeltic  in  her  rage, 
Moves  like  Statha  en  the  ftage ; 
And  fcarcely  can  ons  page  fuftain 
'i  he  length  of  iach  a  flowing  train: 
Her  train,  of  variegated  dye, 
Shows  like  Thauaiantia's  in  the  Iky  ; 

f  Tiefe  were  all'iliitUn  in  circies. 


Alike  they  glow,  alike  they  pleafe, 
Alike  impreft  by  Phoebus'  rays. 

Thy  verfe-— (Ye   Gods  !  I  cannot  bear  it) 
To  what,  to  what  fliall  1  compare  it  ? 
'Tis  like,  what  I  have  oft'  heard  fpoke  on, 
The  famous  ftatue  of  Laocoon. 
'Tis  like — O  y^,  'tis  vt;ry  tike  it. 
The  long,  long  Itring,  with  which  you  fly  kite, 
'Tis  like  what  you,  and  one  or  too  more, 
Roar  to  your  Echo  *  in  good  humour ; 
And  every  couplet  thou  haft  writ 
Conclude  like  Rattah-nvhittah-'whit  \. 

TO  MR.  THOMAS  SHERIDAN. 
Upon  his  Verfes  written  in  Circlei. 

BY  DR.  SWIFT. 

It  never  was  known  that  circular  letters, 

By  humble  companions,  were  fent  to  their  bet-> 

ters  : 
And,  as  to  the  fubjedl,  our  judgment,  meherc'le. 
Is  this,  that  you  argue  like  fools  in  a  circle. 
But  now  for  your  verfes ;  we  tell  you,  imprimis. 
The  fegment  fo  large  'twist    your    reafon  and 

rhyme  is. 
That  we  walk  all  about,  like  a  horfe  in  a  pound, 
And,   before  we  find   either,   our   noddles   turn 

round.  [rant. 

Sufficient  it  were,  one  would  think,  in  your  jnad 
To  give  us  your  meafures  of  line  by  a  quadrant. 
But  we  took  our  dividers,  and  found  yoiur  d— n'cl 

metre, 
In  each  Angle  verfe  took  up  a  diameter. 
But  how,  Mr.  Sheridan,  came  you  to  venture 
George,  Dan,  Dean,  and  Niro,  to  place  in  the 

centre  |  ? 
'Twill  appear,  to  your  coft,  you  are  fairly  tre- 

pann'd. 
For  the  chord  of  your  circle  is  now  in  their  hand  ; 
The  chord,  or  the  radius,  it  matters  not  whether. 
By  which  your  jade  Pegafus,  hxt  in  a  tether. 
As  her  betters  are  us'd,  fiiall  l^e  lafli'd  round  tha 

ring,  [theftring. 

Three  fellows  with,  whips,    and  the  Dean  holds 
Will  Hancock  declares,  you  are  out  of  your  com- 

pafs. 
To  encroach  on  his  art  by  writing  of  bombafs  ; 
And  has  taken  juft  now  a  firm  refolution 
To  anfwer  your  ftyle  without  circumlocution. 
Lady  Betty  §  pieients  you  her  fervice  moft  hum., 
ble. 
And  is  not  afraid  your  worfliip  will  grumble. 
That  flie  makes  of  your  verfes  a  hoop  for  Mifs 

Tani  II, 
Which  is  all  at  prefcnt ;  and  fo  I  remain 

*  At  Gauljloivn  there  is  a  remarkably  famous 
echo. 

f  An  fillnfton  to  the  found  produced  by  the 
echo. 

%  Their  figures  ivere  in  the  centre  of  the  tfr- 

§   The  Lady  of  George  Rochfort,  Ffq. 

ti  Mifi  Thojitufen,  Lady  £etty's  daughter*.. 


ON   DR.  SHERIDAN  S  CIRCULAR 
VERSES. 

BY  MR.  GEORGE  ROCIIFORT. 

With  mufic  and  poetry  equally  bleft, 

A  bard  thus  Apollo  mofl:  humbly  addreft  ; 

'*   Great  Author  of  harmony,  verfes,  and  light  1 

"  Aflifted  by  thee,  I  both  fiddle  and  write. 

->'  Yet  unheeded  I  fcrape,  or  I  fcribble  all  day; 

"  My  verfe  is  negledted,  my  tune's  thrown  away. 

"  Thy  fubftitute  here,  Vice-Apollo|,  difdains 

"  To  vouch  for  my  numbers,  or  lift  to  my  ftrains  ; 

"  Thy  manuel  fignet  refufes  to  put 

"  "^'o  the  airs  I  produce  from  the  pen  or  the  gut. 

'"  Be  thou  then  propitious,  great  Phtebus ;  and 

"  grant 
"  Relief,  or  reward,  to  my  merit,  or  want. 
*'  Though  the  Dean  and  Delany  tranfcendently 

**  fhine, 
"  O  brighten  one  folo  or  fonnet  of  mine  I 
''  With  them  I'm  content  thou  iliould'ft  make 

"  thy  abude : 
•'  But  vifit  thy  lervant  in  jig  or  in  ode, 
*'  Make  one  work  immortal ;  'tis  all  I  requeft." 
Apollo  look'd  pleas'd  ;  and,  refolving  to  jeft, 
Reply'd,  "  Honeft  friend,  I've  confider'd  thy  cafe  ; 
"  Nor  diflike  thy  well  meaning  and  humourous 

"  face. 
"  Thy  petition  I  grant  :   the  boon  is  not  great  : 
♦'  Thy  works  fliall  continue  ;  and  here's  the  re- 

"  ceipt, 
''  On  rondeaus  hereafter  thy  fiddle-ftrings  fpend  : 
V  Write  verfes  in  circles ;  they  never  fliall  end." 

ON  DAN  JACKSON'S  PICTURE, 

Cut  in  Silk  and  Paper. 

To  fair  Lady  Betty,  Dan  fat  fo;  his  pifture, 
And  defy'd  her  to  draw  him  fo  oft'  as  he  piqued 

her. 
He  knew  ftie'd  no  pencil  or  colouring  by  her. 
And  therefore  he  thought  he  might  fafely  defy 

her. 
Come  fit,  fays  my  Lady  ;  t^ien  whips  up  her  fciflar, 
And  cuts  out  his  coxcomb  in  filk  in  a  trice.  Sir. 
Dan  fat  with  attention,  and  faw  with  furprize 
How  fhe  lengthen'd  his  chin,   how  flie  hoUow'd 

his  eyes ; 
5ut  flatter'd  himfelf  with  a  fecret  conceit. 
That  his  thin  lantern  jaws  all  her  art  would  de- 
feat. 
Lady  Betty  obferv'd  jt,  then  pulls  out  a  pin, 
And  varies  the  grain  of  the  ftufFto  his  grin; 
And,  to  make  roafted  filk  to  refemble  his  raw- 
bone, 
She  rais'd  up  a  thread  to  the  jet  of  his  jaw-bone  ; 
Till  at  length  in  exadieit  proportion  he  rofe. 
From  the  crown  of  his  head  to  the  arch  of  his 
nofe.  [all. 

And  if  Lady  Betty  had  drawn  him  with  wig  and 
*Tis  certain  the  copy  had  out-done  the  original. 


*  See  "  Apollo  to  th^  Dean. "  p.  i;9Q. 
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Well,  that's  but  my  outfide,  fays  Dan  with  a 
vapour. 
Say  you  fo,  fays  my  Lady  ;  I've  lin'd  it  with  pav 
per.  PAT^.'QihAnrfculp. 


-1 


ON  THE  SAME  PICTURE. 

Clarissa  draws  her  fcifln.rs  from  the  cafe. 
To  draw  the  lines  of  poor  Dan  Jackfon's  face. 
One  Hoping  cut  made  forehead,  nofe,  and  chin ;~ 
A  nick  produc'd  a  mouth,  and  made  him  grin, 
Such  as  in  tailors'  meafure  you  have  feen. 
But  ftill  were  wanting  his  grimalkin  eyes. 
For  which  grey  worfted  ftocking  paint  fupplies. 
Th'  unravel'd  thread  through  needle's  eye  con- 
vey'd 
Transferr'd  itfelf  into  his  pafteboard  head. 
How  came  the  fciffars  to  be  thus  out-dqne  ? 
The  needle  had  an  eye,  and  they  had  none.  I 
O  wondrous  force  of  art !  now  look  at  Dan— 
You'll  fwear  the  pafteboard  was  the  better  man. 
"  The  devil !"  fays  he,  "  the  head  is  not  fo  full !" 
Indeed  it  is — behold  the  paper  fkull. 

ThO.  SHERIDANyJ:/;//'. 

ON  THE  SAME  PICTURE, 

Dan's  evil  genius  in  a  trice 
Had  ftripp'd  him  cf  his  coin  at  dice. 
Chloe,  obferving  this  difgrace. 
On  Pam  cut  out  his  rueful  face. 
By  G— ,  fays  Dan,  'tis  very  hard. 
Cut  ovit  at  dice,  cut  out  at  card  ! 

G.  KocKEFoav  fculp> 

ON  THE  SAME  PICTURE. 

Whilst  you  three  merry  poets  traffic 
To  give  us  a  defcription  graphic 
Of  Dan's  large  nofe  in  modern  Sapphic  ; 
I  fpend  my  time  in  making  Sermons, 
Or  writing  libels  on  the  Germans, 
Or  muripuring  at  Whigs'  preferments. 

But  when  I  would  find  rhyme  for  Rochfort, 

And  look  in  Englifti,  French,  and  Scotch  for't, 

A)t  laft  I'm  fairly  forc'd  to  botch  for't. 

Bid  Lady  Betty  recoUeft  her. 

And  tell,  who  was  it  could  direct  her 

To  draw  tjie  face  of  fuch  a  fpeftre. 

I  muft  confefs,  that  as  to  me,  Sirs, 

Though  I  ne'er  faw  her  hold  the  Iciflars, 

I  now  ceuld  fafely  fwear  it  is  hers. 

'Tis  true  no  nofe  could  come  in  better  ; 

'Tis  a  vaft  fubjedl  ftuff'd  with  matter. 

Which  all  may  handle,  none  can  flatter. 

Take  courage,  Dan  ;  this  plainly  fliows,. 

That  not  the  wifeft  mortal  knows 

What  fovtune  may  befall  his  nofe. 

Shew  me  the  brighteft  Irifti  toaft. 

Who  from  her  lover  e'er  could  boaft 

Above  a  fong,  or  two  at  moft  ; 

For  thee  three  poets  now  are  drudging  all 

To  praife  the  cheeks,  chin, nofe,  the  bridge  audal^" 

Both  of  the  pid^uie  ftnd  the  original. 


s<r 
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Thy  nofc'sllength  ?.rd  i".;me  extend, 
So  far,  dear  Dan,  that  every  friend 
Tries  wlio  fliail  have  it  by  the  end. 

And  future  poet«,  as  they  rife, 
Shall  read  with  envy  and  furprife 
Thy  nofe  put-fliining  Ca;lia'§  eyes. 


Jon-  Swift. 


DAN  JACKSON'S  DEFENCE. 

"  My  verfe  little  better  you'll  find  than  my  face  is 
*j   A  word  to  the  wife — vt  pi£iurci pc'efisJ'' 

Three  merry  lads,  with  envy  ftung, 
Becnii'e  Dan's  face  is  better  hung, 
Combin'd  in  verfe  to  rhyme  it  down, 
And  in  its  place  fet  up  their  own; 
As  if  they'd  run  it  down  much  better 
By  number  of  their  feet  in  metre, 
Oi  that  its  red  did  caufe  their  fpite. 
Which  made  them  draw  in  black  and  white. 
T)t  that  as 'twill,  this  is  moft  true, 
They  were  infpir'd  by  what  they  drew. 
J^et  them  fuch  critics  know,  my  face 
Gives  them  their  comlinefs  and  grace : 
Whillt  every  line  of  face  does  bring 
A  line  of  grace  to  what  they  fing. 
But  yet  methinks,  though  with  clifgrace 
Eoth  to  the  piilure  and  the  face, 
I  fiiould  name  them  who  do  rehearfe 
The  ftcry  of  the  pidlure-farce  ; 
The  Squire,  in  French  as  hard  as  ftoiie, 
Or  ftrong  as  rock,  that's  all  as  one. 
On  face,  on  cards  is  very  brifk.  Sirs, 
•Becaufeon  them  you  play  at  whil'k,  Sirs. 
But  much  I  wonder,  why  my  crany 
Should  envy'd  be  by  De-el-any: 
And  yet  much  .more,  than  half-name  fake 
Should  join  a  party  in  the  freak  ; 
For  fure  I  am  it  was  not  fafe 
'Jhus  to  abufe  his  better  half. 
As  I  fliall  prove  you,  Dan,  to  be, 
JDi'vifitu  and  conjundlively. 
For  if  Dan  love  not  Sherry,  can 
Sherry  be  any  thing  to  Dan  ? 
Tbis  is  the  caie  whene'er  you  fee 
Dan  makes  nothing  of  Sherry; 
Or  ftiould  Dan  be  by  Sherry  o'erta'en, 
Tlicn  Dan  vyould  be  poor  Sherridane  ; 
'Tisliard  then  he  fliouid  be  decry'd 
By  Dan  with  Sherry  by  his  fide. 
But,  if  the  cafe  muft  be  fo  hard. 
That  fuccs  fuft'er  by  a  card, 
Let  critics  ccnliire,  what  care  I  ? 
Back-biters  oi:!y  we  defy  : 
Faces  are  fre^from  injury. 

MR.  ROCHFORT'S  REPLY. 


} 


You  fay  your  face  is  better  hung 

T  ban  ours— -by  what  ?   by  nofe  or  tongue  ? 

In  not  explaining,  you  are  vyrong 

to  us,  Sir. 
Jleraufe  we  thus  Tuuft  (late  the  cafe. 
That  you  have  got  a  "hanging  face, 
Th'  untimely  end's  a  damn'd  difgrace 

ofnocfc,  Sir. 


But  yet  be  not  caft  down  -f  I  {ec    ■       ■ 
A  weaver  will  your  hangman  be  ; 
You'll  only  hang  in  tapeflry 

with  many. 
And  then  the  ladies,  I  fuppofe. 
Will  praife  your  longitude  of  nofe, 
For  latent  charms  within  your  clothes, 

dear  Danny. 
Thus  will  the  fair  of  every  age 
From  all  parts  make  their  pilgrimage, 
Worfliip  thy  nofe  whh  pious  rage 

of  love,  Sir. 
All  their  region  will  be  fpent 
Abont  thy  woven  monument. 
And  not  one  orifon  be  fent 

to  Jove,  Sir. 
You  the  fam'd  idol  will  become. 
As  gardens  grac'd  in  ancient  Rome, 
by  matron's  worfhip'd  in  the  gloom 

of  night. 
O  happy  Dan  !  thrice  happy  fure  ! 
Thy  fame  for  ever  fliall  endure. 
Who  after  death  can  love  fecure 

at  fight;. 
So  far  I  thought  it  was  my  duty 
To  dwell  upon  thy  boafted  beauty  ; 
Now I'U proceed  a  word  or  tvvo  t'  ye, 

in  anfwer 
To  that  party  where  you  carry  on 
This  paradox,  that  rock  and  ftone 
In  your  opinion  are  all  one. 

How  c.tn.  Sir, 
A  man  of  reafoning  fo  profound, 
So  ftupidly  be  run  aground. 
As  things  fo  differently  to  confound 

t'  our  fenfcs  ? 
Except  you  judg'd  them  by  the  knock 
Of  near  an  equal  hardy  block: 
Such  an  experimental  ftroke 

convinces. 
Then  might  you  be, by  dint  of  reafon, 
A  proper  judge  on  this  occafion  ; 
'Gainft  feeling  there's  no  difputation, 

is  granted. 
Therefore  to  thy  fuperior  vv'it. 
Who  m.ade  the  trial,  a'.  c  fubmit ; 
Thy  head  to  prove  the  truth  of  it 

we  wanted. 
In  one  aflcrtion  you're  to  blame, 
Where  Dan  and  Sherry's  made  the  fame. 
Endeavouring  to  have  your  nam<^ 

refin'd,  Sir. 
You'll  fee  moft  grofsly  you  miftook  : 
If  you  confult  your  fpelling-book, 
(The  better  half  you  fay  you  took) 

you'll  find.  Sir, 
S,  H,  E,/.^— and  R,  I,  ?7, 
Both  put  together  niake  Sherry, 
D,  A,  N,  Lan — makes  up  the  three 

fyilablcs. 
Dn?!.  is  but  one,  and  Sherri  two  ; 
Then,  Sir,  your  choice  will  never  do  ; 
Therefore  I've  turn'd,  my  friend,  on  you 

the  tables. 
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DR.  DELANY'S  REPLY. 

Assist  rne,  my  Mufe,  whilft  I  labour  to  limn  him  : 
Credite,  Pi/ones,  ijli  tahulie  perjimilem. 
You  look  and  you  write  with  fo  different  a  grace, 
That  I  envy  your  verfe,  the'  I  did  not  your  face. 
And  to  him   that  thinks  rightly,  there's  realon 

enough, 
'Caufe  one  is  as  fmooth  as  the  other  is  rough. 
But  much  I'm  amaz'd  you  fhould  think  ray 

defign  quin  grin, 

Was  to  rhyme  down  your  nofe,  or  your  harle- 
Which  you  yourlelf  wonder  the  de'el  fliould 

malign. 

^nd  if  'tis  fo  ftrange,  that  yoiir  monfterfhip's  crany 
Should  be  envy'd  by  him.  much  lefs  by  Delany. 
Though  I  own  to  you,  when  Iconfider  it  ftridler, 
J  envy  the  painter,  although  not  the  pidlure. 
And  juftly  llie's  envy'd,  iince  a  fiend  of  Hell 
Was  never  drawn  right  bnt  by  her  and  Raphael, 
Next,  as  to  the  charge,  which  you  tell  us  is  true 
That  we  were  infpir'd  by  the  lubjedl  we  drew; 
Infpir'd  we  were,  and  well,  Sir,  you  knew  it. 
Yet  not  by  your  nofe,  but  the  fair  one  that  drew  it: 
Had  your  nofe  been  the  mufe,  wc  had  ne'er  be^n 

inipir'd, 
Though  perhaps  it  might  juftly  've  been  faid  we 

were  fir'd. 
As  to  the  divifion  of  words  in  your  ftaves, 
Like    my   countryman's    horn-comb,  into    three 

halves, 
I  meddle  not  with't,  but  prefume  to  make  merry. 
You  call'd  Dan  one  half,  and  t'other  half  Sherry  : 
Now  if  Dan's  a  half,  as  you  call 't  o'er  and  o'er, 
Then  it  can't  be  deny'd  that  Sherry's  two  more  : 
For  pray  give  me  leave  to  fay.  Sir,  for  all  you, 
That  Sherry's  at  leaft  of  double  the  value 
But  perhaps,  Sir  you  did  it  to  fill  up  the  verfe  : 
So  crowds  iu  a  concert  (like  adtors  in  farce) 
Play  two  parts  in  one,  when  fcrapers  are  fcarce 
But  be  that  as  'twill,  you'll  know  more  anon,  Sir, 
When  Sheridan  fends  to  Merry  Dan  anfwer. 

SHERIDAN'S  REPLY. 

Three  merry  lads  you  own  we  aye; 
'Tis  very  true,  and  free  from  care  j 
But  envious  we  cannot  bear, 

believe,  Sir. 
For,  vpere  all  forms  of  beauty  thine, 
Were  you  like  Nereus  foft  and  fine, 
We  lliould  not  in  the  leaft  repine, 

or  grieve,  Sir. 
Then  know  from  us,  moft  beauteous  Dan, 
That  roughnefs  beit  becomes  a  man  ; 
'Tis  women  lliould  be  pale  and  wan, 

,  and  taper. 

And  all  your  trifling  teaux  and  fops. 
Who  comb  their  brows,  and  fleek  their  chops, 
Are  but  the  offspring  of  toy-ftiops, 

meer  vapour. 
We  know  your  morning-hours  you  pafs 
'J"o  cull  and  gather  out  a  face-, 
Js  this  the  way  you  take  your  glafs  ? 

Forbear  it. 


;} 


Thofe  loads  of  paint  upon  your  toilet, 
Will  never  mend  your  face,  but  fpoil  it ; 
It  looks  as  if  you  did  par-boil  it ; 

Drink  clarfet« 
Your  cheeks,  by  flecking,  are  fo  lean, 
That  they're  like  Cynthia  in  the  wane. 
Or  brealt  of  goofe  when  'tis  pick'd  clean, 

or  pullet. 
See  what  by  drinking  you  have  done  s 
Y''ou've  made  your  phiz  a  fkeleton. 
From  the  long  diftance  of  your  crown 

t'  your  gullet  \ 

A    REJOINDER, 

BY  THE  DEAN,  I^f  JACKSON'S  NAME. 

Wearied  with  faying  grace  and  prayer, 
I  haften  down  to  country  air. 
To  read  your  anfwer  and  prepare, 

reply  to't. 
But  your  fair  lines  fo  grofsly  flatter, 
Pray  do  they  praife  me,  or  befpatter?    . 
I  mull  fuipecl  you  mean  the  latter — 

Ah!  fly-boot! 
It  muff  be  fo  !  what  elfe,  alas. 
Can  mean  by  culling  of  a  face, 
And  all  that  fluff  of  toilet,  glafs, 

and  box-comb  ? 
But  be't  as  'twill,  this  you  muft  grant, 
That  you're  a  dawb,  whilft  I  but  paint ; 
Then  which  of  us  two  is  the  quaint- 
er coxcomb 
I  value  not  your  jokes  of  noofe. 
Your  gibes,  and  all  your  foul  abufe, 
Pvlore  than  the  dirt  beneath  my  flioes, 

nor  fear  it. 
Yet  one  thing  vexes  me,  I  own, 
Thou  forry  fcare-crow  of  fkin  and  bone  ; 
To  be  call'd  lean  by  a  flieleton, 

who'd  bear  it  ? 
'Tis  true  indeed  to  curry  friends. 
You  feem  to  praife,  to  make  amends, 
And  yet,  before  your  ffanza  ends, 

you  fiout  me 
'Bout  latent  charms  beneath  my  cloaths ; 
For  every  one  that  knows  me  knows 
That  1  have  nothing  like  my  nofe 

about  mc 
I  pafs  now  where  you  fleer  and  laugh. 
'Caufe  I  call  Dan  my  better  half! 
Oh  there  you  think  you  have  me  fafe  ! 

•  But  hold,  Sir. 

Is  not  a  penny  often  found 
to  be  much  greater  than  a  pound  ? 
By  your  good  leave,  my  moft:  profound 

and  bold,  Sir, 
Dan's  noble  mettle,  Sherry  bafe  ; 
So  Dan's  the  better,  though  the  lefs ; 
An  ounce  of  gold's  worth  ten  of  brafs, 

dull  pedant! 
As  to  your  fpelling,  let  me  fee. 
If  SHE  makesyZ/er,  and  RI  makes  ry. 
Good  fpelUng-maller  1  your  crany 

has  lead  on't. 
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ANOTHER  REJOINDER, 

«T  THE  DEAN,  IN  JACKSON's  NAME- 

Three  days  for  anfwer  I  have  waited  ; 
I  thought  an  ace  you'd  ne'er  have  bated  ; 
And  art  thou  forc'd  to  yield,  ill-fated 

poetafter  ? 
Henceforth  acknowledge  that  a  nofe 
Of  thy  dimeiifion's  fit  for  profc  ; 
But  every  one  that  knows  Dan,  knows 

thy  roaftcr. 
Blufli  for  ill-fpelling,  for  ill  lines. 
And  fly  with  hurry  to  ramines ; 
Thy  fame,  thy  genius  now  declin«s, 

proud  boafter. 
1  hear  with  feme  concern  you  roar. 
And  flying  thinlc  to  quit  the  fcore 
Jy  clapping  billets  on  your  door     . 

and  polls,  Sir, 
Thyniin,  Tom,  I  never  meant ; 
I'm  griev'd  to  hear  your  banifhment, 
But  pleas'd  to  find  you  do  relent 

and  cry  on, 
I  maul'd  you,  when  you  look'd  fo  bluff, 
But  now  I'll  fecret  keep  your  ftuff ; 
For  know,  proftratiofl  is  enough 

to  th'  lion- 

SHERIDAN'S    SUBMISSION. 

BY  THE  DEAN. 

"  Cedo  jam,  miferx  cognofcens  prasmia  rixae, 

"  Sirifcaeft,ubi  tu  puUasego  vapulo  taptum." 
i 

POOR  Sherry,  inglorious. 
To  Dan  the  viftoiious, 
Prefents  as  'tis  fitting, 
Petition  and  greeting. 

TO  yoii  vidlorious  and  brave, 

Your  now-fubdued  and  fappliant  flave 

Moft  humbly  fues  for  pardon  ; 
Who  when  I  fought  dill  cut  me  down. 
And  when  I  vanifli'd  fled  the  town, 

Purfued  and  laid  me  hard  on. 

Now  lowly  crouch'd  I  cry  peccavi. 
And  proftrate  fupplicate  pour  ma  -vie  : 

Your  mercy  I  rely  on  ; 
Tor  you,  my  conqueror  and  my  king, 
In  prardoning  as  inpunifliing. 

Will  fliew  yourfelf  a  lion. 

Alas  I  Sir,  I  had  no  defigii,  « 

lut  was  unwarily  drawn  in  ; 

For  fpite  I  ne'er  had  any  : 
*Twas  the  damn'd  fquire  with  the  Jiard  name  ; 
The  de'el  too  that  ow'd  me  a  fli^me. 

The  devil  and  Delany  ; 
Tiiey  tempted  me  t*  attack  your  highnefs, 
And  then,  with  wonted  wile  and  flynefs, 

They  left  me  in  the  lurch  : 
Unhappy  wretch  !  for  now,  I  ween, 
I've  nothing  left. to  vent  my  fpleen 

But  ferula  and  birch : 
And  they,  alas  1  yield  fmall  relief, 
Seem  rather  to  renew  my  grief  j  ' 

My  wounds  bleed  ^U  asev/  ^ 


For  every  ftrake   goes  to  my  heart. 
And  at  each  larti  i  feel  the  fmart 
Of  lalli  laid  on  by  you. 

To  the  Rev.  DANIEL  JACKSON; 

To  be  humbly  prefented  by  Mr.  SnERiDAN  in 
Per/on,  ivith  Re/peii,  'Carc,ani^Spced. 

Dear  Dan. 
Here  I  return  my  truft,  nor  afk 

One  penny  for  remittance  ; 

If  I  have  well  perform'd  my  talk, 

.  Pray  fend  me  an  acquittance. 

Too  long  I  bore  this  weighty  pack, 

As  Hercules  the  (ky  ; 
Now  take  him  you,  Dan  Atlas,  back, 

Let  m«  be  ftander-by. 
Not  all  the  witty  things  you  fpeak 

In  compafs  of  a  day. 
Not  half  the  puns  you  make  a  week. 

Should  bribe  his  longer  ftay. 
With  me  you  left  him  out  at  nurfe, 

Yet  are  you  not  my  debtor  ; 
For,  as  he  hardly  can  be  worfe, 

I  ne'er  could  make  him  better. 
He  rhymes  and  puns,  and  puns  and  rhymes, 

Juft  as  he  did  before  ; 
And  when  he's  lafli'd  a  hnndred  times. 

He  rhymes  and  puns  the  more. 
When  rods  are  laid  on  fchool-boys  burn?. 

The  more  they  frifli  and  Ikip  : 
The  fchooLboy's  top  but  louder  hums. 

The  more  they  ule  the  whip. 
Thus,  a  lean  beaft  beneath  a  load 

(A  beaft  of  Irilh  breed) 
Will,  in  a  tedious,  du^ty  road, 

Outgo  the  prancing  fteed. 

You  knock  him  down  and  down  In  vaio. 

And  lay  him  flat  before  ye  ;  '^ 

For,  foon  as  he  gets  up  again. 

He'll  ftrut,  and  cry,  Victoria  .' 
At  every  Itroke  of  mine  he  fell  ; 

'Tis  true  he  roar'd  and  cry'd ; 
But  his  impenetrable  fliell 

Could  feel  no  harm  befide. 
The  tortoife  thus,  with  motion  flow. 

Will  clamber  up  a  wall ; 
Yet,  fenfelefs  to  the  hardeft  blow. 

Gets  nothing  but  a  fall. 

Dear  Dan,  then,  why  fliould  you  or  I, 

Attack  his  pericrany  ? 
And,  fince  it  is  in  vain  to  try, 

We'll  fend  him  to  Delany. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Lean  Tom,  when  I  faw  him,  laft  week,  on  his 

horfe  awry, 
Threaten'd  loudly  to  turn  me   to  ftone  with  his 

forcery. 
But,  I  think,  little  Dan,  that,  in  fpight  of  wha.£ 

our  foe  fays, 
He  wili  find  I  read  Ovid  and  his  Metamorphcifis* 
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Tov  omitting  the"  (firft  where  I  make  a  compari- 

lon, 
With  a  fort  of  aHufion  to  Putland  or  Harrifon) 
Yet,  by  niy  deicription,  you'll  lind  he  in  fliort  is 
A  pack  and  a.  garran,  a  top  and  a  toitoife. 
So  I  hope  from  henceforward  jou  ne'er  will  all:, 

can  I  maul 
This  teazing,  conceited,  rude,  infolent  animal  ? 
And,  if  this  rebuke  might  turn  to  his  benefit, 
(For  I  pity  the  man)  I  fliould  be  glad  then  of  it.  • 

TO  DR.  SHERIDAN, 

ON  HIS  '•   ART  OF  PUNNING." 

Had  I  ten  thoufand  mouths  and  tongueSy 
Had  I  ten  thoufand  pair  of  lu?igs. 
Ten  thoufand 7i-7-r//x  with  brains  to  think, 
T,en  thoufand 77rt«rf//Z?f  J  of  ink. 
Ten  thoufand  hands  and  pe7is,  to  write 
Thy  praife  Vdjludy  day  and  night. 
Oh  may  thy  Work  for  ever  hve  ! 
(Dear  Tom,  a  friendly  zeal  forgive) 
May  no  vile  mifcreant  faucy  Cook 
Prefume  to  tear  thy  learned  Book, 
H^ojinge  his  fowl  for  nicer  gueft. 
Or  pi7i  it  on  the  turkey^ s  breojl. 
Keep  it  from  pajly  bak'd  oYjiying, 
Tiom  broiling  flake,  or  ix\xxti%  frying^ 
From  lighting  pipe,  or  making  fnuff. 
Or  cafng  up  a  feather  muff; 
From  all  the  feveral  ways  the  Groc,er 
(Who  to  the  learned  world's  a  foe,  Sir) 
Has  found  in  twifling,  folding,  packing, 
His  brains  and  ours  at  once  a  racking. 
And  may  it  never  curl  the  head. 
Of  either  livi7ig  block  or  dead  ! 
Thus,  when  all  dangers  they  have  paft, 
Yonr  leo'ves,  like  lewves  ofbrafs,  fhall  laft. 
No  blaft  fhall  from  a  critic's  breath, 
py  vile  infeaion,  caufe  their  death, 
Till  they  mfia^nes  at  lafl  expire, 
4-nd  help  tofet  the  lucrld  on  fire. 

STELLA  TO  DR.  SWIFT, 

ON  HIS  BIRTH-DAY,  NOV.  30.  lyZI, 

St.  Patrick's  Dean,  your  country's  prjde, 

My  early  and  my  only  guide. 

Let  me  amoog  the  relt  attend, 

Your  pupil  and  your  humble  friend, 

To  celebrate  in  female  ftrains 

The  day  that  pai^  your  mother's  pains; 

Defcend  to  take  that  tribute  due 

In  gratitude  alone  to  you. 

When  men  began  to  call  me  fair, 
You  interpos'd  your  timely  care  ; 
You  early  taught  me  to  defpife 
The  ogling  of  a  coxcomb's  eyes; 
Show'd  where  my  judgment  was  mifplac'd  j 
Refin'd  my  fancy  and  my  tafte. 

Behold  that  beauty  juft  decay'd. 
Invoking  art  to  nature's  aid  : 
forfook  by  her  admiring  train, 
She  fpreads  her  tattcr'd  nets  in  vaio : 


Short  was  her  part  upon  the  ftage ; 

Went  fmoothly  on  for  half  a  page  ; 

Her  bloom  was  gone,  (lie  wanted  art, 

As  the  fcene  chang'd,  to  change  her  part  J 

She,  whom  no  lover  could  refift. 

Before  the  fecond  adl  was  hifs'd. 

Such  is  the  fate  of  female  race 

With  no  endowments  but  a  face  ; 

Before  the  thirtieth  year  of  life, 

A  maid  forlorn,  or  hated  wife. 

Stella  to  you,  her  tutor,  owes 
That  fhe  has  ne'er  refembled  thofc  ; 
Nor  was  a  burden  to  mankind 
With  half  her  courfe  of  years  behind, 
You  taught  how  I  might  youth  prolong,  i 

By  knowing  what  was  right  and  wrong  ; 
How  from  my  heart  to  bring  fupplies 
Of  luftre  to  my  fading  eyes ; 
How  foon  a  beauteous  mind  repairs 
The  lofs  of  chang'd  or  falling  hairs  ; 
How  wit  and  virtue  from  within 
Send  out  a  fmoothnefs  o'er  the  (kin : 
Your  leAures  could  my  fancy  fix. 
And  I  can  pleafe  at  thirty-fix. 
The  fight  of  Chloe  at  fifteen 
Coquetting,  gives  me  not  the  fpleen ; 
The  idol  now  of  every  fool. 
Till  time  fhall  make  their  pafTions  cool ; 
Then  tumbling  down  time's  fteepy  hill. 
While  Stella  holds  her  ftation  (lill. 
Oh  1  turn  your  precepts  into  laws^ 
Redeem  the  women's  ruin'd  caufe  ; 
Retrieve  lofl  empire  to  our  fex, 
That  men  may  bow  their  rebel  necks. 

Long  be  the  day  that  gave  you  birth. 
Sacred  to  frieiidfhip,  wit,  and  mirth  I 
Late  dying  may  you  caft  a  Ihred 
Of  your  rich  mantle  o'er  my  head  ; 
To  bear  with  dignity  my  forrow, 
One  day  alone,  then  die  to-morronv  .' 

TO   STELLA, 

ON  HER  BIRTH-DAY.       1721-2, 

While,  Stella,  to  your  lafting  praife. 
The  Mufe  her  annual  tribute  pays, 
While  I  aflign  myfelf  a  tafk 
Which  you  expedl,  but  fcorn  to  alk  j 
If  I  perform  this  tafk  with  pain, 
Let  me  of  partial  fate  complain ; 
You  every  year  the  debt  enlarge, 
I  grow  l«fs  equal  to  the  charge  .- 
In  you  each  virtue  brighter  Ihines, 
But  my  poetic  vein  declines  ; 
My  harp  will  foon  in  vain  be  ftrung, 
And  all  your  virtues  left  unfung  : 
For  none  among  the  upftart  race 
Of  poets  dare  affume  my  place; 
Your  worth  will  be  to  them  unknown. 
They  muft  have  Stella's  of  their  ownj 
And  thus,  my  ftock  of  wit  decay'd.J 
I  dying  leave  the  debt  unpaid, 
Unlefs  Delany,  as  my  heir. 
Will  anfwer  for  the  whole  arrear. 
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ON  THE  GREAT  BURIED  BOTTLE. 


BY    DR.    DELANY. 

Aj«rPHORA,  quae  mxftiim  linquis,  lastumque  revifes 
Arentem  dominum,  fit  libi  terra  levis.      [raor ; 

Tu  quoque  depolitum  lerves,  neve  opprime,  mar- 
Amphora  non  meruit  tam  pretiola  mori. 

EPITAPH,  BY  THE  SABfE. 

Hoc  tumulato  jacet  proles  Lentea  fepulchro, 
Immortale  genus,  nee  peritura  jacet ; 
Quin  oritura  iterum,  matris  concreditur  alvo  ; 
Bis  natum  referunt  te  quoque,  Bacche  Pater. 

STELLA'S    BIRTH ^DAY: 

A  great  Rattle  of  Wine,  /o;/g  buried,  being  that 
Day  dug  vp.     1 7 ■z 2-3. 

Resolv'd  my  annual  verfe  to  pay. 
By  beauty  bound,  on  Stella's  day, 
Furnifli'd  with  paper,  pens,  and  ink, 
I  gravely  fat  me  down  to  think  : 
I  bit  my  nails,  and  fcratch'd  my  head, 
Bat  found  my  wit  and  fancy  fled  : 
Or,  if  with  more  than  ufual  pain, 
A  thought  came  flowly  from  my  brain, 
Itcolf  me  Lord  knows  how  much  time 
To  fhape  it  into  fenfe  and  rhyme  : 
And,  what  was  yet  a  greater  curfe. 
Long  thinking  made  my  fancy  worfe. 

Forfaken  by  th'  infpiring  Nine, 
I  waited  at  Apollo'^s  fhrine  ; 
I  told  him  what  the  world  would  fay, 
if  Stella  were  unfuiig  to-day  ; 
How  1  ftiould  hide  my  bead  for  fliame. 
When  both  the  Jacks  and  Robin  came  ; 
Kow  Ford  would  frown,  how  Jim  would  leer ; 
How  Sheridan  the  rogue  would  fneer. 
And.  fwear  it  does  not  always  follow, 
ThatyfOTifi? '«  anno  ridet  Apollo. 
I  have  aiTar'd  them  twenty  times. 
That  Phoebus  help'd  me  in  my  rhymes ; 
Phoebus  iufpir'J  me  from  above, 
Aiid  he  and  1  were  hand  and  glove. 
But,  lir.dmg  me  fo  dull  and  dry  fince,  ' 
They'll  call  it  all  poetic  licence  ; 
And,  when  a  brag  of  aid  divine, 
'i'hink  Eufden^s  right  as  good  as  mine. 

Nor  do  I  alk  for  Stella's,  fake  ; 
Tis  my  own  credit  lies  at  (take  : 
And  Stella  will  be  fung,  while  I 
Can  only  be  a  llander-by. 

Apollo,  having  thought  a  little, 
Rcturn'd  this  anfwer  to  a  tittle. 

Though  yoiu  Ihould  live  like  old  M°thufalem, 
i  luinilb  hints,  and  you  fball  ufc  all  'em, 
You  yearly  fing  as  flie  grow^  old. 
You'd  leave  her  virtue  s  half  untold. 
But,  to  fay  truth,  fuch  dullnefs  reigns 
Through  the  whole  fet  of  Irilh  deans, 
I'm  d.iiiy  ^tunn'd  with  fuch  a  medley, 
Dean  W — ,Dpan  E! — ,  and  Dean  Smedley, 
That,  let  what  Dean  foever  come. 
My  orders  are,  Fm  not  at  home  ; 
And,  if  your  voire  had  not  been  loud, 
you  niuil  have  pafs'd  among  the  crowd. 


But  now,  your  danger  to  prevent. 
You  mult  apjjly  to  Mrs.  Brent; 
For  Ihe,  as  prieftefs,  knows  the  rites 
Wherein  the  god  oi earth  delights, 
Firft,  nine  ways  looking,  let  her  ftancl 
With  an  old  poker  in  her  hand  ; 
Let  her  defcribe  a  circle  round 
In  Saunders'  cellar,  on  the  ground  : 
A  fpade  let  prudent  Archy  hold, 
And  with  difcretioii  dig  the  mould  ; 
Let  Stella  look  with  watchful  eye, 
Rebecca,  Ford,  and  Grattans  by. 

Behold  the  bottle,  where  it  lies 
With  neck  elated  towards  the  Ikies  I 
The  god  of  v/inds  and  god  of  fire 
Did  to  its  wondrous  birth  confpire  ; 
And  Baschus,  for  the  poet's  ufe, 
Pour'd  in  a  ftrong  infpiring  juice. 
.  See  !  as  you  raife  it  from  its  tomb, 
It  drags  behind  a  fpacious  womb, 
And  in  the  fpacious  womb  contains 
A  fovereign  medicine  for  the  brains. 

You'll  find  it  foon,  if  fate  confents ; 
If  not,  a  thoufand  Mrs.  Brents, 
Ten  thoufand  Archys  arm'd  with  fpades. 
May  dig  m  vain  to  Pluto's  Ihades. 

From  thence  a  plenteous  draught  infufe, 
And  boldly  then  invoke  the  Mufe 
(But  firft  let  Robert,  on  his  knees, 
Witli  caution  drain  it  from  thee  lees)  : 
The  Mufe  will  at  your  call  appear. 
With  Stella's  praife  to  crown  the  year. 

A   SATIRICAL   ELEGY 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  LATE  FAMOUS  GENERA!., 

His  Grace  !  impoffible  I  what  dead  ! 
Of  old  age  too,  and  in  his  bed  ! 
And  could  that  mighty  warrior  fall, 
And  fo  inglorious,  after  all ! 
Well,  fince  he's  gone,  no  matter  how, 
The  laft  loud  trump  muft  wake  him  now  : 
And,  trufl  me,  as  the  noife  grows  ftronger, 
He'd  wifli  to  fleep  a  little  longer. 
And  could  he  be  indeed  fo  old 
As  by  the  news-papers  we  're  told  ? 
Threefcore,  I  think  is  pretty  high  ; 
'Twas  time  in  confcience  he  fliould  die  L 
This  world  he  cumber'd  long  enough  ; 
He  burnt  his  candle  to  the  fnuff; 
And  that's  the  reafon  fome  folks  think, 
He  left  behin(!^/o  great  a  f-r-k. 
Behold  his  funeral  appear,':, 
Nor  widow's  fighs,  nor  orphan's  tears, 
Wont  at  fuch  times  each  heart  to  pierce, 
Attend  the  progrefs  of  his  herfe. 
But  wliat  of  that  ?  his  friends  may  fay, 
He  had  thufe  honours  in  his  day. 
True  to  his  profit  and  his  pride, 
He  made  them  weep  before  lie  ily'd. 
Come  hither,  all  ye  empty  things  \ 
Ye  bubbles  rais'd  by  breath  of  kings  1 
Who  float  upon  the  tide  of  fl^ate  ; 
Come  hither,  and  behold  your  fate  ; 
Let  pride  be  taught  by  this  rebuke, 
Hqw  very  me?.r,  a  thing  's  a  Puke ; 
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From  all  his  ill-got  honour's  flung, 
Turn'd  to  that  dirt  from  whence  he  fprung. 

DEAN  SMEDLEY's  PETITION  TO   THE 
DUKE  OF  GRAFTON. 


"  Non  domus  aut  fundus — " 


HOR. 


It  was,  my  lord,  the  dextrous  fliift 
Of  t'other  Jonathan,  viz.  Swift ; 
But  now  St.  F'vtrick's  faucy  dean, 
With  fdver  verge  and  furphce  clean, 
Of  Oxford,  or  of  Ormond's  grace, 
In  loofer  rhyme  to  beg  a  place. 
A  place  he  got,  yclept  ajla/l. 
And  eke  a  thouGmd  pounds  withal ; 
And,  were  he  a  lefs  witty  writer. 
He  might  as  well  have  got  a  mitre. 

Thus  I  the  Jonathan  of  Clogher, 
In  humble  lays  my  thanks  to  offer. 
Approach  your  grace  with  grateful  heart, 
My  thanks  and  verfe  both  void  of  art, 
Content  with  what  your  bounty  gave, 
No  larger  income  do  I  crave  ; 
Rejoicing  that,  in  better  times, 
Grafton  requires  my  loyal  lines. 
Proud  !  while  my  patron  is  polite, 
I  likewife  to  the  patriot  write  ! 
Proud  !  that  at  once  I  can  commend 
King  George's  and  the  Mufes'  friend  I 
Endear'd  to  Britain  ;  and  to  thee 
(Disjoin'd,  Hibernia,  by  the  fea) 
Endear'd  by  twice  three  anxious  years, 
Employ'd  in  guardian  toils  and  cares; 
By  love,  by  wifdom,  and  by  Ikill ; 
For  he  has  fav'd  thee  'gainft  thy  will. 

But  where  fliall  Smediey  make  hi»  neft, 
And  lay  his  wandering  head  to  reft  ? 
MTiere  fliall  he  find  a  decent  houfe, 
To  treat  his  friends  and  cheer  his  fpoufe  ? 
Oh  !  tack,  my  lord,  fome  pretty  cure  ; 
In  wholefome  foil,  and  Jether  pure  ; 
The  garden  ftor'd  with  artlefs  flowers, 
In  either  angle  fliady  bowers. 
No  gay  parterre,  with  coftly  green, 
Within  the  ambient  hedge  be  feen : 
Let  Nature  freely  take  her  courfe, 
Nor  fear  from  me  ungrateful  force  ; 
Noflieers  Ihall  check  her  fprouting  vigour,1 
Nor  fliape  the  yews  to  antic  figure  : 
A  limpid  brook  fliall  trout  fupply, 
In  May,  to  take  the  mimic  fly  ; 
Rpund  a  fmall  orchard  may  it  run, 
Whofe  apples  redden  to  the  fun. 
Let  all  be  fnug  and  warm,  and  neat ; 
For  fifty  turn'd  a  I'afe  retreat. 
A  little  Eufton  may  it  be, 
•'Eufton  I'll  crave  on  every  tree. 
But  then,  to  keep  it  in  repair, 
My  lord — tiv ice  fifty  pounds  z.  year 
Will  barely  do  ;  but  if  your  grace 
Could  make  them  himdreds — charming  place 
lliou  then  would'ft  fliow  another  face. 

Clogher  !  far  nortli,  my  lord,  it  lies, 
■  Midft  Inowy  hills,  inclement  flcies ; 
One  fliivers  with  the  ardtic  wind  ; 
Oiie  hears  the  polar  axis  grind. 
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Good  John  •  indeed,  with  b.eef  and  claret. 
Makes  the  place  warm  that  one  may  bear  it, 
He  has  a  purfe  to  keep  a  table, 
And  eke  a  foul  as  hofpitable. 
My  heart  is  good  ;  but  afTets  fail, 
To  fight  with  ftorms  of  fnow  and  hail. 
Befides  the  country's  thin  of  people. 
Who  feldom  meet  but  at  the  lte«ple  : 
The  flirapping  dean,  that's  gone  to  Down, 
Ne'er  nam'd  the  thing  without  a  frown  ; 
When,  much  fatigu'd  with  fermon-ftudy. 
He  felt  his  brain  grow  dull  and  muddy; 
No  fit  companion  could  be  found. 
To  pufli  the  lazy  bottle  round  ; 
Sure  then,  for  want  of  better  folks 
To  pledge,  his  clerk  was  orthodsx. 

Ah  !  how  unlike  to  Gerard-ftreet, 
Where  beaux  and  belies  in  parties  meet ; 
Where  gilded  chairs  and  coaches  throng, 
Andjoflile  asthey  trowl  along: 
Where  tea  and  coffee  hourly  flow. 
And  gape-feed  does  in  plenty  grow ; 
And  Griz  (no  clock  more  certain)  cries, 
£xa£l  at  feven,  "  Hot  mutton-pies  !" 
There  lady  Luna  in  her  fphere 
Once  flione,  when  Paunceforth  was  not  near ; 
But  now  flie  wanes,  and,  as  'tis  faid. 
Keeps  fober  hours,  and  goes  to  bed. 
There — but  'tis  endlefs  to  write  down 
All  the  amufements  of  the  town  ; 
And  fpoufe  will  think  herfelf  quite  und«ne. 
To  trudge  to  Connor  f  from  fweet  London  ; 
And  care  we  muft  our  wives  to  pleafe. 
Or  elfe — we  fliall  be  ill  at  eafe. 

You  fee,  my  lord,  what  'tis  I  lack ; 
'Tis  only  fome  convenient  tack, 
Some  parfonage. houfe,  with  garden  fwect, 
To  be  my  late,  my  laft  retreat ; 
A  decent  church  clofe  by  its  fide. 
There  preaching,  praying,  to  refide  ; 
And,  as  my  time  fecurely  rolls, 
To  fave  my  own,  and  other  fouls.  g^, 

THE  duke's  answer. 

BY  DR.  SWIFT.  ' 

Dear  Smed,  I  read  thy  brilliant  lines, 

Where  wit  in  all  its  glory  fliines ; 

Where  compliments,  with  all  their  pride, 

Are  by  their  numbers  dignified  : 

I  hope  to  make  you  yet  as  clean 

As  that  fame  Viz.  St.  Patrick's  dean. 

I'll  give  thee  furj^ lire,  verge,  ■antXJiall,  "* 

And  may  be  fomething  elfe  withal ; 

And,  were  you  not  fo  good  a  writer, 

I  fliould  prefent  you  with  a  mitre. 

Wjite  worfe  then,  if  you  can — Be  wiie— 

Believe  me,  'tis  the  luay  t»  rife. 

Talk  not  of  making  of  thy  ne'ji  : 

Ah  '■    never  lay  thy  head  to  reft  1 

That  head  fo  well  ivitb  luifdom  fraught. 

That  ivrites  loithont  the  toil  of  thought  I 

*  Bipop  Sterne. 

t  Ihe  bijhoprick  of  Connor  is  united  to  that  of 
Down;  but  there  are  two  deans- 
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While  others  rack  their  bufy  brains, 
You  are  not  in  the  leaft  at  pains. 
Down  to  your  deanry  now  repair. 
And  build  a  caflle  in  the  air. 
I'm  fure  a  man  of  your  fine  fenfe 
Can  do  it  with  a  fmall  expence. 
There  your  dear  fponfe  and  you  together 
May  breathe  your  bellies  full  of  <ether- 
When  lady  Luna  is  your  neighbour, 
She'll  help  your  nvife  when  Ihe's  in  labour ; 
Well  fkill'd  in  midwife  artifices, 
For  (he  herfelfoft'yij///  in  pieces. 
There  you  lliall  fee  a  raree-JIjoiv 
Will  make  you  fcorn  this  -ujorld  below. 
When  you  behold  the  milky  way, 
As  white  as  fnow,  »s  bright  as  day  ; 
The  glittering  conftellations  roll 
About  the  grinding  Ardtic  pole  ; 
-The  lovely  tingling  in  your  ears, 
Wrought  by  the  mufic  of  the  fpheres— 
"Your  fpoufe  fhall  then  no  longer  hedlor. 
You  need  not  fear  a  curtain-le<flure  ; 
Nor  fliall  flie  think  that  (lie  is  undone 
Tot  quitting  Jier  belov'd  London. 
When  (he's  exalted  in  the  fkies, 
She'll  never  tliink  of  mutton-pies  ; 
When  you're  advanc'd  above  dean  Via?, 
You'll  never  think  of  goody  Griz. 
But  ever,  ever,  live  at  eafe, 
And  ftrive,  and  ftrive,  your  nvife  to  plea/e  ; 
In  her  you'll  centre  all  your  joys. 
And  get  ten  thoufand  girls  and  boys  : 
Ten  thoufand  girls  and  boys  you'll  get. 
And  they  like  (tars  (hall  ri/e  And  fet ; 
While  yo2/  andfpovfe,  transform'^,  (liall  foon 
Be  a  neivfun  and  a  ne'vj  moon : 
Nor  (hall  you  ftrive  your  horns  to  hide, 
For  then  your  horns  (liall  be  your  pride. 


VERSES  BY  STELLA. 

If  it  be  true,  celeftial  Powers, 

That  you  have  form'd  me  fair, 
And  yet,  in  all  my  vaineft  hours. 

My  mind  has  been  my  care  ; 
Then,  in  return,  I  beg  this  grace, 

As  you  were  ever  kind, 
What  envious  Time  takes  frooi  my  face, 

Beftow  upon  my  mind  ■' 


JEALOUSY.    BY  THE  SAME  •. 

0  SHIELD  me  from  his  rage,  celeftial  Powers; 
This  tyrant  that  imbitters  all  my  hours  ! 

Ah,  Love  !  you've  poorly  play'd  the  hero's  part : 
You  conquer'd,  but  you  can't  defend  my  heart. 
When  firlt  I  bent  beneath  your  gentle  reign, 

1  thought  this  monfter  banifli'd  from  your  train  : 
But  you  would  raife  him  to  fupport  yuur  throne  ; 
And  now  he  claims  your  empire  as  his  own. 

Or  tell  me,  tyrants  !   have  you  both  agreed, 
That  where  one  reigns,  the  other  (hall  fucceed  ? 


*  On  the  publication  of  "  Cfldenus  and  Va- 
•'  neja." 


DR.  DELANY'S  VILtA. 

Would  yon  that  Delville  I  defcribc  ? 
Believe  me,  Sir,  I  will  not  gibe  i 
For  who  would  be  fatirical 
Upon  a  thing  fo  very  fmall  ? 

You  fcarce  upon  the  borders  enter. 
Before  you're  at  the  very  centre. 
A  fingle  crow  can  make  it  night, 
When  o'er  your  farm  (lie  takes  her  flight : 
Yet,  in  this  narrow  compafs,  we 
Obferve  a  vafl:  variety  ; 
Both  walks,  walls,  meadows,  and  parterre*, 
Windows  and  doors,  and  rooms  and  ftairs. 
And  hills  and  dales,  and  woods  and  fields, 
And  hay,  and  grafs,  and  corn,  it  yields ; 
All  to  your  haggard  brought  lb  cheap  in. 
Without  the  mowing  or  the  reaping  : 
A  razor,  though  to  fay't  I'm  loth. 
Would  fliave  you  and  your  meadows  both. 

Though  fmall's  the  farm,  yet  here's  a  houfe 
Full  large  to  entertain  a  moufe. 
But  where  a  rat  is  dreaded  more 
Than  favage  Caledonian  boar; 
For,  if  it's  enter'd  by  a  rat, 
There  is  no  room  to  bring  a  cat. 

A  little  rivulet  feems  to  (teal 
Down  through  a  thing  you  call  a  vale. 
Like  tears  adown  a  wrinkled  check. 
Like  rain  along  a  blade  of  leek  ; 
And  this  you  call  your  fweet  meander^ 
Which  might  be  fuck'd  up  by  a  gander. 
Could  he  but  force  his  nether  hill 
To  I'coop  the  channel  of  the  lill  : 
For  lure  you'd  make  a  mighty  clutter, 
Were  it  as  big  as  city-gutter. 

Next  come  I  to  your  kitchen-garden. 
Where  one  poor  moufe  would  fare  but  hard  irt ; 
And  round  this  garden  is  a  walk. 
No  longer  than  a  tailor's  chalk  : 
Thus  I  compare  what  (pace  is  in  it, 
A  fnail  creeps  roun'l  it  in  a  iliinute. 
One  lettuce  makes  a  (liift  to  fqueeze 
Up  through  a  tuft  you  call  your  trees ; 
And,  once  a  year,  a  lingle  rofe 
Peeps  from  the  bud,  but  never  blows ; 
In  vain  then  you  expeifl  its  bloom  ! 
It  cannot  blo^vfor  want  of  room. 

In  (liort,  in  all  your  boafted  feat. 
There's  nothing  but  yourfelf  that's  gr£at. 


ON  ONE  OF  THE  WINDOWS  AT  DEL- 
VILLE. 

A  BARD,  grown  defirous  of  faving  his  pelf. 

Built  a  houfe  he  was  fure  would  hold  none  but 

himlelf. 
This  enrag'd  god  Apollo,  who  Mercury  fent. 
And  bid  him  go  a(k  what  his  votary  meant. 
"  Some  foe  to  my  empire  has  been  his  advifer  : 
"  'Tis  of  dreadful  portent  when    a   poet   turn* 

mifer ! 
"  Tell  him,  Hermes,  from  me,  tell  thatfubjedt 

"  of  mine, 
"  I  have  fworn  by  the  Styx  to  defeat  his  defign  i 
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/*  Tot  wherever  he  lives,  the  Mufef  fnall  reign  ; 
"  And  the  Mufes,  he  knows,  have  a  numerous 
"  train." 

CARBERI^  RUPES, 

IN    COMtTATU    CORGAGENSI.       1723. 

EccE  ingens  fragmen  fcopuli,  quod  vertice  fummo 
Defuper  impendet,  nuUo  tundamine  nixum 
Decidit  in  fluftus  :  maria  undique  St  undique  faxa 
Horrifono  ftridore  tonant,  et  ad  xthcra  murmur 
Zrigitur ;  trepidatque  fuis  Neptunus  in  undis. 
Nam,  longa  venti  rabiae,  atque  afpergine  crebrS 
JEquorei  laticis,  fpicus  imi  rupe  cavatur : 
Jam  ultura  ruit,  jam  fumma  cacumina  nutant; 
Jam  cadit  in  prseceps  moles,  et  verberat  undas. 
Attonitus  credas,  hinc  dejecifle  Tonantera 
Montibus  impofitos  montes,  et  Pelion  altum 
In  capita  anguipedum  coelo  jaculaffe  gigantum. 

Saepe  etiam  fpelunca  immani  aperitur  hiatu 
Sxefa  e  fcopulis,  et  utrinque  foramina  pandit, 
Hinc  atque  hinc  a  ponto  ad  pontumpervia  Phoebo- 
Cautibus  enorme  jundlis  laquearia  tefti 
Fornaantur;  moles  olim  ruitura  fuperne. 
Fornice  fublimi  nidos  pofuere  palumbes, 
Inque  imo  ftagni  pofuere  cubilia  phocs. 

Sed,  cum  faevit  hyems,  et  venti,  carcere  rupto, 
Immenfos  volvunt  fluClus  ad  culmina  mentis; 
Kon  obfeflae  arces,  non  fulmina  vindice  dextr^ 
Mifla  Jovis,  quoties  inimicas  faevit  in  urbes, 
Exjequant  foiiitum  undarum,  veniente  procellS  : 
Littora  littoribus  reboant ;  vicinia  late. 
Gens  afTueta  mari,  et  pedibus  percurrere  rapes, 
Terretur  tamen,  et  longe  fugit,  arva  relinquens. 

Gramina  dum  carpunt  pendentes  rupe  capella, 
Vi  falientis  aque  de  fummo  prscipitantur, 
Et  dukes  animas  imo  fub  gurgite  linqurtnt. 

Pifcator  terxa  non  audet  vellere  funem  ; 
Sed  latet  in  portu  tremebundus,  et  aera  fudum 
Haud  fperans,  Nereum  precibus  votifque  fatigat. 

CARBERY  ROCKS, 

TRANSLATED    BY    DR.    DUNKIN. 

Lo  !  from  the  top  of  yonder  eliff,  that  fhrouds 
Its  airy  head  amidft  the  azure  cloiids. 
Hangs  a  huge  fragment ;  deftitute  of  props, 
Prone  on  the  waves  the  rocky  ruin  drops  ; 
With  hoarfe  rebuff  the  fwelling  feas  rebound, 
From  fliore  to  fliore  the  rocks  return  the  found  : 
The  dreadful  murmur  heaven's  high  convex  cleaves. 
And  Neptune  fhrinks  beneatlc.  his  fubjedl  waves ; 
For  long  the  vChirling  winds  and  beating  tides 
Had  fcoop'd  a  vault  into  its  nether  fides. 
Now  yields  the  bafe,  the  fummits  nod,  now  urge 
Their    headlong    courfe,    and  lafli  the  fouading 

furge. 
Not  louder  noife  could  (hake  the  guilty  world. 
When    Jove    heap'd   mountains  upon  mountains 

hurl'd ; 
Retorting  Pelion  from  his  dread  abode. 
To  crufli  Earth's,  rebel-fons  beneath  the  load. 

Oft'  too  with  hideous  yawn  the  cavern  wide 
Prefents  an  orifice  on  either  fide, 
A  difmal  orifice,  from  fea  to  fea 
Extended,  pervious  to  the  God  of  Day ; 


Uncouthly  join'd,  the  rocks  ftupendous  form 
An  arch,  the  ruin  of  a  future  ftorm  : 
High  on  the  cliff  their  nefts  the  Woodquefts  make. 
And  Sea-calves  ftable  in  the  oozy  lake. 

But  when  bleak  "Winter  with  his  fullen  train 
Awakes  the  winds  to  vex  the  watery  plain  ; 
When  o'er  the  craggy  fteep  without  control. 
Big  with  the  blaft,  the  raging  billows  roll ; 
Not  towns  beleaguer'd,  not  the  flaming  brand. 
Darted  from  Heaven  by  Jove's  avenging  hand. 
Oft'  as  on  impious  men  his  wrath  he  pours, 
Humbles  their  pride, and  blafts  their  gilded  tower?. 
Equal  the  tumult  of  this  wild  uproar  : 
Waves  rufh  o'er  waves,  rebellows  fliore  to  Oiore. 
The  neighbouring  race,  though  wont  to   brave 

the  Ihocks 
Of  angry  feas,  and  run  along  the  rocks. 
Now  pale  with  terror,  while  the  ocean  foams. 
Fly  far  and  wide,  nor  truft  their  native  homes. 

The  goats,  while  pendent  from  themountain-to^ 
The  wither'd  herb  improvident  they  crop, 
Wafh'd  down  the  precipice  with  fudden  fweep. 
Leave  their  fweet  lives  beneath  th'  unfathom'd 
deep. 

The  frighted  fiflier,  with  defponding  eyes, 
Though  fafe,  yet  trembling  in  the  harbour  lies. 
Nor  hoping  to  behold  the  Ikies  ferene. 
Wearies  with  vows  the  monarch  of  the  mala. 

UPON  THE  HORRID  PLOT  DISCOVERE» 
BY  HARLEQUIN, 

THE  BISHOP  OF-ROCHESTER'S  FRElfCH  DOG  *, 

In  a  Dialogue  between  a  Whig  and  a  Tory,  1723V 

I  ask'd  a  Whig  the  other  night. 
How  came  this  wicked  plot  to  light  ? 
He  anfwer'd,  that  a  dog  of  late 
Inform'd  a  minifter  of  ftate. 
Said  I,  from  thence  I  nothing  know; 
For  are  not  all  informers  fo  ? 
A  villain  who  his  friend  betrays. 
We  flyle  him  by  no  other  phrafe  ; 
And  fo  a  perjur'd  dog  denotes 
Porter,  and  Prendergaft,  and  Gates, 
And  forty  others  I  could  name. 

IVhig.  But,  you  muft  know,  this  dog  was  lamC/ 

Tory.  A  weighty  argument  indeed  ! 
Your  evidence  was  lame  :~-proceed  : 
Come,  help  your  lame  dog  o'er  the  Jlyle. 

Whig.  Sir,  you  miftake  me  all  this  while  : 
I  mean  a  dog  (without  a  joke) 
Can  howl,  and  bark,  but  never  fpoke. 

Tory.  I'm  ftill  to  fpeak,  which  dog  you  mean; 
Whether  cur  Plunkeit,  or  whelp  Skean, 
An  Englifli  or  an  Irifli  hound  ; 
Or  t'other  puppy,  that  was  drown'd  ; 
Or  Mafon,  that  abandon'd  bitch  : 
Then  pray  be  free,  and  tell  me  which : 
For  every  ftander-by  was  marking 
That  all  the  noife  they  made  was  barking,  \ 

You  pay  them  well ;  the  dogs  have  got 
Their  dog-heads  in  a  porridge  pot : 


See  thf  "  State  Trials,"  Vd.  VI, 
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And  'twas  but  juft  ;  for  wife  men  fay, 
That  eiiery  dog  muji  have  his  day. 
D»g  Walpole  laid  a  quart  of  nog  on't. 
He'd  either  make  a  hog  or-  dog  on't  ; 
And  look'd,  fince  he  has  got  his  wifli. 
As  if  he  had  thrown  down  a  difb. 
Yet  this  I  dare  foretel  you  from  it. 
He'll  fuon  return  to  his  own  vomit. 

IVhig.  B<*fides,  this  horrid  plot  was  found 
By  Neynoe,  after  he  was  drown'd. 

Tory.  Why  then  the  proverb  is  not  right, 
Since  you  can  teach  dead  dogs  to  bite. 

IFhig.  I  prov'd  ray  propofition  full : 
But  Jacobites  arc  ftrangely  dull. 
Now  let  me  teli  you  plainly,  Sir, 
Our  witnefs  is  a  real  cur, 
A  dog  of  fpirit  for  his  years, 
Has  twice  two  le^s,  two  hanging  ears ; 
His  name  is  Harlequin,  I  wot. 
And  that's  a  name  in  every  plot  : 
Refolv'd  to  fave  the  Bntifli  nation, 
Though  French  by  birth  and  education  ; 
His  correfpondence  plainly  dated, 
Was  all  decypher'd  and  tranjlatcd :  < 

His  anfwers  were  exceeding  pretty 
Before  the  fccret  wife  committee  : 
Confefs'd  as.plain  as  he  could  bark. ; 
Then  with  his  fore-foot  fet  his  mark- 

Tory-  Then  all  this  while  have  I  been  bubbled, 
I  thought  it  was  a  dog  in  doublet  : 
The  matter  now  no  longer  Iticks  ; 
For  ftatefraen  never  want  dog-tricks. 
But  fince  it  was  a  real  cur. 
And  not  a  dog  in  metaphor, 
I  give  you  joy  of  the  report. 
That  he's  to  have  a  place  at  court. 

Whig.  Yes,  and  a  place  he  will  grow  rich  in  ; 
A  turn-fpit  in  the  royal  kitchen. 
Sir,  to  be  plain,  I  tell  you  what. 
We  had  occalion  for  a  plot : 
And,  when  vye  found  the  rfo_§- begin  it, 
We  guefs'd  the  bilhop's  foot  was  in  it. 

Tory.  I  own  it  was  a  dangerous  proje(fl ; 
And  you  have  prov'd  it  by  dog-logic. 
Sure  Uich  intelligence  between 
A  dcg  and  biiTiop  ne'er  was  feen, 
Till  you  began  to  change  the  breed ; 
Yflur  bifliops  all  are  dogs  indeed  ! 


STELLA  AT  WOOD-PARK. 

A  Houfe  of  Charles  Ford,  Efq.  near  Dublin.  17  23. 

"  — Cuicumque  nocere  volebat, 
"  Vertimenta  dabat  pretiofa." 

Don  Carlos  in  a  merry  fpigtit, 
Did  Stella  to  his  houfe  invite  ; 
He  entertain'd  her  half  a  year 
With  generous  wines  and  coftly  cheer. 
Don  Carlos  made  her  chief  direcftor. 
That  Ihe  might  o'er  the  fervants  heclor. 
In  half  a  week  the  dame  grew  nice. 
Got  all  tilings  at  the  higheft  price : 
Now  at  the  table-head  fie  fits, 
Prefcnted  with  the  niceit  bits; 


She  look'd  on  partridges  with  fcorn. 

Except  they  talted  of  the  corn ; 

A  haunch  of  venifon  made  her  fweat, 

Unlefs  it  had  the  right  fumette. 

Don  Carlos  earneftly  would  beg. 

Dear  madam,  try  this  pigeon's  leg; 

Was  happy,  when  he  could  prevail 

To  make  her  only  touch  a  quail. 

Through  candle-light  flie  view'd  the  wine. 

To  fee  that  every  glafs  was  fine. 

At  laft,  grown  prouder  than  the  devil 

With  feeding  high  and  treatment  civil, 

Don  Carlos  now  began  to  find 

Kis  malice  work  as  he  defigu'd. 

The  winter-fky  began  to  frown ; 

Poor  Stella  muft  pack  off  to  town  : 

From  purling  ftreams  and  fountains  bubbling. 

To  Liffy's  ftinking  tide  at  Dublin  ; 

From  wholefome  exercife  and  air, 

To  foffing  in  an  eafy  chair  ; 

From  ftoraach  (harp,  and  hearty  feeding, 

To  piddle  like  a  lady  breeding ; 

From  ruling  there  the  houfehold  fingly, 

To  be  direcled  here  by  Dingley  •  ; 

From  every  day  a  lordly  banquet. 

To  half  a  joint,  and  God  be  thanked ; 

From  every  meal  Pontack  in  plenty, 

To  half  a  pint  one  day  in  twenty  ; 

From  Ford  attending  at  her  call. 

To  vifits  of 

From  Ford  who  thinks  of  nothing  mean, 
To  the  poor  doings  of  the  Dean  ;     . 
From  growing  richer  with  good  cheer, 
To  running-out  by  ftarving  here. 

But  now  arrives  thedifmal  day; 
She  muft  return  to  Ormond  Quay  f . 
The  coachman  ftopt ;  flie  louk'd,  and  fwore 
The  rafcal  had  miftook  the  door  : 
At  coming  in,  you  faw  her  ftoop  ; 
The  entry  brufh'd  againft  her  hoop  : 
Each  moment  rifing  in  her  airs. 
She  curft  the  narrow  winding  flairs  ;  » 

Began  a  thoufand  faults  to  fpy  : 
The  cieling  hardly  fix  feet  high ; 
The  fmutty  waitifcoat  full  of  cracks; 
And  half  the  chairs  with  broken  backs: 
Her  quarter's  out  at  Lady-day  ; 
She  vows  llie  will  no  longer  flay 
In  lodgings  like  a  poor  Grizette, 
While  there  are  lodgings  to  be  let. 

Howe'er  to  keep  lier  fpirits  up. 
She  lent  for  company  to  fup  : 
When  all  the  while  yuu  might  remark, 
She  ftrove  in  vain  to  ape  Wood-park. 
Two  bottles  call'd  for  (half  her  Itore  ; 
The  cupboard  could  contain  but  four)  : 
A  fupper  worthy  of  herftlf. 
Five  nothings  in  five  plates  oi  delf. 

Thu^  for  a  week  the  farce  went  on  y 

When,  all  her  country-favings  gone. 
She  fell  into  her  former  fcene, 
Small  beer,  a  herring,  and  the  Dean. 

Thus  far  in  jeft  :  though  now,  I  fear. 
You  think  my  jelling  too  fevere  ; 

"  The  conftatU  companion  of  Stella. 
f  IVberetbe  two  ladies  Ldged. 
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But  poets,  when  a  hint  is  new. 
No  matter  whether  falfe  or  true  ; 
Yet  raillery  gives  no  offence, 
Where  truth  has  not  the  leaft  pretence  ; 
Nor  can  be  more  fecurely  jilac'd 
Than  on  a  nymph  of  Stella's  tafte. 
I  muft  confefs,  your  wine  and  vittla 
I  was  too  hard  upon  a  li^le  : 
Your  table  neat,  your  lirien  fine  ; 
And,  though  in  miniature,  you  fhine  : 
Yet,  when  you  iigh  to  Iciive  Wood-park, 
The  fcene,  the  welcome,  and  the  fpark, 
To  languifli  in  this  odious  town, 
And  pull  your  haughty  ftomach  down; 
We  think  you  quite  miltake  the  cafe, 
The  virtue  lies  not  in  the  place  : 
For,  though  my  raillery  were  true, 
A  cottage  is  Wood-park  with  you. 

COPY  OF  THE  BIRTH-DAY  VERSES 

ON  MR.  FORD. 

CoMt,  be  content,  fince  out  it  muft, 
For  Stella  has  betray'd  her  truft  ; 
And,  whilperlng,  charg'd  me  not  to  fay 
That  Mr.  Ford  was  born  to-day ; 
Or,  if  at  lafl  I  needs  muft  blab  it, 
According  to  my  ufual  habit, 
She  bid  me,  with  a  ferious  face. 
Be  fiire  conceal  the  time  and  place  ; 
And  net  my  compliment  to  fpoil, 
By  calling  this  your  native  foil  ; 
Or  vex  the  ladies,  when  they  knew 
That  you  are  turning  fort^-two  : 
But,  if  thefe  topics  fhall  appear 
Strong  arguments  to  keep  you  here, 
I  thmk,  though  you  judge  hardly  of  it, 
Good-manners  muft  give  place  to  proSt. 

The  nymphs  with  whom  you  firft  began 
Are  each  become  a  harridan  ; 
And  IVioBtague  fo  far  decay'd, 
Her  lovers  now  m.uft  all  be  paid; 
And  every  belle  that  fince  arofe 
Has  her  contemporary  beaux. 
Your  former  comrades,  once  fo  bright, 
With  whom  you  toafted  half  the  nighty 
Of  rheumatifm  and  pox  complain. 
And  bid  adieu  to  dear  champaio-n. 
Your  great  protecT:ors,  once  in  power, 
Are  now  in  exile  or  the  Tower. 
Your  foes  triumphant  o'er  the  laws. 
Who  hate  your  perfon  and  your  caafe, 
If  once  they  get  you  on  the  fpot. 
You  muft  be  guilty  of  the  plot  : 
For,  true  or  falfe,  they'll  ne'er  inquire. 
But  ufe  you  ten  times  worfe  than  Prior, 

In  London  !  what  would  you  do  there  ? 
Can  you,  my  friend,  with  patience  bear 
(Nay,  would  it  not  your  palfion  raife 
Worl'e  than  a  pun,  or  Irifh  phrafe  ?)  ■ 
To  fee  a  fcoundrel  ftrut  and  hedor, 
.A  foot-boy  to  fome  rogue  director, 
'^o  look  on  vice  triumphant  round, 
And  virtue  trampled  on  the  ground  ? 
Obferve  where  bloody  ^'  *  -  -f^  *  Hands 
With  torturing  engines  in  his  hinds  • 

Vol.  I^ 


Hear  him  blafpheme,  and  fvrear,  and  rait, 
Threatening  the  pillory  and  jail : 
If  this  you  think  a  pleafing  fcene. 
To  London  ftraight  return  again  ; 
Where,  you  have  told  us  from  exprtience, 
Are  fwarms  of  bugs  and  prefbytciians. 

I  thought  my  very  fplcen  would  burft. 
When  fortune  hither  drove  me  firft  ; 
Was  full  as  hard  to  pleafe  as  you. 
Nor  perfons  names  nor  places  knew  s 
But  now  J  adl  as  other  folk. 
Like  prifoners  v^'hen  their  jail  is  broke: 

If  you  have  London  ftill  at  heart. 
We'll  make  a  fmall  one  here  by  art : 
The  difference  is  not  much  between 
St.  James's  Park,  and  Stephen's  Green; 
And  Dawfon-ftreet  will  fei-ve  as  well 
To  lead  you  thither  as,Pall-Mall. 
Nor  want  a  paflage  through  the  palace, 
To  choke  your  fight,  and  raife  your  malice  i 
The  Deanry-houfe  may  well  be  match'd, 
Under  corrcdion,  with  the  Thatcht  *. 
Nor  fnall  I,  when  you  hither  come. 
Demand  a  crown  a  quart  for  ftum. 
Then,  for  a  middle-aged  charmer, 
Stella  may  vie  v/ith  your  Monthermer  j 
She's  now  as  handfome  every  bit. 
And  has  a  thoufand  times  her  wit. 
The  Dean  and  Sheridan,  I  hope, 
Will  half  fupply  a  Gay  and  Pope. 
Corbet  f,  though  yet  I  know  his  worth  not, 
No  doiibt  will  prove  a  good  Arbuthnot. 
I  throw  into  the  bargain  Tim  ; 
In  London  can  you  equal  him  ? 
What  think  you  of  my  favourite  clan. 
Rebin  |:,  and  Jack,  and  Jack  and  Dan, 
Fellows  of  modeft  worth  and  parts. 
With  cheerful  looks  and  honeft  hearts  ? 
Can  you  on  Dublin  look  with  Icorn  ? 
Yet  here  were  you  and  Ormond  born. 

Oh  !  were  but  you  and  I  fo  wife, 
To  fee  with  Robert  Grattan's  eyes  '. 
Robin  adores  that  fpot  of  earth. 
That  literal  fpot  which  gave  him  birth  ; 
And  fwears,  "  Belcamp  ||  is,  to  his  tafte, 
"  As  fine  as  Hampton-court  at  leaft." 
When  to  your  friends  you  would  enhance 
The  praife  of  Italy  or  France, 
For  grandeur,  elegance,  and  wit. 
We  gladly  hear  you,  and  fubmit : 
But  then,  to  come  and  keep  a  clutter, 
For  this  or  thatiidc  of  the  gutter. 
To  live  in  this  or  t'  other  ifle, 
We  cannot  think  it  worth  your  while ; 
For,  take  it  kindly  or  amifs, 
The  difterence  but  amounts  to  this  : 
We  bury  on  our  fide  the  channel 
In  linen;  and  on  yours  in  flannel  §. 


*  A  famous  tavern  in  St.  James's  Jlreet. 

f  Dr.  Corbet,  afterwards  dean  of  St.  i*a- 
trick's. 

X  R.  and  I.  Grattan,  and  J.  and  D.  Jackfon. 

II  In  Fingall,  about  Jive  miles  from  Dublin. 

§  Tl^e  law  for  burying  in  -ujoQllemyat  extendf^ 
to  Irda?-d  in  1733. 
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THE  WORKl   OP  SWIFT. 


You  for  the  news  are  ne'er  to  feek ; 
While  we,  perhaps,  may  wait  a  week : 
You  happy  folks  are  fure  to  nreet 
An  bundled  vvhores  in  every  ftreet ; 
While  we  may  trace  all  Dublin  o'er 
Before  we  find  out  half  a  fcore. 

You  fee  my  arguments  are  ftrong  ; 
I  wonder  you  held  out  fo  lang  : 
But,  finc.e  you  are  convinc'd  at  laft, 
We'll  pardon  you  for  what  is  paft. 
So— let  us  now  for  whift  prepare  ; 
Twelve-pence  a  corner,  if  you  dare. 

JOAN  CUDGELS  NED.     1713. 

Joan  cudgels  Ned,  yet  Ned  's  a  bully ; 
Will  cudgels  Befs,  yet  Will's  a  cully. 
Die  Ned  and  Befs;  give  Will  to  Joan, 
She  dares  not  fay  her  life  's  her  own. 
Die  Joan  and  Will;  give  Befs  to  Ned, 
And  every  day  (lie  comiis  his  head. 

A   QJJIBBLING    ELEGY, 

ON  JUDGE  BOAT.    I723. 

To  mournful  ditties,  Clio,  change  thy  note. 
Since  cruel  fate  hath/unk  our  juflice  Boat. 
Why  fiiould  he  Jinjk,  where  nothing  feena'd  to 

prefs. 
His  lading  little,  and  his  hallaji  lefs  ? 
Tojl  in  the  nua.'ves  of  this  tempejluous  world, 
At  length,  his  anchor  fixt  and  canvas  furl'd. 
To  Lazy-hill  *  retiring  from  his  court, 
At  his  Ring's-end  *  he.  founders  in  the.  port. 
With  loater  f  fiU'd,  he  could  no  longer^oa?, 
Thf  common  death  of  many  a  flronger  boat. 

A  poft  fo  fiU'd  on  nature's  laws  entrenches ; 
benches  on  boats  are  plac'd,  not  boats  on  benches. 
And  yet  our  Boat  (how  fliall  I  reconcile  it  ?) 
Was  both  a  Boat,  and  in  one  fenfe  a  pilot- 
With  every  ixiind  he.  fair d,  and  well  could  tack  ; 
Had  ma.ny pendents,  but  abhorr'd  a  'Jack  f. 
He's  gone,  although  his  friends  began  to  hope 
That  he  might  yet  be  lifted  by  a  rope. 

Behold  the  awful  bench,  on  which  he  fat  1 
He  was  as  hard  and  ponderous  ivood  as  that : 
"ifet,  when  his  fand  was  out,  we  find  at  laft, 
That  death  has  overfet  him  with  a  b/a/l. 
Our  Boat  is  now  fail'd  to  the  Stygian  ferry. 
There  to  fupply  old  Charon's  leaky  wherry  ; 
Charon  in  him  will  ferry  fouls  to  hell ; 
A  trade  our  Sont  §  hath  pra(£lis'd  here  fo  well : 
And  Cerberus  hath  ready  in  his  paws 
Both  pitch  and  hrimflone,  to  fill  up  his  /?awj-. 
Yet,  fpite  of  death  and  fate,  I  here  maintain 
"We  may  place  Boat  in  his  old  pofl  again. 
The  way  is  thus ;  and  well  defer ves  your  thanks : 
Take  the  three  ftrongeft  of  his  broken  planks, 
Fix  them  on  high,  confpicuous  to  be  feen, 
f  orm'd  like  the  triple-tree  near  Stephen's-green  U; 

*  Tiuo  •villages  near  the  fea. 

I  It  nuns  [aid  h*  died  of  a  dropfy, 

I  A  cant  luordfor  a  Jacobite. 

§  In  condemning  rnalefailors,  as  a  judge. 

I  Where  the  Lublin  gallonvs  Jtands. 


Arid,  when  we  view  it  thus  with  thif f  at  end 

on  't,  [the  pendant  ! 

We'll  cry,  Look,  here's  our   Boat,  and   there's 

THE  EPITAPH. 

Here  lies  judge  Boat  within  a  coffin  ; 
Pray,  gentle  folks,  forbear  your  fcoffing. 
A  Boat  a  judge  !  yes  ;  v/here's  the  blunder  ? 
A  ivooden  judge  is  no  fuch  wonder. 
And  in  his  robes,  you  muft  agree. 
No  Boat  was  better  deckt  than  he. 
'Tis  needlefs  to  defcribe  him  fuller ; 
In  fhort,  he  was  an  able  fuller. 

PETHOX  <  THE  GREAT, 

From  Venus  bom,  thy  beauty  (hows  ; 

But  who  thy  father,  no  man  knows : 

Nor  can  the  Ikilful  herald  trace 

The  founder  of  thy  ancient  race  ; 

Whether  thy  temper,  full  of  fire, 

Difcovers  Vulcan  for  thy  fire, 

The  god  who  made  Scamander  boil. 

And  round  his  margin  fing'd  the  foij 

(From  whence,  philofophers  agree, 

An  equal  power  defcends  to  thee)  ; 

Whether  from  dreadful  Mars  you  claim 

The  high  defcent  from  whence  you  came,, 

And,  as  a  proof,  fhow  numerous  fears 

By  fierce  encounters  made  in  wars, 

Thofe  honourable  wounds  you  bore 

From  head  to  foot,  and  all  before. 

And  (till  the  bloody  field  frequent, 

Familiar  in  each  leader's  tent; 

Or  whether,  as  the  learn'd  contend, 

You  from  the  neighbouring  Gaul  defccnd ; 

Or  from  Parthenope  the  proud, 

Where  numberlefs  thy  votaries  crowd; 

Whether  thy  great  forefather  came 

From  realms  that  bear  Vefputio's  name 

(For  fo  tonjedlurers  would  obtrude, 

And  from  thy  painted  ikin  conclude)  ;  ' 

Whether,  as  Epicurus  fhows, 

The  world  from  juftling  feeds  arofe, 

Which,  mingling  \vith  prohfic  ftri^e 

In  chaos,  kindled  into  life  : 

So  your  produdion  vvas  the  fame. 

And  from  contending  atoms  came. 

Thy  fair  indulgent  mother  crown'd 
Thy  head  with  fparkling  rubies  round  5 
Beneath  thy  decent  ftepsthe  road 
Is  all  with  precious  jewels  ftrow'd- 
The  bird  of  Pallas  knows  his  poft. 
Thee  to  attend,  where'er  thou  goeft. 

Byzantians  boaft,  that  on  the  clod 
Where  once  their  Sultan's  horfe  had  trod, 
Grows  neither  grafs,  nor(hrab,  nor  tree  : 
The  fame  thy  fubjetfls  boaft  of  thee. 

The  greateft  lord,  when  you  appear, 
Will  deign  your  livery  to  wear. 
In  all  the  various  colours  feen 
Of  red  and  yellow,  blue  and  green. 

With  half  a  word,  when  you  require. 
The  man  of  bufinefs  muft  retire. 


*  This  name  is  fiainly  an  anagraoJo 
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Tlic  haughty  minifter  of  ftate 

With  trembling  muft  thy  leifure  wait ; 

And,  while  his  fate  is  in  thy  hands, 

The  bufinefs  of  the  nation  ftands. 

Thou  dar'ft  the  greateft  prince  attack, 

Canft  hourly  fet  him  on  the  rack  ; 

And,  as  an  inftance  of  thy  power, 

Inclofe  him  in  a  wooden  tower. 

With  pungent  pains  on  every  fide : 

So  Regulus  in  torments  dy'd. 

From  thee  our  youth  all  virtues  learn, 

Dangers  with  prudence  to  difcern  ; 

And  well  thy  fcholars  are  endued 

With  temperance,  and  with  fortitude ; 

With  patience,  which  all  ills  fupports  ; 

And  fccrecy,  the  art  of  courts. 

The  glittering  beau  could  hardly  tell. 

Without  your  aid,  to  read  or  fpell; 

But,  having  long  convers'd  with  you, 

Knows  how  to  write  a  billet-doux. 
With  what  delight,  methinkS,  I  trace 

Your  blood  in  every  noble  raee  ! 

In  whom  thy  features,  fhape,  and  mien. 

Are  to  the  life  diftindlly  feen  ! 
The  Britons,  once  a  favage  kind, 
By  you  were  brighten'd  and  refin'd, 
Defcendants  to  the  barbarous  Huns, 
With  limbs  robuli,  and  voice  that  ftuns : 
But  you  have  moulded  them  afrefh, 
Remov'd  the  tough  fuperfluous  fleSi, 
Taught  them  to  modulate  their  tongues, 
And  fpeak  without  the  help  of  lungs. 
Proteus  on  you  heftow'd  the  boon 
To  change  yourvifage  like  the  raoon  ; 
You  fometimes  half  a  face  produce, 
Keep  t'  other  half  for  private  ufe. 

How  fam'd  thy  conducft  in  the  fight 
With  Hermes,  fon  of  Pleias  bright ! 
Out-number'd,  half-encorapafs'd  round, 
Yon  ftrove  for  every  inch  of  ground  ; 
Then,  by  a  foldiery  retreat, 
Retir'd  to  your  imperial  feat. 
The  vi(flor,  when  your  fteps  he  trac'd, 
Found  all  the  realms  before  him  wafte  : 
You,  o'er  the  high  triumphal  arch 
Pontific,  made  your  glorious  march  ; 
The  wondrous  arch  behind  you  fell. 
And  left  a  chafm  profound  as  hell : 
You,  in  your  capitol  fecur'd, 
A  fiege  as  long  as  Troy  endur'd. 


MARY  THE  COOK-MAID's  LETTER  TO 
DR.  SHERIDAN.     1723. 


Wbll,  if  ever  I  faw  fuch  another^man  fince  my 
mother  bound  my  head  ' 

You  a  gentleman  !  marry  come  up  1  I  wender 
where  you  were  bred. 

I  'm  fure  fuch  words  do  not  become  a  man  of 
your  cloth ; 

I  would  not  give  fuch  language  to  a  dog,  faith 
and  troth. 

Yes,  you  call'd  my  mafter  a  knave  :  fie,  Mr.  She- 
ridan !  'tis  a  fliame 

For  a  parfon,  who  ihould  know  better  things,  to 
come  out  with  fuch  a  name, 


EMS.  »7 

Knave  in  your  teeth,  Mr,  Sheridan  !  'tis  both   » 

(hame  and  a  fin  ; 
And  the   Dean,  my  mafter,  is  an  honefter  man 

than  you  and  all  your  kin : 
He  has  more   goodnefs  in  his  little  finger,  than 

you  have  in  your  whole  body  : 
My  mafter  is  a  parfonable  man,  and  not  a  fpindle- 

fhank'd  hoddy-doddy. 
And  now,  whereby  I  find  you  would  fain  make  an 

excufe, 
Becaufe  my  mafter  one  day,  in  anger,  call'd  you 

goofe ; 
Which,  and  I   am   fure   1  have  been  his  fervant 

four  years  fince  Odlober, 
And  he  never  call'd  me  worfe  than  fweet-heart, 
d  drunk  or  fober  : 

Not  that  1  know  his  reverence  was  ever  concern'd 

to  my  knowledge. 
Though   you  and  your  come-rogues  keep  him  out 

fo  late  in  your  college. 
You  fay  you  will  eat  grafs  on  his  grave  :    a  chrif- 

tian  eat  grafs  ! 
Whereby  you  now  confefs  yourfelf  to  be  a  goofe 

or  an  afs : 
But  that's  as  much   as  to  fay,  that  my  mafter 

fhould  die  before  ye  ; 
Well,  well,  that  's  as  God  pleafes ;  and  I  don't  * 

believe  that  's  a  true  Itory  : 
And  fo  fay  I  told  you  fo,  and  you  may  go  tell  my 

mafter  ;  what  care  I  ? 
And  I  don't  care  who  knows  it;   'tis  all  one  to 

Mary, 
Every  body  knows  that  I  love  to   tell  truth  and 

fliame  the  devil ; 
I  am  but  a  poor  fervant ;  but  I  think  gentlefolks 

fliould  be  civil. 
Befides,  you  found  fault  with  our  vidluals  one  day 

that  you  was  here  : 
I  remember  it  was  on  a  Tuefday  of  all  days  in 

the  year. 
And  Saunders  the  man  fays  you  are  always  jett- 
ing and  mocking : 
Mary,  laid  he,   (one  day  as  I  was  mending  my 

mafter's  flocking) 
My  mafter  is  fo  fond  of  that  minifter  that  keeps 

the  fchool — 
I  thought  my  mafter  a  wife  man,  but  that  man 

makes  him  a  fool. 
Saunders,  faid  I,  I  would  rather  than  a  quart  of 

ale 
He  would  come  into  our  kitchen,  and  I  would  pin 

a  difli-clout  to  his  tail. 
And  now  I   muft  go,  and  get  Saunders  to  dircifl 

this  letter; 
For  I  write  but  a  fad  fcrawl ;  but  my  fifter  Mar- 
get,  file  writes  better. 
Well,  but  I  muft  run  and  make  the  bed,  before 

my  mafter  comes  from  prayers ; 
And  fee  now,  it  ftrikes  ten,  and  I  hear  him  com- 
ing up  ftairs ; 
Whereof  I  could  fay  more  to  your  verfes,  if  I  could 

write  written  hand  : 
And  fo  I  remain,  in  a  civil  way,  your  fervant  to 
command, 

Mary. 


Eij 


THE  WORKS   OF   SWIFT 
A  NEW-YEAR'S-GIFT 

JOR  BEC  *.       1723-4. 


Returning  J.inus  now  prepares, 
For  Bee,  a  new  fupply  of  cares, 
Sent  in  a  bag  to  Uocftor  Swift, 
Who  thus  dilplays  the  New-year's-gift. 

Firft,  this  large  parcel  brings  yoii  tidings 
Of  our  good  Dean's  eternal  chidings  ; 
Of  N^elly's  pertnefs,  Robin's  leafings, 
And  Sheridan's  perpetual  teafinge. 
This  box  is  eramm'd  on  every  iide 
With  Stella's  magifterial  pride. 
Behold  a  cage  with  fparrows  fiil'd, 
Firft  to  be  fondled,  then  be  kiil'd.  ' 
Now  to  this  hamper  I  invite  you, 
With  fi.^  imagin'd  cares  to  fright  you. 
Here  in  this  bundle  Janus  fends 
Concerns  by  thoufands  for  your  friends : 
And  here's  a  pair  of  leathern  pokes, 
To  hold  your  cares  for  other  folks. 
Here  from  this  barrel  you  may  broach 
A  peck  of  troubles  for  a  coach. 
This  ball  of  wax  your  ears  will  darken, 
Still  to  be  curious,  never  hearken. 
Left  you  the  town  may  have  lefs  trouble  in, 
Bring  all  your  Quilca's^f  cares  to  Dublin, 
For  which  he  fends  this  empty  fackj 
And  fo  take  all  upon  your  back. 

DINGLEY  AND  BRENT  J. 

A    SONG, 

To  the  Tune  of  "  Ye  Comrnons  and  Peers 

DiNGLEY  and  Brent, 

Wherever  they  went, 
Ke'er  minded  a  word  that  was  fpoken  ; 

Whatever  was  faid, 

They  ne'er  troubled  their  head, 
But  laugh'd  at  their  own  filly  joking. 

Should  Solomon  wife 

In  majefty  rife, 
j^.nd  fliow  them  his  wit  and  his  learning  ; 

They  never  would  hear. 

But  turn  the  deaf  ear. 
As  a  matter  they  had  no  concern  in. 

You  tell  a  good  jeft. 

And  pleafe  all  the  reft ; 
Comes  Dingley,  and  alks  you.  What  was  It  ? 

And,  curious  to  know. 

Away  fhe  will  go 
To  feek  an  old  rag  in  the  clofet. 


TO  STELLA.     1623-4. 

Written  on  the  Bay  of  her  Birth,  but  not  on  the 
SubjiSi,  nvhen  livas  fick  in  Bed. 

Tormented  with  incelTant  pains, 
Can  I  devife  poetic  ftrains  ?  • 

*  Mrs.  Dinghy,  Stella' s  friend  and  companion. 
t  A  country -hoiifc  of  Dr.  Sheridan. 
i  Dr.  SiL<ifC'iho7fe  keeper. 


Time  was,  when  I  conld  yearly  pay 

My  verfe  on  Stella's  native  day : 

But  now,  unable  grown  to  write, 

I  grieve  fhe  ever  faw  the  light. 

Ungrateful  1  fince  to  her  1  owe 

That  I  thefe  pains  can  uiidergo. 

She  tends  me,  like  an  humble  flavc  ; 

And,  when  indecently  I  rave, 

When  out  my  b.rutilh  paflions  break, 

With  gall  in  every  word  1  fpeak. 

She,  with  foft  fpeech,  my  anguifh  cheers. 

Or  melts  my  pallions  down  with  tCctrs  ; 

Although  'tis  eafy  to  delcry 

She  wants  afhftance  more  than  I ; 

Yet  feems  to  fee'l  my  pains  alone. 

And  is  a  Stoic  in  her  own. 

When,  among  fcholars,  can  we  find. 

So  foft,  and  yet  fo  firm  a  mind  ? 

All  accidents  of  life  confpire 

To  raife  up  Stella's  virtue  higher. 

Or  elfe  to  introduce  the  reft 

Which  had  been  latent  in  her  breaft. 

Her  firmr.efs  wlio  could  e'er  have  known. 

Had  llie  not  evils  of  her  own  ? 

Her  kindnefs  who  could  ever  guefs. 

Had  not  her  friends  been  in  diftrefs? 

Whatever  bafe  returns  you  find 

From  me,  dear  Stella,  ftill  be  kind. 

In  your  own  heart  ycii'il  reap  the  fruit, 

'I'hough  I  continue  llill  a  brute. 

But,  when  I  once  am  out  of  pain, 

I  promife  to  be  good  again  : 

Mean  time,  your  other  jultef  friend? 

Shall  for  my  follies  make  ameii^^s ; 

So  may  we  long  continue  thus,  ' 

Admiring  you,  you  pitying  us. 


ON  DREAMS, 

AN  IMITATION  OF  PETRONIUS. 

"  Somnia  qua;   mentes  luduat  volitantibus  uiHa 
"  bns,"  &c. 

Those  dreams  that  on  the  filent  night  intrude. 
And  with  falfe  flitting  fliadcs  our  minds  delude, 
Jove  never  fends  us  downward  from  the  fkies; 
Nor  can  they  from  infernal  nianfion^  rife  ; 
But  all  are  mere  produdtions  of  the  brain, 
And  fools  confult  interpreters  in  vain. 

For,  when  in  bed  we  reft  our  weary  limbs. 
The  mind  unburdeii'd  fports  in  various  whims: 
The  bufy  head  with  mimic  art  runs  o'er 
The  fcenes  and  acflions  of  the  day  before. 

The  drowfy  tyrants,  by  his  minions  led, 
To  re^al  rage  devotes  fonie  patri>)t's  head. 
With  equal  terrors,  not  with  equal  guilt. 
The  murderer  dreams  of  all  the  blood  he  fpilt, 


The  foldier  fmiling  hears  the  widow's  cries, 
And  ftabs  the  fon  before  the  mother's  eyes. 
With  like  remorfe  his  brother  of  the  trade. 
The  butcher,  fells  the  lamb  beneath  his  blade. 

The  ftatefman  rakes  the  town  to  find  a  plo^j 
And  dreams  of  forfeitures  by  ireafon  go;. 
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5^or  lePs  Tom-t — cl-man,  of  true  ftatefman  mold, 
fttllecfls  the  city  filth  in  fearch  of  gold. 

Orphans  around  his  bed  the  lawyer  fees. 
And  takes  thfe  phintift"'5  and  defendant's  fees. 
His  fellow  pick-purfe,  watching  tor  a  job. 
Fancies  his  fingers  in  the  cully's  fob. 

The  kind  phyfician  grants  the  hufband's  prayers 
Or  gives  relief  to  long  expeftiii^  heirs. 
The  fleeping  hangman  tics  the  fatal  noofe, 
Nor  unfuccefsful  waits  for  dead  men's  fhoes. 

The  grave  divine,  with  knotty  points  perpiext, 
As  if  he  was  awake,  nods  o'er  his  text : 
"While  the  fly  mountebank  attends  his  trade, 
Harangues  the  rabble,  and  is  better  paid. 

The  hireling  fenator  of  modern  days 
Bedaubs  the  guilty  great  with  naufeous  praife  : 
And  Dick  the  Icavenger,  with  equal  grace, 
j'iirts  from  his  cart  the  mud  in  *  *  *  *  *'s  face. 

'WHITSHED'S  *    MOTTO 

ON  HIS  COACH.     17*4. 

^IBERTAS  et  7iatale  foliim  : 

Fine  words  \   I  wonder  where  you  ftole  'em. 

Could  nothing  but  thy  chief  reproach 

Serve  for  a  mcto  on  thy  coach  ? 

But  let  me  now  the  words  tranflate  : 

Natale  folum,  my  eftate  ; 

My  dear  eftate,  how  well  I  love  it  \ 

My  tenants,  if  you  doubt,  will  prove  it. 

They  fwearl  am  fo  kind  and  good, 

I  hug  them,  till  I  fqiieeze  their  blood. 

Libertas  bears  a  large  import  : 
Firft,  how  to  fwagger  in  a  C'3urt ; 
And,  fecondly,  to  fliow  my  fary 
Againft  an  un-complying  jury  ; 
And,  thirdly,  'tis  a  new  invention. 
To  favour  Wood,  and  keep  my  penfion  ; 
And,  fourthly,  'tis  to  play  an  odd  trick, 
fcet  tiie  great  feal,  and  turn  out  Broderick  ; 
And,  tifthly,  (you  know  whom  I  mean) 
To  humble  that  vexatious  Dean  ; 
And,  fisthly,  for  my  foul,  to  barter  it 
For  fifty  times  its  worth  to  Carteret  f-. 

No\v,  fince  your  moito  thus  you  conftrue, 
i  muft  confefs  you've  Ipoken  once  true. 
Libertas  et  natale  folwn  : 
You  had  good  realon,  v/hen  you  flole  'em. 

SENT  BY  DR.  DELANY  TO  Dr.  SWIFT, 

Jtt  order  to  be  admitted  to /peak  to  him  ivhen  're 
ivds  deaf.   1 7  2  4- 

Dear  fir,  I  thiftk  'tis  doubly  hard. 
Your  ears  and  doors  (l,ould  both  be  barr'd. 
Can  any  thing  be  more  unkind  ? 
Mufl:  I  not  fee,  'caufe  you  are  blind  ? 
Llethinks  a  friend  at  night  Ihould  cheer  you, 
A  friend  that  loves  to  fee  and  hear  jou. 
W!iy  am  I  robb'd  of  that  delight, 
When  you  can  be  no  lofer  by't  ? 
Nay,  when  'tis  plain  (for  what  is  plainer?) 
I  That,,  if  you  heard,  you'd  be  no  gainer  ? 

*  The  chief jujlice  <who  profecutci  the  "Drafter. 
\  Lard  Liciitsnant  of  Ireland. 


For  fure  you  are  not  yet  to  learn. 
That  hearing  is  not  your  concern. 
Then  be  your  doors  no  longer  bari'd : 
Your  bufinefs,  fir,  is  to  be  heard. 

THE  ANSWER. 

The  wife  pretend  to  make  it  clear, 
'Ti^  no  ;;reat  lofs  to  lofe  an  ear. 
Why  are  we  then  fo  fond  of  two. 
When  by  experience  one  would  do  .' 

'  ris  true,  fay  they,  cut  off  the  head, 
And  there's  an  end  ;   the  man  is  dead  ; 
Becaufe,  among  sU  human  race. 
None  e'er  was  known  to  have  a  brace  : 
But  confidently  they  maintain, 
That  where  we  find  the  members  twain. 
The  lofs  of  one  is  no  fuch  trouble, 
Since  t'  other  will  in  ftrength  be  double. 
The  lim.b  furviving,  you  may  fwear, 
Becomes  his  brother's  lawful  heir  : 
Thus,  for  a  trial,  let  me  beg  of 
Your  reverence  but  to  cut  one  leg  off, 
And  you  will  find,  by  this  device. 
The  other  will  be  ftronger  twice  ; 
For  every  day  you  Ihall  be  gaining 
New  vigour  to  the  leg  remaining. 
So,  when  an  eye  has  loft  its  brother, 
You  fee  the  better  with  the  other. 
Cut  off  your  hand,  and  you  may  do 
With  t'  other  band  the  work  of  two  ; 
Becaufe  the  foul  her  power  contradts, 
And  on  the  brother  limb  re-aSis. 

But  yet  the  point  is  not  fo  clear  in 
Another  cafe,  the  fenfe  of  hearing  : 
For,  though  the  place  of  either  ear 
Be  diltant  as  one  head  can  bear  ; 
Yet  Galen  moft  acutely  ibows  you, 
(Coniult  his  book  dc pariiian  vfu) 
That  from  ef.ch  ear,  as  he  obferves. 
There  creep  two  auditory  nerves. 
Not  to  be  feen  without  a  glafs, 
Which  near  the  os  pctrofimi  pafs; 
Thcnca  to  the  neck;  and  moving  thorough  there^ 
One  goes  to  this,  and  one  to  t'  other  ear ; 
Which   made  my  grand-dame  always   ftuff  he* 

eais, 
Both  right  and  left,  as  fellow-fufferers._ 
You  fee  my  learning;  but,  to  fliorten  it. 
When  my  left  ear  was  deaf  a  fortnight. 
To  t'  other  earl  felt  it  coming  on  : 
And  thus  1  folve  this  hard  ph,xiioiuemoni 

'Tis  true,  a  glafs  will  bring  fupplies 
To  weak,  or  old,  or  clouded  eyes ; 
Your  arms,  thougli  both  your  eyes  were  Ioflr»      » 
Would  guard  your  nofe  againft  a  poll ; 
Without  your  legs,  two  legs  of  wood 
Are  ftronger  and  almoit  as  good  ; 
And  as  for  hands,  there  have  b-en  thofe 
Who.  wanting  both,  have  us'd  their  toes  *. 
But  no  contrivance  yet  appears 
To  furniih  art:hci?.i  ears. 


*  'iljere  hr.ve  hctn  infiancet  of  a  itidn^s  writiag 
-Mith  his  foot. 
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THE  WORKS   OF  SWIFT. 


A  QUIET  LIFE  AND  A  GOOD  NAME. 


3o  a   Friend  ivho  married  a  Shrew. 


1724. 


Nell  fcolded  in  fo  loud  a  din, 

That  Wilt  durft  hardly  venture  in  ; 

He  mark'd  the  conjugal  diipute  ; 

Nell  roar'd  inceflant,  Dick  fat  mute  ; 

But,  when  he  faw  his  friend  appear, 

Cry'd  bravely.  Patience,  good  my  dear  ! 

At  fight  of  Will,  flie  bawl'd  no  more, 

But  hurry'd  out,  and  clapp'd  the  door. 
Why  Dick  I  the  devil's  in  thy  Nell, 

(Quoth  Will)  thy  houfe  is  worfe  than  hell  : 

Why  what  a  peal  the  jade  has  rung  ! 

D — m  her,  why  don't  you  flit  her  tongue  ? 

For  nothing  elfe  will  make  it  ceafe. 

Dear  Will,  I  fufFer  this  for  peace : 

I  never  quarrel  with  my  wife  ; 

I  bear  it  for  a  quiet  life. 

Scripture,  you  know,  exhorts  us  to  it ; 

Bids  us  tofeek  peace,  and  enfue  it. 
Will  went  again  to  vifit  Dick ; 

And  entering  in  the  very  nick, 

He  faw  virago  Nell  belabour. 

With  Dick's  own  ftafF,  his  peaceful  neighbour  : 

Poor  Will,  who  needs  muft  iiitcfpofe, 

Receiv'd  a  brace  or  two  of  blows. 
But  now,  to  make  my  flory  fliort, 

Will  drew  out  Dick  to  take  a  quart. 

Why,  Dick,  thy  wife  has  devilifli  whims; 

Ods-buds !  why  don't  you  break  her  limbs  ? 

If  Ibe  were  mine,  and  had  fuch  tricks, 

I'd  teach  her  how  to  handle  Iticks : 

Z — nds  !  I  would  fliip  her  to  Jamaica, 

Or  truck  the  carrion  for  tobacco  : 

I'd  fend  her  far  enough  away — 

Dear  Will;  but  what  would  people  fay  ? 

Lord  !  I  lliould  get  fo  ill  a  name. 

The  neif;hbours  round  would  c'ty  out  fliame. 

Dick  fufFer'd  for  his  |;eace  and  credit ; 
But  who  believ'd  him,  when  he  faid  it ! 
Can  he  who  makes  hirafelf  a  flave, 
Confult  his  peace,  or  credit  fave? 
Dick  found  it  by  his  ill  fuccefs. 
His  quiet  fmall,  his  credit  lefs. 
She  ferv'd  him  at  the  ufual  rate  ; 
She  ftunn'd,  and  then  flie  broke,  his  pate  : 
And,  what  he  thought  the  hardeft  cafe, 
The  parifli  jeer'd  him  to  his  face  ; 
Thofe  men  who  wore  the  breeches  leaft, 
Call'd  him  a  cuckold,  foul,  and  beaft. 
At  home  he  was  purfued  w  ith  noife  ; 
Abroad  was  pefter'd  by  the  boys: 
Within  his  wife  would  break  his  bones; 
Without,  they  pelted  him  with  ftones  : 
The  'prentices  procur'd  a  riding  *, 
To  a(5l  his  patience,  and  her  chiding. 
Falfe  patience  and  miftaken  pride  ! 
There  are  ten  thoufand  Dicks  befide, 
Slaves  to  their  quiet  and  good  name. 
Are  us'd  like  Dick,  and  bear  the  blame. 


•  A  ivell-kno'un  hnmo-uroiis  cavahadr,  in  ri- 
dicule of  a  Jcoldi),g  njuife  and  hen-peciid  hujband. 


THE  BIRTH  OF  MANLY  VIRTUE, 
Infcrib'd  to  Lord  Carteret,  1724. 

"  Gratior  &  pulchro  veniens  in  corpore.  Virtus."     '■ 


ViRG. 


Once  on  a  time,  a  righteous  fage, 
Griev'd  at  the  vices  of  the  age. 
Applied  to  Jove  with  fervant  prayer  : 

"  O  Jove,  if  Virtue  be  fo  fair 
"  As  it  was  deem'd  in  former  days 
"  By  Plato  and  by  Socrates, 
"  Whofe  beauties  mortal  eyes  efcape, 
"  Only  for  want  of  outward  fhape  ; 
"  Make  then  its  real  excellence, 
"  For  once,  the  theme  of  human  fenfe  : 
"  So  (hall  the  eye,  by  form  confin'd, 
"  Direft  and  fix  the  wandering  mind, 
"  And  long-deluded  mortals  fee 
"  With  rapture  what  they  us'd  to  flee." 

Jove  grants  the  prayer,  gives  Virtue  birth, 
And  bids  him  blefs  aud  mend  the  earth. 
Behold  him  blooming  frefli  and  fair, 
Now  made — ye  gods — a  fon  and  heir: 
An  heir  ;  and,  (tranger  yet  to  hear, 
An  heir ;  an  orphan  of  a  peer  ; 
But  prodigies  are  wrought  to  prove 
Nothing  impoffible  to  Jove. 

Virtue  was  for  this  fex  defign'd 
In  mild  reproof  to  womankind; 
In  manly  form  to  let  them  fee 

The  lovelinefs  of  modefty. 

The  thoufand  decencies  that  flione 

With  lellen'd  luftre  in  their  own  ; 
Which  few  had  learn'd  enough  to  prize, 

And  fome  thought  modifli  to  defpife. 
To  make  his  merit  more  difcern'd, 

He  goes  to  fchool — he  reads — is  learn'd  ; 

Rais'd  high,  above  his  biith,  by  knowledge, 

He  fliines  diftinguilli'd  in  a  college  ; 

Refolv'd  nor  honour,  nor  eftate, 

Himfelf  alone  fliould  make  him  great. 

Here  foon  for  every  art  renown'd, 

His  influence  is  dift'us'd  around  ; 

Th'  inferior  youth,  to  learning  led, 

Lefs  to  be  fam'd  than  to  be  fed, 

Behold  the  glory  he  has  won. 

And  blufli  to  fee  them  felves  outdone  ; 

And  now  inflam'd  with  rival  rage, 

In  fcientific  Itrife  engage  ; 

Engage — and,  in  the  glorious  ftrifc, 

The  arts  new-kindlc  into  life. 
Here  would  our  hero  ever  dwell, 

Fix'd  in  a  lonely  learned  cell ; 

Contented  to  be  truly  great. 

In  Virtue's  beft-belov'd  retreat ; 

Contented  he-— but  Fate  ordains. 

He  now  fliall  fliine  in  nobler  fcenes 

(Rais'd  high,  like  fome  celeftial  fire, 

To  fliine  the  more.  Rill  rifing  higher)  ; 

Completely  form'd  in  every  part. 

To  win  the  foul  and  glad  the  lieart. 

The  powerful  voice,  the  graceful  mien, ' 

Lovely  alike,  or  heard,  or  feen  ; 

The  outward  form  and  inward  vie. 

His  foul  bright  beaming  from  his  eye. 


POEMS. 
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ilnnobling  evet^  z&.  and  air, 

With  juft,  and  generous,  and  fincere. 
Accomplifti'd  thus,  his  next  refort 

Is  to  the  council  and  the  court, 

Where  Virtue  is  in  leaft  repute, 

And  intereft  the  one  purl'uit ; 

Where  rigbt  and  ivroag  are  bought  and  fold, 

Barter'd  for  beauty,  and  for  gold  ; 

Here  Manly  Virtue,  even  here, 

Pleas'd  in  the  perfon  of  a  peer, 

A  peer ;  a  fcarcely-bearded  youth, 

Who  talk'd  of  juftice  and  of  truth. 

Of  innocence  the  fureft  guard. 

Tales  here  forgot,  or  yet  unheard ; 

That  he  alone  deferv'd  efteem. 

Who  was  the  man  he  wifli'd  to  feem  ; 

Call'd  it  unmanly  and  unwifc. 

To  lurk  behind  a  mean  difguife ; 

(Give  fraudful  Vice  the  maik  and  fcreen, 

'Tis  Virtue's  intereft  to  be  feen) ; 

Call'd  wrant  of  Ihame  want  of  fenfe, 

And  found,  in  bluihes,  eloquence. 
Thus,  afting  what  he  taught  fo  well, 

He  drew  dumb  Merit  from  her  cell, 

Led  with  amazing  art  along 

The  bafliful  dame,  and  loos'd  her  tongue  ; 

And,  whilft  he  made  her  value  known. 

Yet  more  difplay'd  and  raised  his  own. 
Thus  young,  thus  proof  to  all  temptations. 

He  rifes  to  the  higheft  flations 

(For  where  high  honour  is  the  prize, 

True  Virtue  has  a  right  to  rife)  : 

Let  courtly  flaves  low  bend  the  knee 

To  Wealth  and  Vice  in  high  degree : 
Exalted  Worth  difdains  to  owe 

Its  grandeur  to  its  greateft  foe. 

Now  rais'd  on  high,  fee  Virtue  ftioWs 

The  godlike  ends  for  which  he  rofe  ; 

Por  him,  let  proud  Ambition  know 

The  height  of  glory  here  below, 
Grandeur,  by  goodnefs  made  complete ! 
To  blefs,  is  truly  to  be  great ! 
He  taught  how  men  to  honour  rife. 
Like  gilded  vapours  to  the  Ikies, 
Which,  howfoever  they  difplay 
Their  glory  from  the  god  of  day. 
Their  nob^eft  ufe  is  to  abate 
His  dangerous  excefs  of  heat. 
To  fliield  the  infant  fruits  and  flowers. 
And  blefs  the  earth  with  genial  fliowers. 
Now  change  the  fcene  ;  a  nobler  care 
Demands  him  in  a  higher  fphere  *  : 
Diftrefs  of  nations  calls  him  hence, 
Permitted  fo  by  Providence  ; 
For  models,  made  to  mend  our  kind. 
To  no  one  clime  fhculd  be  confin'd  ; 
^nd  Manly  Virtue,  like  the  fun, 
His  courfe  of  glorious  toils  fliould  run ; 
Alike  difFufing  in  his  flight 
Congenial  joy,  and  life,  and  light. 
Pale  Envy  fickens.  Error  flies. 
And  Difcord  in  his  prefence  dies  ; 
OppreiTion  hides  with  guilty  dread, 
And  Merit  rears  her  drooping  head  ; 


*   Lcrd  Carteret  had  the   honour  of  m.'diaiinrr 
fur  Sw:d(n  ivitL  Der.marl  and  vllh  ihf  Qxar. 


The  arts  revive,  the  vallies  fiflg, 

And  winter  foftens  into  fprin»  : 

The  wondering  world,  where  er  he  moves. 

With  new  delight  looks  up  and  loves ; 

One  fex  confenting  to  admire, 

Nor  lefs  the  other  to  defire  ; 

Whilft  he,  though  feated  on  a  throne. 

Confines  his  love  to  one  alone  ; 

The  reft  condemn'd,  with  rival  voice 

Repining,  do  applaud  his  choice. 

Fame  now  reports,  the  Weftern  Ifle 
Is  made  his  manfion  for  a  while, 
Whofe  anxious  natives  night  and  day 
(Happy  beneath  his  righteous  fway) 
Weary  the  gods  with  ceafelefs  prayer, 
To  blefs  him,  and  to  keep  him  there  ; 
And  claim  it  as  a  debt  from  fate, 
Too  lately  found,  to  lofe  him  late. 

VERSES  ON  THE  UPRIGHT  JUDGE 

Who  condemned  the  DrafUr^s  Printer. 

The  church  I  hate,  and  have  good  reafon 
For  there  my  grandfire  cut  his  weazand  : 
He  cut  his  v\feazand  at  the  altar  ; 
I  keep  my  gullet  for  the  halter. 

ON  THE  SAME. 

In  church  your  grandfire  cut  his  throat; 

To  do  the  job  too  long  he  tarry'd ; 
He  ftiould  have  had  my  hearty  vote  ^  , 

To  cut  his  throat  before  he  marry'd. 

ONTHE  SAME. 

(The  Judge /peaks.) 

I'm  not  the  grandfon  of  that  afs  *  Quin  ; 

Nor  can  you  prove  it,  Mr.  Pafquin. 

My  grand-dame  had  gallants  by  twenties. 

And  bore  my  mother  by  a  'prentice. 

This  when  my  grandfire  knew,  they  tell  us  he 

In  Chrift-Church  cut  his  throat  for  jealoufy. 

And,  fince  the  alderman  was  mad  you  fay, 

1  hen  I  muft  be  fo  too,  ex  traduce. 

RIDDLE  S 

BY  DR.  SWIFT  AND   HIS  FRIENDS. 

Written  in  or  about  the  year  I724» 

I.     ON  A  PEN. 

In  youth  exalted  high  in  air. 

Or  bathing  in  the  waters  fair. 

Nature  vO  form  me  took  delight, 

And  clad  my  body  all  in  white. 

My  perfon  tall,  and  flender  waill. 

On  either  fide  with  fringes  grac  d; 

Till  me  that  tyrant  man  efpyd. 

And  dragg'd  me  from  my  -.nother  s  ade ! 

No  wonder  now  I  look  fo  thm  : 

The  tyrant  ftript  me  to  the  Ikin : 


*  Analdirman 
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My  Cclfi  lie  fiay'd,  my  hair  he  cropt ; 
At  head  and  foot  my  body  lopt ; 
And  then,  with  heart  more  hard  than  ftonc, 
.  He  pick'd  my  marrow  Irom  the  bone. 
To  vex  mc  more,   he  took  a  freak 
To  flit  my  tongue,  and  make  me  fpeak : 
But,  that  which  wonderful  appears, 
I  fpeak  to  eyes,  and  not  to  ears. 
He  oft'  employs  me  in  difguife. 
And  makes  me  tell  a  thoufand  lies : 
To  me  he  chiefly  gives  in  trufl 
To  pleafe  his  malice  or  his  luft : 
From  m.e  no  fecret  he  can  hide ; 
I  fee  his  vanity  and  pride  : 
And  my  delight  is  to  expofe 
His  follies  to  his  greatcfl  foes. 

Ail  languages  1  can  command^ 
Yet  not  a  word  I  underftand. 
Without  my  aid,  the  bell  divine 
In  learning  v/ould  not  know  a  line  •, 
The  lawyer  mufl  forget  his  pleading  ; 
The  fcholar  could  not  fliow  his  reading. 

Nay,  man  my  mailer  is  my  flave  ; 
I  give  command  to  kill  or  fave  ; 
Can  grant  ten  thoufand  pounds  a-yearj 
And  make  a  beggar's  brat  a  peer. 

But,  while  1  thus  my-  life  relate, 
1  only  haften  on  my  fate. 
My  tongue  is  black,  my  mouth  is  furr'd, 
I  hardly  now  can  force  a  word. 
I  die  unpitied  and  forgot. 
And  on  fome  dunghill  left  to  rot. 

II.     ON  GOLD. 

All-ruling  iyrant  of  the  earth, 
To  vilcfl  flaves  I  owe  my  birth. 
How  is  dhe  greatell  monarch  bleft, 
When  in  my  gaudy  livery  drcfl ! 
No  haughty  nymph  has  power  to  run 
From  me,  or  my  embraces  Ihun. 
.Stabb'd  to  the  heart,  conucmn'd  to  flame, 
IVIy  conllancy  is  ilill  the  fame. 
The  favourite  mcflenger  of  Jove, 
And  Jjemnian  god,  confulting  llrove 
To  make  me  glorious  to  the  light 
Of  mortals,  and  the  gods  delight. 
Soon  would  their  altars'  flame  expire. 
If  I  refufe  to  lend  them  fire. 

III. 
By  fate  exalted  high  in  place, 
I,o,  here  1  (land  with  double f.ics  ; 
Superior  none  on  earth  I  find; 
J)Ut  fee  beloiu  me  all  mankind. 
Yet,  as  it  oft'  attends  the  great, 
1  almoflyfnyf  with  my  own  iveight. 
At  every  motion  undertook, 
The  vulgar  all  confult  my  Loh. 
1  fometimes  give  advice  in  ivrHlng^ 
But  never  of  rtiy  own  inditing. 
I  am  a  courtier  in  my  way; 
For  thofe  who  rais^i  me,  I  betras<  ; 
And  fome  give  out,  that  I  entice 
To  lull,  and  luxury,  and  dice  ; 
Who  punilhments  on  me  inflicSl ; 
JJcsftufe  they  liud  their  pockuta  pickt. 


By  riding  poj},  I  lofe  my  health  j 
And  only  to  get  others  wealth. 

IV.    ON  THE  POSTERIORS. 

Because  I  am  by  nature  hUnJ, 
I  wifely  choofe  to  walk  behind  ;    '■ 
Hiawever,  to  avoid  difgrace, 
I  let  no  creature  fee  my  face. 
My  ivords  are  few,  but  fpoke  with  fe/rf: ; 
And  yet  my  /peaking  gives  offence  : 
Or,  if  to  ivktfper  I  prefume, 
The  company  ^yill  fly  the  room. 
By  all  the  world  I  am  opprejl  ; 
And  my  opprcffwn  gives  them  rejl. 
Through  mt,  though  fore  againil  my  will, 
LiJlri:iiors  every  art  inllil. 
By  thoufands  I  dim.  fold  and  bought, 
Who  neither  get  nor  lofe  a  groat ; 
For  none,  alas  !  by  me  can  gain. 
But  thofe  who  give  n\t  grealef  pain. 
Shall  man  prefume  to  be  my  mailer, 
Who's  but  my  caterer  and  tafler? 
Yet,  though  I  always  have  my  will, 
I  am  but  a  mere  depeiider  flill ; 
An  humble  hanger  on  at  bell. 
Of  whom  all  people  make  a  jefl. 
In  me  detracStors  feek  to  find 
Two  vices  of  a  diifcrent  kind  : 
I'm  too  profufe,  fome  cenfurers  cry  ; 
And  all  I  get,  I  let  itfiy  .- 
While  others  give  me  many  a  curfe, 
Becaufe  too  clofe  I  hold  my  pnrfe. 
But  this  I  know,  in  either  cafe 
They  dare  not  charge  me  to  my  face. 
'Tis  true  indeed,  fometimes  Yfwve, 
Sometimes  run  out  of  all  I  have  ; 
But,  when  tlie  year  is  at  an  end. 
Computing  what  I  get  and  fpendy 

l\/'ly  goiags-oiii,  and  cof-vincrs-in, 

I  cannot  find  I  lofe  or  win  ; 
And  therefore  all  that  know  mc  fay, 
I  juftly  keep  the  middle  zvay. 
I'm  always  by  my  betters  led; 
I  lafl  get  up,  and  firfl  a-bed ; 
Though,  if  I  rife  tefore  my  tiviCy 
The  learn'd  in  fcicnces  fublirne 
Confult  the  ftars,  and  thence  forctel 
Good  luck  to  thofe  with  whom  I  dwell. 


V.    ON  A  HORN, 

Thk  joy  of  man,  the  pride  of  brutes. 
Dome  flic  fubjedls  for  difputes. 
Of  plenty  thou  the  ernblem  fair, 
Adorn'd  by  nymphs  with  all  their  care  ? 
I  faw  thee  rais'd  to  high  renown. 
Supporting  half  the  Eritifh  crown; 
And  often  have  I  feen  thee  grace 
The  chaile  Diana's  infant  face  ; 
And  whenfoe'er  yo'j  pleafe  to  fhine, 
Lefs  ufeful  is  htr  light  than  thine  : 
Thy  numerous  fingers  know  their  way, 
And  oft  in  Celia's  trefies  play. 

To  place  thee  in  another  view, 
I'll  fhow  the  world  Itrange  things  and  true  \. 


POEM    S. 


■H_ 


•^'hat  lorc^s  an«l  dames  of  high  degr«e 

May  juftly  claim  their  birth  from  thee. 

The  loul  of  man  with  fpken  you  vex ; 

Of  fplecn  you  cure  the  female  fex. 

Thee  for  a  gift  the  courtier  fends 

With  pleafure  to  his  fpecial  friends  ; 

He  gives,  and  with  a  generous  pride, 

Contrives  all  means  the  gift  to  hide  ; 

If  or  oft'  can  the  receiver  know, 

Whether  he  has  the  gift  or  no. 

On  airy  wings  you  take  yobr  flight, 

And  fly  unleen  both  day  and  night  ;■ 

Conceal  your  form  with  various  tricks  j 

And  few  know  how  or  where  you  fix ; 

Yet  fome,  who  ne'er  beftow'd  thee,  boaft 

That  they  to  others  give  thee  moft. 

Mean  time,  the  wife  a  queftion  ftart, 

If  thou  a  real  being  art ; 

Or  but  a  creature  of  the  brain. 

That  gives  imaginary  pain. 

But  the  fly  giver  better  knows  thee. 

Who  feels  true  joys  when  he  bellows  thee. 

VI.     ON  A  CORKSCREW. 

Though  I,  alas !  a'prifoner  be, 
My  trade  is  prifoners  to  fet  free. 
No  flave  his  lord's  commands  obey* 
With  fuch  bifinuating  ways. 
My  genius,  p'iercwg,Jharb,  and  hright, 
W^herein  the  men  of  wit  delight. 
The  clergy  keep  me  for  their  eafe 
And  turn  and  -wind  me  as  they  pleafe, 
A  new  and  wondrous  art  I  Ihow 
Of  raifmg  fpirits  from  below  ; 
In  fcarht  fome,  and  forae  in  ivhite ; 
They  rife,  walk  round,  yet  never  fright. 
In  at  each  ?no:ith  the  fpirits  pafs, 
Diflindly  fecn,  as  through  a  glafs  } 
O'er  head  and  /wdy  make  a  rout, 
And  drive  at  laft  all  fecrds  out  -. 
And  flill,  the  more  I  fhow  my  art, 
The  more  they  open  every  heart. 

A  greater  chemift  none  than  I, 
Who  from  material's  hard  and  dry 
Have  taught  men  to  extraSl  with  Itill 
More  precious  juice  than  from  a  ftiU. 

Although  I'm  often  out  of  cafe, 
I'm  not  alham'd  to  fliow  mj/ace. 
Though  at  the  tables  of  the  great 
I  near  the  fide-board  take  my  feat  ■, 
Yet  the  plain  'fquire,  when  dinner's  done, 
Is  never  pleas'd  till  I  make  one  : 
He  kindly  bids  me  near  him  Hand, 
And  often  takes  me  by  the  band. 
I  twice  a  day  a  hunting  go. 
Nor  ever  fail  to  feize  my  foe  ; 
And,  when  I  have  him  by  the  fo!e, 
1  drag  him  upwards  from  his  hole  ;  _ 
Though  fome  are  of  fo  ftubborn  kind, 
I'm  forc'd  to  leave  a  limli  behind. 
I  hourly  wait  fome  fatal  end ; 
For  I  can  breai,  but  fcorn  to  bend. 


yii. 


THE  GULF  OF  ALL  HUMAN   POS- 
SESSIONS. 


Come  hither,  and  behold  the  fruits, 
Vain  man  !  of  all  thy  vain  purfuit$» 


Take  wife  advice,  and  looi  iehinJ, 
Bring  all  pafi  adions  to  thy  mind. 
Here  you  may  fee,  as  in  a  glafs, 
How  foon  all  human  pleafures  pafs. 
How  will  it  mortify  thy  pride. 
To  turn  the  true  impartial  fide  ! 
How  will  your  eyes  contain  their  tears, 
When  all  the  fad  re-verfe  appears  ! 

This  cave  within  its  womb  confines 
The  laft  refult  of  all  defigns  : 
Here  lie  depofited  the  fpoils 
Of  bufy  mortals'  endlefs  toils : 
Here,  with  an  eafy  fearch,  we  find 
The  foul  corruptions  of  mankind. 
The  wretched  purchafe  here  behold 
Of  traitors  who  their  country  fold. 

This  gulf  infatiable  imbibes 
The  lawyer's  fees,  the  ftatcfnian's  bribes. 
Here,  in  their  proper  fhape  and  mien. 
Fraud,  perjury,  and  guilt  are  feen. 

Ncceflity,  the  tyrant's  law. 
All  human  race  niuft  hither  draw  ; 
All  prompted  by  the  fame  dcfire. 
The  vigorous  youth,  and  aged  fire. 
Behold,  the  coward  and  the  brave. 
The  haughty  prince,  the  humble  flave, 
Phyfician,  lawyer,  and  divine. 
All  make  oblations  at  this  flirine.  ' 

Some  enter  boldly,  fome  by  ftealth,    , 
And  leave  behind  their  fruitlefs  wealth. 
For  while  the  bafliful  fyWan  maid. 
As  half  aftiam'd,  and  half  afraid. 
Approaching  finds  it  hard  to  part 
With  that  which  dwelt  fo  near  her  hcarf^ 
The  courtly  dame,  unmov'd  by  fear, 
Profufely  pours  her  offerings  here. 

A  treafure  here  of  learning  lurks. 
Huge  heaps  of  never-dying  work* ; 
Labours  of  many  an  ancient  fage. 
And  millions  of  the  prefent  age. 
In  at  this  gulf  all  offerings  pafs 
And  lie  an  undiftinguifh'd  mafs. 
Deucalion,  to  reflore  mankind,  ^ 
Was  bid  to  throw  the  ftones  behind; 
So  thofc  who  here  their  gifts  convey 
Are  forc'd  to  look  another  ivay  ; 
For  few,  a  chofen  few,  muft  know 
The  myfieries  that  lie  below. 

Sad  charnel-houfe  !  a  dilmal  dome, 
For  which  all  mortals  leave  their  home  '. 
Tlie  young,  the  beautiful,  and  brave. 
Here  bury'd  in  one  com.mon  grave  ! 
Where  each  fupply  of  dead  renews 
Unwholefome  dj2?7ps,  offenfwe  dews  ; 
And  lo  !   the  tvritirg  on  the  -walls 
Points  out  where  each  new  viaim  falls  j 
The.  food  of  luorms  and  beafi.s  obfcene. 
Who  round  the  vault  luxuriant  reign. 

See  where  thofe  mangled  corpfes  lie, 
Condemn'd  by  female  hands  to  die ! 
A  comely  dame,  once  clad  in  white. 
Lies  there  confign'd  to  endlefs  night ; 
By  cruel  hands  her  blood  was  fpilt, 
And  yet  her  ivealth  was  all  her  guiit. 

And  here  fix  virgins  in  a  tomb. 
All-beauteous  offspring  of  one  wombj 
Oft'  in  the  train  of  Venus  feen, 
A3  fair  and  lovely  as  their  qucea  a 


?» 


THE   WORKS   OF   SWIFT. 


In  royal  garments  each  was  dreft, 
Each  with  a  gold  and  purple  vcft  : 
I  faw  them  of  their  garments  ftript ; 
Their  throats  were  cut,  their  bellies  ript ; 
Ttvice  were  they  bury'd,  tivke  were  born, 
^ivice  from  their  fepulchres  were  torn ; 
But  now  difmember'd  here  ate  caft. 
And  find  a  refting-place  at  laft. 

Here  oft'  the  curious  traveller  finds 
The  combat  of  oppofwg  ivinds ; 
And  feeks  to  learn  the  fecret  caufe. 
Which  alien  feems  from  nature's  laws. 
Why  at  this  cave's  tremendous  month 
He  feels  at  once  both  north  a.nd  fouth  ; 
Whether  the  winds,  in  caverns  pent, 
Through  difts  oppugnant  force  a  vent ; 
Cr  whether,  openirg  all  his  fores, 
fierce  -ffiolus  in  terapeft  roars. 

Yet,  from  this  mingle  J  mafs  of  things. 
In  time  a  new  creation  fprings. 
Thefe  crude  materials  once  ftiall  rife 
To  fill  the  earth,  and  air,  and  &ies  ; 
In  various  forms  appear  again. 
Of  vegetables,  brutes,  and  men. 
So  Jove  pronounc'd  among  the  gods, 
Olympus  trembling  as  he  nods. 


VIII.    LOUISA  *  TO  STREPHON. 

Ah  \  Strephon,  how  can  you  defpife 

Her  who  without  thy  pity  dies  ? 

To  Strephon  I  have  ftill  been  true. 

And  of  as  noble  blood  as  you  ; 

Fair  iflue  of  the  genial  bed, 

A  virgin  in  thy  bofom  bred  ; 

Embrac'd  thee  clofer  than  a  wife  ; 

When  thee  I  leave,  I  leave  my  life. 

Why  Ihould  my  fliepherd  take  amifs, 

That  oft'  I  wake  thee  with  a  kifs  ? 

Yet  you  of  every  kifs  complain  ; 

Alx !  is  not  love  a  pleafing  pain  ?  '' 

A  pain  which  every  happy  night 

You  cure  with  eafe  and  with  delight ; 

With  pleafure,  as  the  poet  fings, 

Too  great  for  mortals  lefs  than  kings. 

Chloe,  when  on  thy  breaft  I  lie, 
Obferves  me  with  revengeful  eye  ; 
If  Chloe  o'er  thy  heart  prevails, 
She'll  tear  me  with  her  defperate  nails. 
And  with  relentlefs  hands  deftroy 
The  tender  pledges  of  our  joy. 
Nor  have  I  bred  a  fpurious  race  ; 
They  all  were  born  from  thy  embrace. 
Confidcr,  Strephon,  what  you  do  ; 
For,  Ihould  I  die  for  love  of  you, 
I'll  haunt  thy  dreams,  a  bloodlefs  ghoft ; 
And  ail  my  kin  (a  numerous  hoft. 
Who  down  dire<3:  our  lineage  bring 
From  vidlors  o'er  the  Memjhian  king ; 
Renown'd  in  fieges  and  campaigns. 
Who  never  fled  the  bloody  plains. 
Who  in  tempeftuous  feas  can  fport. 
And  fcorn  the  plcafures  of  a  court. 
From  whom  great  Sylla  found  his  doom. 
Who  fcouig'd  to  death  that  fcourge  of  Rome) 


*v  This  Riddle  isfohtd  hy  an  Anagram, 


Shall  on  thee  take  a  vengeance  dire ; 
Thou,  like  Alcides,  ftialt  expire, 
When  his  envenom'd  ftiirt  he  wore, 
And  Ikin  and  fleih  in  pieces  tore. 
Nor  lefs  that  fhirt,  my  rival's  gift, 
Cut  from  the  piece  ttiat  made  her  fhift. 
Shall  in  thy  dearell  blood  be  dy'd. 
And  make  thee  tear  thy  tainted  hide. 

IX. 

Depriv'd  of  root,  and  branch,  and  rind. 

Yet  flowers  I  bear  of  every  kind ; 

And  fuch  is  my  prolific  power. 

They  bloom  in  lefs  than  half  an  hour  ; 

Yet  ftanders-by  may  plainly  fee 

They  get  no  nourifliment  from  me. 

My  head  with  giddinefs  goes  round. 

And  yet  I  firmly  fl;and  my  ground : 

All  over  naked  I  am  feen. 

And  painted  like  an  Indian  queen. 

No  couple-beggar  in  the  land 

E'er  join'd  fuch  numbers  hand  in  hand ; 

I  join  them  fairly  with  a  ring ; 

Nor  can  our  parfon  blame  the  thing  : 

And,  though  no  marriage  words  are  fpokc, 

They  part  not  till  the  ri/'g  is  broke  ; 

Yet  hypocrite  fanatics  cry, 

I'm  but  an  idol  rais'd  on  high : 

And  once  a  weaver  in  our  town, 

A  damn'd  Cromwellian,  knock'd  me  down. 

I  lay  a'  prifoner  twenty  years. 

And  then  the  jovial  cavalliers 

To  their  old  port,  reftor'd  all  three, 

I  mean  the  church,  the  king,  and  me. 

X.    ON  THE  MOON. 

I  WITH  borrow'd  filver  fhine. 

What  you  fee  is  none  of  mine. 

Firft  I  fhow  you  but  a  quarter. 

Like  the  bow  that  guards  the  Tartar ; 

Then  the  half,  and  then  the  whole. 

Ever  dancing  round  the  pole. 

And  what  will  raifc  your  admiration, 

I  am  not  one  of  God's  creation, 

But  fprung  (and  I  this  truth  maintain) 

Like  Pallas  from  my  father's  brain. 

And,  after  all,  I  chiefly  owe 

My  beauty  to  the  fhades  below. 

Moft  wondrous  forms  you  fee  me  wear, 

A  man,  a  woman,  lion  bear, 

A  fifh,  a  fowl,  a  cloud,  a  field, 

All  figures  heaven  or  earth  can  yield ; 

Like  Daphne,  fometimes  in  a  tree  : 

Yet  am  not  one  of  all  you  fee. 

XI.     ON  A  CIRCLE. 

I'm  up  and  down,  and  round  about, 
Yet  all  the  world  can't  find  me  out; 
Though  hundreds  have  employ'd  their  leifure, 
They  never  yet  could  find  my  meafure. 
I'm  found  almoft  in  every  gard':n, 
Nay  in  the  compafs  of  a  farthing. 
There's  neither  chariot,  coach,  nor  mill, 
Can  move  an  inch,  except  I  will. 


POEMS. 


IS 


XII.    ON  INK. 

I  AM  jet  black,  as  you  may  fee, 

The  fon  of  pitch,  and  gloomy  night, 

Yet  all  that  know  me  will  agree, 
I'm  dead  except  1  live-  in  light. 

Sometimes  in  panegyric  high, 
Like  lofty  Pindar,  I  can  foar ; 

And  raife  a  virgin  to  the  Iky, 
Or  fink  her  to  a  pocky  whore. 

My  blood  this  very  day  is  fweet. 

To-morrow  of  a  bitter  juice  ; 
Like  milk,  'tis  cried  about  the  flreet, 

And  fo  apply'd  to  different  ufe. 

Moft  wondroTis  is  my  magic  power : 
For  with  one  colour  I  can  paint ; 

I'll  make  the  devil  a  faint  this  hour. 
Next  make  a  devil  of  a  faint. 

Through  diftant  regions  1  can  fly, 
Provide  me  but  with  paper  wings ; 

And  fairly  fhow  a  reafon,  why 

There  fliould  be  quarrels  among  kings. 

And,  after  all,  you'll  think  it  odd. 
When  learned  dodlors  will  difpute. 

That  I  fhould  point  the  word  of  God, 
And  fhow  where  they  can  befl  confute. 

Let  lawyers  bawl  and  flrain  their  throats , 
'Tis  I  that  mufl  the  lands  convey. 

And  ftrip  the  clients  to  their  coats. 
Nay,  give  their  very  fouls  away. 


Xm.    ON  THE  FIVE  SENSES. 

All  of  us  in  one  you'll  find. 
Brethren  of  a  wondrous  kind ; 
Yet  among  us  all  no  brother 
Knows  one  tittle  of  the  other. 
We  in  frequent  councils  are. 
And  our  marks  of  things  declare. 
Where,  to  us  unluiown,  a  clerk 
Sits,  and  takes  them  in  the  dark. 
He's  the  regifter  of  all 
In  our  ken,  both  great  and  fmal! ; 
By  us  forms  his  laws  and  rules : 
He's  our  mafler,  we  his  tools ; 
Yet  we  can  with  greatefl  eafe 
Turn  and  wind  him  where  we  pleafe. 

One  of  us  alone  can  fleep. 
Yet  no  watch  the  refl  will  keep. 
But  the  moment  that  he  clofes, 
Every  brother  elfe  repofes. 

If  wine's  bought,  or  vi(ftuals  dreft. 
One  enjoys  them  for  the  refl. 

Pierce  us  all  with  wounding  fleel, 
One  for  all  of  us  will  feel. 

Though  ten  thoufand  cannons  roar. 
Add  to  them  ten  thoufand  move. 
Yet  but  one  of  us  is  found 
Who  regards  the  dreadful  found. 

Do  what  is  not  fit  to  tell. 
There's  but  one  of  us  can  fmell. 


XIV.   FONTINELLA  TO  FLORINDA, 

When  on  my  bofom  thy  bright  eyes, 
Florinda,  dart  their  heavenly  beams, 
I  feel  not  the  leafl  love-furprife, 

Yet  endlefs  tears  flow  down  in  flreams ; 
There's  nought  fo  beautiful  in  thee, 
But  you  may  find  the  fame  in  me. 

The  lilies  of  thy  fkin  compare  ; 

In  me  you  fee  them  full  as  white. 
The  rofes  of  your  cheeks,  I  dare 

Affirm,  can't  glow  to  more  delight. 
Then,  fince  !  fliow  as  fine  a  face, 
Can  you  refufe  a  foft  embrace  ? 

Ah  !  lovely  nymph,  thou'rt  in  thy  prime ! 

And  fo  am  I  whilft  thou  art  here^ 
But  foon  will  come  the  fatal  time. 

When  all  we  fee  fhall  difappear. 
'Tis  mine  to  make  a  jufl  reflexion. 
And  yours  to  follow  my  dired:ion. 

Then  catch  admirers  while  you  may  ; 

Treat  not  your  lovers  with  difdain'; 
For  time  with  beauty  flies  away, 

And  there  is  no  return  again. 
To  you  the  fad  account  I  bring. 
Life's  autumn  has  no  fecond  fpring, 

XV.   ON  AN  ECHO, 

Never  fleeping,  ftill  awake, 

Pleafing  moft  when  mofl  1  fpeali ; 

The  delight  of  old  and  young, 

Though  I  fpeak  without  a  tongue. 

Nought  but  one  thing  can  confound  me. 

Many  voices  joining  round  me ; 

Then  I  fret,  and  rave,  and  gabble,    - 

Like  the  labourers  of  Babel. 

Now  I  am  a  dog,  or  cow  ; 

I  can  bark,  or  1  can  low  ; 

I  can  bleat,  or  I  can  fing 

Like  the  warblers  of  the  fprlng.  ' 

Let  the  love-fick  bard  complain, 

And  1  mourn  the  cruel  pain ; 

Let  the  happy  fwain  rejoice. 

And  I  join  my  helping  voice ;  ■ 

Both  are  welcome,  grief  or  joy, 

I  with  either  Iport  or  toy. 

Though  a  lady,  I  am  ftout. 

Drums  and  trumpets  bring  me  out : 

Then  I  clafh,  and  roar,  and  rattle. 

Join  in  all  the  din  of  battle. 

Jove,  with  all  his  loudeft  thunder. 

When  I'm  vext,  can't  keep  me  under; 

Yet  fo  tender  is  my  ear, 

That  the  loweft  voice  I  fear. 

Much  I  dread  the  courtier's  fate, 

When  his  merit's  out  of  date  ; 

For  I  hate  a  filent  breath, 

And  a  whifper  is  my  death. 

XIV.   ON  A  SHADOW  IN  A  GLAScj. 

By  fomething  form'd,  I  nothing  am, 
Yet  every  tiling  that  you  can  Jiame, 


In  no  place  have  I  erer  "hesn. 
Yet  eviiry  where  I  may  be  feen ; 
In  all  things  falle,  yet  always  true, 
I'm  ftill  the  fame — but  ever  new. 
Lifelefs,  life's  perfed;  form  I  wear, 
Can  Ihow  a  nofc,  eye,  tongue,  or  ear. 
Yet  neither  fmelh  lee,  tafte,  or  hear. 
All  fhapes  and  features  I  can  boaft, 
"No  flefli,  no  bones,  no  blood — no  ghoft ; 
All  colours,  without  paint,  put  en, 
And  change  like  the  cameleon. 
Swiftly  1  come,  and  enter  there. 
Where  not  a  chink  lets  in  the  air ; 
Like  thought,  I'm  in  a  moriicnt  gone, 
Nor  can  1  ever  be  alone  ; 
All  things  ou  earth  I  imitate, 
Fafter  than  nature  can  create ; 
Sometimes  imperial  robes  I  v»ear. 
Anon  in  beggar's  rags  appear  ; 
A  giant  nov.',  and  fcrait  an  elf, 
I'm  every  one,  but  ne'er  myfelf ; 
Ne'er  fad  I  mourn,  ne'er  glad  rejoice; 
I  move  my  lips,  but  want  a  voice ; 
1  ne'er  viras  born,  nor  e'er  can  die  ; 
Then  ptythee  tell  me  what  am  1. 

XVII. 

Most  things  by  me  do  rife  and  fall, 

And  as  I  pleafe  they're  great  and  fmall ; 

Invading  foes,  v/ithout  refinance. 

With  eafe  I  make  to  keep, their  diftance  ; 

Again,  as  I'm  difpos'd,  the  foe 

Will  come,  though  not  a  foot  they  go. 

Eoth  mountains,  woods,  and  hills,  and  rocks. 

And  gaming  goats,  and  fleecy  flocks. 

And  lowing  herds,  and  piping  fwains. 

Come  dancing  to  me  o'er  the  plains. 

The  greateft  whale  that  fwims  the  fea 

Does  inflantly  my  power  obey. 

In  vain  from  me  the  failor  flies ; 

The  quickeft  fhip  I  can  furprife. 

And  turn  it  as  I  have  a  mind. 

And  move  it  againft  tide  and  wind. 

Nay,  bring  me  hfre  the  tallefl  man, 

I'll  fqueeze  him  to  a  little  fpan  ; 

Or  bring  a  tender  child  and  pliant, 

You'll  fee  me  fl;retch  him  to  a  giant ; 

Nor  fhall  they  in  the  leall  complain, 

Becaufe  my  magic  gives  no  pain. 

XVIII.    ON  TIME. 

Ever  eating,  never  cloying, 
All  devouring,  all  deflroying. 
Never  finding  full  repaft. 
Till  I  eat  the  world  at  laft. 


XIX.    ON  THE  GALLOWS. 

There  is  a  gate,  we  know  full  well. 

That  ftands  'twixt  heaven,  and  earthj  and  hell, 

Where  many  for  a  paflage  venture,  _ 

Yet  very  few  are  fond  to  enter ; 

Although  'tis  open  night  and  day, 

They  for  that  rcafonlhun  this  way  : 
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Both  dvkes  and  lords  abhor  its  wood,  , 
They  can't  come  near  it  for  theL''  blood; 
What  other  way  they  take  to  go. 
Another  time  I'll  let  you  know. 
Yet  commoners  with  greateft  eafe 
Can  find  an  entrance  when  they  pleafe. 
The  pooreft  hither  march  in  flate 
(Or  they  can  never  pafs  the  gate). 
Like  Roman  generals  triumphant. 
And  then  they  take  a  turn  and  junjp  on'ti 
If  graveft  parfons  here  advance. 
They  cannot  pafs  Ijefore  they  dance  ; 
There's  not  a  foul  that  does  refort  here, 
But  ftrips  himfelf  to  pay  the  porter. 

XX.    ON  THE  VOWELS, 

We  are  little  airy  creatii.res. 
All  of  different  voice  ^d  featured : 
One  of  us  in  glafs  is  fct. 
One  of  us  you'll  find  in  jot. 
T'other  you  may  fee  in  tin, 
And  the  fourth  a  box  within ; 
If  the  fifth  you  fliould  purfue. 
It  can  never  Sy  from  you. 

XXL    ON  SNOW. 

From  heaven  I  fall,  though  from  earth  1  begin : 

No  lady  alive  can  ftiow  fuch  a  Ikin. 

I'm  bright  as  an  angel,  and  light  as  a  feather  j 

But  heavy  and  dark  when  you  fqueeze  me  together. 

Though  capelour  and  truth  in  my  afpecft  I  bear, 

Ye/many  poor  creatures  I  help  to  enfnare. 

Though  fo  much  of  heaven  appears  in  my  make, 

The  fouleft  imprcffions  I  eafily  take. 

Aly  parent  and  I  produce  one  another. 

The  mother  the  daughter,  the  daughter  the  mother. 


XXII.   ON  A  CANON. 

Begoi  TEN,  and  born,  and  dying  with  noife, 
Jllie  terror  of  women,  and  pleafure  of  boys, 
Like  the  fidtion  of  poets  concerning  the  wind, 
I'm  chiefly  unruly  when  ftrongcft  confin'd. 
For  filver  and  gold  I  don't  trojble  my  head. 
But  all  1  delight  in  is  pieces  of  lead ; 
Except  when  I  trade  with  a  fhip  or  a  town. 
Why  then  I  make  pieces  of  iron  go  down. 
One  property  more  I  would  have  you  remark. 
No  lady  was  ever  more  fond  of  a  fpark ; 
The  moment  I  get  ^ne,  my  foul's  all  a-fire. 
And  I  roar  out  my  joy,  and  in  tranfport  expire. 


XXIII.    ON  A  PAIR  OF  DICE. 

We  are  little  brethren  twain, 
Arbiters  of  lofs  and  gain  ; 
Many  to  our  counters  run. 
Some  are  made,  and  fomc  imdonc: 
But  men  find  '!:  to  their  coft, 
Few  are  made,  but  numbers  loft. 
Tliougli  we  pby  them  tricks  for  every 
Yet  tlii;y  always  hope  our  favour. 
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XXIV..  ON  A  CANDLE. 

TO   LADY    CARTERET. 

Of  all  inhabitants  on  earth, 

To  man  alone  1  owe  my  birth ; 

And  yet  the  cow,  the  Iheep,  the  bee, 

Are  all  my  parents  more  than  he. 

I,  a  virtue  ftrange  and  rare,  ^ 

Make  the  fairefl  look  more  fair  ; 

And  myfelf,  which  is  yet  rarer, 

Growing  old,  grow  ftill  the  fairer. 

Like  fots,  alone  I'm  dull  enough, 

When  dos'd  v.'ith  fmoke,  and  Imear'd  with  fnufi; 

But,  in  the  midft  of  mirth  and  wine, 

I  with  double  luftre  ihine. 

£mblem  of  the  fair  am  I, 

Polifli'd  neck,  and  radiant  eye  ; 

In  my  eye  my  greatefl  grace. 

Emblem  qf  the  Cyclop's  race  ; 

Metals  I  like  them  fubdue,  ^ 

Slave  like  them  to  Vulcan  too. 

Emblem  of  a  monarch  old, 

Wife,  and  glorious  to  behold, 

Wafted  he  appears,  and  pale, 

Watching  for  the  public  weal : 

Emblem  of  the  baihful  dame. 

That  in  fecret  feeds  her  flame. 

Often  aiding  to  impart 

All  the  fecrtts  of  her  heart. 

Various  is  my  bulk  and  hue; 

Big  like  Befs,  and  fmall  like  Sue  ; 

iJow  brown  and  burnifh'd  as  a  nut. 

At  other  times  a  very  flat ; 

Often  fair,  and  fc-ft^   and  tender. 

Taper,  tall,  and  fm'ooth,  and  ilender ; 

Like  Flor^  deck' J  with  various  flowers; 

Like  Phoebus,  guardian  of  the  hours ; 

But,  whatever  be  my  drefs, 

Greater  be  my  fize  or  lefs. 

Swelling  be  my  Ihape  or  linall, 

Like  thyfelf  I  lliine  in  all. 

Clouded  if  my  face  is  feen,  ' 

My  complexion  wan  and  green. 

Languid  like  a  love-fick  maid. 

Steel  afi^ords  me  prcfent  aid. 

Soon  or  late,  my  date  is  done. 

As  my  thread  of  life  is  fpun ; 

Yet  to  cut  the  fatal  thread 

Oft'  revives  my  drooping  head  : 

Yet  I  perifh  in  my  prime. 

Seldom  by  the  death  of  time ; 

Die  like  lovers  as  they  gaze, 

T)ie  for  thofe  I  live  to  pleafe  ; 

Pine  unpitied  to  my  urn, 

Nor  \varm  the  fair  for  whom  I  burn  ; 

Unpitied,  unlamented  too, 

pie  like  all  that  look  on  you. 

XXV.    TO  LADY  CAP.TERET. 

BY  DR.  DELANY. 

I  REACH  all  things  near  me,  and  far  off  to  boot, 
Without  ftretching  a  finger,  or  fliirring  a  foot ; 
■  take  thf^i  all  in  too,  to  add  to  your  wonder, 
though  many  and  various,  and  la-ge  and  afonder. 


Without  jofl;ling  or  crowding  they  pafs  fide  by  fide. 
Through  a  wonderful  -wicket,  not  half  an  inch 

wide : 
Then  I  lodge  them  at  cafe  in  a  very  large  ftore, 
Of  no  breadth  or  length,  with  a  thouland  things 

more. 
All  this  I  can  do  without  witchcraft  or  charm  ; 
Though  fometimes,  they  fay,  I  bewitch  and  do 

harm. 
Though  cold,  I  inflame  ;  and  though  quiet,  invade; 
And  nothing  can  fliield  from  my  fpel!  but  a  fliade, 
A  thief  that  has  robb'd  you,  or  done  you  difgrace. 
In  magical  mirror  I'll  iliow  you  his  face  : 
Nay,  \i  you'll  believe  what  the  poets  have  faid, 
They'll  tell  you  1  kill,  and  can  cull  back  the  dead. 
Like  conjurers  faie  in  my  circle  1  dwell ; 
I  love  to  look  black  too,  it  heightens  my  fpelL 
Though  my  magic  is  mighiy  m  every  hue. 
Who  lee  all  my  power  niuft  fee  it  in  you, 

ANSWERED  SY  DR.  SWIFT. 

W"iTH  half  an  eye  your  riddle  I  fpy. 
I  obferve  your  wicket  hemm'd  in  by  a  thicket. 
And  whatever  pafies  is  ftrained  through  glafles. 
You  fay  it  is  quiet :   I  flatly  deny  it. 
It  wanders  about,  without  ftirring  out; 
No  paflion  lb  weak  but  gives  it  a  tweak ; 
I^ove,  joy,  and  devotion,  let  it  always  in  motion. 
And  as  for  the  tragic  effeifls  of  its  magic, 
V^hich  you  fay  it  can  kill  or  revive  at  its  will. 
The  dead  are  all  found,  and  revive  above  ground. 
After  all  you  have  writ,  it  cannot  be  wit ; 
Which  plainly  does  follow,  fmce  it  flies  from  Apollo. 
Its  cowardice  I'uch,  it  cries  at  a  touch  : 
'Tis  a  perfect  milkfop,  grows  drunk  with  ^  drop. 
Another  great  fault,  it  cannot  bear  fait : 
And  a  hair  can  difarm  it  of  every  charm. 


A    RECEIPT 

TO  RESTORE  STELLa's  YOUTH.   I734-5«, 

The  Scottifti  hinds,  too  poor  to  houfe 
In  frofty  nights  their  flawing  cows. 
While  not  a  blade  of  grafs  or  hay 
Appears  from  Michaelmas  to  May, 
Muft  let  their  cattle  range  in  vain 
For  food  along  the  barren  plain. 
Meagre  and  lank  with  falling  grown, 
And  nothing  left  but  flcin  and  bone  ; 
Expos'd  to  want,  and  wind,  and  wcatlier. 
They  juft  keep  hfc  and  foul  together, 
Till  fummer-fiiowers  and  evening's  dew- 
Again  the  yerdant  glebe  renew  ; 
And,  as  the  vegetables  rii'a. 
The  famifli'd  cow  her  want  fupplies : 
Without  an  ounce  of  laft  year's  ficih, 
Whate'er  ftie  gains  is  young  and  frefli ; 
Grows  plump  and  round,  and  full  of  mettle. 
As  rifmg  from  Medea's  kettle. 
With  youth  and  beauty  to  iuchant 
Europa's  counterfeit  gallant. 

Why,  Stella,  fliould  you  knit  your  brow, 
If  I  compare  you  to  the  cow  ? 
'Tis  juft  the  cafe;  for  you  have  faft:ed 
So  Jojij,  tiij  all  youf  flefl-i  is  wailsd. 
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And  muft  againft  the  warmer  days 
Be  fcnt  to  Quilca  down  to  graze  ; 
"UTiere  mirth,  and  exerclfe,  and  air. 
Will  foon  your  appetite  repair : 
The  nutriment  will  from  within, 
Ronnd  all  your  body,  plump  your  flcin  ; 
"VViil  agitate  the  lazy  flood, 
^nd  fill  your  veins  with  fprightly  blood: 
Nor  flefh  nor  blood  will  be  the  fame, 
Nor  aught  of  Stella  but  the  name  ; 
For  what  was  ever  underftood, 
By  human  kind,  but  flefh  and  blood  ? 
And  if  your  flefh  and  blood  be  new. 
You'll  be  no  more  the  former  you; 
But  for  a  blooming  nymph  will  pafs, 
Jafl  fifteen,  coming  fummer's  grafs, 
Your  jetty  locks  with  garlands  crown'd  : 
"While  all  the  'fquires  for  nine  miles  round. 
Attended  by  a  brace  of  curs, 
"With  jocky  boots  and  filver  fpurs. 
No  lefs  than  juftices  o'qurjrum. 
Their  cow-boys  bearing  cloaks  before  'em, 
Shall  leave  deciding  broken  pates. 
To-  kifs  your  fleps  at  Quilca's  gates. 
But,  left  you  fhould  my  (kill  difgrace. 
Come  back  before  you're  out  of  cafe  : 
For  if  to  Michaelmas  you  ftay. 
The  new-bom  flefh  will  melt  away  ; 
.  The  'fquire  in  fcom  will  fly  the  houfe 
For  better  game,  and  look  for  groufe  ; 
But  here,  before  the  frofl;  can  mar  it, 
We'll  make  it  firm  with  beef  and  claret. 


STELLA'S  BIRTH-DAY.     1724-5. 

As,  when  a  beauteous  nymph  decays, 
We  fay,  {he's  pafl  her  dancing-days  ; 
So  poets  lofe  their  feet  by  time. 
And  can  no  longer  dance  in  rhyme. 
Your  annual  bard  had  rather  chofe 
To  celebrate  your  birth  in  profe  : 
Tet  merry  folks,  who  want  by  chance 
A  pair  to  make  a  country-dance. 
Call  the  old  hcufe-keeper,  and  get  lier 
To  fill  a  place,  for  want  of  better  : 
While  Sheridan  is  ofT  the  hooks. 
And  friend  Delany  at  his  books. 
That  Stella  may  avoid  difgrace. 
Once  more  the  Dean  fupplies  their  place. 

Beauty  and  wit,  too  fad  a  truth  ! 
Have  always  been  confin'd  to  youth  ; 
The  god  of  wit,  and  beauty's  queen. 
He  twenty-one,  and  Ihe  fifteen. 
No  poet  ever  fv/eetly  fung, 
Unlefs  he  were,  like  Phoebus,  young  ; 
Nor  ever  nymph  infpir'd  to  rhyme, 
Unlefs,  like  Venus,  in  her  prime. 
At  fifty-fix,  if  ihis  be  true. 
Am  I  a  poet  fit  for  you  .' 
Or,  at  the  age  of  forty-three. 
Are  you  a  fubjeft  fit  for  me  .> 
Adieu  !  bright  wit,  and  radiant  eyes ! 
Yon  mull  be  grave,  and  I  be  wife. 
Our  fate  in  vain  we  would  oppofe  : 
But  ril  be  ftill  your  friend  in  profe; 
Efteem  and  friendfhip  to  exprefs. 
Will  not  require  poetic  drefs ; 


And,  if  the  mufe  deny  her  aid 

To  have  xh.emfutig,  they  may  htfaU. 

But,  Stella,  fay,  what  evil  tongue 
Reports  you  are  no  longer  young; 
That  Time  fits,  with   his  Icythe,  to  mow 
Where  erft  fat  Cupid  with  his  bow  ; 
That  half  your  locks  are  turn'd  to  gray  f 
I'll  ne'er  believe  a  word  they  fay. 
'Tis  true,  but  let  it  not  be  known. 
My  eyes  are  fomewhat  dimmilh  grown : 
For  nature,  always  in  the  right. 
To  your  decays  adapts  my  fight ; 
And  wrinkles  undiftinguiflid  pafs. 
For  I'm  afliam'd  to  ufe  a  glafs  ; 
And  till  I  fee  them  with  thefe  eyes, 
Whoever  fays  you  have  them,  lies. 

No  length  of  time  can  make  you  quit 
Honour  and  virtue,  fenfe  and  wit : 
Thus  you  may  ftill  be  young  to  me. 
While  I  can  better  hear  thany^f. 
Oh,  ne'er  may  fortune  Ihow  her  fpight. 
To  make  me  deaf,  and  mend  my  ftghi.' 

AN  EPIGRAM  ON  WOOD's  BRASS  MONEY. 

Carteret  was  welcomed  to  the  fliore 

Firft  with  the  brazen  cannons  roar  ; 

To  meet  him  next  the  foldier  comes. 

With  brazen  trumps  and  brazen  drums  ; 

Approaching  near  the  town  he  hears 

The  brazen  bells  falute  his  ears  : 

But,  when  Wood's  brafs  began  to  found. 

Guns,  trumpets,  drums,  and  bells,  were  drown'd. 

A    SIMILE, 

ON    OCR    WANT    OF    SILVER  : 
And  the  only  Way  to  Remedy  it.      1 72?. 

As  when  of  old  fome  forccrefs  threw 
O'er  the  moon's  face  a  fable  hue, 
To  drive  unfcen  her  magic  chair. 
At  midnight,  through  the  darken'd  air; 
Wife  people,  who  believ'd  with  reafon  ' 
That  this  edipfe  v/as  out  of  feafon, 
AflRrm'd  the  moon  was  fick,  and  fell 
To  cure  her  by  a  countcr-fpelL 
Ten  thoufpnd  cymbals  now  beo-jn 
To  rend  the  fkies  with  brazen'din  ; 
The  cymbals'  rattling  founds  difpel 
The  cloud,  and  drive  the  hag  to  hell. 
The  moon  deliver'd  frofn  her  pain, 
Difplays  htivjil-ver  face  again 
(Note  here,  that  in  the  chemic  ftyle. 
The  moon  \s fiver  all  this  while). 

So  (if  my  fimile  you  minded, 
Which  I  confefs  is  too  long-winded) 
When  late  a  feminine  magician  *, 
Join'd  with  a  brazen  politician, 
Expos'd,  to  blind  the  nation's  eyes, 
A  parchment  f  of  prodigious  fize  ; 
Conceal'd  behind  that  ample  fcreen. 
There  was  no  filver. to  be  feen.  , 


*  A  great  lady  xvasfaidto  ha-ve  been  Irildby  Wotd. 
f   The  patent  for  coining  half  fence. 


POEMS. 


!r 


But  to  this  parchment  let  the  Drapier 

Oppofe  his  counter-charm  of  paper, 

And  ring  Wood's  copper  in  our  ears 

So  loud  till  all  the  nation  hears ; 

That  found  will  make  the  parchment  fhrivel, 

And  drive  the  conjurers  to  the  devil: 

And,  when  the  Iky  is  grown  ferene, 

Our  filver  will  appear  again. 

WOOD  AN  INSECT.    1725. 

By  long  obfervation  I  have  underftood, 
That  two  little  vermin  are  kin  to  Will  Wood. 
The  firft  is  an  infeifl  they  call  a  -rtW-loufe, 
That  folds  up  itfelf  in  itfelf  for  a  houfe, 
As  round  as  a  ball,  without  head,  without  tail, 
Inclos'd  cap-a-pe  in  a  flrong  coat  of  mail. 
And  thus  William  Wood  to  my  fancy  appears 
In  fillets  of  brafs  roU'd  up  to  his  ears  : 
And  over  thefe  fillets  he  wifely  has  thrown. 
To  keep  out  of  danger,  a  doublet  of  ftone  *. 
The  loufe  of  the  -wood  for  a  med'cine  is  us'd, 
Or  fwallow'd  alive,  or  (kilfuliy  bruis'd. 
And,  let  but  our  mother  Hibernia  contrive 
To  fwallow  Will  Wood  either  bruis'd  or  alive, 
She  need  be  no  more  with  the  jaundice  poffeft. 
Or  fick  of  olJlruBwns,  and  pains  in  her  cheji. 

The  next  is  an  infeft  v/e  call  a  TKooiZ-worm, 
That  lies  in  old  ivcod  like  a  hare  in  her  form  ; 
With  teeth  orwith  claws  itwillbite  or  will  fcratch; 
And  chambermaidschiiften  this  wormadead-watch, 
Becaufe  like  a  watch  it  always  cries  click  : 
Then  woe  be  to  thofe  in  the  houfe  who  are  fick  ; 
For,  as  fure  as  a  gun,  they  will  give  up  the  ghoft. 
If  the  maggot  cries  did  when  it  fcratches  the  poft. 
Eut  a  kettle  of  fcalding  hot  water  injedlied 
Infallibly  cures  the  timber  affefted  : 
The  omen  is  broken,  the  danger  is  over  ; 
The  maggot  will  die,  and  the  fick  will  recover. 
Such  a  worm  was  Will  Wood,  when  he  fcratch'd 

at  the  door 
Of  a  governing  flatefman  or  favourite  whore  : 
The  death  of  our  nution  he  feem'd  to  foretell. 
And  the  found  of  his  brafs  we  took  for  our  knell. 
Eut  now,  fince  the  Drapier  hath  heartily  maul'dhim, 
I  think  the  beft  thing  we  can  do  is  to  fcald  him. 
For  which  operation  there's  nothing  more  proper 
Than  the  liquor  he  deals  in, his  own  m.elted  copper; 
Unlefs,  like  the  Dutch,  you  rather  would  boil 
This  coiner  of  ra/js  f  in  a  cauldron  of  oil. 
Then  choofe  which  you  pleafe,  and  let  each  bring 

a  faggot,  [maggot 

For  our  fear's  at  an  end  with  the  death  of  the 


ON  WOOD  THE  IRONMONGER.    1725. 

Salmoneus,  as  the  Grecian  tale  is. 
Was  a  mad  copperfmith  of  Elis  ; 
Up  at  his  forge  by  morning-peep. 
No  creature  in  the  lane  could  fleep  ; 
Among  a  crew  of  royftering  fellows 
Would  fit  whole  evenings  at  the  alehoufe  : 


*   He  ivas  in  goal  for  debt. 
^   Caunjerfeit  halfbeiia. 


His  wife  and  children  wanted  bread. 
While  he  went  always  drunk  to  bed. 
This  vapouring  fcab  muft  needs  deviic 
To  ape  the  thunder  of  the  fkies : 
With  brafs  two  fiery  ftieeds  he  fliod. 
To  make  a  clattering  as  they  trod- 
Of  polifli'd  brafs  his  flaming  car 
Like  lightning  dazzled  from  afar ; 
And  up  he  mounts  into  the  box. 
And  he  muft  thunder,  with  a  pox- 
Then  furious  he  begins  his  march. 
Drives  rattling  o'er  a  brazen  arch  ; 
W^ith  fquibs  and  crackers  arm'd,  to  throw 
Among  the  trembling  crowd  below. 
All  ran  to  prayers,  both  priefts  and  laity. 
To  pacify  this  angry  deity  : 
When  Jove,  in  pity  to  the  town, 
With  real  thunder  knock'd  him  down. 
Then  what  a  huge  delight  were  all  in. 
To  fee  the  wicked  varlet  fprawling ; 
They  fearch'd  his  pockets  on  the  place. 
And  found  his  copper  all  was  bafe  ; 
They  laugh'd  at  fuch  an  Irifh  blunder. 
To  take  the  nolfe  of  brafs  for  thunder. 

The  moral  of  this  tale  is  proper, 
Apply'd  to  Wood's  adulter'd  copper  ; 
Which,  as  he  fcatter'd,  we  like  dolts, 
Mifl.ook  at  firft  for  thunder-bolts  ; 
Before  the  Drapier  fhot  a  letter, 
(Nor  Jove  himfelf  could  do  it  better) 
Which,  lighting  on  th'  impoftor's  crown. 
Like  real  thunder  knock'd  him  down. 

WILL  WOOD'S  PETITION 

TO  THE   PEOPLE  OF  IRELAND  ; 

Being  an  excellent  New  Song,  fuppcfed  io  be  made  and 
fung  in  the  f  reefs  of  Dublin,  by  V/illicm  JVcicd, 
Ironmonger  and  Halfpenny-monger.     I73J- 

My  dear  Irifli  folks. 

Come  leave  off  your  jokes, 
And  buy  up  my  halfyence  fo  fine  ; 

So  fair  and  fo  bright. 

They'll  give  you  delight ; 
Obferve  how  they  gliften  and  Ihine  ! 

They'll  fell,  to  my  grief. 

As  cheap  as  neck-beef, 
For  counters  at  cards  to  your  wife  j 

And  every  day 

Your  children  may  play 
Span-farthing,  or  tofs  on  the  knife. 

Come  hither,  and  try  ; 

I'll  teach  you  to  buy 
A  pot  of  good  ale  for  a  farthing : 

Come  ;  three-pence  a  fcore, 

I  aflc  you  no  more. 
And  a  fig  for  the  Drapier  and  Hardinge  *. 

When  tradefmen  have  gold. 

The  thief  will  be  bold, 
By  night  and  by  day  for  to  rob  him : 

My  copper  is  fuch, 

No  robber  will  touch. 
And  fo  you  may  daintily  bob  him. 

*   The  Drapier' s  printer » 
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The  little  blackguard, 

Who  gets  very  hard 
His  halfpence  for  cleaning  your  fhoes ; 

When  his  pockets  are  cramm'd 

With  mine  and  be  d — 'd, 
He  may  fwear  he  has  nothing  to  lofc. 

Here's  halfpence  in  plenty. 

For  one  you'll  have  twenty. 
Though  thousands  are  not  worth  a  pudden  ; 

Your  neighbours  will  think, 

When  your  pocket  cries  chink. 
You  are  grown  plaguy  rich  on  a  fudden. 

You  will  be  my  thankers, 

I'll  make  you  my  bankers, 
As  good  as  Ben  Burton  or  Fade  * ; 

For  nothing  fhall  pafs 

But  my  pretty  brafs. 
And  then  you'll  be  all  of  a  trade. 

I'm  a  fon  of  a  whore 

If  I  have  a  word  more 
To  fay  in  this  wretched  condition. 

If  my  coin  will  not  pafs, 

I  muft  die  like  an  afs  ; 
And  fo  I  conclude  my  petition. 

A  NEW  SONG 
ON  wood's  halfpence. 

Ye  people  of  Ireland,  both  country  and  city. 
Come  Uften  with  patience,  and  hear  out  my  ditty: 
At  this  time  I'll  choofe  to  be  wifer  than  witty. 

IVhich  nokody  can  deny. 

The  halfpence  are  coming,  the  nation's  undoing. 
There's  an  end  of  your  ploughing,  and  baking, 

and  brewing : 
In  fliort,  you  muft  all  go  to  rack  and  to  ruin. 

Which,  &c. 

Both  high  men  and  low  men,  and  thick  men  and 

tall  men,  [thrall  men. 

And  rich  men  and  poor  men,  and  free  men  and 

Willfuffer ;  and  thisman,and  thatman,and  all  men. 

Which,  &c. 

The  foldier  is  ruin'd,  poor  man  !  by  his  pay ; 
His  five-pence  will  prove  but  a  farthing  a  day. 
For  meat,  or  for  drink  ;  or  he  muft  run  away. 

PVhich,  &c. 

Whtn  he   pulls  out  his   two-pence,   the    tapfter 

fays  not, 
That  ten  times  as  much  he  muft  pay  for  his  fhot; 
And  thus  the  poor  foldier  muft  foon  go  to  pot. 

IVhich,  &ic. 

If  he  goes  to  the  baker,  the  baker  will  huff, 
And  twenty-pence  have  for  a  two-penny  loaf. 
Then,  dog,  rogue,  and  rafcal,  and  fo  kick  and  cuff. 

Which,  &c. 

Again,  to  the  market  whenever  he  goes. 
The  butcher  and  foldier  muft  be  mortal  foes; 
One  cuts  off  an  ear,  and  the  other  a  nofe. 

IVhiih,  &c. 


*  Itto famous  bankers^ 


The  butcher  is  ftout,  and  h.z  values  no  fwagger ; 
A  cleaver's  a  match  any  time  for  a  dagger. 
And  a  blue  fleeve  may  give  fuch  a  cuff  as  may 
ftagger. 

Which,  &c. 

The  beggars  themfelves  will  be  broke  in  a  trice. 
When  thus  their  poor  farthings  are  funk  in  their 

price  ; 
When  nothing  is  left,  they  muft  live  on  their  lice. 

Which,  &c. 

The  fquire  poffefs'd  of  twelve  thoufand  a  year, 
O  Lord !  what  a  mountain  his  rents  would  appear  \ 
bhould  he  take  them,  he  would  not  have  houfe- 
room,  I  fear. 

Whkh,  &c. 

Though  at  prefent  he  lives  in  a  very  large  houfe, 
There  would  then  not  be  room  in  it  leftforamoufe; 
But  the  fquire's  too  wife,  he  will  not  lake  a  foufe 

Which,  Sac. 

The  farmer,  who  comes  with  his  rent  in  this  cafh, 
For  taking  thefe  counters,  and  being  fo  rafli. 
Will  be  kick'd  out  of  doors,  both  himfelf  and  his  trafli. 

Which,  &c. 

For,  in  all  the  leafes  that  ever  we  hold, 

We  muft  pay  our  rent  in  good  filver  and  gold. 

And  not  in  brafs  tokens  of  fuch  a  bale  mold. 

Which,  &e. 

The  wifeft  of  lawyers  all  fwear,  they  will  warrant 
No  money  but  filver  and  gold  can  be  current ; 
And,  fince  they  will  fwear  it,  we  all  may  be  fure  on't. 

Which,  &c. 

And  I  think,  after  all,  it  would  be  very  ftrange 
To  give  current  money  for  bafe  in  exchange. 
Like  a  fine  lady  fwapr-ing  her  moles  for  the  mange. 

Which,  &c. 

But  read  the  king's  patent,  and  there  ycu  will  find. 
That  no  man  need  take  them  but  who  has  a  mind. 
For  which  we  muft  fay  that  his  Majefty's  kind. 

Which,  &c. 

Now  God  blefs  the  Drapier  who  open'd  our  eyes!. 
I'ui  fure,  by  his  book,  that  the  Vv-riter  is  wife  ; 
He  fhows  us  the  cheat,  from  the  end  to  the  rife. 

Which,  &c. 

Nay,  farther,  he  ftiows  it  a  very  hard  cafe. 
That  this  fellow  Wood,  of  a  very  bad  race, 
Should  of  all  the  fine  gentry  of  Ireland  take  place. 

Which,  &c. 

That  he  and  his  halfpence  fliould  come  to  wc^gh 

down 
Our  fubjedls  fo  loyal  and  true  to  the  crown  ; 
But  I  hope,  after  all,  that  they  will  be  his  own. 

Which,  &.C. 

This  book,  I  do  tell  you,  is  writ  for  your  goods, 
And  a  very  good  book  againft  Mr.  Wood's  ; 
If  you  fiand  true  together,  he's  left  in  the  fuds. 

Which,  &c- 

Yc  ftiop-men,  and  trades-men,  and  farmers,  go 

read  it ; 
For  I  think  in  my  foul  at  this  time  that  you  need  it; 
Or  egad,  if  you  doa't,  there's  an  end  of  your  credit. 
Which  nobady  can  de'ij/. 
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A   SERIOUS   POEM 


UPON  WILLIAM  WOOD, 

IBraficf,   Tinier,  Ilar^ivnreiran,  Coiner,  Founder,  and 
Efquire. 

"When  foes  are  o'ercome,  we  preferve  them  from 

flaughter, 
To  be  beiuers  of  ivood,  and  draiveri-  of  water. 
Nov,-,  although  to  draiv  -water  is  not  very  good ; 
Yet  we  all  fliould  rejoice  to  be  hcivers  of  Wood. 
I  own,  it  has  often  provok'd  me  to  mutter. 
That  a  rogue  fo  oh/cure  fliould  make  fuch  a  clutter: 
But  ancient  Philofophers  -wifely  remark. 
That  old  rotten  IVood  will  fnine  in  the  dark. 
Tlie  Heathens,  we  read,  had  Gods  made  of  IVood, 
Who  could  do  tiiem  no  harm,  if  they  did  them  no 
But  this  idol  JVood  may  do  us  great  evil ;      [good  : 
Their  Gods  w^ere  oiWofid;  but  our  Wood  Is  the  £>ewl. 
To  cut  down  fine  IVood,  is  a  very  bad  thing ; 
And  yet  we  all  know  rmxch.  gold  it  will  bring. 
'I"hcn,if  cuttmgdown  W-'opi/brings  money  goodilore, 
Our  money  to  keep,  let  us  cut  ao-wii  one  more. 

Now  hear  an  old  tale.     There  anciently  flood 
(1  forget  in  what  church)  an  image  of  Wood. 
Concerning  this  image  there  went  a  predidlion. 
It  would  burn  a  whole yiny/,-  nor  was  it  a  licStion. 
'Twas  c«t  into  faggots  and  put  to  the  flame, 
To  burn  an  old  Friar,  one  Forejl  by  name. 
My  tale  is  a  wife  one,  if  v/ell  underflood : 
Find  you  but  the  Friar ;  and  I'll  find  the  Wood. 
I  hear,  among  fcholars  there  is  a  great  doubt 
From  wliat  kind  of  tree  this  Wood  was  he-.vn  out. 
Teague  made  a  good  pun  by  a  brogue  in  hisfpeech; 
And  faid,  By  myfioul,  he's  the  fan  of  a  Beech. 
Some  call  him  a  Thorn,  the  curfe  of  the  nation, 
As  Thorns  were  defign'd  to  be  from  the  creation. 
Some  think  him  cut  out  from  the  poifoncus  Tezu, 
Beneath  whofe  ill  fhadc  no  plant  ever  grew. 
Some  fay  he's  a  Birch,  a  thought  very'odd  ; 
For  none  but  a  dunce  would  come  under  his  rod. 
But  I'll  tell  you  the  fecret ;  but  pray  do  not  blab  ; 
He  is  an  old  flump  cut  out  of  a  Crab  j 
And  England  has  put  this  Crab  to  a  hard  ufe. 
To  cudgel  our  bones,  and  for  drink  give  us  -verjuice; 
And  therefore  his  ivHneJfes  juftly  may  boafl, 
That  none  are  more  properly  knights  of  the  Pojl. 

I  ne'er  could  endure  my  talent  to  fmother ; 
I  told  you  one  tale,  and  I'll  tell  you  another. 
A  joiner,  to  fallen  a  faint  in  a  nitch, 
Bor'd  a  large  auger-hole  m  tlie  image's  breech; 
But,  finding  the  ftatue  to  make  no  complaint. 
He  would  ne'er  be  convinc'd  it  was  a  true  faint. 
•Whenthe#r»f  /^f'''oo£!'arrives,ashefoon v/ill,no doubt, 
(For  that's  but  a  fham  M^ood  they  carry  about  *) 
WlvXjlitffht  is  made  of  you  quickly  may  f.nd. 
If  you  make  Ae  fame  trial,  and  bore  him  behind. 
I'll  hold  you  a  groat,  when  you  ivimble  his  bum. 
He'll  bellow  as  loud  as  the  I) evil  in  a  drm??. 
.From  me,  1  declare,  you  fhall  have  no  denial ; 
And  there  can  be  no  harm  in  making  a  trial ; 
And,  when  to  the  joy  of  your  hearts  he  has  rear'd, 
f  "You  may  fhow  him  aioiit  for  a  new groani,rg-hoard. 
Hear  one  ftory  more,  and  then  I  will  flop. 
l  dreamt  Wood  was  told  he  fhould  die  by  a  dro/> ; 

Fie  -was  frequently  burnt  in  ejfiiry. 

Vol.  IX.       ■     ^       •' 


So  methought  he  refolved  no  liquor  to  tafte, 
For  fear  the  firf  drop  might  as  well  be  his  lajl. 
^nt  dreams  are  like  oracles;  'tishard  to  explain 'cm; 
For  it  prov'd  thathediedof  ao'^^  at  Kilmainham  *. 
I  waic'd  with  delight ;  and  not  witho-at  hope. 
Very  foon  to  fee  Wood  drofj  down  from  a  ro[>e. 
How  he!  and  how  we,  at  each  other  fliouKi  grin! 
'Tis  kindnefs  to  hold  a  friend  up  by  the  chin. 
But  foft !  fa-ys  the  "Herald  ;  I  cannot  agree  ; 
For  metal  on  metal  is  faife  Heraldry. 
Why,  that  -may  be  true  ;  yet  Wood  upon  Wood^ 
I'll  maintain  -w^th  my  life,  is  Heraldry  good. 

TO  DR.  SHERIDAN. 

Sir,  Dec.  14.  I7I9  f,  9  at  nighf. 

It  is  impoiTible  to  know  by  your  letter  whether 

the  wine  is  to  be  bottled  to-morrow",  or  no. 
If  it  be,  or  be  not,  why  did  not  you,  in  plain  Eng- 

hfli,  tell  us  fo  ? 
For  my  part,  it  was  by  mere  chance  I  came  to  fit 
with  the  ladies  \  this  night : 

And  if  they  had  not  told  me  there  was  a  letter  from 
you ;  and  your  man  Alexander  had  not  gone, 
and  come  back  from  the  deanry  ;  and  the  boy 
here  had  I'lot  been  fent  to  let  Alexander  know 
I  was  here  ;  I  fhould  have  mill'ed  the  letter  out- 
right. 

Truly  I  don't  know  who's  bound  to  he  fending  for, 
corks  to  flop  your  bottles,  with  a  vengeance. 

Make  a  pnge  of  )'our  own  age,  and  fend  your  man 
Aksander  to  buy  corks  ;  for  Saunders  already 
has  goiie  above  ten  jaunts. 

Mrs.  Dingley  and  Mrs.  Johnfon  fay,  truly  they 
don't  care  for  yonr  wife's  company,  though  they 
hke  your  wine  ;  but  they  h?d  rather  have  it  at 
their  own  houfe  to  drin'ic  in  quiet. 

However,  they  own  it  is  very  civil  in  Mr.  Sheri- 
dan to  make  the  offer ;  and  they  ci>nnot  deny  it. 

I  wilh  Alexander  fafe  at  St.  Catharine's  to-night, 
with  all  my  heart  and  foul,  upon  my  wjrd  and 
honour : 

But  I  think  it  bafe  in  you  to  fend  a  poor  fellow 
out  fo  late  at  this  time  of  year,  when  one  v,-ould 
not  turn  out  a  dog  that  one  valued ;  I  appeal  to 
your  friend  Mr.  Connor. 

I  would  prefcnt  my  humble  fervice  to  my  lady 
Mountcafhel ;  but  truly  I  thought  fhe  would 
have  made  advances  to  have  been  acquainted 
with  me,  as  fhe  pretended. 

But  now  I  can  write  no  more,  for  you  fee  plainly 
my  paper  is  ended. 

I  P.  S. 

I  wifh,  when  you  prated,  your  letter  you'd  dated: 

Much  plague  it  created.     I  fcolded  and  rated ; 

My  foul  is  much  grated;  foryour  man  I  long  waited. 

I  think  you  are  fated,  like  a  bear  to  be  baited : 

Your  man  is  belated ;  tl->e  cafe  I  have  flated  ; 

And  me  you  have  cheated.     My  flablc's  uniiated. 

Come  back  t'  us  well  freighted. 

I  remember  my  late  head;  and  wifb  you  tranflated, 

For  teazino;  me. 


*    Ti}eir  place  of  execution. 

\   This  is  probably  dated  too  early. 

\  Airs.  Dingley  and  L'Irs.  fohnfon.. 
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aP,  S. 


Mrs.  Dinglc)'  defires  me  fingly  [you  ; 

Her  fervice  to  prefent  you ;  hopes  that  will  content 

But  Johnfon  Madam  is  grown  a  fad  dame, 

For  want  of  converfe,  and  cannot  fend  one  verfe. 
3P-S. 

You  keep  fuch  a  twattling  with  you  and  your  bot- 
tling ; 

But  I  fee  the  fum  total,  we  fliall  ne'er  have  a  bottle ; 

The  long  and  the  fhort,  we  fliall  not  have  a  quart. 

I  wifh  you  would  fign  't,  that  we  have  a  pint. 

For  all  your  colloguing,  I'd  be  glad  of  a  knoggin : 

But  I  doubt  'tis  a  fham;  you  won't  give  us  a  dram. 

'Tis  of  fhine  a  month  moon-full,  you  won't  part 
with  a  fpoonful ; 

And  I  muft  be  nimble,  if  I  can  fill  my  thimble. 

You  fee  I  won't  flop,  till  I  come  to  a  drop  ; 

But  I  doubt  the  oraculum  is  a  poor  fupernaculum; 

Though  perhaps  you  tell  it  for  a  grace,  if  we  fmell  it. 

Stella. 

TO  QUILCA, 

A   COUNTRY-HOUSE  OF   DR.   SHERIDAN, 

In  no 'uiry  good  Repair.      1']%^. 

Let  me  thy  properties  explain  : 
A  rotten  cabbin  dropping  rain  ; 
Chimnies  w'llh  fcorn  rejedling  fmoke ; 
Stools,  tables,  chairs,  and  bedfteads  broke. 
Here  elements  have  loft  their  ufes, 
Air  ripens  not,  nor  earth  produces ; 
In  vain  we  make  poor  Sheelah  *  toil. 
Fire  vv^ill  not  roaft,  nor  water  boil. 
Through  all  the  valleys,  hills,  and  plains, 
'i  '.:e  goddcfs  \Va?it  in  triumph  reigiis; 
And  her  chief  officers  of  ftate. 
Sloth,  Dirt,  and  Theft,  around  her  wait. 

THE  BLESSINGS  OF  A  COUNTPvY  LIFE, 

Far  from  our  debtors  ;  no  Dublin  letters; 
Not  feen  by  our  betters. 

THE  PLAGUES  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE. 
A  COMPANION  with  news;  a  great  want  of  flioes; 
Eat  lean  meat,  or  choofe ;  a  church  without  pews. 
Cur  horfes  aftray;  no  llraw,  oats,  or  hay; 
December  in  May:  our  boys  run  away;  allfer- 
vants  at  play. 

DR.  SHERIDAN  TO  DR.  SWIFT. 

I'd  have  you  to  know,  as  fure  as  you're  Dean, 
On  Thurfday  my  cafk  of  Obrien  I  11  drain: 
If  my  wife  is  not  willing,  I  fay  flic's  a  quean  ; 
And  my  right  to  the  cellar,  egad  I'll  maintain 
As  bravely  as  any  tliat  fought  at  Dunblain : 
Go  tell  it  her  over  and  over  again. 
I  hope,  as  I  ride  to  the  town,  it  won't  rain ; 
For,  fhouid  it,  I  fear  it  will  cool  my  hot  brain, 
Entirely  extinguifli  my  poetic  vein  ; 
And  then  I  fliould  be  as  ftupid  as  Kain. 
Who  prcach'd  on  three  heads,  though  he  men- 
tion'd  but  twain. 


The  name  of  an  Infiifcrvant. 


Now  Wardel's  in  hafte,  and  begins  to  complain ; 
Your  moft  humble  fervant.  Dear  Sir,  I  remain, 

T.  S N, 

Get  Helfham,  Walmfley,  Delany, 
And  fome  Grattans,  if  there  be  any  *  : 
Take  care  you  do  not  bid  too  many. 

DP..  SWIFT'S  ANSWER. 

The  verfes  you  fent  on  the  bottling  your  wine 

Were,  in  every  one's  judgment,  exceedingly  fine  ; 

And  I  mull  confefs,  as  a  dean  and  divine, 

I  think  you  infpir'd  by  the  Mufes  all  nine. 

I  nicely  examin'd  them  every  line,  [fhine. 

And  the  worft  of  them  all  like  a  barn-door  did 

Oh,  that  Jove  would  give  me  fuch  a   talent  as 

thine ! 
With  Delany  or  Dan  I  would  fcorn  to  combine. 
1  know  they  have  many  a  wicked  dcfign ; 
And,  give  Satan  his  due,  Dan  begins  to  refine. 
However,  I  wifli,  honefl  comrade  of  mine, 
You  would  really  on  Thurfday  leave  St.  Catharinef , 
Where  I  hear  you  are  cramm'd  every  day  like  a 

fwine ; 
With  me  you'll  no  more  have  a  flomach  to  dine, 
Nor  after  your  vitSluals  lie  flceping  fup:ne  : 
So  I  wifh  you  were  toothlefs,  like  Lord  Mafferine. 
But,  were  you  as  v/icked  as  lew'd  Aretine, 
I  wiili  you  would  tell  me  whicli  way  you  incline 
If,  when  you  return,  your  road  you  don't  line. 
On  Thurfday  I'll  pay  my  refpedls  at  your  fhrine. 
Wherever  you  bend,  wherever  .you  twine. 
In  fquare,  or  in  oppclite  circle,  or  trine. 
Your  beef  will  on  Thurfday  be  fJter  than  brine  :, 
I  hope  you  have  fwill'd,  with  new  milk  from  the 

kine. 
As  much  as  the  Liffee's  outdone  by  the  Rhine  ; 
And  Dan  fliall  be  v/ith  us,  with  nofe  sfquiline. 
If  you  do  not  come  back,  we   fliall  weep  out  our 

eyne ; 
Or  may  your  gown  never  be  good  Lutherine. 
The  beef  you  have  got,  I  hear,  is  a  chine : 
But,  if  too  many  ccine,  your  madam  will  whine  ; 
And  then  you  may  kifs  the  low  end  of  her  fpine. 
But  enough  of  this  poetry  Alexandrine  : 
I  hope  you  will  not  think  this  :i.pafquine. 

A    PO  RT  RAIT  ' 

FROM  THE  LIFE. 

Come  fit  by  my  fide,  while  this  pi^lure  I  draw: 

In  chattering  a  magpie,  in  pride  a  jackdaw  ; 

A  temper  the  devil  himfelf  could  not  bridle  ; 

Impertinent  mixture  of  bufy  and  idle ; 

As  rude  as  a  bear,  no  mule  half  fo  crabbed  ; 

She  fwills  like  a  fow,  and  flie  breeds  like  a  rabbit i 

A  lioufcwife  in  bed,  at  table  a  flattern  ; 

For  all  an  example,  for  no  one  a  pattern. 

Now  tell  me,  friend  Thomas^,  Ford§,  Grattan[j, 

and  merry  Dan  f , 
Has  this  any  likenefs  to  good  madam  Sheridan  ? 

*   i.  e.  in  Dublin. 

f   The  feat  of  Lady  Mountcafcl,  near  Dublin. 

\  Dr.  Thomas  Sheridan, 

II    Charles  Ford  of  M^oodpark,  Efq.  •> 

§  Reverend  fohn  Gvaitnn. 

\  Reverend  David  Jaclfon, 
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UPON  STr  A.LING  A  CROWN,  WHEN  THE 
DEAN  WAS  ASLEEP. 

BY  DR.  SHERIDAN. 

Dear  Dean,  fmce  you  in  fleepy  wife 

Have  op'd  your  mouth  and  clos'd  your  eyes ; 

Like  ghofl,  I  glide  along  your  floor, 

And  foftly  fhut  the  parlour-door  : 

For,  fhould  I  break  your  fwect  repofc, 

Wlio  knows  whnt  money  you  might  lofe ; 

Since  oftentimes  it  has  been  found, 

A  dream  has  given  ten  thoufand  pound  ? 

Then  fleep,  my  friend ;  dear  Dean,  fleep  on, 

And  all  you  get  ftall  be  your  own ; 

Provided  ycu  to  this  agree. 

That  all  you  lofe  belongs  to  me. 


THE  DEAN'S  ANSWER. 

So,  about  twelve  at  night,  the  punk 

Steals  from  the  cully  when  he's  drunk  ; 

Nor  is  contented  with  a  treat, 

Without  her  privilege  to  cheat. 

Nor  can  I  the  leafl  difference  find, 

Eut  that  you  left  no  clap  behind. 

But,  jell  apr.rt,  reflore,  you  capon  ye, 

My  twelve  thirteens*  and  fix-pence  ha'penny. 

To  eat  my  meat,  and  drink  my  medlicot, 

And  then  to  give  me  fuch  a  deadly  cut — 

"But  'tis  obferv'd,  that  men  in  gow'ns 

Are  moft  inclin'd  to  plunder  crotvns. 

Could  you  but  change  a  crown  aseafy 

As  you  can  fteal  one,  how  'twould  pleafe  ye  ! 

I  thought  the  lavly  f  at  St.  Catharine's 

Knew  hpw  to  fet  you  better  patterns  ; 

For  this  I  will  not  dine  with  Agmondifhani  \, 

And  for  his  vidluals  let  a  ragman  difh'em. 

THE  STORM  : 

•    Minerva's  petition. 

Pali.as,  a  goddefs  chafte  and  wife, 

Defcending  lately  from  the  fsies. 

To  Neptune  went,  and  begg'd  in  form 

He'd  give  his  ordsrs  for  a  ilorm  ; 

A  ftorm,  to  drown  that  rafcal  Horte, 

And  flie  would  kindly  thank  him  for't : 

A  wretch  1  v/hom  Englifli  rogues,  to  fpite  hcTii 

Had  lately  honour'd  with  a  mitre. 

The  god,  who  favour'd  her  requcfl, 
Affur'd  her  he  would  do  his  beft  : 
But  Vvnus  had  been  there  before, 
Pleaded  the  biftiop  lov'd  a  whore. 
And  had  enlarg'd  her  empire  wide  ; 
He  own'd  no  deity  befide. 
At  fea  or  land,  if  e'er  you  found  him 
Without  a  miitrefs,  hang  or  drown  him. 
Since  Burnet's  death,  the  bifiiop's  bench, 
Till  Horte  arriv'd,  ne'er  kept  a  wench  : 
If  Korte  muft  fink,  fhe  grieves  to  tell  it, 
She'll. not  have  left  one  Jingle  prelate  ; 


*   A  JhilUng  pajfcth  for  thirteen  pence  in  Ireland. 
f  Lady  Alountcajhel. 

\   A^mondyham    Vtfc'j,   Efj-   o  •very  Tvorthy  ^cr.tU' 
tnan,fur  whom  the  Dean  had  a  great  ejleim. 


For,  to  fay  truth,  f!ie  did  intend  him, 
F!le(ft  of  Cyprus  In  coi/naendam. 
And,  fince  her  birth  the  ocean  gave  her, 
She  could  not  doubt  her  uncle's  favour. 

Then  Proteus  urg'd  the  fame  requeft. 
But  half  in  earneit,  half  in  jeft  ; 
Said  he—"  Great  fovereign  of  the  main, 
"  I'o  drown  h'm  all  attempts  r.re  vain  ; 
"  Horte  can  affume  more  forms  than  I, 
"  A  rake,  a  bully,  pimp,  or  fpy ; 
"  Can  creep  or  run,  or  fly  or  fwim  ; 
"  All  niotions'are  alike  to  him: 
"  Turn  him  adrift,  and  you  fhall  find 
"  He  knows  to  fail  with  every  wind ; 
"  Or,  throw  him  o<ei-board,  he'll  ride 
"  As  well  againft  as  with  the  tide. 
"  But,  Pallas,  you've  apply'd  too  late; 
"  For  'tis  decreed,  by  _fove  and  Fate, 
"  Tb.at  Ireland  muft  be  foon  deftroy'd, 
"  And  v/ho  but  Horte  can  be  employ'd  ? 
"  You  need  not  then  have  been  fo  pert, 
"  In  fending  Bolton  *  to  Clonfert. 
."  I  found  you  did  it,  by  your  grinning  ; 
"  Your  bufmefs  is,  to  mind  your  fpinning. 
"  But  how  you  came  to  interpofc 
"  In  ma'iiing  bifliops,  no  one  luiows  ; 
"  Or  who  regarded  your  report ; 
"  For  never  were  you  feen  at  court. 
"  And  if  you  mufl  have  your  petition, 
"  There's  Berkeley  f  in  the  fame  condition  : 
"  Look,  there  he  Rands,  and  'tis  biTt  juil, 
"  If  one  mufl:  drown  the  other  mufl: ; 
"  But,  if  you'il  leave  us  biihop  Judas, 
"  We'll  give  you  Berkeley  for  Bermudas, 
"  Now,  if  'twill  gratify  your  fpight, 
"  To  put  him  in  a  plaguy  fright, 
"  Although  'tis  hardly  worth  the  cofl^, 
"  You  foon  fiiall  fee  him  foundly  tofl. 
"  You'll  find  him  fw.ar,  blafphcms,  and  damn 
"  (And  every  moment  take  a  dram) 
"  His  ghaftly  vifage  v/ith  an  air 
"  Of  reprobation  and  defpair  : 
"  Or  elfe  feme  hiding-hole  he  feeks, 
"  For  fear  the  refl:  fliould  fay  he  fqueaks; 
"  Or,  as  Fitzpatrick  \  did  before, 
"  Refolvcto  perifh  with  his  whore  ; 
"  Or  elfe  he  raves,  ?.nd  roar?,  and  fvvears, 
"  And,  but  for  fiianie,  would  fay  his  prayers, 
"  Or,  Vt'ould  you  fee  his  fpirlts  fink, 
"  Relaxing  downv\'ards  in  a  ftink  ? 
"  If  fuch  a  fight  as  this  can  pleafe  ye, 
"  Good  madam  Pallas,  pray  be  eafy, 
"  To  Neptune  fpeak,  and  he'll  confent; 
"•  But  he'll  come  back  the  knave  he  went," 

The  goddefs,  who  concelv'd  an  hope 
That  Horte  wafe  defl:in'd  to  a  rope, 
Believ'd  it  bell  to  condefcend 
To  fpare  a  foe,  to  fave  a  friend  : 
But,  fearing  Berkeley  might  be  fcar'd, 
She  left  him  virtue  for  a  »uard. 


*   Aflerivards  Archhifisp  of  Cajkell. 

f  Dr.  George  Berleley,  dean  of  Derry,  and  afier* 
^vards  bifbop  of  Cloyre. 

\  Brigad'er  Fifzpairici  -znas  dro-zvned  !r  one  of  iht 
faeht-boats  in  tht  lay  of  Dubiln,  in  a  great  form, 
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The  works  of  swift, 


ODE  ON  SCIENCE. 


Oh,  heavfnly-born  !  in  deepeft  dells 
If  fairefl  fcience  ever  dwells 

Beneath  the  mofly  cave ; 
Indulge  the  verdure  of  the  woods ; 
With  azure  beauty  gild  the  floods, 

And  flowery  carpets  lave  ; 

Ecr  melancholy  ever  reigns 
Delighted  in  the  fvlvan  fcenes 
.    With  fcientific  light  ; 
While  Dian,  huntrefs  of  the  vales, 
Seeks  lulling  founds  and  fanning  gales, 
Though  vTapt  from  mortal  nght. 

Yet,  goddefs,  yet  the  way  explore 
With  magic  rites  and  heathen  lore 

Obfl:rucled  and  deprefs'd  ; 
Till  Wifdom  give  the  facred  Nine, 
Untaught,  not  uninfpir'd,  to  fhine, 

By  Reafon's  power  redrefs'd. 

When  Solon  and  Lycurgus  taught 
To  moralize  the  human  thought 

Of  mad  opinion's  maze. 
To  erring  zeal  they  gave  new  laws. 
Thy  charms,  O  Liberty,  the  caufe 

That  blends  congenial  rays. 

Sid  bright  Aflirjea  gild  the  morn. 
Or  bid  a  hundred  funs  be  born. 

To  hecatomb  the  year  ; 
Without  thy  aid,  in  vain  the  polesj^ 
In  vain  the  zodiac  fyft;em  rolls, 

In  vain  the  lunar  fphere. 

Come,  fairefl:  princefs  of  the  throngs 
Bring  fwift  Pnilofophy  along 

In  metaphyfic  dreams  ; 
"While  raptur'd  bards  no  more  behold 
A  vernal  age  of  purer  gold 
t     In  Heliconian  ft;reams. 

Drive  Thraldom  with  malignant  hand, 
To  cnrfe  fome  other  deftin'd  land 

By  FolJy  led  aftray  : 
lernc  bear  on  azure  wing  ; 
Erergic  let  her  foar  and  fing 

Thy  univcrfal  fway. 

So,  when  Amp'iion  bade  the  lyre 
To  inore  majeftic  found  afpire, 

Behold  the  maddintj  throng. 
In  wonder  and  obliv.an  dro-wn'd, 
To  fculpture  turn'd  by  magic  found 

And  petrifying  fong. 

STELLA'S  BIRTH-DAY. 

March  13.  J  7  26. 

This  day,  whatc'er  the  fates  decree. 
Shall  ftill  be  kept  with  joy  by  me  : 
This  day  then  let  us  not  be  told. 
That  you  arc  Gck,  aiTd  I  e^rov  n  old  ; 
Nor  thin'K  on  your  i.pproachir  g  ills, 
And  talk  of  fpcctacltis  and  pilis  :• 
To-raorrow  will  be  time  enough 
'to  hear  fuch  mortifying  llufi". 


Yet,  fince  from  reafon  may  be  brougiV. 
A  better  and  mors  plealing  thought. 
Which  can,  in  fpite  of  all  decays. 
Support  a  few  remaining  days  ; 
From  not  the  graved  of  Divines 
Accept  for  once  fome  ferious  lines. 

Although  we  now  can  form  no  more 
Long  fchemes  of  life,  as  heretofore  ; 
Yet  you,  while  time  is  running  fafl:. 
Can  look  v/ith  joy  on  what  is  pafl:. 

Were  future  happinefs  an^  pain 
A  mere  contrivance  of  the  brain  ; 
As  atheiflis  argue,  to  entice 
And  fit  their  profelytes  for  vice 
(The  only  comfort  they  propofc, 
To  have  companions  in  their  woes)  : 
Grant  this  the  cafe  ;  yet  fure  'tis  hard 
That  virtue,  fliyl'd  its  ovrn  reward, 
And  by  all  fages  underilood 
To  be  the  chief  of  human  good, 
Should  acfting.  die ;  nor  leave  behind 
Some  lafting  pleafure  in  the  mind. 
Which  by  remembrance  will  affuage 
Grief,  ficknefs,  poverty,  and  age. 
And  ftrongly  Ihoot  a  radiant  daTt 
To  fliine  through  life's  declining  part. 

Say,  Stella,  feel  you  no  content, 
RefleiSting  on  a  life  well  fpent ; 
Your  fkiliul  hand  employ'd  to  fave 
Defpairing  v/retches  from  the  grave  ; 
And  then  fupporting  with  your  ft;ore 
Thofe  whom  you  dragg'd  from  death  before  ?  , 
So  Providence  on  mortals  waits, 
Preferving  what  it  firfl  creates. 
Your  generous  boldnefs  to  defend 
An  innocent  and  abfent  friend  ; 
That  courage  which  can  make  you  jnft 
To  merit  humbled  in  the  dufl; ; 
The  deteflation  you  exprefs 
For  vice  in  all  its  glittering  drcfs ; 
That  patience  under  tottering  pain. 
Where  fl:ubborn  ftoics  would  complain  j 
Muft  thefe  like  empty  fhadows  pafs. 
Or  forms  negledled  from  a  glafs? 
Or  mere  chimeras  in  the  mind, 
That  fly,  and  leave  no  mark  behind  ? 
Dees  not  the  body  thrive  and  grow 
By  food  of  twenty  years  ago  ? 
And,  had  it  not  been  fl:iil  fupply'd. 
It  mull;  a  thoufand  times  have  died. 
Then  who  with  reaibn  can  maintain 
That  no  eftctls  of  food  remain  ? 
And  is  not  virtue  in  mankind 
The  nutriment  that  .^eeds  the  mind ; 
Upheld  by  each  good  acftion  pafl. 
And  ftill  continued  by  the  lall  ? 
Then,  who  with  reafon  can  pretend 
Tliat  all  cfFtcls  of  virtue  end  ? 

Believe  me,  Stella,  when  you  Ihow 
That  true  contempt  for  things  below. 
Nor  prize  your  Ufe  for  other  ends 
Than  merely  to  oblige  your  friends; 
Your  former  adiions  claim  their  part. 
And  join  to  fortify  your  heart. 
For  virtue,  in  her  daily  race, 
L  ike  Janus,  bears  a  double  face  ; 
I,ooks  back  with  joy  where  flie  has  gone. 
And  therefore  goes  with  courage  oa ; 


/ 
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Sh-e  pt  your  fickly  eouch  will  wait, 
And  guide  you  to  a  better  (late. 

O  then,  whatever  Heaven  intends, 
Take  pity  on  your  pitying  friends ! 
Nor  let  your  ills  aft'eft  your  mind. 
To  fancy  they  can  be  unkind. 
Me,  furely  me,  you  ought  to  fpare, 
Who  gladly  would  your  fuftering  Ihare  : 
Or  give  my  fcrap  of  life  to  you. 
And  think  it  far  beneath  your  due  ; 
You  to  whofe  care  fo  oft  I  owe 
That  I'm  alive  to  tell  you  fo. 

HORACE,     BOOK  I.     ODE  XIV. 

Paraphrafed,  and  injcriled  to  Ireland.     1726. 

THE    INSCRIPTION. 

Poor  floating  ifle,  toft  on  ill-fortune's  waves, 
Ordaiii'd  by  fate  to  be  the  land  of  Haves  ; 
Shall  moving  Delos  now  deep-rooted  ftand  ; 
Thou,  fix'd  of  old,  be  now  the  moving  land  ? 
Although  the  metaphor  be  worn  and  ftale, 
Betwixt  a  ftate  and  vefTel  under  fail  ; 
L«t  me  fuppofe  thee  for  a  fhip  a  while. 
And  thus  addrefs  thee  in  the  failor's  flyle : 

Unhappy  fliip,  thou  art  returned  in  vain  : 
New  waves  fhall  drive  thee  to  the  deep  again. 
Look  to  thyfelf,  and  be  no  more  the  fport 
Of  giddy  winds,  but  make  fome  friendly  port. 
Loft  are  thy  oars,  that  us'd  thy  courfe  to  guide. 
Like  faithful  counfeliors,  on  either  fide. 
Thy  maft,  which  like  fome  aged  patriot  ftood 
The  lingle  pillar  for  his  country's  good. 
To  lead  thee,  as  a  ftafl'diredls  the  b'ind, 
Behold  it  cracks  by  yon  rough  eajl^rn  v/ind. 
Your  cable's  burft,  and  you  muft  quickly  feel 
The  waves  impetuous  enter  at  your  keel. 
Thus  commonwealths  receive  a  foreign  yoke. 
When  the  ftrong  cords  of  union  once  are  broke. 
Torn  by  a  fudden  tempeft  is  thy  fail. 
Expanded  to  invite  a  milder  gale. 

As  when  fome  writer  in  the  public  caufe 
His  pen,  to  favc  a  finking  nation,  draws. 
While  all  is  calm,  his  arguments  prevail; 
ThiC  people's  voice  expands  his  paper-fail ; 
Till  power,  difcharging  all  her  ftormy  bags, 
Flutters  the  feeble  pamphlet  into  A'ags. 
The  nation  fcar'd,  the  author  doom'd  to  death, 
Who  fondly  put  his  truft  in  poplar  breath. 

A  larger  facrifice  in  vain  you  vow; 
There's  not  a  power  above  will  help  you  now  : 
A  nation  thus,  who  oft'  Heaven's  call  negledls, 
In  vain  from  injur'd  Heaven  relief  expedts. 

'Twill  not  avail, when  thy  frrong  fides  are  broke, 
That  thy  defcent  is  from  the  Britifii  oak ; 
Or,  when  your  name  and  family  you  boaft. 
From  fleets  triumphant  o'er  the  Gallic  coait. 
Such  was  lerne's  claim,  as  juft  as  thine. 
Her  fons  defcended  from  the  Britifli  line  ; 
Her  matchiefs  fons,  wl^ofe  valour  Itill  remains 
On  French  records  for  twenty  long  campaigns  : 
Yet,  from  an  emprcfs  now  a  captive  giown. 
She  fav'd  Britannia's  rights  and  loft  her  own. 

Inihips  decay'd  no  mariner  confides, 
•X-iii'd  by  the  gilded  ftern  and  painted  fic!?^  j 


Yet  at  a  ball  unthinking  fools  delight 

In  the  gay  trappings  of  a  birth-day  night '. 

They  on  the  gold  brocades  and  fatins  rav'd, 

And  quite  forgot  their  country  was  enfiav'd. 

Dear  veflel,  (till  be  to  thy  iteerage  ju(t. 

Nor  change  thy  courfe  with  every  Hidden  gull; 

Like  fupple  patriots  of  the  modern  fort. 

Who  turn  with  every  gale  that  blows  from  court. 

Weary  and  fea-fick  when  in  thee  confin'd, 
Now  for  thy  fafety  cares  diftxadl;  my  mind  ; 
As  thofe  who  long  have  (lood  the  ftorras  of  (late 
Retire,  yet  llill  bemoan  their  country's  fate. 
Beware  ;   and  when  you  hear  the  furges  roar. 
Avoid  the  rocks  on  Britain's  angry  (liore. 
They  lie,  alas  !  too  eafy  to  be  found ; 
For  thee  alone  they  lie  the  ifland  round. 

VERSES 

ON"   THB    SUDDEN    DRYING    UP    OF    ST.    PAT«ICK'3 

WELL, 

Near  Trinity  College,  Dublin,     i-]i6. 

By  holy  zeal  inr[>ir'd,  and  led  by  fame. 

To  thee,  once  favourite  ifle,  with  joy  I  came  ; 

What  time  the  Goth,  the  Vandal,  and  the  Hun, 

Had  m-y  own  uative  Italy  *  o'er-run. 

lerne,  to  the  world's  remoteft  parts, 

Renown'd  for  valour,  policy  and  art?. 

Hither  from  Colchosf,  with  the  fleecy  ore, 
Jafon  arriv'd  two  thoufand  years  before. 
Thee,  happy  ifland,  Pallas  call'd  her  own. 
When  haughty  Britain  was  a  land  unknown  %  : 
From  thee,  with  pride,  the  Caledonians  trace 
The  glorious  founder  of  their  kingly  race  : 
Thy  martial  fons,  whom  now  they  dare  defpife. 
Did  once  their  land  fubdue  and  civilize  : 
Their  drefs,  their  language,  and  the  Scottilh  name, 
Confels  the  foil  from  whence  the  viilors  came  §. 
Well  may  they  boafl:  that  ancient  blood  which 

runs 
Within  their  veins,  who  are  thy  younger  fons  ||, 


*  Italy  was  not  properly  the  nati-ve  place  of 
St.  Patrick,  but  the  place  of  his  education,  and. 
ivhere  he  received  his  mi£io?i  ;  and  becaufe  he  had 
his  nenv  birth  there,  hence,  by  poetical  licence,  and 
by  fcriptiire  figure,  our  author  calls  that  country 
his  native  Italy-    Irish  Ed. 

f  Orpheus,  or  the  ancient  atithor  of  the  Greek 
poem  on  the  Argonazitic  expedition,  'Whoever  he 
he,  fays,  that  Jafon,  ivho  manned  the  fiip  Argos 
at  The faly,  failed  to  Irelmid.     Irish  Ed. 

%  facitns,  in  the  life  of  Julius  Agricola,fays, 
that  the  harbours  of  Ireland,  on  account  of  their 
com?nerce,  ivere  better  kno-jun  to  the  world  than, 
thofc  of  Britain.     Irish  Ed. 

\  The  argument  here  turns  on,  ivhat  the  author 
of  courfe  took  for  granted,  tkeprefent  Scots  being 
the  defcenda?its  of  Irflo  emigrants. 

II  On  the  authority  of  Buc'tanan  and  his  pre- 
decefors,  the  hiflor'ical  part  of  this  poem  feems 
founded,  as  nxikl  as  the  notes  fgned -1^.13:1  Ed., 
fome  of  ivhich,  it  is  fvppufed,  lusre  -wrirt.'/i  b^ 
the  Dean  himfclf 
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THE   WORILS    OF   SWIFT. 


A  conqueft  and  a  colony  from  thee. 

The  mother-kingdom  left  her  children  free  ; 

From  thee  no  mark  ofHavery  they  felt : 

Kot  io  with  thee  thy  bafe  invaders  dealt ; 

Invited  here  to  vengeful  Morrongh's  aid  *, 

Thofe  whom   they  could   not  conquer,  they  be- 

tray'd. 
Britain,  by  thee  we  fell,  ungrateful  ifle  '. 
Not  by  thy  valour,  but  fuperior  guile  : 
Eritain,  with  Ihanie,  confefs  this  land  of  mine 
Firfl:  taught  thee  human  knowledge  and  divine  f  ; 
]\Iy  prelates  and  my  Undents,  fent  from  hence, 
r>1ade  J  cur  fons  converts  both  to  God  and  fcnle  : 
Not  like  the  paftors  of  thy  ravenous  breed, 
Who  come  to  fleece  the  flocks,  and  not  to  feed. 

Wretched  lerne  !  with  what  grief  I  fee 
The  fatal  changes  Time  hath  made  on  thee  I 
The  Chriftian  rites  1  introduc'd  in  vain  : 
Lo  !  infidelity  returnM  again  1 
Freedom  and  virtuo  in  thy  fons  I  fcr.nJ, 
Who  ROW  in  vice  and  llavery  are  drcwn'd. 

By  f.iith  and  prayer,  this  crofierin  my  hand, 
I  drove  the  venom'd  fcrpent  from  thy  land  ; 
The  fiiephcrd  in  his  bower  might  fleep  or  fing  |, 
Nor  dread  the  adder's  tooth,  nor  icorpion's  fting. 

With  omens  oft'  I  ftrove  to  warn  t!iy  fwains, 
Omens,  the  types  of  thy  impending  chains. 
I  fent  the  ms^^'pie  from  the  Eritifh  foil. 
With  reftlefs  beak  thy  blooming  fruit  to  fpoil. 
To  din  thine  ears  \v\u\  unharmcnious  clack, 
And  haunt  thy  holy  v.-alls  in  white  and  black. 
W'hav  elfc  arc  thofe  thou  feed  in  Cifliops'  geer, 
Who  crop  thenurftrics  of  learning  here  ; 
Afpiring,  greedy,  full  of  fenfslefs  prate. 
Devour  the  church,  and  chatter  to  the  flate  ? 

As  you  grew  more  degenerate  and  bafe, 
I  fent  you  millions  of  the  croaking  race  ; 
Emblems  of  infects  vile,  who  fpread  their  fpawn 
Through  all  thy  land,  in  airmour,  fur,  and  lawn  ; 
A  naul'eous  brood,  that  fills  your  fenr.te  walls. 
And  in  the  chanfuers  of  your  viceroy  crawls ! 


*  Tn  the  reign  of  Ki?ig  Henry  II.  Dcrrnot 
^l^Monovgh,  king  of  Leiiijier,  being  deprived  of 
his  kingdom  by  Roderick  0^ Connor,  king  of  Co7i- 
nat/ght,  he  invited  the  Englifij  over  as  auxilia- 
ries, arid pro7ni fed  Richard  Strangbonv,  Earl  of 
Pembroke,  liis  daughter  and  all  his  dominions  as 
a  portion.  By  this  ajjtfiance,  ]\'V Morrough  re- 
covered his  cru'MTi,  and  Strangbo-jj  became  pof- 
feffedofallLcinflLr.    Irish  JEd. 

f  St.  Patrick  arrived  in  Ireland  in  the  year 
431,  and  comphtcd  the  converfon  of  the  natives, 
•which  had  been  begun  by  Palladius  and  others. 
And,  as  bifhop  Nirholfon  obferves,  Ireland  foon 
he  rami  the  fountain  of  leartnng,  to  which  all  the 
V/rJlern  Chrifliuns,  as  ivcll  as  the  Engliffj,  had  re- 
CQurfc,  not  only  for  inflr:Mions  in  the  principles 
(f  religion,  but  in  all  forts  of  literature,  viz.  Le- 
per.di  et  fcholafticae  eruditioiiis  gratia.  Irish 
Ed. 

%  There  arc  nofnahes,  vipers,  or  toads,  in  Ire- 
lend  ;  and  even  frogs  "u.-ere  not  knoiuit  here  un- 
til about  the  year  1700.  The  magpies  came  a 
flort  time  before ;  and  the  Nofjiay  rats  f.nce. 
iS-ISH  £d.  -'     ' 


See,  where  that  new-devouring  vermin  runs. 
Sent  in  my  anger  from  the  land  of  Huns  ! 
With  harpy-claws  it  undermines  the  ground. 
And  fudden  fpreads  a  numerous  offspring  round. 
Th'  amphibious  tyrant,  with  his  ravenous  band, 
Drains  all  thy  la'tces  of  fifli,  of  fruits  thy  land. 

Where  is  the  holy  well  that  bore  my  name  ? 
Fled  to  the  fountain  back,  from  whence  it  came  ! 
Fair    Freedom's  emblem  once,  which   fmoothiy 
And  bleffings  equally  on  all  beftows.  [flows, 

Here,  from  the  neighbouring  *  nurfery  cf  arts, 
The  Uudents,  drinking,  rais'd  their  wit  and  parts ; 
Here,  for  an  age  and  more,  improv'd  theu'  vein, 
Their  PhccbusI,  my  fpring  their  Hippocrene. 
Difcourag'd  youths !  now  all  their  hope-  muft  fail, 
Condemn'd  to  country  cottages  and  ale  ; 
To  foreign  prelates  make  a  flavifli  court, 
And  by  their  fweat  procure  a  mean  fupport ; 
Or,  for  the  clalFics,  read  "  Th' Attorney'sGuide;" 
Colledl  excife,  or  wait  upon  the  tide. 

Oh  !  that  I  had  been  apoftle  to  the  Swifs, 
Or  hardy  Scot,  or  any  land  but  this ; 
Corabiu'd  in  arms,  they  had  their  foes  deSed, 
And  kept  their  liberty,  or  bravely  died. 
Thou  ftiU  with  tyrants  in  fucceflion  curd, 
The  laft  invaders  trampling  on  the  lirft  : 
Now  fondly  hope  for  fome  reverfe  of  fate, 
Virtue  herfeif  would  now  return  too  late. 
Not  half  thy  courfe  of  mifery  is  run, 
Thy  greateft  evils  yet  are  fcarce  begun. 
Soon  fliall  thy  fons  (the  time  is  juft  at  hand) 
Be  all  made  captives  in  their  native  land  ; 
\'\  hen,  for  the  ufe  of  no  Hibernian  born. 
Shall  rife  one  blade  of  grafs,  one  ear  of  corn  ; 
When  fliells  and  leather  fliall  for  money  pafs, 
Nor  thy  oppreffing  lords  afford  the  brafs  f . 
But  all  turn  leafers  to  that  \  mongrel  breed. 
Who,  from  thee  fprung,  yet  on  thy  vitals  feed  ; 
Vi'ho  to  yon  ravenous  ifle  thy  treafures  bear, 
And  wafte  in  luxury  thy  harvelVs  there  ; 
For  pride  and  ignorance  a  proverb  grown, 
The  jeft  of  wits,  and  to  the  court  unknown, 
I  fcorn  thy  fpurious  and  degenerate  line, 
And  from  this  hour  my  patronage  refign. 

0^\  READING  DR.  YOUNG'S  SATIRES 

CALLED    THE    UNIVERSAL    PASSION, 

By  which  he  meajis  Pride.     1726. 
If  there  be  truth  in  what  you  fing. 


Such  godlike  virtues  in  the  king  ; 
A  minifter  §  fo  fiil'd  with  zeal 
And  wifdom  for  the  common-weal ; 


*  The  Univerfity  of  Dublin,  called  Trinity 
College,  was  founded  by  i^ieen  Elizabeth  in  1591. 
Irish  Ed. 

t  fVood^sruino7is projeB  in  f72^.     Irish  Ed. 

X  The  abfentees,  nvhrt  fpent  the  income  cf  their 
Iriffj  efiates,  places,  and  pcnjions,  in  England. 
Irish  Ed. 

§  Sir  Robert  JVulpolc,  afterwards  Earl  of  Or- 
ford. 
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If  he  *  who  in  the  chair  prefides 
So  fteadily  the  fenate  guides : 
If  others,  whom  you  make  your  theme, 
Are  feconds  in  the  glorious  fchenie  : 
If  every  peer  whom'  you  commend, 
To  worth  and  learning  be  a  friend  : 
If  this  be  truth,  as  you  atteft 
What  land  was  ever  half  fo  blelt . 
No  falfehood  now  among  the  great. 
And  tradefmen  nov/  no  longer  cheat ; 
Now  on  the  bench  fair  Juftice  Ihmes, 
Her  fcale  to  neither  fide  inclmes ; 
Now  pride  and  cruelty  are  flown. 
And  mercy  here  exalts  her  throne  : 
For  fuch  is  good  example's  power 
It  does  its  office  every  hour, 
Where  governors  are  good  ana  wite; 
Or  elfe  the  trueft  maxim  lies : 
For  fo  we  find  all  ancient  fages 
Decree,  that,  adexempLam  regis, 
Throutrh  all  the  realm  his  virtues  run. 
Ripening  and  kindling  like  the  lun. 
If  this  be  true,  then  how  much  more 
When  you  have  nam'd  at  leaft  a  icore 
Of  courtiers,  each  in  their  degree, 
Ifpofiible,as  good  ashe? 

Or  take  it  in  a  different  view. 
I  afli  (ifwhatyoufaybe  true) 
If  you  affirm  the  prefent  age 
Deferves  your  fatire's  keeneft  rage  : 
If  that  fame  U7n-verfal  pajfion 
With  every  vice  had  fiU'd  the  nation  : 
If  virtue  dares  not  venture  down 
A  fingle  flep  beneath  the  crown  : 
If  clergymen,  to  fliow  their  wit,  _ 
Praife  clajftcs  more  than  holy  writ : 
If  bankrupts,  when  they  are  undone, 
Into  the  fenate-hcufe  can  run. 
And  fell  their  votes  at  fuch  a  rate 
As  will  retrieve  a  loil  eftate  : 
If  law  be  fuch  a  partial  whore. 
To  fpare  the  rich,  and  plague  the  poor: 
If  thefe  be  of  all  crimes  the  worlt, 
What  land  was  ever  half  fo  cuvft  ? 


1726. 


THE  DOG  AND  THIEF. 
Quoth  the  thief  to  the  dog,  let  me  into  your  door- 

And  I'll  give  you  thefe  delicate  bits 
Qvioth  the  dog,  I  lliall  then  be  more  vilhan  than 
And  befides  muft  be  out  of  my  wits,      lyou  re, 
Your  delicate  bits  will  not  ferve  me  a  meal. 
But  my  mafter  each  day  gives  me  bread ; 
You'll  fly,  when  you  get  what  ye  came  here  to 
And  1  muft  be  hang'd  in  your  ftead.  I'teai, 

The  ftock-jobber  thus  from  'Change-alley  goes 
And  tips  you  the  freeman  a  wmk;  l^^own, 

Let  me  have  but  your  vote  to  ferve  for  the  town, 

And  here  is  a  guinea  to  drink. 
Says  the  freeman,  your  guinea  to-night  will  be 
Yeur  offers  of  bribery  ceafe  :  V^^'^^  • 

I'll  vote  for  my  landlord,  to  whom  I  pay  rent. 
Or  elfe  I  may  forfeit  my  leafe. 

*  Sir  Spencer  Compton,  then  Speaker,  after- 
wards Zarl  of  Wilmin^tQii. 


EMS. 
From  London  they  come,  filly  people  to  choole. 

Their  lands  and  their  faces  unknown  : 
Who'd  vote  a  rogue  into  the  par  lament-hoafe. 
That  would  turn  a  man  out  ot  his  own  . 


ADVICE 

TO  THE  GRUB-STREET  VERSE-WRITERS.    \1%6. 

Ye  poets  ragged  and  forlorn 

Down  from  your  garrets  halte  ; 
Ye  rhymers  dead  as  loon  as  born. 

Not  yet  confign'd  to  pafte  ; 
I  know  a  trick  to  make  you  thrive  ; 

O   'tis  a  quaint  device : 
Your  ftill-born  poems  fliall  revive. 

And  fcorn  to  wrap  up  fpice. 
Get  all  your  verfes  printed  fair. 

And  let  them  well  be  dried ; 
And  Curll  mult  have  a  Ipecial  care 

To  leave  the  margin  wide. 
Lend  thefe  to  paper-fparing  *  Pope ; 

And  when  he  fits  to  write. 
No  letter  with  an  envelope 

Could  give  him  more  delight. 
When  Pope  has  fiU'd  the  margins  round, 

Why  then  recall  your  loan ; 
Sell  them  to  Curll  for  fifty  pound, 
And  fwear  they  are  your  own. 

TO     A    LADY, 

WHO    DESIRED    THE    AUTHOR    TO    WRITE    SOME 
VERSES    UPON    HER    IN    THE    HEROIC    ST\LE. 

Written  at  London,  in  ijid- 

After  venting  all  my  fpite, 
Tell  me,  what  have  1  to  write  i 
Every  error  I  could  find 
Through  the  mazes  of  your  mind. 
Have  my  bufy  Mule  employ'd 
Till  the  company  was  cloy'd. 
Are  you  poutive  and  fretful, 
Heedlefs,  ignorant,  forgetful  ? 
Thofe,  and  twenty  foUies  more, 
I  have  often  told  betore. 

Hearken  what  my  lady  fays : 
Have  I  nothing  then  to  praife  ? 
Ill  it  fits  you  to  be  witty. 
Where  a  fault  flioukl  move  your  pity» 
If  you  think  me  too  conceited, 
Or  to  paffion  quickly  heated  ; 
If  my  wandering  head  be  lefs 
Set  on  reading  than  on  drels  ; 
If  I  always  feem  too  dull  t'ye  ; 
I  can  folve  the  diffi— culty.  , 

You  would  teach  mc  to  be  wile  ; 
Truth  and  honour  how  to  prize  ; 


*   The  original  copy  of  Mr.  Pope^^celehrf  a 

tranjlation  of  Homer  {preferved  m  theJnU,' 

Mufinm^  isimojl entirely  ^''^^^f.  °'.^    ^    Z, 
of  letters,  and  fo,Heti:ncs  between  the  lines  oj   v.c 

letters  themfelves. 

I    lUJ 
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How  to  fliine  in  converfation. 
And  with  credit  fill  my  ftation 
How  to  reliili  notions  high  ; 
How  to  live,  and  how  to  die. 

But  it  was  decreed  by  fate — 
Mr.  Dean,  you  come  too  late.    - 
"Well  I  know,  you  can  difcern, 
3  am  now  too  old  to  learn  : 
PoUies,  from  my  yonth  inftill'd, 
Have  my  Ibul  entirely  fill'd  ; 
In  niy  head  and  heart  they  centre, 
!Nor  will  let  your  leflbns  enter. 

Bred  a  fondliug  and  an  heirefs, 
Dreft  like  any  Lady  Mayorefs, 
Cocker'd  by  the  fervants  round, 
Was  too  good  to  touch  the  ground ; 
Thought  the  life  uf  every  lady 
Should  be  one  continual  play-day- 
Sails,  and  niafquerades,  and  fhovvs, 
Vifits,  plays,  and  powder'd  beaux.  ' 

Thus  you  have  my  cafe  at  large. 
And  may  now  perform  your  charge. 
Thofe  materials  I  have  furnilli'd, 
When  by  jou  refin'd'and  burnifiiM, 
TVTuft,that  all  the  world  may  know  'em, 
33e  reduc'd  into  a  poem. 

But,  I  beg,  fufpend  a  while 
That  fame  paltry,  burlefque  ftyle  ; 
I'rop  for  cnce  your  conftant  rule, 
Turning  all  to  ridicule;  ^ 

Teaching  others  hov  to  ane  you  ; 
Court  nor  Parliament  can  'fcape  yo\i : 
Treat  the  public  and  your  friends 
Joth  alike,  while  neither  mends. 

Sing  my  praife  in  ftrain  fublinie  : 
Treat  me  not  v/ith  doggrel  rhyme. 
*Tis  but  juit,  you  fhould7)roduce, 
With  each  fault,  each  fault's  excufe; 
.  Not  to  publifli  every  trifle. 
And  my  few  pcrfediious  ftifle. 
With  fome  gifts  at  lealt  endow  me, 
'.W'hich  my  very  foes  allow  me. 
Am  I  fpightful,  proud,  urjuft? 
Did  I  ever  break  my  trufl  ? 
Which  of  all  our  modern  dames 
Cenfures  lefs,  or  lets  defames  ? 
In  good  manners  am  I  faulty  ? 
Can  you  call  me  rude  or  haughty  ? 
Did  I  e'er  my  mite  withhold 
From  the  impotent  and  old  ? 
Wlien  did  ever  I  omit 
Due  rcfjard  for  men  of  wit .' 
When  have  I  eiteem  exprefs'd 
For  a  co.'icomb  gaily  drefs'd  ? 
D.J  I,  lik.ti  the  female  tribe, 
Think  it  wit  to  fleer  and  gibe  ? 
Who  with  lefs  deiigning  ends 
Kindlier  entertains  their  friends ; 
With  good  words,  and  comitenance  fprightly  ; 
Strives  to  treat  them  more  [)olitely  ?'  ""■:  \ 

Think  not  card?  my  chief  dlverfion : 
'Tis  a  wrong,  unjufl  afperSon; 
iSfever  knew?  1  any  good  in  'em, 
Bnt  todofc  ray  head  like  Iniulanum. 
We  by  pl;iy,  as  men  by  drinking, 
Ir'afs  our  nights,  to  drive  out  thinking. 
From  my  ailments  give  me  leifure,  • 
l  Ihsli  read  aad  thiuk  "with  pkiifare  j 
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Converfation  learn  to  relifb, 

And  with  books  my  mind  embelliffi. 

Now,  methlnks,  I  hear  you  try,    ' 
Mr.  Dean,  you  mult  reply. 

Madam,  I  allow  'tis  true  : 
All  thefe  praifes-sire  your  due. 
You,  like  fome  acute  philofopher, 
Every  fault  have  drawn  a  glofs  over  ' 
Placing  in  the  ftrongeft  light 
All  your  virtues  to  my  figlit. 

Though  ydu  lead  a  blamelefs  life, 
Are  an  humble  prudent  wife, 
Anfwer  all  domeltic  ends  ; 
What  is  this  to  us  your  friends  ? 
Though  your  children  by  a  nod 
Stand  in  awe  without  a  rod  ; 
Though,  by  your  obliging  fway, 
Servants  love  you,  and  obey  ; 
Though  you  treat  us  with  a  fmile  ; 
Clear  your  looks,  and  fmooth  your  ftylej 
Load  our  plates  from  every  difli ; 
This  is  not  the  thii!g  we  will). 
Colonel  — ~  may  be  your  debtor; 
We  expeifl  employment  better. 
You  muil  learn,  if  you  would  gain  us 
With  good  fenfe  to  entertain  us. 

ScholarSjWhen  good  fenfe  defcribing. 
Call  it  tafiirig  and  imbibing  :  ' 

Metaphoric  meat  and  drink 
Is  to  underftaiid  and  think  : 
We  may  carve  for  others  thus  ; 
And  let  others  carve  for  us  : 
To  difcourie  and  to  attend, 
Is  to  he/p  yourfelf  and  friend. 
C(mveriation  is  but  carvi?/g  ; 
Carve  for  all,  yourfelf  is  frarving  ; 
Give  no  mort  to  every  gueil, 
Than  he's  able  to  digelt  ; 
Give  him  always  of  the  prime, 
And  but  a  little  at  a  time. 
Caroje  to  ail  but  juft  enough  ; 
Let  them  ricitiier  llarve  nor  itufT: 
And,  that  you  may  have  your  due. 
Let  your  neighbours  carve  for  yooi 
This  coaipariibn  will  hold, 
Could  it  well  in  rhyme  be  told 
How  converfing,  liftcning,  thinklngj 
Juftly  rnay  refcmbie  drinking  \ 
For  a  friend  a  glafs  you  fill. 
What  is  this  but  to  inltill  ? 

To  conclude  this  long  elfay ;  , 

Pardon,  if  I  dilbbey  : 
Nor,  againll  my  natural  vein, 
Treat  you  in  lieroic  itrain. 
I,  as  all  the  parifli  knovv's. 
Hardly  can  be  grave  in  profe  : 
Still  to  i.ilb,  andlafhing  luiik, 
111  befits  a  lofty  iiyle. 
From  the  planet  of  my  birlli 
I  encounter  vice  with  mirth. 
Wicked  minifters  of  ftate 
I  can  eaficr  fcorn  than  hate  : 
And  I  find  it  anfwers  right ; 
Scorn  torments  them  more  than  fpigl^t. 
Ail  the  vicc'i  of  a  court 
Do  but  ferve  to  make  me  fport. 
Where  I  in  fome  iorcignjealnij 
\  Which  ?.ll  vkes-t-veiwjiclajj    . 
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Should  a  monkey  wear  a  crown, 
Muft  I  tremble  at  his  frown  ? 
Could  I  not,  through  all  his  ermine  ? 
Spy  the  ftrutting,  chattering  rermin  ? 
Safely  write  a  fmart  lampoon. 
To  expofe  the  brilk  baboon  *  ? 

When  my  iVIufe  officious  ventures 
On  the  nation's  reprefenters : 
Teaching  by  what  golden  rules 
Into  knaves  they  turn  their  fools  : 
How  the  helm  is  rul'd  by  Walpole, 
At  whole  oars,  like  ilaves,  they  all  pull ; 
Let  the  vefTel  fplit  on  fhelves  ; 
With  the  freight  enrich  themfelyes : 
Safe  within  my  little  wherry. 
All  their  madnefs  makes  me  merry  ; 
Like  the  watermen  of  Thames, 
1  row  by,  and  call  thena  names  ; 
Like  the  ever-laughing  fage, 
In  a  jeft  I  fpend  my  rage 
(Though  it  muft  be  underfiood, 
I  would  hang  them,  if  I  could) : 
If  I  can  but  till  my  nitch, 
I  attempt  no  higher  pitch  ; 
Leave  to  D'Anvers  and  his  mate 
Maxims  wife  to  rule  the  ftate. 
Pultney  deep,  acconr{)lifli'd  St.  Jphns, 
Scourge  the  villains  with  a  vengeance  ; 
Let  me,  though  the  fmell  be  noifome. 
Strip  their  bums;  let  f  Caleb hoife 'em; 
Then  apply  Alexia's  whip, 
Till  they  wriggle,  howl,  and  Ikip. 

Deuce  is  in  you,  Mr  Dean  : 
What  can  all  this  pallion  mean  ? 
Mention  courts !  you'll  ne'er  be  quiet 
On  corruptions  running  riot. 
End  as  it  befits  your  ftation  ; 
Come  to  ufe  and  application ; 
Nor  with  fenates  keep  a  fufs. 
I  fubmit ;  and  anfwer  thus  : 

If  the  machinations  brewing, 
To  complete  the  public  ruin, 
Never  once  could  have  the  power 
To  afledl  me  half  an  hour; 
Sooner  would  I  write  in  bulkins. 
Mournful  elegies  on  %  Bluelkins, 
If  I  laugh  at  Whig  and  Troy, 
J  conclude,  a  fortiori. 
All  your  eloquence  will  fcaroc 
Drive  me  from  my  favourite  farce^ 
This  I  muft  infift  on  ;  for,  as 
It  is  well  obferv'd  by  §  Horace, 
Ridicule  hath  greater  power 
To  reform  the  world,  than  four. 
Horfes  thus,  let  jockies  judge  elfe. 
Switches  better  guide  than  cudi^eis. 


This  poem,  for  an  obvious  reafon,  has  leen 
mutilated  in  many  editions. 

t  Caleb  D'Anvers  ivas  the  name  ajfumed  ly 
Amhurjl,  the  ojlenfible  -writer  of  the  Craft  [man. 
This  icnfortiinate  man  muas  ncgleRsd  by  his  no- 
ble patrons,  and  died  in  want  and  ohfcurity. 

t  The  famous  thief,  who,  'U'hil/l  on  his  'trial 
»t  the  Old  Bailey,  Jabbed  Jonathan  Wild. 

I  "  Ridiciilum  acri,  ye.'' 


Ballings  heavy,  dry,  obtufe. 
Only  dulnefs  can  produce  ; 
While  a  little  gentle  jerking 
Set?  the  fpirits  all  a-working. 

Thus,  I  find  it  by  experiment, 
Scolding  moves  you  lefs  than  merriment. 
1  may  ftorm  and  rage  in  vain  ; 
It  but  ftupifies  your  brain. 
But  with  raillery  to  nettle, 
Sets  your  thoughts  upon  their  mettle  ; 
Gives  imagination  fcope  ; 
Never  lets  the  mind  elope  ; 
Drives  out  brangling  and  contention. 
Brings  in  reafon  and  invention. 
For  your  fake  as  well  asinine, 
I  the  lofty  ftyle  decline. 
I  fliould  make  a  figure  fcurvy. 
And  your  head  turn  topfy-turvy. 

I,  who  love  to  have  a  fling 
Both  at  fenate-houfc  and  king ; 
That  they  might  forae  better  way  treaj 
To  avoid  the  public  hatred ; 
Thought  no  method  more  commodious, 
Than  to  fliow  their  vices  odious; 
Which  I  chofe  to  make  appear, 
Not  by  anger,  but  a  fneer. 
As  my  method  of  reforming 
Is  by  laughing,  not  by  ilorming 
(For  my  friends  have  always  thought 
Tendernefs  my  greateft  fault)  ; 
Would  you  have  me  change  my  ftyle? 
On  your  faults  no  longer  fmile  ; 
But,  to  patch  up  all  our  quarrels, 
Qiiote  you  texts  from  Plutarch's  Morals  5 
Or  from  Solomon  produce 
Maxims  teaching  VVifdom's  ufe  ? 

If  I  treat  you  like  a  crown'd-head. 
You  have  cheap  enough  compounded  j 
Can  you  put-in  higher  claims. 
Than  tl»e  owners  of  St.  James? 
You  are  not  fo  great  a  grievance. 
As  the  hirelings  of  St.  Stephen'^. 
You  are  of  a  low"er  clafs 
Than  my  friend  Sir  Robert  Brafs. 
None  of  tliefc  have  mercy  found ; 
I  have  laugh'd,  and  lafli'd  them  round* 

Have  you  feen  a  rocket  fly  ? 
You  would  fwear  it  pierc'd  the  (ky  ; 
It  bat  reach'd  the  middle  air, 
Burfting  into  pieces-there : 
Thoufand  fparkles  falling  down 
Light  on  many  a  coxcomb's  croiyn  ; 
See  what  mirth  the  fport  creates; 
Singes  hair,  but  breaks  no  pates. 
Thus,  (hould  I  attempt  to  climb. 
Treat  you  in  a  ftyle  fublime, 
Such  a  rocket  is  my  mufe  : 
Should  I  lofty  numbers  choofe. 
Ere  I  reach'd  Parnafl'us'  top, 
I  Ihould  burft,  and  burfting  drop  ; 
All  my  fire  would  fall  in  fcraps  ; 
Give  your  head  fome  gentle  raps  ; 
Only  make  it  fmart  awhile  : 
Then  could  I  forbear  to  fmile. 
When  I  found  the  tingling  pain 
Entering  warm  your  frigid  brain  j 
Make  you  able  upon  fight 
To  decide  of  wrong  and  ri=;ht ; 
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Talk  with  fcnfc  wliate'er  you  pleafe  on ; 
Learn  to  relilh  truth  and  real'on  ? 

Thus  we  both  Ihall  gain  our  prize  : 
I  to  laugh,  and  you  grow  wife. 

A  YOUNG  LADY'S  COISIPLAINT, 

Tcrthc  Stay  of  the  Dean  in  England.  172^. 

Blow,  ye  Zephyrs,  gentle  gales; 
Gently  fill  the  fwelling  fails, 
Neptune,  with  thy  trident  long. 
Trident  thres-fork'd,  trident  ilrong  ; 
And  ye  Nereids  fair  and  gay, 
Tairer  than  the  rofe  in  May, 
Nereid*  living  in  deep  caves, 
Gently  waflfd  with  gentle  waves; 
Nereids,  Neptune,  lull  aileep 
P.uffling  ftorms,  and  ruffled  deep  ; 
All  around,  in  pompous  ftate. 
On  this  richsr  Argo  wait : 
Argo,  bring  my  Golden  Fleece ; 
Argo,  bring  him  to  his  Greece. 
Will  Csdenus  longer  itay  ? 
Come,Cadenus,  come  away  ; 
Come  with  all  the  hafte  of  love, 
Come  unto  thy  turtle-dove. 
The  ripen'd  cherry  on  the  tree 
Hangs,  and  only  hangs  for  thee  ; 
Lucious  peaches,  mellow  pears, 
Ceres  with  her  yellow  ears, 
And  the  grape;  both  red  and  white, 
Grape  infpiringjuft  delight; 
All  are  ripe,  and  courting  fue 
To  be  pLuck'd  and  prefs'd  by  you. 
Pinks  have  loft  their  blooming  red, 
Mourniijg  hang  their  drooping  head  ; 
Every  flower  languid  fL-ems, 
Wants  the  colour  of  thy  beams, 
lieanis  of  wondrous  force  and  power, 
]Beams  reviving  every  flower. 
Come,  Cadenus,  blels  once  more, 
Blefs  again  thy  native  fhore  ; 
Blefs  again  this  drooping  ifle. 
Make  its  weeping  beaucies  fmile, 
"Beauties  that  thine  abfence  mourn, 
Scauties  wifliing  thy  return. 
Come,  Cadenus,  come  with  hafte, 
Come  before  the  winter's  blaft  ; 
Swifter  than  the  ligntning  fly ; 
Or  I,  like  Vanefl"a,  die. 

A  LETTER  TO  THE  DEAN, 

WHEN  IN  ENGLAND.    172(5. 

You  will  cxcufe  me,  I  fuppofe, 
For  fending  rhyme  inftead  of  profe, 
Becaufe  hot  weather  makes  me  lazy, 
To  write  in  metre  is  more  eafy. 

While  you  are  trudging  London  town, 
I'm  ftroUing  Dublin  up  and  down  ; 
Wliile  you  converfe  with  lords  and  dukes, 
I  have  their  betters  here,  my  books  : 
Fix'd  in  an  elbow-chair  at  eafe, 
1  choofe  companions  as  I  pleafe. 
I'd  rather  have  one  fingle  flielf 
Than  all  my  ffiends,  except  yourfcif; 
For,  after  all  that  can  be  faid, 
Our  belt  acquaintance  are  the  deadi 


While  you're  in  raptures  with  Faullina  •  ; 
I'm  charm'd  at  home  with  our  Sheelina. 
While  you  are  (larving  there  in  ftate, 
I'm  cramming  here  with  butchers  meat. 
You  fay,  when  with  thofe  lords  you  dine, 
They  treat  you  with  the  beft  of  wine. 
Burgundy,  Cyprus,  and  Tokay  ; 
Why  fo  can  we,  as  well  as  they. 
No  reafon  then,  my  dear  good  Dean, 
But  you  fliould  travel  home  again. 
What  though  you  may  n't  in  Ireland  hope 
To  find  fuch  folk  as  Gay  and  Pope  ; 
If  you  with  rhymers  here  would  fliare 
But  half  the  wit  that  you  can  fpare, 
I'd  lay  twelve  eggs,  that,  in  twelve  days. 
You'd  make  a  dozen  of  Popes  and  Gays. 
Our  weather's  good,  our  fky  is  clear ; 
We've  every  joy,  if  you  were  here  ; 
So  lofty  and  fo  bright  a  iky 
Was  never  feen  by  Ireland's  eye  '. 
I  think  it  fit  to  let  you  know. 
This  week  I  fliall  to  Quilca  go ; 

To  fee  JNl'Fayden's  horny  brothers 
Firft  fuck,  and  after  bull  their  mothers ; 
To  fee,  alas !   my  wither'd  trees ! 
To  fee  what  all  the  country  fees  1 

My  ft'.inted  quicks,  my  famifh'd  beeves,  ' 

My  fervants  fuch  a  pack  of  thieves  ; 

My  fhatter'd  firs,  my  blafted  oaks. 

My  houfe  in  common  to  all  folks; 

No  cabbage  for  a  fingle  fnail, 

My  turnips,  carrots,  parfnips,  fail ; 

jMy  no  greeen  peas,  my  few  green  fprouts ; 

My  mother  always  in  the  pouts  ; 

My  horfes  rid,  or  gone  aftray  ; 

My  filli  all  ftol'n,  or  run  av/ay ; 

My  mutton  lean,  my  pullets  ohl, 

I\ly  poultry  ftarv'd,  the  corn  all  fold. 
A  man,  come  now  from  Quilca,  fays, 

"   y/i^-v'vef  ftol'n  the  locks  from  all  your  keys;" 

But,  what  muft  fret  and  vex  me  more, 

He  fays,  "  TZ'fj'ftole  the  keys  before. 

"   They  've  ftol'n  the  knives  from  all  the  forks  ; 

"  And  half  the  cows  from  half  the  fturks." 

Niiy  more,  the  fellow  fwears  and  vows, 

"*  They  've  ftol'n  the  fturks  from  half  the  cows :" 

V/ith  many  more  accounts  of  woe. 

Yet,  though  the  devil  he  there,  I'll  go  : 

'Twixt  you  and  rne,  the  reafon's  clear, 

Becaufe  I've  more  vexation  here. 

PALINODIA. 

HORACE,  BOOK  I.  ODE  XVI. 

Great  Sir,  than  Phoebus  more  divine, 
Whofe  verfes  far  his  rays  out-fliine. 

Look  down  upon  your  quondam  foe  ; 
Ohl  let  me  never  write  again. 
If  e'er  I  difoblige  you.  Dean, 

Should  you  compaffion  fliow. 
Take  thofe  Iambics  which  I  wrote, 
When  anger  made  me  piping  hot. 


*  Signora  Faujlina,  a  famous  Italian  finger. 

f  They  is  the  grand  thief  of  the  county  of  Ca' 
•van;  for  ivhatever  is  flolen,  if  you  inquire  of  a 
fervant  about  it,  the  arfj.'cr  is,  "  they  have/o- 
"  lcnit:\ 
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And  give  them  to  your  cook, 
To  finge  your  fowl,  or  fave  your  parte. 
The  next  time  when  you  have  a  fealt ; 

They'll  lave  you  many  a  book. 
To  burn  them,  you  are  not  content ; 
I  give  you  then  my  free  confent. 

To  link  them  in  the  harbour : 
It  not,  they'll  ferve  to  fet  off  blocks, 
To  roll  on  pipes,  and  twill  in  locks ; 
So  give  them  to  your  barber. 
Or,  when  you  next  your  phyfic  take, 
I  rnuil  entreat  you  then  to  make 

A  proper  application ; 
'Tis  what  I've  done  myfelf  before, 
With  Dan's  fine  thoughts,  and  many  more, 

Who  gave  me  provocation. 

What  cannot  mighty  anger  do? 

Jt  makes  the  weak  the  llrong  purfue, 

A  goofe  attack  a  fvvan  ; 
It  makes  a  woman,  tooth  and  nail. 
Her  hufband's  hands  and  face  alVail, 

While  he's  no  longer  man. 
Though  fome,  we  find,  are  more  difcreet, 
JBefore  the  v.'orld  are  wondrous  fweet. 

And  let  their  hufbands  hector  : 
But,  when  the  world's  aileep,  they  wake, 
That  is  the  time  they  choole  to  fpeak  ; 

Witnefs  the  curtain-ledlure. 
Such  was  the  cafe  with  you,  I  find  : 
All  day  you  could  conceal  your  mind  ; 

But  when  St.  Patrick's  chimes 
Awak'd  your  mufe  (my  midnight  curfe. 
When  I  engag'd  for  better  for  worfe), 

You  fcolded  with  your  rhymes. 

'  Have  done  !  have  done  !  I  quit  the  field  ; 
To  you,  as  to  my  wife,  I  yield  : 

As  flie  muft  uear  the  breeches ; 
So  (liall  you  wear  the  laurel-crown. 
Win  it,  and  wear  it,  'tis  your  own  j 
The  poet's  only  riches. 

EEC'S  BIRTH-DAY. 

NOVEMBER  8.  1-J7.6. 

This  day,  dear  Bee,  is  thy  nativity  ; 
Had  Fate  a  luckier  one,  flie'd  give  it  ye  : 
She  chofe  a  thread  of  greatell  length, 
And  doubly  twilled  it  for  ftrength  ; 
Nor  will  be  able  with  her  Ihears 
To  cut  it  off  thefe  forty  years. 
Then  who  fays  care  vvill  kill  a  cat  ? 
'Rebecca  fliows  they're  out  in  that. 
For  flie,  though  over-run  with  care, 
Continues  healthy,  fat,  and  fair. 

As,  if  the  gout  lliould  fieze  the  head, 
Doctors  pronounce  the  patient  dead  ; 
But,  if  they  can,  by  all  their  arts, 
Ejecfl  it  to  th'  extremeft  parts, 
They  give  the  fick  manjoy,  and  praife 
The  gout,  that  will  prolong  his  days  ;, 
Rebecca  thus  I  gladly  greet, 
Who  drives  her  cares  to  hands  and  feet : 
For,  though  philofophers  maintain 
The  limbs  are  guided  by  the  brain, 
Quite  contrary  Rebecca's  led, 
^er  hands  and  feet  conduct  her  head, 


By  arbitrary  power  convey  her  ; 
She  ne'er  confiders  why,  or  where  : 
Her  hands  may  meddle,  feet  may  wander. 
Her  head  is  but  a  mere  by-ftander  ; 
And  all  her  buftling  but  fupplies 
Ihe  part  of  wholefome  exercife. 
Thus  nature  hath  refolv'd  to  pay  her 
The  cat's  nine  lives,  and  eke  the  care. 

Long  may  fhe  live,  and  help  her  friends 
Whene'er  it  fuits  her  private  ends  j 
Dornellic  bufniels  never  mind 
Till  coffee  has  her  Itomach  lin'd ; 
But,  when  her  breakfalt  gives  her  courage. 
Then  think  on  Stella's  chicken-porridge  ; 
I  mean  when  Tiger  *  has  been  lerv'd. 
Or  elfe  poor  Stella  may  be  ftarv'd. 

May  Bee  have  many  an  evening  nap. 
With  Tiger  llabbering  in  her  lap  ; 
But  always  take  a  fpecial  care 
She  does  not  overfet  the  chair  ! 
Still  be  flie  curious,  never  hearken 
To  any  fpeech  but  Tiger's  barking! 
And  when  iTie'sin  another  fcene, 
Stella  long  dead,  but  fint  the  Dean, 
May  fortune  and  her  coffee  get  her 
Companions  that  may  pleafe  her  better  I 
Whole  aiternoons  will  fit  befide  her. 
Nor  for  neglecfts  or  blunders  chide  her, 
A  goodly  let  as  can  be  found 
Of  hearty  goffips  prating  round  ; 
Frelh  from  a  wedding  or  a  chriftening. 
To  teach  her  ears  the  art  of  liftening. 
And  pleafe  her  more  to  hear  them  tattle. 
Than  the  Dean  (lorm,  or  Stella  rattle. 
Late  be  her  death,  one  gentle  nod. 
When  Hermes  waiting  with  his  rod. 
Shall  to  Elyfian  fields  in\'ite  her, 
Where  there  fliall  be  no  cares  to  fright  herl 

ON  THE  COLLAR  OF  TIGER, 

MRS.  DINGLEY's  lap-dog. 

Pray  fteal  me  not ;  I'm  Mrs.  Dingley's, 
Whole  heart  in  this  four-footed  thing  lies. 


EPIGRAMS  ON  'SVINDOWS. 

J}.Io/l  of  them  ivritteu  in  1726. 

I.  On  a  window  at  an  inn- 

We  fly  from  luxury  and  wealth. 
To  hardfuips,  in  purfuit  of  health  ; 
From  generous  wines  and  coftly  fare. 
And  doling  in  an  eafy  chair  ; 
Purfue  the  Goddefs  Health  in  vain. 
To  find  her  in  a  country  fcene. 
And  every  where  her  footfteps  trace. 
And  fee  her  marks  in  every  face  ; 
And  ftill  her  favourites  we  meet. 
Crowding  the  roads  with  naked  feet. 
But,  oh  !  fo  faintly  we  purfue. 
We  ne'er  can  have  her  in  full  view. 


*  Mrs.  Dinjley  s  Jaz'onritf  lap-dog. 
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11.       At  A>'  IKN  IN  EXGLAND. 

The  glafs,  by  lovers  nonfenfe  blurr'd. 
Dims  and  obfcures  our  fight  : 

So  when  cur  palFions  Love  hath  llirr'd, 
It  darkens  Reafon's  light. 

III.       AXOTHER.  ' 

Tee  church  and  clergy  here  no  doubt, 
Are  very  near  a-kin; 
Both  weaiher-beaten  are  without, 
And  empty  both  within. 

IV.      At  CHESTER, 

My  landlord  is  civil. 
But  dear  as  the  d — i  : 
your  pockets  grew  empty, 
"Witii  nothing  to  teoiptye: 
The  wine  is  io  four, 
Twill  give  you  a  fcour ; 
The  beer  and  the  ale. 
Are  mingled  with  ftale  ; 
The  veal  is.  fuch  carrion, 
A  dog  would  be  weary  on. 
All  this  I've  felt, 
For  I  live  on  a  fmelt. 

V.    Another,  in  Chester. 

The  walls  of  this  town 

Are  full  of  renown, 

Andrtrangers  delight  to  walk  round  'em  : 

But  as  for  the  dwellers. 

Both  buyers  and  fellers, 
yor  me,  you  may  hang  'em,  or  drown  'em. 


VI.     Another,  at  holyhead*. 
O  NEPTUNE  1  Neptune  '.  muft  I  (till 
tBehere  detain'd  againft  my  will  ? 
Is  this  your  juftice  when  I'm  come 
Above  two  hundred  miles  from  home  ? 
O'er  mountains  fteep,  o'er  dufty  plains. 
Half  chok'd  with  dull,  half  drown'd  with  rains ; 
Only  your  godlliip  to  implore. 
To  let  me  kil's  your  other  lliore  ? 
A  boon  fo  fmall  !  but  1  may  weep, 
While  you're,  like  Baal,  fait  afleep. 

ft^II.     Another,  written  upon  a  ivindow  when 

there  nvas  no  'writing  before. 

.Thanks  to  my  ftars,  I  once  can  fee 

A  window  "here  from  fcribbling  free  ; 

Here  no  conceited  coxcombs  pafs, 

To  fcratch  their  paltry  drabs  on  glafs; 

'i'Jor  party-fool  is  calling  names, 

Or  dealing  crowns  to  George  and  James. 

VIII.     0?i  feeing  verfcs  nvritten  upon  luindoivs 
at  inns. 

The  fage  who  faid  he  fliould  be  proud 

Oi  windows' in  his  bread, 
Becaufe  he  ne'er  a  thought  allow'd 

That  might  not  be  confeft  ; 

*  Thefe  verfes  arefigned  J — K — ,  but  'Written^ 
ts  it  is^rej^med,  in  Dr.  Siviffi  hand. 
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His  window  fcrawl'd  by  every  rnke» 

His  breaft  again  would  cover; 
And  fairly  bid  the  devil  take 

The  diamond  and  the  lover.  4 

IX.     Another. 

By  Satan  taught,  all  conjurers  know 
Your  miilrefs  in  a  glafs  to  Ihow, 

And  you  can  do  as  much : 
In  this  the  devil  and  you  agree  : 
None  e'er  made  verfes  worfe  than  he, 

And  thine  I  fwcar  are  fuch. 

X.  Another. 

That  love  is  the  devil,  I'll  prove  when  requir'd  ; 

Thofe  rhymers  abundantly  fliow  it : 
They  fwear  that  they  all  by  love  are  infpii'd, 

And  the  devil's  a  damnable  poet. 

TO    JANUS,  ON  THE   NEW-YEAR'S-DAY 

Two-fac'd  Janus,  god  of  Time  ! 
Be  my  Phoebus  while  I  rhyme ; 
To  oblige  your  crony  Switt, 
Bring  our  dame  a  new-year's-gift : 
She  has  got  but  half  a  face  : 
Janus,  finte  thou  haft  a  brace. 
To  my  lady  once  be  kind ; 
Give  her  half  thy  face  behind. 

God  of  Time,  if  you  be  wife, 
Look  not  with  your  future  eyes; 
What  imports  thy  forward  light 
Well,  if  you  could  lofe  it  quite. 
Can  you  take  delight  in  viewing 
This  poor  *  ifle's  approaching  ruin. 
When  thy  retrofpeclion  vaft 
Sees  the  glorious  ages  paft  ? 
Happy  nation,  were  we  blind. 
Or  had  only  eyes  behind  ! 

Drown  your  morals,  madam  cries, 
ril  have  none  but  forward  eye>; 
Prudes  decay'd  about  may  tack. 
Strain  their  necks  with  looking  back. 
Give  me  Time  when  coming  on  : 
Who  regards  him  when  he's  gone  ? 
By  the  Dean  tliough  gravely  told. 
New-years  help  to  make  me  old  ; 
Yet  I  find  a  new-year's  lace 
Burnillies  an  old  year's  face  : 
Give  me  velvet  and  quadrille. 
I'll  have  youth  and  beauty  ftill. 

A  PASTORAL  DIALOGUE. 

written    after    the    news     of    the  f  KING'S 


Richmond-lodge  is  a  houfe  with  a  fmall  park 
belonging  to  the  crown.  It  was  ufaally  grant- 
ed by  the  Crown  for  a  leafe  of  two  years.  The 
Duke  of  Ormond  was  the  laft  who  had  it. 
After  his  exile,  it  was  given  to  the  Prince  of 

*  Ire  Ian.!. 

t  George  L  ivho  died  after  afjort  fichnefs  by 
eativg  a  melon,  at  Ofnah'urg,  in  his  way  to  Han- 


eativg  a  melon,  at  Ofnabug,  in  his  way  to  Han- 
o-jer,  June  il.  Jjz-].— The  poem  was  carrried  to 
court,  and  r%ad  to  King  George  II  and  ^een 
CiinliiiCi 
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%r  Walesby  the  King.  The  Prince  and  Princefs 
ufually  paired  their  lummer  there.  It  is  with- 
in a  mile  of  Richmond. 

Marble-hill  is  a  houfe  built  by  Mrs-  Howard, 
then  of  the  bed-chamber,  now  Countefs  of  Suf- 
folk, and  groom  of  the  ftole  to  the  Queen.  It 
is  on  the  Middlefex  fide,  near  Twickenham, 
where  Mr.  Pope  lived,  and  about  two  miles 
from  Richmgnd-lodge.  Mr.  Pope  was  the  con- 
triver of  the  gardens,  Lord  Herbert  the  archi- 
tedt,  the  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's  chief  butler  and 
keeper  of  the  Ice-houfe.  Upon  King  George's 
death,  thefe  two  houfes  met,  and  had  the  fol- 
lowing Dialogue. 

In  fpite  of  Pope,  in  fplte  of  Gay, 
And  all  that  he  or  they  can  fay. 
Sing  on  I  muft,  and  fing  I  will 
Of  Richmond-lodge  and  Marbk-hill. 

Laft  Friday  night,  as  neighbours  ufe, 
This  couple  met  to  talk  of  news: 
For  by  old  proverbs  it  appears, 
That  walls  have  tongues,  and  hedges  ears. 

MARBLE-HILL. 

quoth  Marble-hill,  right  well  I  ween, 
Your  miftrefs  now  is  grown  a  queen  : 
You'll  find  it  foon  by  vYoeful  proof; 
She'll  come  no  more  beneath  your  roof. 

RICHMOND-LODGE. 

The  kingly  prophet  well  evinces. 
That  we  Ihould  put  no  truft  in  princes  : 
My  royal  mafter  promis'd  me 
To  raife  me  to  a  high  degree  ; 
But  he's  now  grown  a  king,  God  wot, 
I  fear  I  fliall  be  foon  forgot. 
You  fee,  when  folks  have  got  their  ends. 
How  quickly  they  negle(fl  their  friends ; 
Yet  I  may  fay,  'twixt  me  and  you, 
Pray  God,  they  now  may  find  as  true  ! 

MARBLE-HILL. 

My  houfe  was  built  but  for  a  fliow, 
My  lady's  empty  pockets  know  ; 
And  now  flie  will  not  have  a  fliilllng, 
To  raife  the  flairs,  or  build  the  ceiling ; 
For  all  the  courtly  madams  round 
Now  pay  four  fhillings  in  the  pound ; 
'Tis  come  to  what  I  always  thought : 
My  dame  is  hardly  worth  a  groat. 
Had  you  and  I  been  courtiers  born, 
We  fliould  not  thus  have  lain  forlorn  j 
For  thofe  we  dextrous  courtiers  call. 
Can  rife  upon  their  imRei'sfall; 
But  we,  unlucky  and  unwife, 
Muft/«//  becaufe  our  mafters  riff. 

RICHMOND-LODGK. 

My  mafter,  fcarce  a  fortnight  fince, 
Was  grown  as  wealthy  as  a  prince ; 
But  now  it  will  be  no  fuch  thing. 
For  he'll  be  poor  as  any  king  ; 
And  by  hi?  crown  wUl  tjothing  get, 
But  like  a  king  to  run  in  debt. 

MARBLE-HILL. 

No  more  the  Dean,  that  grave  divine, 
Shall  keep  the  key  of  my  no— wine  ; 
My  ice-houfe  rob,  as  heretofore, 
And  fteai  my  artichokes  no  more ; 


Poor  Patty  Blount  n«  mof  e  be  feen 
Bedraggled  in  my  walks  fo  green  : 
Plump  fohnny  Gay  will  now  elope  ; 
And  here  ho  more  will  dangle  Pope. 

RICHMOND-LODGE. 

Here  won't  the  Dean,  when  he's  to  fcek^ 
To  fpunge  a  breakfaft  once  a  week ; 
To  cry  the  bread  was  flale,  and  mutter 
Complaints  againft  the  royal  butter. 
But  now  I  fear  it  will  be  faid. 
No  butter  flicks  upon  his  bread. 
We  foon  rtiall  find  him  full  of  fpleen, 
For  want  of  tattling  to  the  queen  ; 
Stunning  her  royal  ears  with  talking  ;  _ 
His  reiierence  and  her  high?iefs  walking : 
Whim  lady  Charlotte  *,  like  a  ftrollef, 
Sits  mounted  on  the  garden-roller, 
A  goodly  fight  to  fee  her  ride 
With  ancient  Mirmont  f  at  her  fide. 
In  velvet  cap  his  head  lies  warm  ; 
His  hat  for  fliow  beneath  his  arm. 

MARBLE-HILL. 

Some  South  Sea  broker  from  the  city 
Will  purchafe  me,  the  more's  the  pity  ; 
Lay  all  my  fine  plantations  wafte, 
To  fit  them  to  his  vulgar  tafte  : 
Chang'd  for  the  worfe  in  every  part, 
My  mafter  Pope  will  break  his  heart. 

RICHMOND-LODGE. 

In  my  own  Thames  may  I  be  drownded. 
If  e'er  I  ftoop  beneath  a  crown'd  head : 
Except  her  majefly  prevails    ' 
To  place  me  wuth  the  prince  of  Wales; 
And  then  (hall  I  be  free  from  fears, 
For  he'll  be  prince  thefe  fifty  years. 
I  thea  will  turn  a  courtier  too. 
And  ferve  the  times,  as  others  do. 
Plain  loyalty,  not  built  on  hope, 
I  leave  to  your  contriver,  Pope  : 
None  loves  his  king  and  country  better, 
Yet  none  was  ever  lefs  their  debtor. 

MARBLE-HILL. 

Then  let  him  come  and  take  a  nap 
In  fummer  on  my  verdant  lap  ; 
Prefer  our  villas,  where  the  Thames  is. 
To  Keniington,  or  hot  St.  James's: 
Nor  fliall  I  dull  in  filence  fit ; 
For  'tis  to  me  he  owes  his  wit ; 
My  groves,  my  echoes,  and  my  birds. 
Have  taught  him  his  poetic  words. 
We  gardens,  and  you  wilderneffes, 
Affift  all  poets  in  dillreffes. 
Hira  twice  a  week  I  here  expeifl. 
To  rattle  Mocdy  |  for  neglecH: ; 
An  idle  rogue,  who  fpends  his  quartridge 
In  tippling  at  the  Dog  and  Partridge  ; 
And  1  can  hardly  get  him  down 
Three  times  a  week  to  brufli  my  gown. 

RICH  MONO- LODGE. 

I  pity  yo'.t,  dear  Marble-hill; 
But  hope  to  fee  you  floarifh  ftill. 
All  happinefs — and  fo  adieu. 

*  Lady  Charlotte  de  Rsujfy,  a  Tremh  lady. 
f  Mmrquis  de  Mir/no?itj  a  French  man  ofqu^ 


lit)'. 


X  The  gardener. 
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Marble-hill. 
Kind  Richmond-lodge,  the  fame  to  you. 

DESIRE  AND  POSSESSION.     1727. 

*Tis  ftrange,  what  different  thoughts  infpire 
In  men,  Pofleflion  and  Defire  ; 
Think  what  they  wifli  fo  great  a  bleffing  ; 
So  diUppointed  when  pofleirmg  ! 

A  moralift  profoundly  fage 
(I  know  not  in  what  book  or  page, 
Or  whether  o'er  a  pot  of  ale) 
Related  thus  the  following  tale. 

Pofleinon,  and  Defire  his  brother. 
But  ftill  at  variance  with  each  other, 
Were  feen  contending  in  a  race  ; 
And  kept  at  firll  an  equal  pace  ; 
Tis  faid  their  courfe  continued  long  ; 
For  this  was  adive,  that  was  ftrong  : 
Till  Envy,  Slander,  Sloth,  and  Doubt, 
IMiHed  them  many  a  league  about. 
Seduc'd  by  fome  deceiving  light, 
They  take  the  wrong  way  for  the  right ; 
Through  flippery  by-roads  dark  and  deep, 
They  often  climb,  and  often  creep. 

Defire,  the  fwifter  of  the  two,. 
Along  the  plain  like  lightning  flew ; 
Till,  entering  on  a  broad  highway. 
Where  poiver  and  titles  fcatter'd  lay. 
He  ftrove  to  pick  up  all  he  found. 
And  by  excurfions  loft  his  ground  : 
No  fooner  got,  than  with  difdain 
He  threw  them  on  the  ground  again ; 
And  hafted  forward  to  purfue 
Frefli  objedls  fairer  to  his  view. 
In  hope  to  fpring  fome  nobler  game  ; 
But  all  he  took  was  juft  the  fam.e  : 
Too  fcornful  no'w  to  flop  his  pace. 
He  fpurn'd  them  in  his  rival's  face. 

PoITefiion  kept  the  beaten  road, 
And  gather'd  all  his  brother  ftrow'd; 
But  overcharg'd,  and  out  of  wind. 
Though  ftrong  in  limbs,  he  lagg'd  behind. 

Defue  had  now  the  goal  in  flight : 
It  was  a  tower  of  monftrous  height. 
Where  on  the  fummit  Fortune  ftands, 

d  fceptre  in  her  bands ; 
A  crown  an^  '     '        ,  in 

^        .T.       ^vafm  as  deep  as  hell. 
Beneath,  a  ch  j^.^i;._^^^^^^  f^^j_ 

Wll^'^"^\"yfrega.'duwhile, 
Defire  m  V^Pt"  ,,\erous  goddefs  fmile  ; 
Andfawthetr  S^j^^^^^^^.      » 

But  ashe  chm      ^^-^^^^^^^^  ^i,;„. 

She  knock  dh.ml^ 
He  tumbled  mth    o.  }     '       n  c  1 

rrti        J        VI  fr>  vvhirl  an  eridieis  round. 
There  doom  d  to  . 

PolTeflion's  load  v-'as  grown  10  great 

He  funk  beneath  the  cumberov.s  weight. 

And,  as  he  now  expiii"g.-^>' 

Flocks  every  ominous  W^  °\  F^Y  5 

The  raven,  vulture,  owl,  a"'  kite. 

At  once  upon  his  carcafe  l'g"t, 

And  nrip  his  bide,  and  p'^k  his  bones, 

P.egardlefs  of  his  dying  groans. 

ON  CENSURE.     1777. 

Ye  wife,  inftrucT:  me  to  endure 
An  evil  which  admits  no  cure  ; 


OF   SWIFT. 
Or  how  this  evil  can  be  bcrne. 
Which  breeds  at  once  both  hate  and  fcorn. 
Bare  innocence  is  no  fupport. 
When  you  are  try'd  in  Scandal's  court. 
Stand  high  in  honour,  wealth,  or  wit  : 
All  others  who  inferior  fit. 
Conceive  themlelves  in  confciance  bound 
To  join,  and  drag  you  to  the  ground. 
Your  altitude  offends  the  eyes 
Of  thofe  who  want  the  power  to  rife. 
The  world,  a  willing  ftander-by. 
Inclines  to  aid  a  fpecious  lye  ; 
Alas !   they  would  not  do  you  wrong ; 
But  all  appearances  are  ftrong  ! 

Yet  whence  ])rocecds  this  weight  we  lay 
On  what  detracfting  people  fay  ? 
For  let  mankind  difcharge  their  tongues 
In  venom,  till  tlicy  burft  their  lungs, 
Their  utraoft  malice  cannot  make 
Your  head,  or  tooth,  or  finger  ake ;       * 
Nor  fpoil  your  fliape,  diftort  your  face. 
Or  put  one  feature  out  of  place; 
Nor  will  you  find  your  fortune  fink 
By  what  they  fpeak  or  what  they  think; 
Nor  can  ten  hundred  thoufand  lies 
Make  you  lefs  virtuous,  learn'd,  or  wife.- 

The  moft  effetflual  way  to  baulk 
Their  malice,  is— to  let  them  talk. 


THE  FURNITURE  OF  A  WOMAN'S  MIND. 
1727. 

A  SET  of  phrafes  learnt  by  rote  ; 
A  paffion  for  a  Icarlet  coat  ? 
When  at  a  play,  to  laugh,  or  cry, 
Yet  cannot  tell  the  reafon  why  ; 
Never  to  hold  her  tongue  a  minute 
WHiile  all  flie  prates  has  nothing  in  it ; 
Whole  hours  can  with  a  coxcomb  lit, 
And  take  his  nonfenle  all  for  it ; 
Her  learning  mounts  to  read  a  long, 
But  half  the  words  pronouncing  wrong  ; 
Hath  every  repartee  in  ftoye 
She  fpoke  ten  thoufand  times  before  ; 
Can  ready  compliments  fupply 
On  all  occafions,  cut  and  dry  ; 
Such  hatred  to  a  parfon's  gown. 
The  light  will  put  her  in  a  fwoon ; 
For  converfation  well  endued. 
She  calls  it  witty  to  be  rude  ; 
And,  placing  raillery  in  railing. 
Will  tell  aloi^d  your  greateft  failing; 
Nor  make  a  fcruple  to  espole 
Your  bandy  leg,  or  crooked  nofe  ; 
Can  at  herm.orning  tea  run  o'er 
The  fcandal  of  the  day  before  ; 
Improving  hourly  in  her  fltill 
To  cheat  and  wrangle  at  quadrille. 

In  choofing  lace,  a  critic  nice. 
Knows  to  a  groat  the  loweft  price  ; 
Can  in  her  female  clubs  difpute, 
What  linen  beft  the  filk  will  fuit. 
What  colours  each  complexion  match, 
And  where  with  art  to  place  a  patch. 

If  cliance  a  moufe  creeps  in  her  fight, 
Can  finely  counterfeit  a  fright  ; 
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So  fweetly  fcreams,  if  it  comes  neat  her, 

She  raviflies  all  hearts  to  Ijear  her. 

Can  dextroufly  her  hufband  teaze, 

By  taking  fits  whene'er  fhe  pleafe  ; 

By  frequent  pra<5lice  learns  the  trick 

At  proper  feafons  to  be  fick  ; 

Thinks  nothing  gives  one  airs  fo  pretty, 

At  once  creating  love  and  pity. 

If  Molly  happens  to  be  carelefs, 

And  but  negledls  to  warm  her  hair  lace, 

She  gets  a  cold  as  fure  is  death, 

And  vows  Ihe  fcarce  can  fetch  her  breath ; 

Admires  how  modeft  women  can 

Be  fo  robvjlious,  like  a  man. 

In  party,  furious  to  her  power  ; 
A  bitter  Whig,  or  Tory  four  ; 
Her  arguments  direftly  tend 
Againft  the  fide  Ihe  would  defend ; 
Will  prove  herfelf  a  Tory  plain, 
From  principles  the  Whigs  maintains ; 
And  to  defend  the  WTiiggifli  caufe. 
Her  topics  from  the  Tories  draws. 

O  yesl   if  any  man  can  find 
More  virtues  in  a  woman's  mind. 
Let  them  be  fent  to  Mrs   Harding  * ; 
She'll  pay  the  charges  to  a  farthing;  ; 
Take  notice,  flie  has  my  commiilion 
To  add  them  in  the  next  edition  ; 
They  may  out-fell  a  better  thing  : 
So,  halloo,  boys  ;  God  fave  the  king  ! 

CLEVER  TOM  CLINCH  GOING  TO  EE 
HANGED.     1727. 

As  clever  Tom  Clinch,    while   the  rabble  was 

bawling,  [calling, 

Rode   ftately    through    Holbourn   to    die  in    his 
He  ftopt  at  the  George  for  a  bottle  of  fack, 
And  promis'd  to  pay  for  it  when  he  came  back. 
His'waiftcoat,  and  ftockings,  and  breeches,  were 

white  ; 
His  cap  had  a  new  cherry  riband  to  tie't. 
The  maids  to  the  doors  and  the  balconies  ran. 
And  faid,   "  Lack-a-day  !    he's  a  proper  young 

man  I" 
But,  as  from  the  windows  the  ladies  he  fpy'd. 
Like  a  beau  in  the  box,   he  bow'd  low  on  each 

fide ;  [cry, 

And  when  his  laft  fpeech  the  loud  hawkers  did 
He  fwore  from  his  cart,    "  It  was  all  a  damn'd 

"  lie  :" 
The  hangman  for  pardon  fell  down  on  his  knee  ; 
Tom  gave  him  a  kick  in  the  guts  for  his  fee  : 
Then  faid,  I  muit  fpeak  to  the  people  a  little  ; 
But  I'll  fee  you  all  damn'd  before  I  will  'u:hittle\. 
My  haneft  friend  Wild  \  may  he  long  hold  his 

place. 
He  lengthen/d  my  life  with  a  whole  year  of  grace. 
Take  courage,  dear  comrades,  and  be  not  afraid, 
Nor  flip  this  occafion  to  follow  your  trade  ; 


ter. 


*  Widow  ofjfohn  Harding,  the  Drapier's  prin- 


t  A  cant  ivotd  for  confejing  at  the  gallows. 

\  The  noted  thief-catcher,  under-keeper  of 
Newgate,  ivho  was  hanged  for  receiving  flolen 
goods. 


My  confcience  is  clear,  and  my  fpirits  are  calm, 
And  thus  I  go  off  without  prayer-book  or  pfalm  ; 
Then  follow  the  pradlice  of  clever  Tom  Clinch, 
Who  hung  like  a  hero,  and  never  would  flinch. 

DR.  SWIFT  TO  MR.  POPE, 

WHILE  HE  WAS  WRITING  THE    DUNCI-ID, 

Pope  has  the  talent  well  to  fpeak, 

But  not  to  reach  the  ear; 
His  loudeft  voice  is  low  and  weak, 

The  Dean  too  deaf  to  hear. 

Awhile  they  on  each  other  look, 

Then  different  Itudies  choofe  : 
The  Dean  fits  plodding  on  a  book  ; 

Pope  walks,  and  courts  the  mufe. 

Now  backs  of  letters  *,  though  defign'd 

For  thofe  who  more  will  need  'em, 
Are  fill'd  with  hints,  and  interlin'd, 

Himfelf  can  hardly  read  'em. 

Each  atom  by  fome  other  ftruck 

All  turns  and  motions  tries : 
Till,  in  a  lump  together  lluck, 

Behold  a  Poem  rife  !  ] 

Yet  to  the  Dean  his  (liare  allot ; 

He  claiins  it  by  a  canon  ; 
That  without  which  a  thing  is  not. 

Is,  caufafv/ie  qua  non. 

Thus  Pope,  in  vain  you  boafl  your  wit ; 

For,  had  our  deaf  Divine 
Been  for  ycur  converfation  fit. 

You  had  not  writ  a  line. 

Of  Sherlock  f  thus,  for  preaching  fam'd, 

The  Sexton  reafon'd  well ; 
Andjuftly  half  the  merit  clr.im'd, 

Becaufe  he  rang  the  bell. 

A  LOVE  POEM  FROM  A  PHYSICIAN 
TO  HIS  MISTRESS. 

WRITTEN  AT  LONDON  IN  THE  YEAR   I727. 

By  poets  we  are  well  affur'd 

Tliat  love,  alas  !  can  ne'er  be  ciifd, : 

A  complicated  heap  of  ills, 

Defpifing  holufes  and  pills. 

Ah  !  Chloe,  this  I  find  is  true, 

Since  firft  I  gave  my  heart  to  you. 

Now,  by  your  cruelty  hard  loimd, 

I  ftrain  my  guts,  my  colon  wound. 

Now  jealoufy  my  grumbling  tripes 

AlTauIts  with  grating,  gxmAing  gripes. 

When  pity  in  thofe  eyes  1  view, 

iVIy  boiuels  wambling  make  mefpew. 

When  I  an  amorous  kifs  defign'd, 

I  belched  a  hurricane  oiiuitid. 

Once  you  a  gentle  figh  let  fall ; 

Remember  how  Ifuck'd  it  all : 

What  colic  pangs  from  thence  I  felt. 

Had  you  but  known,  your  heart  would  melt, 

•  An  allufion  to  the  fingnlarity  mentioned  iu 
Adiice  to  the  Grub-flreer  VerjL    ■■  riteis,  I726. 
t  The  Dean  of  St.  PauFs,  father  to  tic  hifJjop. 
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Like  ruffling  winds  in  cavernj  pent, 
Till  Nature  pointed  out  a  vent. 
How  have  you  torn  my  heart  to  pieces 
With  maggots,  humours,  and  caprices  ! 
By  which  I  got  the  htcmorrhoids  ; 
And  loathfonie  ivorms  my  rt«z;j  voids. 
Whene'er  1  hear  a  rival  nam'd, 
I  feel  my  body  all  inflam'd  ; 
Which,  breaking  out  in  boils  and  blanes, 
With  yelloiv  filth  my  linen  ftains  ; 
Or,  parch'd  with  unextinguifli'd  thir/l. 
Small  beer  I  gu't'^le  till  1  burjl : 
And  then  I  drag  a  bloated  corpus, 
Sweird  with  a  dropfy,  like  a  porpoife ; 
When,  if  I  c/a.nnut.  purge  ox  flale, 
I  muft  be  tapp'd  to  fill  a  pail. 

DEAN  SWIFT  AT  SIR  ARTHUR  ACHES ON's 

IN  THE  NORTH  OF  IRELAND. 

The  Dean  would  vilit  Market-hill ; 

Our  invitation  was  but  flight  : 
I  faid— Why  let  him,  if  he  will  • 

And  fo  I  bade  Sir  Arthur  write.    ' 

His  manners  would  not  let  him  wait, 

Left  wre  fhould  think  ourfelves  negledled  ; 

And  fo  we  faw  him  at  our  gate 

Three  days  before  he  was  expedlcd. 

After  a  week,  a  month,  a  quarter, 

And  day  fucceeding  after  day. 
Says  not  a  word  of  his  departure, 

Though  not  a  foul  would  have  him  flay. 

I've  faid  enough  to  make  him  blufli, 

Methinks,  or  elfe  the  devil's  in't ; 
But  he  cares  not  for  it  a  rulli, 

Nor  for  my  life  will  take  the  hint. 

But  you,  my  dear,  may  let  him  know, 

In  civil  language,  if  he  flays. 
How  deep  and  foul  the  roads  may  grow, 

And  that  he  may  command  the  chaife. 

Or  you  may  fay— My  wife  intends. 
Though  I  fliould  be  exceeding  proud, 

This  winter  to  invite  fome  friends ; 
And,  Sir,  I  know,  you  hate  acrowdi 

Or,  Mr.  Dean — I  fliould  with  joy 

Beg  you  would  here  continue  fl:ill ; 
But  we  muft  go  to  Aghnacloy  *, 

Or  Mr.  Moore  will  take  it  ill. 

The  houfe  accounts  are  daily  rifing  ; 

So  much  his  ftay  doth  fwell  the  bills ; 
My  deareft  life,  it  is  furprifing 

How  much  he  eats,  how  much  he  fwlUs. 

His  brace  of  puppies  how  they  ftufl"! 

And  they  muft  have  three  meals  a  day, 
Yet  never  think  they  get  enough ; 

His  horfes  too  eat  all  our  hay. 

Oh !  if  I  could,  how  I  would  maul 
His  tallow  face,  and  wainfcot-paws, 

His  beetle-brows,  and  eyes  of  wall, 
And  make  him  foon  give  up  the  caufe  t 

•  Thejeatof  Aehefon  Moore,  Efq. 


Muft  I  be  every  moment  chid 

With  *  Skinny  bonia,  Snipe,  and  Lean? 

Oh  !  that  I  could  but  once  be  rid 
Of  this  iululting  Tyrant  Dean  '. 

ON  A  VERY  OLD  GLASS  AT  MARKET-HILL. 

Frail  glafs !  thou  bear'ft  that  name  as  well  as  T; 
Though  none  can  tell,  which  of  us  firft  fliall  die. 

ANSWERED  EXTEMPORE  BY  DR.  SWIFT. 

Me  only  chance  can  kill ;  thou,   frailer  creature, 
May'ft  die,  (like  me,  by  chance  ;  but  muft  by  na- 
ture. 

ON  CUTTING  DOWN  THE  OLD  THORN 
AT  MARKET-HILL  f. 

At  Market-Hill,  as  well  appears, 

By  chronicle  of  ancient  date, 
There  flood  for  many  hundred  years 

A  fpacious  thorn  before  the  gate. 

Hither  came  every  village  maid. 

And  on  the  boughs  her  garland  hung; 

And  here,  beneath  the  fpreading  fliade, 
Secure  from  fatyrs  fat  and  fung. 

Sir  Archibald:f,  that  valorous  knight. 

The  lortl  of  all  the  fruitful  plain, 
Would  come  and  lift;en  with  delight; 

For  he  was  fond  of  rural  drain. 

(Sir  Archibald,  whofe  favourite  name 

Shall  fl;and  for  ages  on  record. 
By  Scottifli  bards  of  higheft  fame,' 

Wife  Hawthorden  and  Stirling's  lord  §.) 

But  time  with  iron  teeth,  I  ween. 
Has  canker'd  all  its  branches  round  ; 

No  fruit  or  bloflbni  to  be  feen. 

Its  head  reclining  towards  the  groundi 

This  aged,  fickly,  faplefs  thorn. 

Which  muft,  alas !  no  longer  ftand. 
Behold  the  cruel  Dean  in  fcorn 

Cuts  down  with  facrilegious  hand. 

Dame  Nature,  when  flie  faw  the  blow, 

Aftonifli'd,  gave  a  drcidful  fliriek ; 
And  mother  Tellus  trembled  fo. 

She  fcarce  recover'd  in  a  week. 


*  The  Dean  iifed  to  call  Lady  Aehefon  by  ffiofe 
■names. 

f  A  village  near  the  feat  of  Sir  Arthur  Aehe- 
fon, where  the  Dean  fonketimes  made  a  long  njifit. 
The  tree,  nvhich  luas  a  remarkable  one,  'was  much 
admired  by  the  k?iight.  Yet  the  Dean,  in  one  of 
his  unaccountable  humours,  gave  diredions  for 
cutting  it  down  in  the  ahfence  of  Sir  Arthnr,  ".vha 
was  of  courfe  highly  incenfed,  nor  would  fee 
Swift  for  fome  time  after.  By  way  of  making  his 
pence,  the  Dean  wrote  this  poem  ;  which  had  the 
defircd  effeSI. 

I  Sir' Archibald  Aehefon,  fecretary  offlatefor 
Scotland. 

§  Drummoiid  of  Hawthornden,  and  Sir  If^il- 
liam  Alexander  Earl  of  Stirling,  who  were  both 
friends  to  Sir  Archibald,  and  famous  for  theif- 
p oetry. 
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The  fylvan  powers,  with  fear  perplex'd, 

In  prudence  and  compaffion,  fcnt 
(For  none  could  tell  whofe  turn  was  next) 

Sad  omens  of  the  dire  event. 
The  magpie,  lighting  on  the  ftock. 

Stood  chattering  with  incefiant  din ; 
And  with  her  beak  gave  many  a  knock, 

To  roufe  and  warn  the  nymph  within. 

The  owl  forefaw,  in  penfive  mood, 

The  rain  of  her  ancient  feat ; 
And  fled  in  hafte,  with  all  her  brood, 

To  feek  a  more  fecure  retreat. 

Laft  trolled  foFth  the  gentle  fwine, 
To  eafe  her  itch  againft  the  ftump, 

And  difmally  was  heard  to  whine, 
All  as  flie  fcrubb'd  her  meaily  rump. 

The  nymph  who  dwells  in  ever)'  tree, 

(If  all  be  true  that  poets  chant) 
Condenin'd  by  Fate's  fupreme  decree. 

Mult  die  with  her  expiring  plant. 
Thus,  when  the  gentle  Spina  found 

The  thorn  committed  to  her  care 
Receiv'd  its  laft  and  deadly  wound, 

She  fled,  and  vanifli'd  into  air. 

But  from  the  root  a  difm.al  groan 

Firfl  iffuing  ftruck  the  murderer's  ears ; 

And,  in  a  fliriU  revengeful  tone. 
This  prophecy  he  trembling  hears  : 

*'  Thou  chief  contriver  of  my  fall, 
"  Relentlefs  Dean,  to  mifchief  born  ; 

"  My  kindred  oft'  thine  hide  fhall  gall, 
"   Thy  gown  and  caflbck  oft'  be  torn. 

"  And  thy  ccnfederate  dame,  who  brags 
"  That  flie  condemn'd  me  to  the  fire, 

"  Shall  rend  her  petticoats  to  rags, 

"  And  wound  her  legs  with  every  brier, 

"  Nor  thou,  lord  Arthur  *,  flialt  efcape  ; 

*'  To  thee  I  often  call'd  in  vain, 
"  Againft  that  afiaflin  in  crape  ; 

"  Yet  thou  C'juldft  tamely  fee  me  flain. 

"  Nor,  when  I  felt  the  dreadful  blow, 

"  Orchid  the  Dean,  or  pinch'd  thy  fpoufe  ; 

"  Since  you  could  fee  me  treated  fo 
"  (An  old  retainer  to  ycur  houfe)  : 

"  May  that  fell  Dean,  by  whofe  command 
"  Was  form'd  this  Machiavilian  plot, 

"  Not  leave  a  thiitle  on  thy  land ; 

"  Then  who  will  own  thee  for  a  Scot  ? 

"  Pigs  and  fanatics,  cows,  and  tcagues, 
"  Through  all  thy  empire  I  forefee, 

"  To  tear  thy  hedges,  join  in  leagues, 
"  Sworn  to  revenge  my  thorn  and  me. 

"  And  now,  the  wretch  ordain'd  by  fate, 

"  Neal  Gahagan,  Hibernian  clown, 
"  With  hatchet  blunter  than  thy  pate, 

"  To  hack  my  hallow'd  timber  down  ; 
"  When  thou,  fufpended  high  in  air, 

"  Dy'ft  on  a  more  ignoble  tree 
"  (For  thou  fhalt  fteal  thy  landlord's  mare), 

"  Then,  blocdy  caitif  I  think  on  me. 


*  Sir  Arthur  Ache/on^ 
Vol,  IX. 


CANTATA  *. 


In  harmony  would  you  excel. 

Suit  your  words  to  your  mufic  well ; 

For  l^egafus  runs  every  race 

By  galloping  high,  or  level  pace. 

Or  ambling,  or  fweet  Canterbury, 

Or  with  a  down,  a  high  down  derry. 

No  vidlory  he  ever  got 

%  joggling,  joggling,  joggling  trot; 

No  Mule  harmonious  entertains 

Rough,  roiftering,  rullic,  roaring  ftrains^ 

Norfliall  you  twine  the  crackling  bays 

By  fneaking,  fniveling  roundelays. 

Now  flowly  move  your  fiddle-ftick ; 
Now,  tantan,  tantantivi,  quick  ; 
Now  trembling, fliivering, quivering, quaking, 
Set  hoping  hearts  of  lovers  aching. 
Fly,  fly,  above  the  iky, 
Rambling,  gambling,  trolloping,  lolloping,  gsX- 
loping. 
Now  fweep,  fweep  the  deep. 
See  Celia,  Celia  dies, 
While  true  lovers'  eyes 
Weeping  fleep.  Sleeping  weep. 
Weeping  fleep,  £o  peep,  bo  peep. 

EPITAPH 

AT   BfiRKELEY,   GLOUCESTERSHIRE» 

Here  lies  the  Earl  of  Suffolk's  fool. 

Men  call'd  him  Dicky  Fearce ; 
His  folly  ferv'd  to  make  folks  laugh, 

When  wit  and  mirth  were  fearce. 
Poor  Dick,  alas !  is  dead  and  gone. 

What  fignities  to  cry  ? 
Dickys  enough  are  ftiil  behind, 

To  laugh  at  by  and  by. 

Buried  June  i8,  1728,  aged  b^. 


MY  LADY'S  f  LAMENTATION  AND  COM- 
PLAIbfT  AGAINST  THE  DEAN. 

July  28.  171?. 

Sure  never  man  did  fee 
A  wretch  like  poor  Nancy, 


*  This  Cantata  is  printed  -ujlth  tbc  tnz/fic  in  all 
the  London  editions  of  Swift.  Dr.  Beattie,  after 
cenfuring  the  prrSlice  of  nzhat  he  calls  "  illicit 
"  i7nitation"  olferves,  that  "  this  abufe  of  a  no- 
*'  ble  art  did  tiot  efcape  the  fat  ire  of  Sivift ;  luho, 
"  though  deaf  to  the  charms  of  mufic,  was  not 
"  blind  to  the  abfurdity  ofmificians.  H&  reconi- 
"  mended  it  to  Dr.  JE-chlin,  an  ingeuioits  gentle~ 
"  77ian  of  Ireland,  to  compofe  a  Cantata  in  ri- 
"  dicule  of  this  puerile  mimicry.  Here  ive  have 
"  motions  imitated,  luhich  arc  the  mofl  lnhar~ 
"  monioiis,  and  founds  the  mrjl  unmujical. —  In  a 
"  ivord,  S'u.'ift''s  Cantata  may  convince  a/iy  per- 
"- fon,  that  mific,  if  only  imitative,  aooiild  be 
"  ridiculous.'^ 

f  Lady^Acbefon. 
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So  teas'd  day  and  night 
By  a  Dean  and  i  Knight. 
To  punifli  my  fins. 
Sir  Arthur  begins, 
Ai(d  giyes  me  a  wipe 
With  Skinny  and  Snipe  : 
His  malice  is  plain, 
Hallooing  the  Dean. 
The  Dean  never  flops 
When  he  opens  his  chops  j 
I  m  quite  over-run 
With  rebus  and  pun. 

Before  he  came  here 
To  fpunge  for  good  cheer, 
I  fate  with  delight 
Prom  morning  till  night. 
With  two  bony  thumbs 
Could  rub  my  old  gums, 
Or  fcratching  my  nofe, 
And  jogging  my  toes  ; 
Ijut  at  prefeiit,  forfooth, 
1  mud  not  rub  a  tooth. 
"When  my  elbows  he  fees 
Held  up  by  my  knees, 
lAy  arms,  like  two  props. 
Supporting  my  chops, 
And  juft  as  I  handle  'em 
Moving  all  like  a  pendulum; 
He  trips  up  my  props. 
And  down  my  chin  drops, 
Trom  my  head  to  my  heels, 
Xike  a  clocli  without  wheels  j 
1  fink  in  the  fpleen. 
An  ufelefs  machine. 
If  he  had  his  will, 
I  Ihould  never  fit  ftiU  : 
He  comes  with  his  whims, 
3  muft  move  my  limbs ; 
I  cannot  be  fweet 
Without  ufing  my  feet  • 
To  lengthen  my  breath, 
He  tires  me  to  death. 
"hy  the  worft  of  all  fquires. 

Through  bogs  and  through  briets, 
"Where  a  cow  would  be  ftartled,    ■ 

I'm  in  fpite  of  my  heart  led ; 

And,  fay  what  I  will, 

Haul'd  up  every  hill; 

Till,  daggled  and  tatter'd, 

My  fpirits  quite  iliatter'd, 

3  return  home  at  night. 

And  fait,  out  of  fpite  : 

I'or  I'd  rather  be  dead. 

Than  it  e'er  Ihould  be  faid, 

1  was  better  for  him 

In  ftomach  or  limb. 
But  now  to  my  diet ; 

y-^o  eating  in  quiet, 

He's  ftill  finding  fault, 

Too  four  or  too  fait : 

The  wing  cf  a  chick 

I  hardly  can  pick  ; 

JBut  trafli  without  meafure 

J  fwallow  with  pleafure. 
Next  for  his  diverfion 

He  rails  at  my  perfon  : 

What  court-breeding  is  this ! 

He  takts  ne  to  pieces ; 


From  flioulder  to  flanfc 
I'm  lean  and  am  lank  ; 
My  nofe,  long  and  thin. 
Grows  down  to  my  chin; 
My  chin  will  not  ftay, 
But  meets  it  halfway  ; 
My  fingers,  prolix. 
Are  ten  crooked  fticks ; 
He  fwears  my  el — bows 
Are  two  iron  crows. 
Or  fharp-pointed  rocks. 
And  wear  out  my  frnocks  J 
To  'fcape  them.  Sir  Arthur 
Is  forc'd  to  lie  farther. 
Or  his  fides  they  would  gofii 
Like  the  tufk  of  a  boar. 

Now,  changing  the  fcene, 
But  ftill  to  the  Dean  : 
He  loves  to  be  bitter  at 
A  lady  illiterate ; 
If  he  fees  her  but  once. 
He'll  fwear  flie's  a  dunce  ; 
Can  tell  by  her  looks 
A  hater  of  books ; 
.  Through  each  line  of  her  fac;^ 
Her  folly  can  trace  ; 
Which  fpoils  every  feature 
Beftow'd  her  by  nature  ; 
But  fenfe  gives  a  grace 
To  the  homelieft  face  : 
Wife  books  and  reflection 
Will  mend  the  completion; 
(A  civil  Divine  ! 
I  fuppofe,  meaning  mine)  ( 

I  No  lady  who  wants  them 
Can  ever  be  handfome. 

I  guefs  well  enough 
What  he  means  by  this  fluff; 
He  haws  and  he  hums, 
At  laft  out  it  comes  : 
What,  Madam  !  No  walking, 
No  reading,  nor  talking  ? 
You  're  now  in  your  prime, 
Make  ufe  of  your  time. 
Confider,  before 
You  come  to  threefcore, 
How  the  huflies  will  fleer 
Where'er  you  appear : 
"  That  filly  old  pufs 
Would  fain  be  like  us. 
What  a  figure  fhe  made 
In  her  tarnilh'd  brocade  !" 

And  then  he  grows  mild  :^ 
Come,  be  a  good  child  : 
If  you  are  inclin'd 
To  polifli  your  mind. 
Be  ador'd  by  the  men 
Till  threefcore  and  ten. 
And  kill  with  the  fpleen 
The  jades  of  fixteen  ; 
I  '11  ftiow  you  the  way: 
Read  fix  hours  a  day. 
The  wits  will  frequent  ye, 
And  think  you  but  twenty. 

Thus  was  I  drawn  in  ; 
Forgive  me  my  fin. 
At  breakfaft  he'll  afk 
An  account  of  my  t^Ik. 
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Put  a  word  out  of  joints 
Or  mifs  but  a  point, 
He  rages  and  frets, 
His  manners  forgets; 
And,  as  I  am  ferious, 
Is  very  imperious. 
No  book  for  delight 
Muft  come  in  my  light ; 
But,  inftead  of  new  plays, 
jQuU  Bacon's  Eflays, 
And  pore  every  day  on 
That  nafty  Panthepu. 
If  I  be  not  a  drudge. 
Let  all  the  world  judge. 
'Twere  better  be  blind, 
Than  thus  be  confin'd. 

But,  while  in  an  ill  tone, 
I  murder  poor  Milton, 
The  Dean,  you  will  fwear. 
Is  at  ftudy  or  prayer. 
He's  all  the  day  fauntering, 
With  labourers  bantering, 
Among  his  colleagues, 
A  parcel  of  Teagues, 
(Whom  he  brings  in  among  us, 
And  bribes  with  mundumgvs). 
Hail  fellow,  well  met, 
All  dirty  and  wet : 
Find  out,  if  you  can. 
Who  's  mafter,  who  's  man  ; 
Who  makes  the  belt  figure, 
The  Dean  or  the  digger; 
And  which  is  the  befl 
At  cracking  a  jeft. 
How  proudly  he  talks 
Of  zigzags  and  walks ; 
And  all  the  day  raves 
Of  cradles  and  caves ; 
And  boafts  of  his  feats. 
His  grottos  and  feats ; 
Shows  all  his  gew— gaws. 
And  gapes  for  applaufe  ; 
A  fine  occupation 
For  one  in  his  ftation  ! 
A  hole  where  a  rabbit 
Would  fcorn  to  inhabit. 
Dug  out  in  an  hour  ; 
He  calls  it  a  bower. 

But,  oh  !  how  we  laugh 
To  fee  a  wild  calf 
Come,  driven  by  heat. 
And  foul  the  green  feat ; 
Or  run  helter-lkelter 
To  his  arbor,  for  flielter, 
Where  all  goes  to  ruin 
The  Dean  has  been  doing  : 
The  girls  of  the  village 
Come  flocking  for  pillage. 
Pull  down  the  fine  briars 
And  thorns,  to  make  fires ; 
But  yet  are  lb  kind 
To  leave  fomething  behind  : 
No  more  need  be  faid  on  't, 
I  fmell  when  I  tread  on  't. 

Dear  friend,  dodlor  Jenny, 
Jf  I  could  but  wiojye. 
Or  Walmfley  or  Whaley, 
To  corns  hither  daily. 


I  Since  Fortmie,  my  foe, 
Will  needs  have  it  fo, 
That  I  'm,  by  her  frowns, 
Condemn'd  to  black  gowns; 
No  fquire  to  be  found 
The  neighbourhood  round 
(For,  under  the  role, 
I  would  rather  choofe  thofe)  ; 
If  your  wives  will  permit  ye, 
Come  here,  out  of  pity. 
To  eafe  a  poor  lady, 
And  beg  her  a  play-day. 
So  may  you  be  leen 
No  more  in  the  fpleen  ! 
May  Walmfley  give  wine. 
Like  a  hearty  divine  ! 
May  Whaley  difgrace 
Dull  Daniel's  whey-face ! 
And  may  your  three  Ipoufes 
Let  you  lie  at  friends'  houfes  ! 

A  PASTORAL  DIALOGUE. 

DERMOT.       SHEELAH. 


1728. 


A  NYMPH  and  fwain,  Sheelah  and  Dermot  hight, 
Who  wont  to  weed  the  court  of*  Gosford  Knight; 
While  each  with  ftubbed  knife  remov'd  the  roots, 
That  rais'd  between  the  (tones  their  daily  Ihouts  ; 
As  at  their  work  they  fate  in  counterview. 
With  mutual  beauty  fmit,  their  paffion  grew. 
Sing,  heavenly  Mule,  in  fweetly  flowing  ftrain 
The  foft  endearments  of  the  nymph  and  Iwaiu. 

DERMOT. 

My  love  to  Sheelah  is  more  firmly  fixt. 
Than  ftrongeft  weeds  that  grow  thdle  ftones  be^ 

twixt : 
My  fpud  thefe  nettks  from  the  ftones  can  part ; 
No  knife  fo  keen  to  weed  thee  from  my  heart. 

SHEELAH. 

My  love  for  gentle  Dermot  fafter  grows. 
Than  yon  tall  dock  ihat  riles  to  thy  nol'e. 
Cut  down  the  dock,  'twill  fprout  again  :  but  oh ! 
Love  rooted  out,  again  will  never  grow. 

DERMOT. 

No  more  that  brier  thy  tender  leg  fliall  rake 
(I  fpare  the  thirties  for  Sir  Arthur's  f  fake). 
Sharp  are  the  ftones ;  take  thou  this  rulhy  mat ; 
The  hardeft  bum  will  bruife  with  fitting  I'quat. 

SHEELAH. 

Thy  breeches,  tornbehind,  ftand  gaping  wide  j 
This  petticoat  fliall  fave  thy  dear  backfide  : 
Nor  need  I  blufh  ;  although  you  feel  it  wet, 
Dermot,  I  vow,  'tis  nothing  elfe  but  fweat. 

DERMOT, 

At  an  old  ftubborn  root  I  chanc'd  to  tug. 
When  the  Dean  threw  me  this  tobacco-plug  : 
A  longer  ha'porth  never  did  I  lee  ; 
This,  deareft  Sheelah,  thou  flialt  fliare  with  me» 

SHEELAH. 

In  at  the  pantry-door  this  morn  I  flipt. 
And  from  the  flielf  a  charming  cruft  I  whipt : 
I  Dennis  was  out,  anj  I  got  hither  lafe ; 
And  thou,  my  dear,  flialt  have  the  bigger  haljL 

•  Sir  Arthur  Achefon. 
t  Wjo  tvas  a  great  lover  of  Scotland^ 
J  Sir  Arthur's  butler.  "    j 

'  G  ij 
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DERMOT. 
■Wlien  you  fan'  Tady  at  long-bullets  play, 
You  fate  and  lous'd  him  alia  fun-fliiue  day. 
How  could  you,  Sheeluh,  liften  to  fiis  tales. 
Or  crack  fuch  lice  as  his  betwixt  your  nails  ? 

SIIEliLAH. 

When  you  with  Onah  ftood  behind  a  ditch, 
I  peep'd,  and  faw  you  kifs  the  dirty  bitch. 
jDermot,  how  could  you  touch  thefe  nafty  fluts  ? 
I  almoit  wilh'd  this  fpud  were  in  your  guts. 

DERMOT. 

If  Onah  once  I  kifs'd,  forbear  to  chide  ; 
Her  aunt's  my  goffip  by  my  father's  fide  : 
But,  if  I  ever  touch  her  lips  again, 
May  I  be  dooni'd  for  life  to  weed  in  rain  ! 

SHEELAH. 

Dermot,  I  fwear,   though  Tady's  locks  could 
hold  ■ 

Ten  thoufand  lice,  and  every  loufe  was  gold ; 
Him  on  my  lap  you  nover  move  fliall  fee ; 
pr  may  I  lofe  my  weeding  knife-— and  thee  ! 

DERMOT. 

Oh,  could  I  earn  for  thee,  my  lovely  lafs, 
A  pair  of  *  brogues  to  bear  thee  dry  to  mafs ! 
But  fee,  where  Norah  with  the  fowins  comes-— 
Then  let  us  rife,  and  rsft  our  weary  bums. 

ON  THE  FIVE  LADLES  AT  SOT'S-HOLE  f, 

WITH  THE  DOCTOR  |  AT  THEIR  HEAD. 

N.  B.  The  ladies  treated  the  BcRor. 
Sent  as  from  an  Officer  in  the  Armv. 

Fair  ladies,  number  five. 

Who,  in  your  merry  freaks, 
With  little  Tom  contrive 

To  feaft  on  ale  and  fleaks ; 
While  he  fits  by  a-grinning, 

To  fee  you  fafe  in  Sot's-hole, 
Set  up  with  greafy  linen, 

And  neither  mugs  nor  pots  whole  : 
Alas !  I  never  thought 

A  prieft  would  pleafe  your  palate  j 
Eefides,  I'll  hold  a  groat. 

He'll  put  you  in  a  ballad  ; 

Where  I  fi)all  fee  your  faces 

On  paper  daub'd  fo  foul, 
They'll  be  no  more  like  Graces, 

Than  Venus  like  an  owl. 

And  we  fhall  take  you  rather 

To  be  a  midnight  pack 
Of  witches  met  together. 

With  Beelzebub  in  black. 
It  fills  my  heart  with  woe, 

To  think,  fuch  ladies  fine 
Shall  be  reduc'd  fo  low 

To  treat  a  dull  divine. 


*  Shoes  ivilhflat  loiv  heels, 
i  An  alchovfe   in   Dublin,  famws  for  heef- 
Jteaks. 

\  Dr.  Thomas  Sheridan. 
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Be  by  a  parfon  cheated  ! 

Had  you  been  cunning  ftagerSj, 
You  might  yourfelvesbe  treated 

By  captains  and  by  majors. 
See  how  corruption  grows. 

While  mothers,  daughters,  aunts, 
inftead  of  powder'd  beaux. 

From  pulpits  choofe  gallants  ! 
If  we,  who  wear  our  wigs 

With  fan-tail  and  with  fnake, 
Are  bubbled  thus  by  prigs ; 

Z — ds  I  who  would  be  a  rake  ? 

Had  I  a  heart  to  fight, 

I'd  knock  the  Dodtor  down  i 
Or  could  I  read  or  write. 

Egad  !  I'd  wear  a  gown. 

Then  leave  him  to  his  birch  *  ; 

And  at  the  Rofe  on  Sunday, 
The  parfon  fafe  at  church, 
I'll  treat  you  with  burgundy. 

TPIE  FIVE  LADIES'  ANSWER  TO  THE 
BEAU- 

WITH  THE  WIG  AND  WINGS  AT  HIS  HEAD. 

You  little  fcribbling  beau. 

What  da;nion  made  you  write  ? 
Becaufe  to  write  you  know 

As  much  as  you  can  fight. 

For  compliment  fo  fcnrvy, 

I  wifli  we  had  you  here  ; 
We'd  turn  you  topfy-turvy 

Into  a  mug  of  beer. 

You  thought  to  make  a  farce  on 

The  man  and  place  wechoi'e; 
We're  fure  a  fingle  parfon 

Is  worth  an  hundred  beaux. 

And  you  would  make  us  vafl'als. 

Good  Mr.  Wig  and  Wings, 
To  filver-clocks  and  taffels  ; 

You  would,  you  Thing  of  Things? 

Becaufe  around  your  cane 

A  ring  of  diamonds  is  fet; 
And  you,  in  fome  bye-lane, 

Have  gain'd  a  paltry  grizette ; 

Shall  we,  of  fenfe  refin'd, 

Your  trifling  nonfenfe  bear, 
As  noify  as  the  wind. 

As  empty  as  the  air  ? 

We  hate  your  empty  prattle  ; 

And  vow  and  fwear  'tis  true, 
There's  more  in  one  child's  rattle 

Than  twenty  fops  like  you. 

THE  BEAU'S  REPLY 

TO    THE   FIVE    LADIES'    ANSWER. 

Why,  how  now,  dapper  Black  1 
I  fraell  your  gown  and  caflbck. 


*  JPr.  Sheridan  ivas  a  fchool-majler' 
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As  ftrong  Tipo!!  jonr  bact, 
As  Tifdall  *  imells  of  a  fock. 

To  write  fucli  fcurvy  fluff! 

Fine  ladies  never  do't ; 
I  know  you  well  enough. 

And  eke  your  cloven  foot. 
Fine  ladies,  when  they  write, 

Nor  fcold,  nor  keep  a  fplutter : 
Their  verles  give  delight. 

As  ibft  and  fweet  as  butter. 

But  Satan  never  faw  ^ 

Such  haggard  lines  as  thefc  : 
They  ftick  athwart  my  maw, 

As  bad  as  Suffolk-cheefe. 

THE  JOURnAl 

OF  A  MODERN  LADY. 

lu  a  Letter  to  a  Per/on  of  ^mlity.     172S. 

Sir, 

It  was  a  mod  unfritndly  part 

In  you,  who  ought  to  know  my  heart, 

Are  well  acquainted  with  .my  zeal 

For  all  the  female  commonweals- 
How  could  it  come  into  your  mind 

To  pitch  en  me,  of  all  mankind, 

Againft  the  fex  to  write  a  fatire, 

And  brand  me  for  a  woman-hater  ? 

On  me,  who  think  them  all  fo  fair, 

They  rival  Venus  to  a  hair  ; 

Their  virtues  never  ceas'd  to  fing. 

Since  firft  I  learn'd  to  tune  a  firing  ? 

Methinks  I  hear  the  ladies  cry, 

Will  he  his  charadler  belie  ?  " 

Muft  never  our  misfortunes  end  ? 

And  have  we  loft  our  only  friend  ? 

Ah,  lovely  nymphs,  remove  your  fears. 

No  more  let  fall  thofe  precious  tears. 

Sooner  Ihall,  &c. 

[Herefevernl  verfes  are  omitted.] 

The  hound  be  hunted  by  the  hare. 

Than  I  turn  rebel  to  the  fair. 

'Tvvas  you  engag'd  me  firft  to  write, 
Then  gave  the  fubjedl  out  of  fpite  : 

The  JoTirn'al  0/ a  modern  dame 
Is  by  my  promife  what  you  claim. 
My  word  is  paft,  I  muft  fubmit ; 
And  yet  perhaps  you  may  be  bit. 
I  but  tranfcribe  ;  for  not  a  line 
Of  all  the  fatire  fliall  be  mine. 
Compell'd  by  you  to  tag  in  rhymes 
The  common  ilanders  of  the  times. 
Of  modern  times,  the  guilt  is  yours, 
And  me  my  innocence  fecures. 
Unwilling  mufe,  begin  thy  lay, 
1  he  annals  of  a  female  day. 

By  nature  turn'd  to  play  the  rake  well 
(As  we  fliall  fliow  you  in  the  fequel). 
The  modern  dame  is  wak'd  by  noon 
(Some  authors  fay,  not  quite  fo  foon), 
Becaufe,  though  fore  againft  her  v;ill, 
She  fate  all  night  up  at  quadrille. 

*  A  clergyman  in  the  north  of  England,  ivho 
had  made  prc^'ofals  cf  marriage  to  Stsihu 
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She  ftretches,  gapen,  u:*.glues  her  eye?, 

And  alks  if  it  be  time  to  rife  ; 

Of  head-ach  and  the  fpleen  complains; 

And  then,  to  cool  her  heated  brains, 

Her  night-gown  and  her  flippers  brought  her. 

Takes  a  large  dram  of  citron-water. 

Then  to  her  glafs ;  and,  "  Betty,  pray 

"  Don't  I  look  frightfully  to-day  ? 

"  But  was  it  not  confounded  hard  ? 

"  Well,  if  I  ever  touch  a  card  ! 

"  Four  viiattadores.  and  lofe  codille  ! 

"  Depend  upon  't,  I  never  will. 

"  But  run  to  Tom,  and  bid  him  fix 

"  The  ladies  here  to-night  by  fix." 

*'  iVladam,  the  goldfmith  waits  below; 

"  He  fays,  his  bufinefs  is  to  know 

"  If  you  '11  redeem  the  filver  cup 

"  He  keeps  in  pawn  ?" — "  Firft,  fhowhim  up.'* 

"  Your  drelfing-plate  he  '11  be  content 

"  To  take,  for  intereft  ce?it.  per  cent. 

"  And,  Madam,  there's  my  lady  Spade 

"  Hath  fent  this  letter  by  her  maid." 

"  Well,  I  remember  what  fhe  won ; 

"  And  hath  flie  fent  fo  foon  to  dun  ? 

"  Here,  carry  down  thofe  ten  piftoles, 

"  My  hufband  left  to  pay  for  coals  : 

"  I  thank  my  ftars,  they  all  are  light ; 

"  And  I  may  have  revenge  to-night." 

Now,  loitering  o'er  her  tea  and  creani. 

She  enters  on  her  ufual  theme  ; 

Her  laft  night's  ill  fuccefs  repeats. 

Calls  lady  Spade  a  hundred  cheats : 

"  She  {liptfpadillo  in  her  breaft, 

"  Then  thought  to  turn  it  to  a  jefl : 

"  There  's  Mrs.  Cat  and  Oie  combine, 

"  And  to  each  other  give  the  fign." 

Through  every  game  purines  her  tale, 

Like  hunters  o'er  their  evening  ale. 

Now  to  another  fcene  give  place  : 
Enter  the  folks  with  filks  and  lace  : 
Frefli  matter  for  a  world  of  chat, 
Right  Indian  this,  right  Mechlin  that ; 
"  Cbferve  this  pattern  ;  there  's  a'ftuff; 
"  I  can  have  cuftoaiers  enough. 
"  Dear  madam,  you  are  grown  fo  hard — ■ 
"  This  lace  is  worth  twelve  pounds  a  yard; 
"  Madam,  if  there  be  truth  in  man, 
"  I  never  fold  fo  cheap  a  fan." 
This  bufinefs  of  importance  o'er, 
And  madam  almoft  drefs'd  by  four; 
The  footman,  in  his  ufual  phrafe, 
Comes  up  withj  "  Madam,  dinner  ftays.", 
She  anfwers,  in  her  ufual  flyle, 
"  The  cook  muft  keep  it  back  awhile: 
"  I  never  can  have  time  to  drefs 
"   (No  woman  breathing  takes  up  lefs) 
"  I'm  hurried  fo,  it  makes  me  fick ; 
*'  I  wifh  the  dinner  at  Old  Nick." 
At  table  now  Ihe  adis  her  part, 
Has  all  the  dinner  cant  by  heart : 
"  I  thought  we  were  to  dine  alone, 
"  My  dear ;  for  fufe,  if  I  had  known 
"  This  company  would  come  to  day — ! 
"  But  really  'tis  my  fpoufe's  way  ! 
"  He  's  fo  unkind,  he  never  fends 
"  To  tell  wlJ^n  he  invites  his  friends : 
"  I  wifli  ye  may  but  have  enough  !" 
And  while  with  all  this  paltry  ftuiF 
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She  fits  tormenting  every  gueft. 
Nor  gives  her  tongue  one  moment's  reft. 
In  phrafe?  batter'd,  ftale,  and  tiire, 
Which  modern  ladies  call  polite; 
You  fee  the  booby  hufband  fit 
In  admiration  at  her  wit. 

But  let  me  now  awhile  furvey 
Our  madam  o'er  her  evening-tea  ; 
Surrounded  with  her  noify  clans 
Of  prudes,  coquettes,  and  harridans ; 
When,  frighted  at  the  clamorous  crew, 
Away  the  God  of  Silence  flew, 
And  fair  difcretion  left  the  place. 
And  modefty  with  blufliing  face  :^ 
Now  enters  overweening  pride. 
And  fcandal  ever  gaping  wide  ; 
Hypocrii'y  with  frown  fevere, 
Scurrility  with  gibing  air  ; 
Ilude  laughter  feeming  like  to  burft, 
And  malice  always  judging  worft  ; 
And  vanity  with  pocket-giafs. 
And  impudence  with  front  of  brafs  ; 
And  ftudy'd  affedlation  came, 
DSach  limb  and  feature  out  of  frame  ; 
W^hile  ignorance,  with  brain  of  lead, 
riew  hovering  o'er  each  female  head. 
Why  ftiould  I  afli  of  thee,  my  Mufe, 
An  hundred  tongues,  as  poets  ufe. 
When,  to  give  every  dame  her  due. 

An  hundred  thoufand  were  too  few  ? 
Or  how  Ihall  I,  alas,  relate 

*rhe  fum  of  all  their  fenfelefs  prate, 

Their  innuendos,  hints,  and  flanders, 

Their  meanings  lewd,  and  double  entcndres  ? 

Now  comes  the  general  fcandaUcharge  ; 

What  fome  invent,  the  reft  enlarge  ; 

And,  "Madam,  if  it  be  a  lie, 

'•  You  have  the  tale  as  cheap  as  I : 

"  Imuft  conceal  my  author's  name  ; 

*'  But  now  'tis  known  to  common  fame.'' 
Say,  foolifli  females,  bold  and  blind, 

Say,  by  what  fatal  turn  of  mind, 

Are  you  on  vices  moft  fevere, 

W^herein  yourfelves  have  greateft  fhare  ? 

Thus  every  fool  herfelf  deludes ; 

The  prudes  condemn  the  abfent  prudes  ! 

IVIopfa,  who  ftinks  her  fpoufe  to  death, 

Accufes  Chloe's  tainted  breath; 

Hircina,  rank  with  fweat,  prcfumes 

To  cenfur?  Phyllis  for  perfumes  ; 

"While  crooked  Cynthia,  fneerin;^,  fays, 

That  Florimel  wears  iron  ftays : 

Chloe,  of  every  coxcomb  jealous, 

Admires  how  girls  can  talk  with  fellows; 

And,  full  of  indignation,  frets. 

That  women  fliould  be  fuch  coquettes : 

Iris,  for  fcandal  moft  notorious. 

Cries,  "  Lord,  the  world  is  fo  cenforious  l"' 

And  Rufa,  with  her  combs  of  lead, 

Whiipers  that  Sappho's  hair  is  red  : 

Aura,  whofe  tongue  you  hear  a  mile  hence. 
Takes  half  a  day  in  praife  of  filence  : 
And  Sylvia  full  of  inward  guilt, 
Calls  Amoret  an  arrant  jilt. 

Now  voices  over  voices  rife. 
While  each  to  be  the  loudeft  vies  : 
They  contradict,  affirm,  difpute. 

No  fingle  tongue  cne  aioment  mute ; 


All  mad  to  fpeak,  and  none  toliearfe«|> 
They  fet  the  very  lap-dog  barking ; 
Their  chattering  makes  a  louder  dis 
Than  fifli-wives  o'er  a  cup  of  gin  : 
Not  fchool-boys  at  a  barring-out 
Rais'd  ever  fuch  inceffant  rout ; 
The  jumbling  particles  of  matter 
In  chaos  made  not  fuch  a  clatter ; 
Far  lefs  the  rabble  roar  and  rail. 
When  drunk  with  four  eledlion-ale. 

Nor  do  they  tru(t  their  tongues  alone. 
But  fpeak  a  language  of  their  own  ; 
Can  read  a  nod,  a  fhrug,  a  look. 
Far  better  than  a  printed  book  ; 
Convey  a  libel  in  a  frown. 
And  wink  a  reputation  down  ; 
Or,  by  the  tofling  of  the  fan, 
Defcribe  the  lady  and  the  man. 

But  fee,  the  female  club  dift)ands, 
Each  twenty  vifits  on  her  hands. 
Now  all  alcme  poor  madam  fits 
In  vapours  and  hyfteric  fits  : 
"  And  was  not  Tom  this  morning  fent  ? 
"  I  'd  lay  my  life  he  never  went : 
"  Paft  fix,  and  not  a  living  foul '. 
"  I  might  by  this  have  won  a  vole." 
A  dreadful  interval  of  fpleen  ! 
How  fliall  we  pafs  the  time  between  ? 
"  Here,  Betty,  let  me  take  my  drops ; 
•'  And  feel  my  pulfe,  I  know  it  flops : 
"  This  head  of  mine,  Lord,  how  it  fwims ! 
"  And  fuch  a  pain  in  all  my  limbs  !" 
"  Dear  madam,  try  to  take  a  nap." — • 
But  now  they  hear  a  footman's  rap  : 
"  Go,  run  and  light  the  ladies  up  : 
"  It  muil-  be  one  before  we  fup." 

The  table,  cards,  and  counters,  fet, 
And  all  the  gamefter-ladies  met. 
Her  fpleen  and  fits  recover'd  quite, 

Our  madam  can  fit  up  all  night : 

"  Whoever  comes,  I  'm  not  within." 

Quadrille's  the  word,  and  fo  begin. 
How  can  the  mufe  her  aid  impart, 

Unlkill'd  in  all  the  terms  of  art? 

Or  in  harmonious  numbers  put 

The  deal,  the  (liufBe,  and  the  cut  ? 

The  fuperftitious  whims  relate, 

That  fill  a  female  gameftcr's  pate  ? 

W^hat  agony  of  foul  flie  feels 

To  fee  a  kna-ve's  inverted  heels  ! 

She  draws  up  card  by  card,  to  find 

Good  fortune  peeping  from  behind  ; 

With  panting  heart,  and  earnefteyes, 

In  hope  to  fee  fpadilio  rife  : 

III  vain,  alas  !  her  hope  is  fed; 

She  draws  an  ace,  and  fees  it  red  ; 

In  ready  counters  never  pays. 

But  pawns  her  fnuff-box,  rings,  and  keys ; 

Eyer  with  fome  new  fancy  ftruck, 

Tries  twenty  charms  to  mend  her  luck. 

"  This  morning,  when  the  parfon  came, 

"  1  faid  I  fliould  not  win  a  game. 

"  This  odious  chair,  how  camel  ftnckin'tJ 

"  1  think  I  never  had  good  luck  in  't. 

"  I  'm  fo  uneafy  in  ray  ftays  ; 

"  Your  fan  a  moment,  if  you  pleafe'. 

"  Stand  further,  girl,  or  get  you  gone  ; 
j  "  i  aJv.avs  lufc  when  you  look  oh.". 


P    O    E 

Lnrd  !  madam,  yoji  have  loft  codillc : 
i  never  law  you  play  fo  ill." 
Nay,  madam,  give  me  leave  to  fay, 
'Twas  you  that  threw  the  game  aw^ay  s 
When  lady  Trickfey  play'd  a  four. 
You  took  it  v/ith  a  mattadore  ; 
*  Ifavv  you  touch  your  wedding-riug 
*'  Before  my  lady  call'd  a  king  ; 
"  You  fpoke  a  word  began  with  H, 
"  And  I  know  whom  you  meant  to  teach, 
"  Becaufe  you  held  the  king  of  hearts; 
"  Fie,  madam,  leave  thefe  little  arts." 
"  That 's  not  fo  bad  as  one  that  rubs 
"  Her  chair,  to  call  the  king  of  clubs; 
"  And  makes  her  partner  underftand 
"  A  mattadore  is  iu  her  hand." 
"  Madam,  you  have  no  caufe  to  flounce, 
"  I  fwear  I  faw  you  thrice  renounce." 
"  And  truly,  madam,!  know  when, 
"  Inftead  of  five,  you  fcor'd  me  ten. 
"  Spadillo  heire  has  got  a  mark; 
"  A  child  may  know  it  in  the  dark: 
"  I  gueft  the  hand  :  it  feldom  fails  : 
*'  I  wifli  fome  folks  would  pair  their  nails." 
While  thus  they  rail,  and  fcold,  and  florm, 
It  pafles  but  for  common  form  : 
But,  confcious  that  they  all  fpeak  true, 

And  give  each  other  but  their  due, 
It  never  interrupts  the  game. 

Or  makes  them  fenllble  of  fhame. 

The  time  too  precious  now  ta  vvafte, 
The  fupper  gobbled  up  in  hafte  ; 

Again  afrefli  to  cards  they  run, 

As  if  they  had  but  juft  begun. 

But  I  fliall  not  again  repeat. 

How  oft'  they  fquabble,  fnarl,  and  cheat. 

At  laft  they  hear  the  watchmen  knock, 

"  A  frofty  morn — paft  four  o'clock." 

The  chairmen  are  not  to  be  found, 

•'  Come,  let  us  play  the  other  round." 
Now  all  in  hafte  they  huddle  on 

Their  hood*,  their  cloaks,  and  get  them  gone  ; 

But,  firft,  the  winner  muft  invite 

The  company  to-morrow  night. 
Unlucky  madam,  left  in  tears 

(Who  now  again  quadrille  forfwears), 

With  empty  purfe,  and  aching  head, 

Steals  to  her  fleeping  fpoufe  to  bed. 

A    DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN    MAD    MULLINIX  *    AND    TIMOTHlf. 

1728. 

M.  I  OWN,  'tis  not  my  bread  and  butter  ; 
Sut  prythee,  Tim,  why  all  this  clutter  ? 
Why  ever  in  thefc  raging  iits, 
Damning  to  hell  the  Jacobites  ? 
When,  if  you  fearch  the  kingdom  round. 
There's  hardly  twenty  to  be  found  ; 
No,  not  among  the  priejls  and  friars — 

T.  'Twixt  you  and  me,  G —  d — n  the  liars ! 

M..  The  Tories  are  gone  every  man  o'er 
To  our  illuftrious  houfe  of  Hanover  ; 


•   A  fiBltious  name.     Sse  the  hi/lory  of  this 
^oem  in  the  "  Intelligejiceri"  No,  FJIL 


From  all  their  condu(£t  this  Is  plain ; 
And  then— 

T.  G —  d — n  the  liar*  again  ! 
Did  not  an  earl  but  lately  vote. 
To  bring  in  (I  could  cut  his  throat} 
Our  whole  accounts  of  public  debts  ? 

M.  Lord  !  how  this  frothy  coxcomb  frets '. 

[Afide.l 
T.  Did  not  an  able  ftatefman  bilhop 
This  dangerous  horrid  motion  dilh-up 
As  popijlj  craft  ?  did  he  not  rail  on't  ? 
~  Show  fire  and  faggot  in  the  tail  on't  \ 
Proving  the  earl  a  great  offender, 
And  in  a  plot  for  the  Pretender ; 
Whofe  fleet,  'tis  all  our  friends  opinion, 
Was  then  embarking  at  Avignon  ? 

\A  feiu  dull  lines  ttre  here  ptapofely  otnztted.\ 
M.  Thefe  wrangling  jars  of  Whig  and  Tory 
Are  ftale  and  worn  as  Troy-town  (tory : 
The  wrong,  'tis  certain,  you  were  both  in. 
And  now  you  find  you  fought  for  nothing. 
Your  fadlion,  when  their  game  was  new. 
Might  want  fuch  noify  fools  as  you  ; 
But  you,  when  all  the  fliow  is  paft, 
Refolve  to  ftand  it  out  the  laft ; 
Like  Martin  Marrall  *,  gaping  on, 
Not  minding  when  the  fong  is  done. 
W^hen  all  the  bees  are  gone  to  fettle, 
You  clatter  ftill  your  brazen  kettle. 
The  leaders  whom  you  lifted  under 
Have  dropt  their  arms,  and  feiz'd  the  plunder; 
And  when  the  war  is  paft,  you  come 
To  rattle  in  their  ears  your  drum  : 
And  as  that  hateful  hideous  Grecian 
Therlites  (he  was  your  relation) 
Was  more  abhorr'd  and  fcorn'd  by  thole 
With  whom  he  ferv'd,  than  by  his  foes  ; 
So  thou  art  grown  the  deteftation 
Of  all  thy  party  through  the  nation  : 
Thy  peevilli  and  perpetual  teafing 
With  plots,  and  Jacobites,  and  treafon, 
Thy  bufy,  never-meaning  face, 
Thy-fcrew'd-up  front,  thy  ftate-grimace, 
Thy  formal  nods,  important  fneers. 
Thy  whifperings  foifted  in  all  cars, 
(Which  are,  whatever  you  may  think, 
But  nonfenfe  wrapt  up  in  a  ftink), 
Have  made  rhy  prefence,  in  a  true  fenfe. 
To  thy  own  fide  fo  d— n'd  a  nuifance, 
That,  when  they  have  you  in  their  eye, 
As  if  the  devil  drove,  they  fly. 

T.  My  good  friend  Mollini.K  forbear; 
I  vow  to  G-— ,  you're  too  fevere. 
If  it  could  ever  yet  be  known 
I  took  advice  except  my  own. 
It  ihould  be  yours  :  but,  d — n  my  blood '. 
I  muft  purfue  the  public  good. 
The  laclion  (is  it  not  notonous  ?) 
Keck  at  the  memory  of  Glorious  \  : 
'Tis  true  ;  nor  need  I  to  be  told. 
My  quo?idam  friends  are  grown  lb  cold. 
That  fcarce  a  creature  can  be  found 
To  prance  with  me  the  Itatue  round. 


*  A  charaScr  in  one  of  DryderCs  comedies, 
\  King  William  III. 
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The  pu'iilit  fafitj-,  I  forefee. 

Henceforth  depends  alone  on  me  ; 

And  while  this  vital  breath  I  blow. 

Or  from  above,  or  from  below, 

I'll  fpiitter,  fwa^ger,  curfe,  and  rail, 

The  Tories'  terror,  fcourge,  and  flail. 
M.  Tim,  you  miuake  the  matter  quite  : 

The  Tories  !  you  are  their  delight ; 

And  ihouid  you  ai5l  a  different  part. 

Be  gruve  and  wife,  'twould  break  their  heart. 

V/hy,  Tim,  you  have  a  tafte  I  know, 

And  often  fee  a  puppet -Jboiu  : 

Obferve,  the  audience  is  in  pain. 

While  Punch  is  hid  behind  the  fcene ; 

But,  when  they  hear  liis  nifty  voice, 

With  what  impatience  they  rejoice  ! 

Ai>d  then  they  value  not  two  ftraws, 

Kow  Solomon  decides  the  caufe, 

Which  the  true  mother,  which  pretender  ; 

Kor  liften  to  the  witch  of  Endor. 

Sliould  Fauftus,  with  tiie  Devil  behind  him, 

Enter  the  flage,  they  never  mind  him  : 

If  Punch,  to  ftir  their  fancy,  fiiows 
In  at  the  door  his  monftrous  nofe. 

Then  fudden  draws  it  back  again  ; 

O  what  a  pleafure  mis'd  with  pain  ! 

You  every  nsoment  think  an  age, 
Till  he  appears  upon  the  flage  : 
And  firft  his  bum  you  fee  liim  clap 
Upon  the  queen  of  Sheha's  lap  : 
The  Duke  of  Lorraine  drew  his  fword  ; 
Punch  roaring  ran,  and  running  roar'd, 
Reviles  all  people  in  his  jargon. 
And  fells  the  king  of  Spain  a  bargain ; 
St.  George  himfelf  he  plays  the  wag  on. 
And  mounts  aftride  upon  the  dragon  ; 
He  gets  a  thoufand  thumps  and  kicks. 
Yet  cannot  leave  his  roguilh  tricks  ; 
In  every  aclion  thru.'s  his  nofe  ; 
The  reafon  why  no  mortal  knows  : 
In  doleful  fcenes  that  break  our  heatt. 
Punch  comes,  like  yyu,  a.id  lets  a  fart. 
There's  not  a  puppet  made  of  wood, 
But  what  would  hang  him,  if  they  could  ; 
While,  teazing  all,  by  all  he's  teas'd. 
How  well  aie  the  fpeftators  pleas'd  ! 
V/ho  in  the  motion  have  no  fliare. 
But  purely  come  to  hear  and  ilare  ; 
Have  no  concern  for  Sabra's  fake, 
Which  gets  the  better,  faint  or  fnake, 
Provided  Punch  (for  there's  the  ieft) 
Be  foundly  maul'd,  and  plague  the  reil. 

Thas,  Tim,  philofophers  fuppafe, 
Tlje  ivorld  confiJ}s  of  Puppet-fuonvs  ; 
Where  petulant  conceited  fellows 
Perform  the  part  of  Punchinelloes  : 
.^o  at  this  booth,  which  we  call  Dublin, 
Tim,  thou'rt  the  Punch  to  ftir  up  trouble  in  ; 
You  riggle,  fidge,  and  make  a  rout, 
Put  all  your  brother  pnppets  out ; 
Run  on  in  a  perpetual  round, 
To  teaze,  perplex,  difturb,  confound  ; 
Intrude  with  monkey-grin  and  clatter, 
To  interrupt  all  fcrious  matter  ; 
Are  grown  the  nuifance  of  your  clan, 
WTio  hate  and  fcorn  you  to  a  man  : 
But  then  the  lookers  on,  the  Tories, 
You,  ftill  divert  vith  merry  ftoriesj 


They  would  confent  that  all  the  crew 

Were  hang'd,  before  they'd  part  with  you. 
But  tell  me,  Tim,  upon  the  Ipot, 

By  all  this  toil  what  halt  thou  got  ? 

If  Tories  muft  have  all  the  fport, 

I  fear  you'll  be  difgrac'd  at  tourt. 

T.  Cot  ?  D — m  my  blood  !  I  frank  my  letters. 

Walk  to  my  place  before  my  betters  ; 

And,  fimple  as  1  now  Hand  here, 

Exi)ecl  in  time  to  be  a  peer — 

Get  ?  D — m  me  !   why  I  got  my  will  I 

Ne'er  hold  my  peace,  nor  ne'er  ftand  ftill  ! 

I  fart  with  twenty  ladies  by ; 

They  call  me  beaft,  and  what  care  I? 

I  bravely  call  the  Tories  Jacks, 

And  fons  of  whores behind  their  backs. 

But,  could  you  bring  me  once  to  think, 

That,  when  I  ftrut,  and  ftare,  and  fiiiik, 

Revile  and  flander,  fume  and  ftorni, 

Berray,  make  oath,  impeach,  inform, 

Witli  fuch  a  conftant  loyal  zeal 

To  itxve.  myfelf  and  commcmweal. 

And  fret  the  Tories'  foul  to  death, 

I  did  but  lofe  my  precious  breath  ; 

And,  when  I  damn  my  foul  to  plague  'em, 

Am,  as  you  tell  me,  but  their  may-game  ; 

Confume  my  vitals  !  they  fhall  know, 

I  am  not  to  be  treated  fo  : 

I'd  rather  hang  myfelf  by  half, 

Than  give  thcfe  rafcals  caufe  to  laugh. 
But  how,  my  friend,  can  I  endure, 

Once  fo  renowned,  to  live  obfcure  ? 

No  little  boys  and  girls  to  cry, 
"  There's  nim.bla  Tim  a-pafling  by  ?'* 
No  more  my  dear  delightful  way  tread 
Of  keeping  up  a  party  hatred  ? 

Will  none  the  Tory  dogs  purfue, 

When  ihroueh  the  llreets  I  cry  halloo  ? 

Muft  all  my  d--.m  me's '  bloodi  and  wounds  \ 

PaG  only  now  for  empty  founds  ? 

Shall  Tory  rafcals  be  elecfled. 

Although  I  fwear  them  difafte<fl:ed  ? 

And,  when  I  roar,  "  A  plot,  a  jilot  l"  ' 

Will  our  own  party  mind  me  not .' 

So  qualify'd  to  fwear  and  lie. 

Will  they  not  truft  me  for  ^fpy  ? 

Dear  Mullinix,  your  good  advice 
I  beg  ;  you  fee  the  cafe  is  nice  : 
Oh  1  were  I  equal  in  renown. 
Like  thee  to  pleafe  this  thanklefs  town  ! 
Or  blefs'd  with  fuch  engaging  parts 
To  win  the  truant  fchool-boys'  hearts  I 
Thy  virtues  meet  their  juft  reward, 
Attended  by  the.  fiblc  guard. 
Charm 'd  by  thy  voice,  tiie  'prentice  drops 
The  fnow-ball  deftin'd  at  thy  chops  : 
Thy  graceful  fteps,  and  colonel's  air, 
Allure  the  cinder-picking  fair. 

M.  No  more — in  mark  of  true  affeftion, 
I  take  thee  under  my  protedtion  : 
Your  parts  are  good,  'tis  not  deny'd  : 
Iwifii  they  had  been  well  apply'd. 
But  now  obferve  my  council,  (vi-z.') 
Adapt  yoHr  habit  to  your  phiz  ; 
You  rauft  no  longer  thus  equip  ye. 
As  Horace  fays,  optat  ephippia  ; 
(There's  Latin  too,  that  you  may  fee 
How  much  improved  by  Dr. j. 
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I  have  a-eoat  at  home,  that  you  may  try  ; 

'Tis  juft  like  this,  that  hangs  by  geometry. 

My  hat  has  much  the  nicer  air ; 

Your  block  will  fit  it  to  a  hair. 

That  wig,  I  would  not  for  the  world 

Have  it  lb  formal  and  fo  curl'd ; 

'Twill  be  fo  oily  and  fo  (leek, 

When  I  have  lain  in  it  a  week, 

You'll  find  it  well  prepar'd  to  take 

The  figure  of  toupee  and  fnake. 

Thus  drefs'd  alike  from  top  to  toe, 

That  which  is  which  'tis  Hard  to  know; 

When  firft  in  public  we  appear, 

I'll  lead  the  van,  you  keep  the  rear : 

Be  careful  as  you  walk  behind  ; 

life  all  the  talents  of  your  mind  ; 

Be  ftudious  well  to  imitate 

My  portly  motion,  mien,  and  gait : 

Mark  my  addrefs,  and  learn  my  ftyle, 

When  to  look  frornful,  when  to  fmiie  ; 

Nor  fputter  out  your  oaths  fo  faft, 

But  keep  your  fwearing  to  the  laft. 

Then  at  our  leifure  we'll  be  witty, 

And  in  the  ftreets  divert  the  city  ; 

The  ladies  from  the  windows  gapmg, 

The  children  all  our  motions  aping. 

Your  converfation  to  refine, 

I'll  take  you  to  fome  friends  of  mine  ; 

Choice fpirits,  who  employ  their  parts 

To  mend  the  world  by  ufeful  arts; 

Some  cleanfmg  hollow  tubes,  to  fpy 

Direcft  the  zenith  of  the  Iky  ; 

Some  have  the  city  in  their  care,     _ 

From  noxious  fteams  to  purge  the  air  ; 

Some  teach  us,  in  thefe  dangerous  days 

How  to  walk  upright  in  our  v^ays  ; 

Som.e  w^hofe  reforming  hands  engage 

To  lafli  the  lewdnefs  of  the  age  ; 

Some  for  the  public  fervice  go 

Perpetual  envoys  to  and  fio, 

Whofe  able  heads  fupport  the  weight 

Of  twenty  minifters  of  ftate. 

We  fcorn,  for  want  of  talk,  to  jabber 

Of  parties  o'er  our  bo?my  clabber : 

Nor  are  we  ftudious  to  inquire, 

Who  votes  for  manors,  who  for  hire : 

Our  care  is,  to  improve  the  mind 

With  what  concerns  all  human  kind ; 

The  various  fcf-nes  of  mortal  life  ; 

Who  beats  her  hulband,  who  his  wife  ; 

Or  how  the  bully  at  a  ftroke 

Knock'd  down  the  boy,  the  lantern  broke. 

One  tells  the  rife  of  cheefe  and  oatmeal ; 

Another  when  he  got  a  hot  meal ; 

One  gives  advice  in  proverbs  old, 

Inftrudls  us  how  to  tame  a  fcold  ; 

One  fliows  how  bravely  Audouin  dy'd, 

And  at  the  gallows  all  deny'd ; 

How  by  tlie  almanack  'tis  clear. 

That  herrings  will  be  cheap  this  year. 

T.  Dear  Mulhnix,  I  now  lament 
My  precious  time  fo  long  mis-fpent, 
By  nature  meant  for  nobler  ends: 
Oh  !  introduce  me  to  your  friends  i 
For  whom  by  birth  I  was  defign'd. 
Till  politics  debas'd  my  mind  : 
I  give  myfelf  entire  to  you  ; 
G~d  d— n  the  Whigs  and  Tories  too  1 


TIM  *  AND  THE  FABLES. 


MTmeaimig  will  be  heft  imraveVd, 

When  Ipremife  that  7im  has  traveCd. 

In  Lucas's  by  chance  there  '.iy 

The  fables  writ  by  Mr.  Gay. 

Tim  let  the  volume  on  a  table. 

Read  over  here  and  there  a  fable  ; 

And  found,  as  he  the  pages  twiri'd, 

The  monkey  who  had  feen  the  world  s 

(For  Tonfon  had,  to  help  the  fale, 

Prefix'd  a  cut  to  every  tale.) 

The  monkey  was  completely  dreft, 

The  beau  in  all  his  airs  exprcft. 

Tim,  with  furprife  and  pleafure  flaring, 

Ran  to  the  glafs,  and  then  comparing 

His  own  fweet  figure  with  the  print, 

Difdnguifli'd  every  feature  in't, 

The  twift,  the  fqueeze,  the  rump,  the  fi^ge  in  alii 

Juft  as  they  look'd  in  the  original. 

«  By /•  fays  Tim,  and  let  a  f^rt, 

"  This  graver  underftood  his  art. 

"  'Tis  a  true  copy  I'll  fay  that  jibr't ; 

"  I  well  remember  when  I  fat  for't. 

"  My  very  face,  as  firft  I  knew  it ; 

«  Juft  in  this  drefs  the  paii/ter  drew  It." 

Tim,  with  his  likenefs  de-Cply  fmitten,_ 

Would  read  what  und^i'neath  was  written, 

The  merry  tale,  with  moral  grave. 

lie  now  began  to  ftorm  and  rave  : 

"  The  curfed  villain  !  now  I  fee 

"  This  was  a  libel  meant  at  me  : 

"  Thefe  fcribblers  grow  fo  bold  cf  late 

"  Againft  us  minifters  of  ftate  ! 

"  Such  Jacobites  as  he  deferve— - 

"  D— n  me  \  I  fay,  they  ought  to  ftarve.'* 

TOM  MULLINIX  AND  DICK. 

Tom  and  Dick  had  equal  fame. 

And  both  had  equal  knowledge  ; 
Tom  could  write  and  fpell  his  name. 

But  Dick  had  feen  the  college. 
Dick  a  coxcomb,  Tom  was  mad, 

And  both  alike  diverting  ; 
Tom  was  held  the  merrier  lad. 

But  Dick  the  beft  at  farting. 
Dick  would  cock  his  nofe  in  fcorn. 

But  Tum  was  kind  and  loving  j 
Tom  a  foot-boy  bred  and  born. 

But  Dick  was  from  an  oven. 

Dick  could  neatly  dance  a  jig. 

Bur  Tom  was  beft  at  borees; 
Tom  would  pray  for  every  Whig, 

And  Dick  curfe  all  the  Tories. 

Dick  would  make  a  woeful  noife, 

And  fcoIJ  at  an  ele'^tion ; 
Tom  huzza'd  the  blackguard  boys. 

And  held  them  in  lubjecTiion. 

Tom  could  move  with  lordly  grace, 

Dick  nimbly  fkipt  the  gutter  ; ' 
Tom  could  talk  with  folemn  face, 

But  Dick  could  better  fputter. 


*  See  an  account  of  him  m  the  "  Intelligencer f^\ 
Ko.  X 
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Dick  was  come  to  higli  renown 
Since  he  commenc'J  phyfician; 

Tom  was  lield  by  all  the  town 
The  deeper  politician. 

Tom  had  the  genteeler  fwing-. 

His  hat  could  nicel/  put  on  ; 
Dick  knew  better  how  to  fwing 

His  cane  upon  a  button. 

Dick  for  repartee  was  fit, 

And  Tom  for  deep  difceming; 
Dick  was  thought  the  brighter  wit. 

But  Tom  had  better  learning. 

Dick  with  zealous  no's  and  ay's 

Coulc  roar  as  loud  as  Stentor, 
In  the  houfe  'tis  all  he  fays ; 

But  Tom  is  eloijuenter. 

DICK. 

A  MAGGOT. 

As  when,  frofti  rooting  in  a  bin, 

All  powder'd  o'er  from  tail  to  chin, 

A  lively  maggot  fallies  out. 

You  know  him  by  his  hazel  fnout : 

So  when  the  grandfon  of  his  grandfire 

Forth  iffues  wriggling,  Dick  Drawcanfir, 

With  powder'd  rump  and  back  and  fide. 

You  cannot  blanch  his  tawny  hide  ; 

For  'tis  beyond  the  power  of  m«al 

The  gipfy  vifage  to  conceal : 

For,  as  he  fhakes  his  wainfcot  chops, 

Down  every  mealy  atom  drops. 

And  leaves  the  tartar  phiz,  in  fliow 

Like  a  frefh  t-d  juft  dropt  on  fnow. 

CLAD  ALL  IN  BROWN.    TO  DICK. 

IMITATED  FROM  COWLEY. 

Foulest  brute  that  ftinks  below, 

Why  in  this  brown  doft  thou  appear? 
For,  wouldft  thou  make  a  fouler  fhow, 
Thou  muft  go  naked  all  the  year. 
Frefli  from  the  mud  a  wallowing  fow, 
Would  then  be  not  fo  brown  as  thou. 
'Tis  not  the  coat  that  looks  fo  dun, 

His  hide  emits  a  foulnefs  out ; 
Not  one  jot  better  looks  the  fun 
Seen  from  behind  a  dirty  clout : 
So  t— ds  within  a  glafs  enclofe, 
The  glafs  will  fcem  as  brown  as  thofe. 
Thou  now  one  heap  of  foulnefs  art, 
All  outward  and  within  is  foul  ; 
Condenfed  filth  in  every  part, 

Thy  body's  clothed  like  thy  foul ; 
Thy  foul,  which  through  thy  hide  of  bufF 
Scarce  glimmers  like  a  dying  Cnuff. 
Old  carted  bawds  fuch  garments  Wear 
When  pelted  all  with  dirt  they  Ihiae; 
.      Such  their  exalted  bodies  are, 

As  flirivel'd  and  as  black  as  thine. 
If  thou  weit  in  a  cart,  I  fear 
Thou  wouldft  be  pelted  worfe  than  they're. 
Yet,  when  we  fee  thee  thus  array'd. 
The  neighbours  think  it  is  but  juft. 


That  thou  fliouldft  take  an  lioneft  tra(!e. 
And  weekly  carry  out  the  duft. 
Of  cleanly  lioufes  who  will  doubt, 
When  Dick  cries,  "  Duft  to  carry  out?" 

DICK'S  VARIETY. 

Dull  uniformity  in  fools 

I  hate,  who  gape  and  fneer  by  rules. 

You,  Mullinix,  and  flobbering  C , 

Who  every  day  and  hour  the  fame  are  ; 
That  vulgar  talent  I  defpife 
Of  piffing  in  the  rabble's  eyes. 
And  when  I  liften  to  the  noife 
Of  ideots  roaring  to  the  boys ; 
To  better  judgments  ftill  fubmitting, 
I  own  I  fee  but  little  wit  in  : 
Such  paftimes,  when  our  tafte  is  nice. 
Can  pleafe  at  moft  but  once  or  twice. 
But  then  cohfider  Dick,  you'll  find 
'■   His  genius  of  fuperior  kind  ; 
He  never  muddles  in  the  dirt. 
Nor  fcowers  the  ftreets  without  a  (hirt ; 
Though  Dick,  I  dare  prefume  to  fay, 
Could  do  fuch  feat*  as  well  as  they. 
Dick  I  could  venture  every  where. 
Let  the  boys  pelt  him  if  they  dare  ; 
He'd  have  them  tried  at  the  aflizes 
For  priefts  and  Jefuits  in  difguifes ; 
Swear  they  were  with  the  Swedes  at  Bender, 
And  lifting  troops  for  the  Pretender. 

But  Dick  can  fart,  and  dance,  and  frilk, 
No  other  monkey  half  fo  brifk; 
Now  has  the  fpeaker  by  the  ears. 
Next  moment  in  the  Houfe  of  Peers; 
Now  fcolding  at  my  lady  Euftace, 
Or  thrafhing  Baby  in  her  new  ftays. 
Prefto  !  be  gone  1  with  t'other  hop 
He's  powdering  in  a  barber's  fhop  ; 
Now  at  the  anti-chrfmber  thrufting 
His  nofe  to  get  the  circle  juft  in, 
And  d — ns  his  blood,  that  in  the  rear 
He  fees  one  fingle  Tory  there  : 
Then,  woe  be  to  my  Lord  Lieutenant, 
Again  he'll  tell  him,  and  again  on't. 

AN  EPITAPH 

ON 

GENERAL  GORGES*  AND  LADY  MEATHf. 

Under  this  ftone  lie  Dicky  and  Dolly. 

Doll  dying  firit,  Dick  grew  melancholy  ; 

For  Dick  without  Doll  thought  living  a  folly. 

Dick  loft  in  Doll  a  wife  tender  and  dear : 
But  Dick  loft  by  Doll  twelve  hundred  a  year  ; 
A  lofs  that  Dick  thought  no  mortal  could  bear. 

Dick  figh'd  for  his  Doll,  and  his  mournful  arms 
croft ; 
Thought  much  of  his  Doll,  and  the  jointure  he  loft  i 
The  firft  vex*d  him  much,  the  other  vex'd  moft. 

*  Of  Kilhrue,  hi  the  county  of  Meath. 

\  Dorothy  doni'ager  of  Edward  earl  of  Meath. 
She  was  married  to  the  General  in  17 16;  and 
died  ylpril  10.  i-jzB.  Her  hujlia9id  furvived  but 
two  days. 
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Thus  loaded  with  grief,  Dick  Cgh'd  and  he 
cry'd :  ,       ,     ^    )j 

To  live  without  both  full  three  days  he  try  d ; 
But  lik'd  neither  lofs,  and  fo  quietly  dy'd. 

"Dick  left  a  pattern  few  will  copy  after  : 
Then,  reader,  pray  fhed  fome  tears  of  lalt-water  ; 
For  fo  fad  a  tale  is  no  fubjea  of  laughter. 

Meath  fmiles  for  the  jointure,  though  gotten  fo 
late ; 
The  fon  laughs,  that  got  the  hard-gotten  eftate; 
And  Cuffe*  grins,  for  getting  the  Alicant  plate. 

Here  quiet  they  lie,  in  hopes  to  rife  one  day, 
Both  folemnly  put  in  this  hole  on  a  Sunday, 
Atid  here  taSt—fit  tr unfit  gloria  mundi! 

VERSES  ON  I  KNOW  NOT  WHAT. 

My  lateft  tribute  here  I  fend. 
With  this  let  your  colledlion  end. 
Thus  I  confign  you  down  to  fame 
A  character  to  praife  or  blame  : 
And,  if  the  whole  may  pafs  for  true, 
Contented  reft,  you  have  your  due. 
Give  future  times  the  fatisfaftion. 
To  leave  one  handle  for  detradlion. 

DR  SWIFT'S  COMPLAINT  ON  HIS  OWN 
DEAFNESS. 

WITH    AN  ANSWER. 
DOCTOR. 

DiAF,  giddy,  helplefs,  left  alone; 

ANSWER. 

Except  the  firft,  the  fault's  your  own> 

DOCTOR. 

To  all  my  friends  a  burthen  grown : 

ANSWER. 

Becaufe  to  few  you  will  be  fliown. 
Give  them  good  wine,  and  meat  to  ftuff^ 
You  may  have  company  enough. 

DOCTOR. 

No  more  I  hear  my  church's  bell, 
Than  if  it  rang  out  for  my  knell. 

ANSWER. 

Then  write  and  read  'twill  do  as  welL 

DOCTOR. 

At  thunder  now  no  more  I  ftart, 
Than  at  the  rumbling  of  a  cart. 

ANSWER. 

Think  then  of  thunder  when  you  fart. 

DOCTOR. 

And,  what's  incredible,  alack  ! 
No  more  I  hear  a  woman's  clack. 

ANSWER. 

A  woman^s  clack,  if  I  have  fkill, 
Sounds  fomewhat  like  a  throwfter's  mill ; 
But  louder  than  a  bell,  or  thunder  ; 
That  does,  I  own,  increafe  my  wonder. 


•  John  Cuffe  ofDefart,  Efq.  married  the  Gene- 
fUPs  eldejl  daughter. 


DR.  SWIFT  TO  HIMSELF, 

ON  SAINT  CECILIA'S  DAY. 

Grave  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's,  how  comes  it  ta 

pafs,  ^ 

That  you,  who  know  miific  no  more  than  an  ats. 
That  you,  who  fo  lately  were  virriting  of  Drapiersj, 
Should  lend  your  cathedral  to  players  and  fcra- 

pers  ? 
To  aft  fuch  an  opera  once  in  a  year. 
So    /ffenfive  to  every  true  Proteftant  ear,        [mg, 
"W  ith  trumpets,  and  fiddles,  and  organs,  and  fing- 
Will  fure  the  Pretender  and  Popery  bring  in. 
No  Proteftant  Prelate,  his  Lordfhip  or  Grace, 
Durft  there  ftiow  his  Right  or  Moft  Reverend 

face  : 
How  would  it  pollute  their  crofiers  and  rochets 
To  liften  to  minims,  and  quavers,  and  crotchets  , 
[The  reji  is  ivanting.] 

ON  PADDY'S  CHARACTER  OF  THE  IN. 
TELLIGENCER*. 

As  a  thorn  bufli,  or  oaken  bough. 
Stuck  in  an  Irifti  cabin's  brow. 
Above  the  door,  at  country  fair. 
Betokens  entertainment  there  ; 
So  bays  on  poets'  brows  have  been 
Set,  for  a  fign  of  wit  within. 
And,  as  ill  neighbours  in  the  nighty 
Pull  down  an  ale-houfe  bufti  for  fpite  ; 
The  laurel  fo,  by  poets  worn. 
Is  by  the  teeth  of  envy  torn ; 
Envy,  a  canker-worm,  which  teart 

Thofe  facred  leaves  that  light?iing /pares,. 
And  now  t'  exemplify  this  moral : 

Tom  having  earn'd  a  twig  of  laurel 

(Which,  meafur'd  on  his  head,  was  found 

Not  long  enough  to  reach  half  round. 

But,  like  a  girl's  cockade,  was  ty'd, 

A  trophy,  on  his  temple  fide  ;) 

Paddy  repin'd  to  fee  him  wear 

This  badge  of  honour  in  his  hair  ; 

And,  thinking  this  cockade  of  wit  ^, 

Would  his  own  temples  better  fit, 

Forming  his  Mufe  by  Sn.edley's  f  model. 

Lets  drive  ■  at  Tom's  df^voted  noddle. 

Pelts  him  by  turns  with  verfe  and  profe. 

Hums  like  a  hornet  at  his  nofe. 

At  length  prftfumes  to  vent  his  fatire  on 

The  Dean,  Tom's  honoured  friend  and  patro«» 

The  eagle  in  the  tale,  ye  know, 

Teaz'd  by  a  buzzing  wafp  below, 

Took  wing  to  Jove,  and  hop'd  to  reft 

Securely  in  the  thunderer's  breaft  : 

*  Br.  Sheridan  ivas  puhlifljsr  of  the  "  Intelli- 
gencer,^' a  njueekly  paper,  ivritten  principally  by 
himfelf ;  but  L'r.  S-juift  occafonally  fuppUed  him 
nxjith  a  litter.  Dr.  iJelany,  piqued  at  the  appro- 
bation thofe  papers  receinjsd,  attacked  rhetn  vio- 
lently both  in  con-verfation  and  print ;  but  unfor- 
tunately ftutnbled  on  fome  of  the  number i  wbich 
the  Dean  had  %uritten,  and  all  the  world  admic-* 
ed  ;  which  ga'oe  rfe  to  thefe  'verfes. 
\  Dean  of  Ferns. 
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In  vain  ;  even  tlicre,  to  fpoil  his  nod, 
1'ht/piteful  i/i/rH  ftung  the  god. 

PARODY 

ON  A  CHARACTER  OF  DEAN  SMEDI.ET  *, 

tVi-itte?i  in  Latin  by  himjelf. 

The  very  reverend  Dean  Srr.edley, 

Of  diilinefs,  pride,  conceit,  a  medley, 

Was  equally  ailowM  to  fliine, 

A%poet^fcl)olar,  and  divine ; 

With  godlinefs  could  well  difpenfe  ; 

Would  be  a  rake,  but  wanted  lenfe ; 

Would  rtritlly  after  truth  inquire, 

Bccaufe  he  dreaded  to  come  nigher. 

For  liberty  no  champion  bolder. 

He  hated  bailiffs  at  his  fhoulder. 

To  half  the  world  a  (landing  jeft ; 

A  perfedt  nuifance  to  the  reft  ; 

From  many  (and  we  may  believe  him) 

Had  the  beft  wiflies  they  could  give  him. 

To  all  mankind  a  conftant  friend, 

Provided  they  had  cajb  to  lend. 

One  thing  he  did  before  he  went  hence, 

He  left  us  a  laconic  fentence, 

Ey  cutting  of  his  phrafe,  and  trimming, 

To  prove  that  bifliops  were  old  women. 

Poor  envy  durft  not  Ihow  her  phiz, 

She  vvas  fo  terrified  at  his. 

He  waded,  without  any  fliame, 

Through  thick  and  thin  to  get  a  name, 

Tried  every  fliarping  trick  for  bread, 

And  after  all  he  feldom  iped. 

When  fortune  favour'd,  lie  was  nice  ; 

He  never  once  would  cog  the  dice  : 

But,  if  fl;e  turn'd  againft  his  play. 

He  knew  to  (lop  a  quatre  trois. 

Now  found  in  mind,  and  found  in  corpus, 

(Says  he)  though  fwell'd  like  any  porpoife^ 

He  keys  from  hence  at  forty-four 

(^Siit  by  ins  leave  he  Jailis  a /core) 

"I'o  the  Eaft  Indies,  there  to  cheat. 

Till  he  can  purchafe  an  eftate ; 

Where,  after  he  has  fiU'd  his  cheft, 

He'll  mount  his  tub,  and  preach  his  belt. 

And  plainly  prove,  by  dint  of  text. 

This  world  is  his,  and  their's  the  next. 

Left  that  the  reader  fliould  not  know 

The  bank  where  laft  he  let  his  toe, 

'Twas  Greenwich.     There  he  took  a  fljip, 

And  gave  his  creditors  tlie  flip. 

But  left  chronology  fhould  vary. 

Upon  the  Ides  of  February; 

In feveriteen  Iinndred  eigJjt  and  t~djenty, 

To  Fort  St.  George  a  pedlar  went  he. 

Ye  fates,  when  all  he  gets  is  fpent, 

K.ETURN  HIM  BEGGAR  AS  HE  WENT  I 

PAULUS. 
BY  MR.  LINDSAY  \. 

Dublin,  Sept.  7.  172S. 
"  A  SLAVE  to  crowds,  fcorch'd  with  the  fummei's 

"  heals, 
"  In  courts  the  wretched  lawycr'tolls  and  fweats; 

*  The  original  is  in  the  "  Supplement  to  Sivift." 
\  Mr.  Liud/ay,  a  polite  and  elegant  fcholar,  at 


"  While  fmiling  Nature,  ill  her  oefi  attir?, 

"  Re"-ales  each  fenfe,  and  vernal  joys  infpire. 

"  Can  he  who  knows  tiiat  real  good  (hould  pleafe, 

"  Barter  for  gold  his  liberty  and  eafe  ?" 

Thus  Paulus  preach'd : — When,  entering  at  the 

door. 
Upon  his  "board  the  client  poms  the  ore  : 
He  grafps  the  fliining  gift,  pores  o'er  the  caufe» 
Forgets  the  iun,  and  dofeth  on  the  laws. 

THE  ANSTfrER,  BY  DR.  SWIFT. 

Lindsay  miftakes  the  matter  quite. 
And  honeft  Pa'ulus  judges  right. 
Then,  why  thefe  quarrels  to  the  fun, 
Without  whofe  aid  you're  all  undone  ? 
Did  Paulas  e'er  complain  of  fweat  ? 
Did  Paulus  e'er  the  fun  forget ; 
The  influence  of  whofe  golden  beams 
Soon  licks  up  all  unfavoury  fteams  ? 
The  fun,  you  fay,  his  face  hath  kifs'd  t 
It  has ;  but  then  it  greas'd  his  fift. 
True  lawyers,  for  the  wifeft  ends. 
Have  always  been  Apollo's  friends. 
Not  for  his  fuperficial  powers 
Of  ripening  fruits,  and  gilding  flowers; 
Not  for  infpiring  poets'  brains 
With  pennylcfs  and  ftarvellng  ftrains  ; 
Not  for  his  boafted  healing  art ; 
Not  for  his  (kill  to  fhoot  the  dart ; 
Nor  yet  becaufe  he  fvveetly  fiddles ; 
Nor  for  his  prophecies  in  riddles  : 
But  for  a  more  fubftantial  caufe  — 
Apollo's  patron  of  the  laws ; 
Whom  Paulus  ever  muft  adore. 
As  parent  of  the  golden  ore, 
By  Phoebus,  an  inceftuous  birth, 
Begot  upon  his  grnnd-dame  Earth; 
By  Phoebus  firft  produc'd  to  light ; 
By  Vulcan  form'd  fo  round  and  brighf  3 
Then  offer'd  at  the  flirine  of  juftice. 
By  clients  to  her  priefts  and  truftees, 
Noy,  when  we  fee  Aftreea  ftand 
With  even  balance  in  her  hand, 
Muft  we  fuppofe  flie  hath  in  view, 
How  to  give  ever*  man  his  due  ; 
Her  fcales  you  fee  her  only  hold. 
To  weigh  her  priefts'  the  lawyers  gold. 

Now,  fliould  I  own  your  cafe  was  grievouSj 
Poor  fweaty  Paulus,  who'd  believe  us  ? 
'Tis  very  true,  and  none  denies, 
•At  leaft,  that  Inch  complaints  are  wife  : 
'Tis  wife,  no  doubt,  as  clients  fat  you  more. 
To  cry,  like  ftatefmen,  ^ianta  patimur! 
But,  lince  the  truth  muft  needs  be  ftretchecl^ 
To  prove  that  lawyers  are  fo  wretched; 
This  paradox  I'll  undertake. 
For  Paulus'  and  for  Lindfay's  fake  ; 
By  topics,  which,  though  I  abomine  'em, 
May  fcrve  as  arguments  ad  hominem : 
Yet  I  difdain  to  ofTer  thofe 
Made  ufe  of  by  detracHiing  foes. 

I  own,  the  curfes  of  mankind 
Sit  light  upon  a  lawyer's  mind  : 

that  time  an  eminent  pleader  in  Dublin,  after*/ 
ivards  one  of  the  jujlices  of  the  court  of  canmon 
pleas. 
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The  clumours  of  ten  thoufand  tongues 
Break  not  his  reft,  nor  hurt  his  lungs. 
I  own,  his  confcious  always  free 
(Provided  he  has  got  his  fee) ; 
Secure  of  conftant  peace  within, 
He  knows  no  guilt,  who  knows  no  fin. 

Yet  well  they  merit  to  be  pitied, 
J5y  clients  always  ovcr-witted. 
And  though  the  gofpel  feems  to  fay 
What  heavy  burthens  lawyers  lay 
Upon  the  fljoulders  of  their  neighbour, 
Morlend  a  finger  to  the  labour, 
Always  for  faving  their  own  bacon  ; 
No  doubt,  the  text  is  here  miftaken  : 
The  copy's  falfe,  and  fenfe  is  rack'd  : 
To  prove  ii,  I  appeal  to  faift ; 
And  thus  by  demonftrati9n  fliow 
What  burthens  lawyers  uadergo. 

With  early  clients,  at  his  door. 
Though  he  was  drunk  the  night  before, 
And  crop-fick  with  unclubb'd-for  wine, 
The  wretch  muft  be  at  court  by  nine  ; 
Half  funk  beneath  his  briefs  and  bag. 
As  ridden  by  a  midnight  hag : 
Then  from  the  bar,  harangues  the  bench, 
In  Englifli  vile,  and  viler  French, 
And  Latin,  vileft  of  the  three  ; 
And  all  for  poor  ten  moidores  fee  I 
Of  paper  how  is  he  profufe, 
With  periods  long,  in  terms  abftrufe  I 
W'hat  pains  he  takes  to  be  prolix, 
A  thoufand  lines  to  ftand  for  fix  I 
Of  common  fenfe  vvithout  a  word  in ! 
And  is  not  this  a  grievous  burden  ? 

Tiie  lawyer  is  a  common  drudge. 
To  fight  ourcaufe  before  the  judge: 
And,  what  is  yet  a  greater  curfe, 
Condemn'd  to  bear  his  client's  purfe ; 
While  he,  at  eafe,  fecure  and  light. 
Walks  boldly  home  at  dead  of  night; 
When  term  is  ended,  leaves  the  town, 
Trots  to  his  country-manfion  down  j 
And,  difencumber'd  of  his  load, 
No  danger  dreads  upon  the  road  ; 
Defpifeth  rapparees,  and  rides 
Safe  through  the  Newry  mountains'  fides. 

Lindfay,  'tis  you  have  fet  me  on. 
To  ftate  this  queftion />ro  and  con. 
My  fatire  may  offend,  'tis  true  j 
However,  it  concerns  not  you. 
I  own,  there  may,  in  every  clan, 
Perhaps,  be  found  one  honeft  man  ; 
ifet  link  them  clofe,  in  this  they  jump. 
To  be  but  rafcals  in  the  lump. 
Imagine  Lindfay  at  the  bar. 
He's  much  the  fame  his  brethren  are ; 
Well  taught  by  pradlice  to  imbibe 
The  fundamentals  of  his  tribe  : 
And,  in  his  client's  juft  defence, 
Muft  deviate  oft'  trora  common  fenfe  ; 
And  make  his  ignorance  difcerned. 
To  get  the  name  of  Council  Learned 
(As  li/czts  comes  «  no7i  lucendo^. 
And  wifely  do  as  other  men  do  : 
But  (hift  him  to  a  better  fcene. 
Among  his  crew  of  rogues  in  grain; 
Surrounded  with  companions  fit. 
To  tade  his  hunaourj  fenfe,  and  wit  3 


You'd  fwear  he  never  took  a  fee, 
Nor  knew  in  law  his  A,  B,  C. 

'Tis  hard,  where  dulnefs  over-rules. 
To  keep  good  fenfe  in  crowds  of  fools. 
And  we  admire  tlie  man  who  faves 
His  honefty  m  crowds  of  knaves  j 
Nor  yiel.ls  up  virtue,  at  difcretion. 
To  villains  of  his  own  profeflion. 
Lindl'ay,  you  know  what  pains  you  take 
In  both,  yet  hardly  fave  your  ftakej 
And  will  you  venture  both  anew, 
■J'o  (it  among  that  venal  crew. 
That  pack  of  mimic  legiflators, 
Abandon'd,  Ihipid,  fiavilTi  praters? 
For,  as  the  rabble  daub  and  ntie 
The  fool  who  fcrambles  for  a  trifle* 
Who  for  his  pains  is  cuff'd  and  kicked. 
Drawn  through  the  dirt,  his  pockets  pick'd|^ 
You  muft  expecT:  the  like  difgrace, 
Scrambling  with  rogues  to  get  a  place ; 
Muft  lofe  the  honour  you  have  gain'd. 
Your  numerous  virtues  foully  ftain'd; 
Difclaim  for  ever  all  pretence 
To  common  honefty  and  fenfe  ; 
And  join  in  friendihip  with  a  ftridl  tie. 
To  M— 1,  C--y,  and  Dick  Tighe  *. 

A    DIALOGUE 

Between  an  eminent  Lawyer  f  a?id  Dr.  yonathaii 
Swift,  D.  S.  P.  D. 

IN  ALLUSION  TO  HORACE,  BOOK  11.  SAT.  L. 

*'  SuBt  quibus  in  Satira,  ficc. 

BR.  SWIFT. 

SiNce  there  are  perfons  who  complain- 

There's  too  much  fatire  in  ray  vein : 

Th.at  I  am  often  found  exceeeding 

The  rules  of  raillery  and  breeding  ; 

With  too  much  freedom  treat  my  betters^ 

Not  i'paring  even  men  cf  letters : 

You,  who  are  Ikill'd  in  lawyers'  lore. 

What's  your  advice?  fliall  I  give  o'er? 

Nor  ever  fools  or  knaves  expofe 

Either  in  verfe  or  humerous  profej  J 

And,  to  avoid  all  future  ill. 

In  my  fcrutoire  lock  up  my  quill  ? 

LAWYER. 

Since  you  are  pleas'd  to  condefcend 
To  aik  the  judgment  of  a  friend, 
Your  cafe  confider'd,  I  muft  think 
You  iTiould  withdraw  from  pen  and  ink. 
Forbear  your  poetry  and  jokes, 
And  live  like  other  Chriftian  folks; 
Or,  if  the  Mufes  muft  infpire 
Your  fancy  with  their  pleafing  fire. 
Take  fubjedfs  fafer  for  your  wit 
Than  thole  on  which  you  lately  writ. 
Commend  the  times,  your  thoughts corredl. 
And  follow  the  prevailing  fcvfl  j 


*    Tins  gentleman  nvho  ivas  a  prii>y  counfellor, 
incurred  the  fe-ljere  difpleafure  of  the  Dean.,  who 
has  takfn/e'veral  opportunities  of  cefifnring  iinh 
f  Mr.  Lindfay, 


Affert,  that  Hyde  *,  in  writing  ftory, 
Shows  all  the  malice  of  a  Tory  ; 
While  Burnet  f  i"  his  deathlefs  page, 
Diicovers  freedom  without  rage. 
To  VVoolfton  X  recommend  our  youth, 
For  learning,  probity,  and  truth ; 
That  noble  genius,  who  unbinds 
The  chain  which  fetter  free-born  minds; 
Redeems  us  from  the  flavifh  fears 
Which  laiied  nt-ar  two  thoufand  years; 
He  can  alone  the  priefthoud  humble. 
Make  gilded  fpires  and  altars  tumble. 

DR.  SWIFT. 

Muft  I  commend  againft  my  confcience 
Such  itupid  blafphemy  and  nonlenfe  ? 
Tofuch  a  fubje<a  tune  my  lyre. 
And  fing  like  one  of  Milton's  choir. 
Where  de.ils  to  a  vale  retreat. 
And  call  the  laws  of  wifdom  fate, 
Lament  upon  their  haplefs  fall. 
That  force  free  virtue  fhould  enthrall  ? 
Or  (hall  the  charms  of  wealth  and  power 
Make  me  pollute  the  mufes'  bower  ? 

LAWYER. 

As  from  the  tripod  of  Apoilo, 
Hear  from  my  delk  the  words  that  follow : 
"  Some,  by  philofophers  mifled, 
*'  Muft  honour  you  alive  and  dead  ; 
"  And  fuch  as  know  what  Greece  hath  writ 
*'  Muit  tafce  your  irony  and  wit ; 
"  Whilft  molt  that  aie,  or  would  be  great, 
"  Muft  dread  your  pen,  your  perlbn  hate ; 
*'   And  you  on  Drapiei's  §  hill  muft  lie, 
""  And  there  without  a  mitre  die." 


ON  BURNING  A  DULL  POEM,  i-jz^ 

An  afs's  hoof  alone  can  hold 

That  poifonous  juice  which  kills  by  cold.^ 

Methoiight,  when  I  this  poem  read, 

No  veffel  but  an  afs's  head 

Such  frigid  fuftian  could  contain  ; 

I  mean,  the  head  without  the  brain. 

The  cold  conceits,  the  chilling  thoughts, 

Went  down  like  ftupifying  draughts  ; 

I  found  my  head  began  to  fwim, 

A  numbnefs  cr^pt  through  every  limb- 

In  hafte,  with  imprecations  dire, 

1  threw  the  volume  in  the  fire  : 

When,  (who  could  think  ?)  though  cold  as  ice, 

It  burnt  to  aflit?  in  a  trice. 

How  could  I  more  enhance  its  fame  ? 
Though  born  iu  fnow,  it  dy'd  in  fiarae. 
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AN    EPISTLE 
To  bis  Excellency  yobn  Lord  Carterefn 


*  Ed-ward  Hyde,  thefirjl  earl  of  Clarendon. 
f  The  celebrated  Bijhop  of  Salijbury. 
%  A  degraded  clergyman  of  the  churcb  of  Eng. 
land,  nvko  ivrote  againfithe  miracles  of  Chrijl. 

§  ///  the  county  of  Armagh,  ivhere  Br.  Swift, 
in  the  year  1729,  bad  fome  thoughts  of  building  ; 
as  appears  byfeveral  of  the  follciuing  Po^ms. 


BY  DR.  DELANT.    I729. 

"  Credis  ob  hoc,  me,  Pailor,  opes  fortaffe  rogare, 
"  Propter  quod,  vulgus,  craflaque  turba  rogat." 
Mart.  Epig.  lib.  \x» 

Thou  wife  and  learned  ruler  of  our  ifle, 
Whofe  guardian  care  can  all  her  griefs  beguile  ;  • 
When  next  your  generous  foul  fhall  condefcend 
T'  inftrucl  or  entertain  your  humble  friend ; 
Whether,  retiring  from  your  weighty  charge, 
On  feme  high  theme  you  learnedly  enlarge  ; 
Ot  all  the  ways  of  wildom  reafon  well, 
How  Richelieu  rofe,  and  how  Sejanus  fell : 
Or,  when  your  brow  lefs  thoughtfully  unbends. 
Circled  with  Swift  and  fome  delighted  friends ; 
When,  mixing  mirth  and  wifdom  with  your  wine. 
Like  that  your  wit  fhall  flow,  your  genius  ihine '; 
Nor  with  lels  praife  the  converCation  guide, 
Than  in  the  public  councils  you  decide : 
Or  when  the  Dean,  long  privileged  to  rail, 
Afferts  his  friends  with  more  impetuous  zeal ; 
You  hear  (whilft  I  fit  by  abafh'd  and  mute), 
With  loft  conceftjons  Ihortening  the  difpute  ; 
Then  clofe  with  kind  inquiries  of  my  ftate, 
"  How  are  your  tithes,  and  have  they  role  of  late  ? 
"  Why  Chnft-Church  is  a  pretty  fituation, 
"  There  ar?  not  many  better  in  the  nation  1 
"  This,  with  your  other  things,  muft  yield  you  clear 
"  Some  fix — at  leaft  live  hundred  pounds  a  year.'* 

Suppofe,  at  fuch  a  time,  I  took  the  freedom 
To  fpeak  thefe  truths  as  plainly  as  you  read 'em 
(You  Ihall  rejoin,  my  lord,  when  I've  replied. 
And,  if  you  pleafe,  my  lady  Ihall  decide)  : 

'■  My  lord,  I'm  I'atisfied  you  meant  me  well; 
"   And  that  I'm  thankful  all  the  world  can  tell : 
"  But  you'll  forgive  me,  if  I  own  th'  event 
"  Is  lliort,  is  very  (hort,  of  your  intent ; 
"  At  leaft,  I  feel  fome  ills  unfelt  before, 
"  My  income  lefs,  and  my  expences  more." 

"  How,  doftor  !  double  vicar  !  double  re(flor ! 
"  A  dignitary  !  with  a  city  lecture  I 
"  What  glebes — what  dues — what  tithes— -wh^t 

"  fines —  what  rent  \ 
"  Why,  do(flor  !— will  you  never  be  content  ?" 

"»>  Would  ray  good  lord  butcaft  up  the  account^ 
"  And  fee  to  what  my  revenues  amount, 
"  My  titles  ample  !  but  my  gain  fo  fmall, 
"  That  one  good  vicarage  is  worth  them  all : 
"  And  very  wretched  fure  is  he,  that's  double 
"  In  nothing  but  hi«  titles  and  his  trouble. 
"  Add  to  this  crying  grievance,  if  you  pleafe, 
"  My  horfes  founder'd  on  Fermanah  ways ; 
"  Ways  of  well-polilh'd  and  well-pointed  ftonc, 
"  Where  every  ftep  endangers  every  bone  ; 
"  And  more  to  raife  your  pity  and  your  wonder, 
"  Two  churches— twelve  Hibernian  miles  afunder  I 
"  With  complicated  cures,  I  labour  hard  in, 
"  Defides  whole  fummersabfent  from  my  garden  I — 
"  But  that  the  world  would  think  I  play'd  the 
fool,  [Ichool  *— 

"  I'd    change    with    Charley    Grattan    for  his 

*  A  free-fchool  at  JniUfkillen,  founded,  by  EraJ^ 
mvs  S^itb,  Efq. 
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"  What  fine  cafcades,  what  viftos,  might  I  make, 
"  Fixt  in  the  centre  of  th'  lernian  lake  1 
"  There  might  I  fail  delighted,  fixiooth  and  fafe, 
"  Beneath  the  condudl  of  my  good  Sir  Ralph  f : 
"  There's  not  a  better  fteerer  in  the  realm  ; 
"  I  hope,  my  lord,  you'll  call  him  to  the  helm.'''' — 
"   Dodlor — a  glorious  fcheme  to  eafe  your  grief  I 
"  When  aires  are  crofs,  a  fchooi's  a  fore  relief. 
"  You  cannot  fail  of  being  happy  there, 
"  The  lake  ,will  be  the  Lethe  of  your  care ; 
"  The  fcheme  is  for  your  honour  and  your  eafe  ; 
"  And,  dodlor,  I'll  promote  it  when  you  pleafe. 
"  Mean  while,  allowing  things  below  your  merit, 
"  Yet,  dodlor,  you've  a  philofophic  fpirit ; 
"  Your  wants  are  few,  and,  like  your  income, 

fmall, 
*'  And  you've  enough  to  gratify  them  all : 
You've  trees  and  fruits,    and  roots  enough,    in 

ftore: 
*'  And  what  would  a  philofopher  have  more  ? 
*'  You  cannot  wifh  for  coaches,  kitchens,  cooks — " 
"  My  lord  I've  not  enough  to  buy  me  books--- 
"  Or  pray,  fuppofe  my  wants  were  all  fupplied, 
"  Are  there  no  wants,  I  fliould  regard  belide  ? 
"   Whofe  breaft  is  fo  unmann'd,  as  not  to  grieve, 
"  Compafs'd  with  miferies  he  can't  relieve  ? 
"  Who  can  be  happy— who  fhould  wirti  to  live, 
"  And  want  the  godlike  happinefs  to  give? 
"  (That  I'm  a  judge  of  this,  you  muft  allow: 
"  I  had  it  once— and  I'm  debarr'd  it  now.) 
"  A<fe  your  own  heart,  my  lord,  if  this  be  true, 
"  Then  how  imbleft  am  I !  how  bleft  are  you  !" 

"  'Tis  true — but,  dodlor,  let  us  wave  all  that — 
"  Say,  if  you  had  your  wifh,  what  you'd  be  at." 

"  Exciife  me,  good  my  lord  -  -I  won't  be  founded, 
"  Nor  fliall  your  favour  by  my  wants  be  bounded. 
"  My  lordj  I  challenge  nothing  as  my  due, 
."  Nor  is  it  fit  I  fhould  prefcribe  to  you. 
"  Yet  this  might  Symmachus  himfelf  avow 
"   (Whofe  rigid  rules  are  antiquated  now)— 
"  My  lord,  I'd  wifli  to  pay  the  debts  I  oive — 
*'  J'd  wifti  befides— to  build,  and  to  bejiow." 

AN  EPISTLE  ON  AN  EPISTLE 
Jj-owi  a  certain  Doiior  to  a  certaifi  great  Lord. 

BEING  A  CHRISTMAS-BOX  FOR  PR.  DELANY. 

As  Jove  will  not  attend  on  lefs. 
When  things  of  more  importance  prefs ; 
You  can't  grave  Sir,  believe  it  hard, 
That  you,  a  low  Hibernian  bard, 
Should  cool  your  heels  awhile,  and  wait 
Unanfwer'd  at  y owe  patron's  gate  : 
And  ^ould  my  lord  vouchfafe  to  grant 
This  one,  popr,  humble  boon  I  want, 
Free  leave  to  play  his  Secretary, 
As  Falftaff  adled  old  King  Harry; 
I'd  tell  of  yours  in  rhyme  and  print : 
Folks  flirug,  and  cry  There'' s  nothing  in''t.. 
And,  after  feveral  readings  over. 
It  ftiines  moft  in  the  marble  cover. 

How  could  fo  fine  a  tafle  difpenfe, 
With  mean  degrees  of  wit  and  fenfe  ? 


Nor  will  my  lords  fo  far  beguile 
The  wife  and  learned  of  our  ijle ; 
To  make  it  pafs  upon  the  nation, 
By  dint  of  his  fole  approbation. 
The  talk  is  arduous,  patrons  find. 
To  warp  the  fenfe  of  all  mankind  ; 
Who  think  your  mule  muft  firll  afpire. 
Ere  he  advance  the  dodlor  higher. 

You've  caufe  to  fay  he  meant  you  ivell : 
That  you  are  thankful,  who  can  tell  P 
For  ftill  you're  flrort  (which  grieves  your  fpirit) 
Of  his  intent ;  you  mean,  your  merit. 

Ah  !  quanto  reSiius,  tuadepte, 
^ui  nil  moliris  tarn  inepte  ? 
Smedley  *,  thou  Jonathan  of  Clogher, 
"  When  thou  thy  humble  lay  doft  offer 
■'  To  Grafton's  grace,  with  grateful  heart, 
"  Thy  thanks  and  verfe  devoid  of  art : 
"  Content  with  what  his  bounty  gave, 
"  No  larger  income  doll  thou  crave." 
But  you  mull  have  cafcades,  and  all 
lerne's  lake  for  your  canal. 
Your  viftos,  barges,  and  (a  pox  on 
All  pride  !)  our  fpeaker  for  your  coxon : 
It's  pity  that  he  can't  beftow  you 
Twelve  commoners  in  caps  to  row  you» 
Thus  Edgar  proud,  in  days  of  >oie. 
Held  monarchs  labouring  at  the  oar  ; 
And,  as  he  pafs'd,  fo  fwell'd  the  Dee, 
Enrag'd,  as  Ern  would  do  at  thee. 

How  different  is  this  from  Smedley  1  . 
(His  name  is  up,  he  may  in  bed  lie) 
"  Who  only  afks  fome  pretty  cure, 
"  In  wholefome  foil  and  aether  pure  ; 
"   The  garden  ftor'd  with  artlefs  flowery, 
"  In  either  angle  fliady  bowers : 
"  No  gay  parterre  with  coflly  green 
"  Muft  in  the  ambient  hedge  be  feen  ; 
"  But  Nature  freely  takes  her  courfe, 
"  Nor  fears  from  him  ungrateful  force  : 
"  No  (heers  to  check  her  fprouting  vigour, 
"  Or  lliape  the  yeius  to  antic  figure." 

But  you,  forfooth,  your  «//  mult  fquandet 
On  that  poor  fpot,  call'd  Dell-ville  yonder  : 
And  when  you've  been  at  vaft  expences 
In  whims,  parterres,  canals,  and  fences. 
Your  affets  fail,  and  cafh  is  wanting  ; 
Nor  farther  buildings,  farther  planting  : 
No  wonder,  when  you  raife  and  level, 
Think  this  wall  low,  and  that  wall  beveL 
Here  a  convenient  box  you  found. 
Which  you  dei»olifh'd  to  the  groond  : 
Then  built,  then  took  up  with  your  arbouj^ 
And  fet  the  houfe  to  Rupert  Barber. 
You  fprang  an  arch,  which,  in  a  fcurvy  i 

Humour,  you  tumbled  topfy-turvy. 
You  change  a  circle  to  a  fquare. 
Then  to  a  circle  as  you  were : 
Who  can  imagine  whence  the  fund  is. 
That  you  quadrata  change  rotundis? 

To  Fame  a  temple  you  eredl, 
A  Flora  does  the  dome  protedl ; 
Mounts,  walks,  on  high  :  and  ia  a  hollow 
You  place  the  Mufes  and  Apollo ; 


t  Sir  Ral^h  Corr,  who  had  a  villa  ia  the  lake 
ff  Erin, 


*  See  thf  Petition  to  the  Duke  of  Graftalh 
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There  flilning  'midft  his  train,  to  grace 
Your  whiinfical  poetic  place. 

Thefe  ftories  were  of  old  defign'd 
As  tables ;  but  you  have  refin'd 
The  poets'  mythologic  dreams, 
To  real  mufes,  gods,  and  ftreams. 
Who  would  not  fwear  when  you  contrive  thus, 
That  you're  Don  Quixote  Redivivus? 

Beneath,  a  dry  canal  there  lies, 
Wiiich  only  winter's  rain  fupplies. 
Oh  !  couldit  thou,  by  Ibme  magic  fpell, 
Hiihei  Lonvcy  St.  Patrick's  well ! 
Here  n-.iiy  it  rr-atlun'e  its  ftream  *, 
And  take  a  grer.tjr  Patrick's  name! 
If  your  f    jier.ces  rife  fo  high, 
What  income  can  your  wants  fupply  ? 
Yet  Tiiil  yciu  fancy  you  inherit 
A  fund  of  fuch  fuperior  merit. 
That  you  can't  'ail  of  more  provifion, 
All  by  my  lady's  kind  decilion. 
For,  the  more  livings  you  can  fifh  up, 
You  think  you'll  looner  be  a  bifhop : 
That  could  not  be  7ny  lord's  intent, 
Kor  can  it  anfwer  the  event. 
Moil  thin'K  what  has  been  heap'd  on  j'ou, 
To  oiher  I'ort  of  folk  was  due  : 
Rewards  too  great  for  your  flim-flams, 
JEpifh'!-,  riddles,  epigrams. 
Though  new  your  depth  muft  not  be  founded, 
The  time  was,  when  you'd  have  compounded 
For  lefs  than  Charley  Grattan's  fchool ; 
Five  h'.mdied  pound  a  year  's  no  fool '. 

Take  thii  advice  then  from  your  fiiend  : 
To  your  ambition  put  an  end. 
Be  frugal,  Pat :  pay  what  you  owe, 
Jjefore  you  build  ai:d  \ou  hejloiv. 
Ee  niodeiv  ;  nor  addrels  your  betters 
With  bci;ging,  vain,  familiar  letters. 

A  paiiage  may  be  found  t,  I've  heard, 
In  fome  old  Greek  or  Latian  bard, 
Which  fays,  *'  Would  crows  in  fiience  eat 
"  Their  offals,  or  thtir  better  meat, 
"  Their  generous  feeders  not  provoking 
"  By  loud  and  unhanr.onious  croaking  ; 
"  They  might,  unhurt  by  envy's  claws, 
**  Live  on^and  ftufFto  boot  their  maws." 

A     LIBEL 

On  the  Reverend  Dr.  Belany  and  his  Kxcellettcy 
John  Lord  Cartexet.  1729. 

Deluded  mortals,  whom  the  great 
Choofe  for  companions  tete  a  tete  ; 
Who  at  their  dinners,  enfamille. 
Get  leave  to  fit  whene'er  you  will ; 
Then  boafting  tell  us  where  you  din'd, 
And  how  \i\slordpjip  was  fo  kind ; 
How  many  plealant  things  he  fpoke, 
And  how  you  lavgh''d  at  every _/c.(f  .■ 
Swear  he's  a  moft  facetious  man  ; 
That  you  and  he  are  <:?//>  and  can  : 
You  travel  wit'n  a  heavy  load, 
And  quite  miftake  preferment s  road. 

*  See  Br.  Swift'' s  i<erfes  on  the  fudden  drying 
vp  of  St.  Patrick's  well. 
f  Hor.  Lib,  I  Ep.  xvii. 


Suppofe  my  lord  and  you  alone  ; 
Hint  the  leaft  intereft  of  your  own, 
His  vifage  drop?,  he  knits  his  brow, 
He  cannot  talk  of  bufinefs  now  : 
Or,  mention  but  a  vacant  p6/l. 
He'll  turn  it  off  with,  "  Name  your  toaft  ;'* 
Nor  could  the  niceft  artift  paint 
A  countenance  with  more  conftraint. 

For  as,  their  appetites  to  quench. 
Lords  keep  a  pimp  to  bring  a  wench ; 
So  men  of  wit  are  but  a  kind 
Of  pandors  to  a  vicious  mind  ; 
Who  proper  objedls  muft  provide 
To  gratify  their  luft  of  pride, 
\Mien,  weariei  with  intrigues  of  ftate, 
They  find  on  idle  hour  to  prate. 
Then,  fliall  you  dare  to  afk  a  place. 
You  forfeit  all  your  patron's  grace, 
And  difappoint  the  lole  defign 
For  which  he  fummon'd  you  to  dine. 
Thus  Congreve  fpent  in  writing  plays, 
And  one  poor  office,  half  his  days  : 
While  jVIontague  who  claim'd  the  ftation 
To  be  Mxcenesofthe  nation, 
For  poets  open  table  kept. 
But  ne'er  coniider'd  where  they  flept : 
Himfelf  as  rich  as  fifty  Jews, 
Was  eafy,  though  they  wanted  flioes  : 
And  crazy  Congreve  fcarce  could  fpate 
A  Ihilling  to  difcharge  his  chair  ; 
Till  prudence  taught  him  to  appeal 
From  Paean's  fire  to  party  zeal; 
Not  owing  to  his  happy  vein 
The  fortunes  of  his  latter  fcene, 
Took  proper  principles  to  thrive; 
And  fo  might  every  dunce  alive. 

Thus  Steele,  who  own'd  what  others  writ. 
And  fiourilh'd  by  imputed  wit. 
From  perils  of  a  hundred  jails 
Withdrew  to  ftarve,  and  die  in  Wales. 

Thus  Gay,  the  bare  with  many  friends. 
Twice  feven  long  years  the  conrt  attends: 
Who,  under  tales  conveying  truth. 
To  virtue  form'd  a  princely  youth}  : 
Who  paid  his  courtlhip  with  the  crowd 
As  far  as  /nodejl  pride  allow 'd  ; 
Rejefls  a  fervile  tiflier's  place. 
And  leaves  St.  James's  in  difgracc. 

Thus  Addifon,  by  lords  careft. 
Was  left  in  foreign  lands  diftreft ; 
Forgot  at  home,  became  for  hire 
A  travelling  tutor  to  zfquire  : 
But  wifely  left  the  Mufes'  hiil, 
To  bufinefs  Ihap'd  the  poet's  qaill, 
Let  all  his  barren  laurels  fade. 
Took  up  himfelf  the  courtier's  trade, 
And,  grown  a  minifter  ofjlate. 
Saw  poets  at  his  levee  v.'ait. 

Hail,  happy  Pope  !  whofe  generous  mind 
Detelting  all  the  ftatefman  kind. 
Contemning  courts,  at  courts  unteen, 
Refus'd  the  vifits  of  a  queen. 
A  foul  with  every  virtue  fraught. 
By  fages,  priefis,  or  poets  taught ; 

'  t  Williafn  Luke  of  Cumberland,  fon  to  George 
II. 
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Wliofc  filial  piety  excels 
Whatever  Grecian  ftory  tells; 
A  genius  for  all  ftatiors  fit, 
Whofe  meanejl  talent  is  his  nuit ; 
His  heart  too  great,  though  fortune  little, 
To  Jick  a  rafcaljlatefmaii's  fpittle ; 
Appealing  to  the  nation's  tafte, 
Above  the  reach  of  want  is  plac'd  : 
By  Homer  dead  was  taught  to  thrive, 
Which  Homei  never  could  alive  j 
And  fits  aloft  on  Pindus'  head, 
DefpilingyZflt'ifj  that  cringe  for  bread. 

True  politicians  only  pay 
For  folid  work,  but  not  for  play ; 
Nor  ever  choofe  to  work  with  tools 
Forg'd  up  in  colleges  and  fchools. 
Confider  how  much  more  is  due 
To  all  ihtn journeymen  than  you  t  _ 

At  table  you  can  Horace  quote  ; 
They  at  a  pinch  can  bribe  a  vote  : 
You  fliow  your  Ikill  in  Grecian  ftory  ; 
But  they  can  manage  Whig  and  Tory  ; 
You,  as  a  critic,  are  fo  curious 
To  find  a  verfe  in  Virgil  fpurious ; 
But  they  can  fmokt  tiie  deep  defign.i, 
When  Bolingbroke  with  Pulteney  dines. 
Befides,  your  patron  may  upbraid  ye, 
That  you  have  got  z  place  already  j 
An  office  for  your  talents  fit. 
To  flatter,  carve,  and  fliow  your  wit ; 
To  fnuff  the  lights,  and  ftir  the  fire, 
And  get  a  dinner  for  your  hire. 
Whiit  claim  have  you  to  place  or  penjion  ? 
He  overpays  in  condefceniion. 

But,  reverend  dodor,  you,  we  know, 
Could  never  condefcend  fo  low  : 
T  he  "jicc-roy,  whom  you  now  attend, 
Would,  if  he  durft,  be  more  your  friend  j 
Nor  will  in  ypu  thoie  gifts  defpife, 
By  which  himfelf  was  taught  to  rile  : 
When  he  has  virtue  to  retire, 
J^e'll  grieve  he  did  not  raife  you  higher, 
And  place  you  in  a  better  ftation. 
Although  it  might  have  pleas'd  the  nation. 

This  may  be  true — fabmitting  ftill 
To  Walpole'smore  than  royal  will; 
And  what  condition  can  he  worfe  ? 
He  comes  to  drain  a  beggar"!  purfe ; 
He  comes  to  tie  our  chsias  on  fafter. 
And  (how  us,  Etigland  is  our  mafter  : 
Carefling  knaves,  and  dunces  wooing. 
To  make  them  work  their  own  undoine;. 
What  has  he  elfe  to  bait  his  traps,  ' 

Or  bring  his  I'erinin  in,  hut /craps  ? 
The  offals  of  a  church  dillrelt ; 
A  hungry  'vicarage  at  belt ; 
Or  fome  remote  inferior /lo/?, 
With  forty  pounds  a  year  at  moft  ? 
But  here  again  you  interpofe — r 
Your  favourite  lord  is  none  of  tliofe 
Who  owe  their  virtues  to  their  ftations, 
And  cliara(51;ers  to  dedications: 
For  keep  him  in,  or  turn  him  out. 
His  learning  none  will  call  in  doubt ; 
His  learning,  though  a  poet  faid  it 
Before  a  play,  would  lofe  no  credit ; 
Nor  Pope  would  dare  deny  him  wit, 
Although  to  praifc  it  Phillips  writ. 
Voi.IX. 


I  own,  he  hates  an  adlion  bafe, 
His  ijirtnes  battling  with  \n%  place '^ 
Nor  wants  a  nice  difcerning  fpirit 
Betwixt  a  true  and  fpurious  merit ; 
Can  fometimes  drop  a  'voter's  claim, 
/r'^nd  give  up  party  to  his  fame. 
I  do  the  moft  ih&tfriendjljip  can  ; 
I  hate  the  vice-roy,  love  the  man. 

But  you  who,  till  your  fortune's  made, 
Muft  be  zfiveetener  by  your  trade. 
Should  fwear  he  never  meant  us  ill ; 
We  fuffer  fore  againft  his  will ; 
That,  if  we  could  but  fee  his  heart. 
He  would  have  chofe  a  milder  part : 
We  rather  ftrould  lament  his  cafe, 
Who  muft  obey,  or  lofe  Lis  place. 

Since  this  reflecflion  flipt  your  pen, 
Infert  it  when  you  write  again : 
And,  to  illuftratc  it  produce 
This  Jiinile  for  his  excufe  ; 
"  So  to  deftroy  a  guilty  land 
An  *  angel  fent  by  heanjeti's  command, 
"  While  he  obeys  almighty  will, 
"  Perhaps  may  feel  compaffion  flill ; 
"  And  wifli  the  talk  had  been  aflign'4 
"  Tofpirits  of  Icfs  gentle  kind." 

But  I,  in  politicks  grown  old, 
Whofe  thoughts  are  of  a  different  mould. 
Who  from  my  foul  fincerely  hate 
Both  kings  and  iimiijlers  oijlate. 
Who  look  on  courts  with  ftricter  eyes 
To  fee  the  feeds  of  •vice  arifc. 
Can  lend  you  an  illufion  fitter, 
T\\o\x^ Jlattey-ing  knai)es  may  call  it  hitter  \ 
Which,  if  you  durft  but  give  it  place. 
Would  fliow  you  many  ■Ajlatefm.an'i  face  : 
Frefli  from  the  tripod  of  Ajiollo 
I  had  it  in  the  v>oids  that  follow 
(Take  notice,  to  avoid  offence, 
I  here  e.xccpc  his  excellence). 

"  So,  to  effedl  \a^monarch'i  ends, 
"  From  hell  a  iiice-roy  devil  afccnds  ; 
"  His  budget  viixh.  corruptiojis  cramm'd, 
"  The  contributions  of  the  damned ; 
"  Which  with  unfparing  hand  he  ftrows 
"  Through  courts  and  fenates  as  he  goes  j 
"  And  then  at  Beelzebub's  black  hall 
"  Complains  his  budget  was  too  fmall." 

Yonrjirnile  may  better  fliine 
In  verfe  ;  but  there  is  irtith  in  mine. 
For  no  imaginable  things 
Can  differ  more  than  gods  and  kings: 
A.ndijlateftnen  by  ten  thoufand  odd» 
Are  angels  juft  as  kings  arc  gods. 

TO    DR.    DELANY, 

ON    THE 

LIBELS  WRITTEN  AGAINST  HIM, 


"  — Tanti  tibi  non  (it  opaci 
"  Omnis  arena  Tagi." 

As  fome  raw  youth  in  country  bred, 
To  arms  by  thirft  of  honour  led. 


Juv. 


*  "  Sq  ix'hvi  an  angel  by  di'oine  command"  &c. 
Add  IS  Oil's  Caaipai*a« 
H 
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WTien  at  a  fliirmiih  firft  he  hears 

The  bullets  whiftling  round  his  ears. 

Will  duck  his  head  afide,  will  ftart. 

And  teel  a  trembling  ^t  his  heart. 

Till  'leaping  oft'  without  a  wound  ; 

Lefiens  the  terror  of  the  found; 

Fly  bullets  now  as  thick  as  hops, 

He  runs  into  a  cannon's  chops ; 

An  author  thus,  who  pants  for  fame. 

Begins  the  world  with  fear  and  fliame  ; 

When  firft  in  print,  you  fee  him  dread 

Each  pop- gun  level'd  at  his  head  : 

The  lead  yon  critic's  quill  contains. 

Is  deftin'd  to  beat  out  his  brains ; 

As  if  he  heard  loud  thunders  roll, 

Cries,  Lord,  have  mercy  on  his  foul ! 

Concluding,  that  another  (liot 

Willftrike  him  dead  upon  the  fpot. 

But,  when  with  fquibbing,  flafhing,  popping 

He  cannot  fee  one  creature  dropping  ; 

That,  mifling  fire,  or  miffing  aim, 

His  life  is  fafe,  I  mean  his  fame; 

The  danger  paft,  takes  heart  of  grace, 

And  looks  a  critic  in  the  face. 

Though  fplendour  gives  the  faireft  mark 
To  poifon'd  arrows  from  the  dark. 
Yet,  in  yourjelf  when  fniooth  and.  rou>:d, 
They  glance  aiide  without  a  wound. 

'Tis  faid,  the  gods  try'd  all  their  art, 
How  pain  they  might  from  pleafure  part : 
But  little  could  their ftrength  avail; 
toth  ftill  are  faften'd  hy  the  teil. 
Thusyh/we  and  cenfure  with  a  tether 
By  fate  are  always  link'd  together. 

Why  will  you  aim  to  be  preferred 
In  wit  before  the  common  herd  : 
And  yet  grow  mprtify'd  and  vex'd 
To  pay  the  penalty  annexed  ? 

'Tis  eminence  makes  envy  rife  : 
As  faireft  fruits  attraft  the  flies. 
Should  ftupid  libels  grieve  your  mindj 
You  foon  a  remedy  may  find  : 
Lie  down  obfcure  like  other  folks 
Below  the  lafh  of  fnarler's  jokes. 
Their  faclion  is  five  hundred  odds  ; 
For  every  coxcomb  lends  them  rods, 
And  fneers  as  learnedly  as  they. 
Like  females  o'er  their  morning  tea. 

Yqu  fay,  the  Mufe  will  not  contain; 
And  write  you  muft,  or  break  a  vein, 
^'hen,  if  you  find  the  terms  too  hard, 
No  longer  my  advice  regard  : 
But  raife  your  fancy  on  the  winj  ; 
The  \x'\^  fenate' s  praifes  fing  : 
How  jealous  of  the  nations  freedom. 
And  for  corruptions  how  they  weed  'em  ; 
Ho\v  each  the  public  good  purfues, 
yow  far  their  heart?  from  private  views: 
Make  all  true  patriots  up  to  flioe-boys. 
Huzza  their  brethren  at  the  Blue-boys  ; 
Thus  grown  a  member  of  the  club, 
No  longer  dread  the  rage  of  Grub. 

How  oft'  am  I  for  rhyme  to  feek  I 
To  drs  fs  a  thought,  may  toil  a  week  v 
And  then  hov/  tha^ikful  to  the  town, 
If  all  my  pains  will  earn  a  crown  ! 
Whilft  every  critic  can  devour 
My  work  and  me  in  half  an  hour. 


Would  men  of  genius  ceafe  to  wtite. 
The  rogues  muft  die  for  want  and  fpite  j 
Muft  die  for  want  of  food  and  raiment. 
If  fcandal  did  not  find  them  payment. 
How  ciieerfuUy  the  hawkers  cry 

A  fatire,  and  the  gentry  buy  ! 

While  my  hard-labour'd  poem  pines 

Unfold  upon  the  printer's  lines. 
A  genius  in  the  reverend  gown 

Muft  ever  keep  its  owner  down  ; 

'Tis  an  unnatural  conjunction, 

And  fpoils  the  credit  of  the  fundtion. 

Round  all  your  brethren  caft  your  eyes ; 

Point  out  the  fureft  men  to  rife  : 

That  club  of  candidates  in  black. 

The  leaft  deferving  of  the  pack, 

Afpiring,  fadlious,  fierce,  and  loud. 

With  grace  and  learning  unendow'd. 

Can  turn  their  hands  to  every  job. 

The  fitteft  tools  to  work  for  Bob  ; 

Will  fooner  coin  a  thoufand  lies, 

Than  fufFej  men  of  parts  to  rife  ; 

They  crowd  about  preferment's  gate,       • 

And  prefs  you  down  with  all  their  weight. 

For  as,  of  old,  mathematicians 

Were  by  the  vulgar  thought  magicians ; 

So  academic  dull  ale-drinkers 

Pronounce  all  men  oi  vj'ii  free-thinkers. 
Wit,  as  the  chief  of  virtue's  friends, 

Difdains  to  ferve  ignoble  ends. 

Obferve  what  loads  of  ftupid  rhymes 

Opprefs  us  in  corrupted  times : 
What  pamphlets  in  a  court's  defence 

Show  reafon,  grammar,  truth,  or  fenfe? 

For  though  the  Mufe  delights  in  fidlion. 

She  ne'er  infpires  againft  convidlion- 

Then  keep  your  virtue  ftill  unmixt, 

And  let  not  facflion  come  betwixt : 

By  party-fteps  no  grandeur  climb  at. 

Though  it  would  make  you  England's  prituate  : 

Firft  learn  the  fcience  to  be  dull. 

You  then  may  foon  your  confcience  lull  j. 

If  not,  however  feated  high, 

Your  genius  in  your  face  will  fly. 

When  Jove  wa^  from  his  teeming  head 
Of  Wit's  fair  goddefs  brought  to  bed, 
There  foUow'd  at  his  lying-in 
For  after-birth  a  Sooterkin  ; 
Which,  as  the  nurfe  purlu'd  to  kill, 
Attain'd  bf  flight  the  Mufes'  hill. 
There  in  the  foil  began  to  root. 
And  litter'd  at  Parnaffus'  foot- 
From  hence  the  critic  vermin  fprung. 
With  harpy  claws  and  poifonous  tongue. 
Who  fatten  on  poetic  fcraps. 
Too  cunning  to  be  caught  in  trap|;> 
Dame  Nature,  as  the  learned  fliovv. 
Provides  each  animal  its  foe  : 
Hounds  hunt  the  hair  ;  thf  wily  fox 
Devours  your  geefe,  the  wolf  your  flocks. 
Thus  envy  pleads  a  natural  claim 
To  perfecute  the  Mufes'  f  r^me  ; 
On  poets  in  all  times  abufiive, 
From  Homer  down  t9  Pope  inclufive. 

Yet  what  avails  it  to  complain  ? 
You  try  to  take  revenge  in  vain. 
A  rat  your  utmcft  rage  defies. 
That  f?fe  behind  the  wainfcot  lies. 
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€l|y,  did  you  ever  know  by  fight 
In  cheefe  an  individval  mite  ? 
Show  me  the  fame  numeric  flea, 
That  bit  your  neck  but  yefterday  : 
You  then  may  boldly  go  in  queft 
To  find  the  Grub-ftreet  poet's  neft  ; 
What  fpunging-houfe,  in  dread  of  jail. 
Receives  them,  while  they  wait  for  bail ; 
What  alley  they  are  neftled  in, 
To  flourilh  o'er  a  cup  of  gin  ; 
Find  the  laft  garret  where  they  lay, 
Or  cellar  where  they  flarve  to-day. 
Suppofe  you  had  them  all  trepann'd, 
With  each  a  libel  in  his  hand, 
What  punifhment  would  you  inflidV  ? 
Or  call  them  rogues,  or  get  them  kickt  ? 
Thefe  they  have  often  try'd  before  ; 
You  but  oblige  them  fo  much  more : 
Themfelves  would  be  the  firft  to  tell, 
To  make  their  trafh  the  better  fell. 

You  have  been  libell'd — Let  us  know, 
What  fool  officious  told  you  fo  ? 
Will  you  regard  the  hawker^s  cries, 
Who  iri  his  titles  always  lies  ? 
Whate'er  the  noify  fcoundrel  fays. 
It  might  be  fomething  in  your  praife  : 
And  praife  beftow'd  on  Grub-flreet  rhymes 
Would  vex  one  more  a  thoufand  times. 
Till  critics  blame,  and  judges  praife, 
The  poet  cannot  claim  his  bays. 
On  me  whai  dunces  are  fatiric, 
I  take  it  for  a  panegyric. 
Hated  by  fools,  fund  fools  to  hate^ 
Be  that  my  fnotto,  and  my  fate. 

DIRECTIONS  FOR  MAKING  A  BIRTH- 
DAY  SONG.     1729, 

To  form  a  juft  and  finifli'd  piece. 
Take  twenty  gods  of  Rome  or  Greece, 
Whofe  godlliips  are  in  chief  requeft. 
And  fit  your  prefent  fubjedt  belt : 
And,  Ihould  it  be  your  hero's  cafe, 
To  have  both  male  and  female  race. 
Your  bufinefs  muft  be  to  provide 
A  fcore  of  gnddelfes  belidc. 

Some  call  their  monarchs,  fons  of  Saturn. 
For  which  they  bring  a  modern  pattern  ; 
Becaufe  they  might  have  heard  of  one, 
Who  often  long'd  to  eat  his  fon  : 
But  this,  I  think,  will  not  go  down. 
For  here  the  father  kept  his  crown. 

Why,  then,  appoint  him  fon  of  Jove, 
Who  met  his  mother  in  a  grove  : 
To  this  we  freely  fliall  confent, 
Well  knowing  what  the  poets  meant ; 
And  in  their  fenfe,  'twixt  me  and  you, 
It  may  be  literally  true. 

Next,  as  the  laws  of  verfe  require. 
He  muft  be  greater  than  his  fire  ; 
For  Jove,  as  every  fchool-hoy  knows. 
Was  able  Saturn  to  depofe  : 
And  fure  no  Chrjftian  poet  breathing 
Would  be  more  fcrupulous  than  a  heathen  ! 
Or,  if  to  blafphemy  it  tends. 
That's  but  a  trifle  among  friends. 

Your  Hero  now  another  Mars  is, 
ajakes  mighty  armies  turn  their  a-»s. 


Behold  his  glittering  falchion  mow 

Whole  fquadrons  at  a  fingle  blow  ; 

While  viiflory,  with  wings  outfpread, 

Flies,  like  an  eagle,  o'er  his  head  ; 

His  milk-white  (teed  upon  its  haunches, 

Or  pawing  into  dead  men's  paunches  : 

As  Overton  has  drawn  his  fire, 

Still  feen  o'er  many  an  ale-houfe  fire. 

Then  from  hi-s  arms  hoarfe  thunder  roll?. 

As  loud  as  fifty  muftard-bovvls  ; 

For  thunder  (till  his  arm  fiipplies. 

And  lightning  always  in  his  eyes: 

They  both  are  cheap  enough  in  confcience, 

And  ferve  to  echo  rattling  nonfenfe. 

The  rumbling  words  march  fierce  along. 

Made  trebly  dreadful  in  your  fong. 

Sweet  poet,  hir'd  for  birth-day  rhymes, 
To  fing  of  wars,  choofe  peaceful  times. 
What  though,  for  fifteen  years  and  more, 
Janus  had  lock'd  his  temple-door  ; 
Though  not  a  coffee-houfc  we  read  in 
Hath  mention'd  arms  on  this  fide  Sweden  ; 
Nor  London  Journals,  nor  the  Poftmen, 
Though  fond  of  warlike  lies  as  moft  men  ; 
Thou  Itill  with  battles  ftuff  thy  head  full : 
For,  muft  thy  hero  not  be  dreadful  ? 

Difmiffing  Mars,  it  next  muft  follow 
Your  conqueror  is  become  Apollo  : 
That  he's  Apolio  is  as  plain  as 
That  Robin  Walpole  is  MJEcenas; 
But  that  he  ftruts,  and  that  he  fquints, 
You'd  know  him  by  Apollo's  prints, 
Oid  Phoebus  is  but  half  as  bright, 
Fsr  yours  can  fhine  both  day  and  night. 
The  firft,  perhaps,  may  once  an  age 
In.'^ire  you  with  poetic  rage  ; 
Your  Phoebus  Royal,  every  day. 
Not  only  can  infpire,  but  pay. 

Then  make  this  new  Apollo  l?t 
Sole  patron,  judge,  and  god  of  wit. 
"  How  from  his  altitude  he  ftoops 
"  To  raifc  up  virtue  when  flje  droops  ; 
"  On  learning  how  his  bounty  flows, 
'*  And  with  what  juftice  he  beftows; 
"  Fair  Ifis,  and  ye  banks  of  Cam  ^ 
"  Be  witnefs  if  I  tell  a  flam. 
"  What  prodigies  in  arts  we  djrain, 
"  From  both  your  fireams,  in  George's  reJgiS; 
"  As  from  the  flowery  bed  of  Nile'" — 
But  here's  enough  to  Ihow  your  ftyle. 
Broad  innuendos,  fuch  as  this,. 
If  well  applied,  can  hardly  mifs: 
For,  when  yoii  bring  your  fong  in  print, 
He'll  get  it  read,  and  take  the  hint, 
(It  muft  be  read  before  'tis  warbled. 
The  paper  gilt,  and  cover  marbled) 
And  will  be  fo  much  more  your  debtor, 
Becaufe  he  never  knew  a  letter,    ' 
And,  as  he  hears  his  wit  and  fenfe 
(To  which  he  never  made  pretence) 
Set  out  in  hyperbolic  flrain?, 
A  guinea  fliall  reward  your  pai-ns: 
For  patrons  never  pay  fo  well. 
As  M-hen  they  fcarce  have  lenrn'd  to  fpelL 

Next  call  him  Neptune  :  with  his  tridenv 
He  rules  the  fea  ;  you  fee  him  ride  in't  : 
And,  if  provuk'd,  he  ibundly  tirks  his 
ft.ebelliom  v.-aves  with  Tod.-,  like  Xerxe". 
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He  would  Have  felz'd  the  Spanifh  plate, 
Had  not  the  fleet  gone  out  too  late  ; 
And  in  their  very  ports  beGege  tkem, 
iiu  that  he  would  not  difoblige  them  ; 
And  make  the  ralcals  pay  hira  dearly 
For  thofe  affronts  they  give  him  yearly. 
'Tis  not  deny'd,  that,  when  we  writ?, 
Our  ink  is  black,  our  paper  white ; 
And,  when  we  fcrawl  our  paper  o'er. 
We  blacken  what  was  white  before  ; 
I  think  this  pradlice  only  fit 
For  dealers  in  fatiric  wit. 
Eut  you  Ibme  white-lead  ink  muft  get. 
And  write  on  paper  black  as  jet ; 
Your  intereft  lies  to  learn  the  knack. 
Of  wliitening  what  before  was  black. 
Thus  your  encominin,  to  be  ftrong, 
Muft  be  applied  direcflly  wrong, 
A  tyrant  for  his  mercy  praife. 
And  crown  a  royal  dunce  with  bays : 
A  Iquinting  monkey  load  with  chaims, 
And  paint  a  coward  fierce  in  arms. 
Is  he  to  avarice  inclin'd  ? 
listol  him  for  his  generous  mind  : 
And,  when  we  ftarve  for  want  of  corn. 
Come  out  ivith  Amalthea's  horn. 
For  all  experience  this  evinces 
The  only  art  of  pleafing  princes : 
For  princes'  love  you  fhould  c',efcant 
On  virtues  which  they  know  they  want. 
One  compliment  I  had  forgot, 
Eut  fongfters  muft  omit  it  not ; 
I  freely  grant  the  thought  is  old  : 
\^'hy,  then,  your  hero  muft  be  told. 
In  him  fuch  virtues  lie  inherent,  ' 
To  qualify  hira  God's  vicegerent ; 
That,  with  no  title  to  inherit, 
He  muft  have  been  a  Idng  by  merit. 
Yet,  be  the  fancy  old  or  new, 
Tis  partly  fa:lfe  and  partly  true  : 
And,  take  it  right,  it  means  no  more 
Than  (George  and  William  claim'd  before. 

Should  furae  obfcure  inferior  fellow, 
like  Julius,  or  the  Youth  of  Pella, 
Wlien  all  your  lift  of  gods  is  out, 
trefume  to  fliow  his  mortalfnout. 
And  as  a  deity  intrude, 
IBecaufe  he  had  the  world  fubdued ; 
Ch,  let  him  not  debafe  your'thoughts^ 
Or  name  hirri  but  to  tell  his  faults. — 

Of  gods  I  only  quote  the  bert. 
But  you  may  hook  in  all  the  reft. 

Now,  birth-day  bard,  with  joy  proceed 
To  praife  yonV  emprefs  and  her  breed.      •'• 
Firft  of  the  fi.-ft,  to  vouch  your  lies, 
Bring  all  the  females  of  the  fkies ; 
The  graces,  ^nd  their  miftrefs  Venus, 
Muft  venture  down  to  entertain  us: 
With  bended  knees  when  they  adore  her. 
What  dowdies  they  appear  before  her  I 
Nor  flial!  we  think  you  talk  at  random, 
For  Venus  might  be  her  great  grandam  : 
Six  thoufand  years  has  liv'd  the  goddefs. 
Your  heroine  hardly  fifty  odd  is. 
Eefides,  your  '"bngfters  oft  have  Ihown 
That  flie  hath  graces  of  her  own  ; 
Three  graces  by  Lucina  brought  her, 
Ju.1  three,  and  every  gra-.e  a  daughter. 


Here  many  a  king  his  heart  zni  crotr* 

Shall  at  their  fnowy  feet  lay  down  ; 

In  royal  robes,  they  come  by  dozens 

To  court  their  Englifli  German  coufins  : 

Befides  a  pair  of  princely  babies. 

That,  five  years  hence,  will  both  WeHebcs. 

hJow  fee  her  fested  in  her  throne 
With  genuine  luftre,  all  her  own  : 
Poor  Cynthia  never  flione  fo  bright, 
Her  fplendour  is  but  borrow'd  light : 
And.  only  with  her  brother  linkt 
Can  fiiine,  without  him  is  extinA. 
But  Carolina  fliines  the  clearer 
With  neither  fpuufe  nor  brothernear  her;. 
And  darts  her  beams  o'er  both  our  ifles. 
Though  George  is  gone  a  thoufand  miles. 
Thus  Berecynthia  takes  her  place. 
Attended  by  her  heavenly  race  ; 
And  fees  a  fon  in  every  god, 
Unaw'dby  Jove's  all-fi^.aking rod. 

Now  iing  his  little  Highnefs  Freddy, 
Who  ftruts  like  any  king  already  : 
W'ith  fo  much  beauty,  fhow  me  any  rnaid 
That  could  refift  this  ch,arming  Ganymede  !, 
Where  majtlty  with  fwcetuefs  vies. 
And,  like  his  father,  early  wife. 
Then  cut  him  out  a  world  of  work. 
To  conquer  Spain,  and  quell  the  Turk  : 
Foretel  his  empire  crown'd  with  bays. 
And  golden  times,  and  halcyon  days'; 
And  fwear  his  line  fhall  rule  the  nation 
For  ever — till  the  conflagration. 
But,  now  it  runs  into  my  mind, 

We  left  a  little  Duke  behind  ; 
A  Cupid  in  his  face  and  iize. 

And  only  wants  to  want  his  eyes. 

Make  fome  provifion  for  the  younker. 

Find  him  a  kingdom  out  to  conquer : 

Prepare  a  fleet  to  waft  him  o'er, 

IVIake  Gulliver  his  commodore  ; 

Into  vvhftfe  pocket  valiant  Willy  put. 

Will  foon  fubdue  the  realm  of  Lilliput. 
A  fkilful  critic  juftly  blames 

Hard,  tough,  crank,  guttural,  harfli,  ftiff  names. 

The  feiife  can  ne'er  be  too  jejune. 

But  fmooth  your  words  to  fit  the  tune. 

Hanover  may  do  well  enough, 

But  George  and  Brunlwick  are  too  rough  ; 

Helfe-Darmiladt  make  a  rugged  found, 

And  Guelp  the  ftrongeft  ear  will  wound. 

In  vain  are  all  attempts  from  Germany 

Toiind  out  proper  words  for  harmony  : 

And  yet  I  rnuft  except  the  Rhine, 

Becaufe  it  cllr.ks  to  Caroline. 

Hail  !   Queen  of  Britain,  Queen  of  rhymes  I 

Be  fung  ten  hundred  thoufand  times  1 

Too  happy  were  the  poets'  crew, 

If  their  own  happincfs  they  knew : 

Three  fyllables  did  never  meet 

So  foft,  fo  Aiding,  and  fo  fweet: 

Nine  other  tuneful  words  like  that 

Would  prove  ev'n  Horner's  numbers  flat. 

Behold  three  beauteous  vowels  ftand, 

With  bridegroom  liquids,  hand  in  hand; 

In  concord  here  for  ever  fixt. 

No  jarring  confonant  betwixt. 
May  Caroline  continue  long. 

For  ever  fair  and  young  l..-iu  $onj» 


What  though  the  royal  carcafe  mnft, 
Squeez'd  in  a  coffin,  turn'd  to  duft? 
Thole  elements  her  name  compote. 
Like  atoms  are  exempt  from  blows. 

Though  Caroline  may  fill  your  gaps. 
Yet  flill  you  muft  confa't  your  maps  i 
Find  rivers  with  harmonious  names, 
Sebrina,  Medway,  and  the  Thames. 
Britannia  long  will  wear  like  Iteel, 
But  Albion's  cliffs  are  out  at  heel ; 
And  patience  can  endure  no  more 
To  hear  the  Belgic  lion  roar. 
Give  up  the  phrale  of  haughty  Gaul, 
But  proud  Iberia  foundly  maul  : 
Jileftore  th'e  Ihtps  by  fhilip  taken. 
And  make  him  crouch  to  fave  his  bacon. 
Naffau,  who  got  the  name  of  Glorious 
Becaufe  he  ncTer  was  vi(fl:orious, 
A  hanger-on  has  always  been  ; 
J"or  old  acquaintance  bring  him  in. 

To  Walpole  you  might  lend  a  line> 
But  much  I  fear  he's  in  decline  ; 
And,  if  you  chance  to  come  too  late. 
When  he  goes  out,  you  fliare  his  fate. 
And  bear  the  new  fucceffor's  frown  ; 
t)r,  whom  yoi^  once  fang  up,  fing  down. 

Rejedl  with  fcom  that  ftupid  notion. 
To  praife  your  hero  for  devotion  ; 
Nor  entertain  a  thought  fo  odd, 
That  princes  fliould  believe  in  God ; 
^at  follow  the  fecureft  rule, 
And  turn  it  all  to  ridicule  : 
'Tis  grown  the  choiceft  wit  at  court, 
And  gives  the  maids  of  honour  fport. 
For,  fince  they  talk'd  with  Dodlor  Clarke, 
They  now  can  venture  in  the  dark  : 
That  found  Divine  the  truth  hath  fpoke  all, 
And  pawn'd  his  word,  hell  is  not  local. 
This  will  not  give  them  half  the  trouble 
Of  bargains  fold,  or  meanings  double. 

S.uppofing  now  your  fong  is  done. 
To  Mynheer  Handel  next  you  run. 
Who  artfully  will  pare  and  prune 
Tour  words  to  fome  Italian  tune  : 
Then  print  it  in  the  largeft  letter. 
With  capitals,  the  more  the  better. 
Prefent  it  boldly  on  your  knee, 
And  take  a  guinea  for  your  fee. 

BOUTS  RIxMbS. 

ON   SIGNORA   DOMITILLA. 

Our  fchool-mafter  may  rave  i'  th'  fit 

Of  claffic  beauty  hac  et  ilia. 
Not  all  his  birch  infpires  fuch  wit 

As  th'  ogling  beams  of  Domitilla. 

Let  nobles  toaft,  in  bright  champain, 
Nymphs  higher  born  than  Domitilla  ; 

I'll  driok  her  health,  again,  again, 
In  Berkeley's  tar,  or  fars-parilla. 

At  Goodman's-Fields  I've  much  admir'd 
The  poltures  ftrange  of  Monfieur  Brilla ; 

But  what  are  they  to  the  foft  Hep, 
The  gliding  air,  of  Domitilla  ? 


POEMS.  rr^ 

Virgil  has  ftiterniz'd  in  Cong 

The  flying  footrteps  of  Camilla  J 
Sure,  as  a  prophet,  he  was  wrong  ; 

He  might  have  dreamt  of  Domitilla. 

Great  Theodofe  condemned  a  town 

For  thinking  ill  of  his  Placilla  ; 
And  deuce  take  London,  if  fome  knight 

O'  th'  city  wed  not  Domitilla  ! 

Wheeler,  Sir  George,  in  travels  wife, 

Gives  us  a  medal  of  PlantiUa  ; 
But,  oh  !  the  emprefs  has  not  eyes, 

Nor  lips,  nor  breaft,  like  Domitilla. 

Nor  all  the  wealth  of  plunder'd  Italy, 
Pil'd  on  the  mules  of  king  At-tila, 

Is  worth  one  glove  (I'll  not  tell  a  bit  a  lie) 
Or  garter,  faatch'd  from  Domitilla. 

Five  years  a  nymph  at  certain  hamlet, 
Y-cleped  Harrow  of  the  Hill,  a- 

— bus'd  much  my  heart,  and  was  a  dam'nd  let 
To  verfe — ^but  now  for  Domitilla. 

Dan  Pope  configns  Belinda's  watch 
To  the  fair  Sylphid  Momentilia, 

And  thus  I  offer  up  my  catch 

To  th'  fnow -white  hands  of  Domitilla. 

HELTER  SKELTER ; 

OR,  THE  HUE  AND  CRY  AFTER  THE  ATTORNlBl, 
UPON  THEIR  RIDING  THE  CIRCUIT. 

Now  the  adlive  young  attornies 

Briflcly  travel  on  their  jouniies. 

Looking  big  as  any  giants, 

On  the  hories  of  their  clients  ; 

Like  fo  many  little  Mars's, 

With  their  tilters  at  their  a — s. 

Brazen-hiked,  lately  burnifli'd ; 

And  with  harnefs-buckles  furniflrd. 

And  with  whips  and  fpurs  fo  neat. 

And  with  jockey-coats  complete. 

And  with  boots  fo  very  greafy. 

And  with  faddles  eke  fo  eafy  ; 

And  with  bridles  fine  and  gay, 

Bridles  borrow'd  lor  a  day  ; 

Bridles  deftin'd  far  to  roam, 

Ah  !  never,  never  to  come  home. 

And  with  hats  fo  very  big  Sir  ; 

And  with  powder'd  caps  and  wigs,  Sir  j 

And  with  ruffles  to  be  fliown, 

Cambrick  ruffles  not  their  own  ; 

And  with  Holland  fhirts  fo  v/hite. 

Shirts  becoming  to  the  fight, 

Shirts  be. wrought  with  different  letteri, 

As  belonging  to  their  betters ; 

With  their  pretty  tinfel'd  boxes. 

Gotten  from  their  dainty  doxies ; 

And  with  rings  fo  very  trim, 

Lately  taken  out  of  lim — 

And  with  very  little  pence. 

And  as  very  little  fenfe  ; 

With  fome  law,  but  little  juftlce. 

Having  itolen  from  my  hoilefs. 

From  the  barber  and  the  cutler. 

Like  the  foldier  from  the  fuller  j 
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From  the  vintner  and  the  taylor,       , 
Like  the  felon  from  the  jailor; 
Into  this  and  t'  other  county. 
Living  on  the  public  bounty ; 
Thorough  town  and  thorough  village. 
All  to  plunder  all  to  pillage  ; 
Thorough  mountains,  thorough  valies> 
Thorough  ftiaking  lanes  and  atteys  ; 
Some  to— kifs  with  farmers'  fpoufes, 
And  make  merry  in  their  houfes; 
Some  to — tumble  country  wenches 
On  their  rufliy-bedj-  and  benches, 
And,  if  they  begin  a  ftay. 
Draw  their  fwords,  and— run  away ; 
All  to  murder  equity. 
And  to  take  a  double  fee ; 
Till  the  people  all  are  quiet, 
And  forget  to  broil  and  riot : 
Low  in  pocket,  cow'd  in  courage. 
Safely  glad  to  fup  their  porridge ;. 
Aid  vacation's  over — then. 
Hey,  for  London  town  agaiiu 

THE  LOGIQANS  REFUTED. 

Logicians  have  but  ill  defin'd, 

As  rational,  the  human-kind. 

•*  Reafon,"  they  fay,  "  belongs  to  maa;" 

But  let  them  prove  it  if  they  can. 

Wife  Ariftotle  and  Smiglefius, 

Bj  ratiocinations  fpecious. 

Have  ftrove  to  prove  with  ^reat  precifion. 

With  definition  and  divifion, 

Homo  ejl  mtione  fraditum  : 

But,  for  my  foul,  I  cannot  credit  'cm, 

And  muft,  in  fpite  of  them  maintain. 

That  man  and  all  hisv^ays  are  vain-; 

And  that  this  boafted  lord  of  nature 

Is  both  a  weak  and  erring  creature  ; 

That  initiucl  is  a  furer  guide 

Than  reafon-boafting  mortals'  pride  ; 

And  that  brute  bcalts  are  iar  before  'cm, 

Dens  ejt  anima  hrutorum. 

Who  ever  knew  an  honeft  brute 

At  law  his  neighlxwr  profecute  ; 

Bring  adlion  for  affault  and  battery. 

Or  friend  beguile  with  lies  and  flattery.? 

O'er  plains  they  ramble  unconfiu'd, 

2so  politics  difturb  their  mind  ; 

They  eat  their  meais,  and  take  their  fport, 

Nor  know  wlio's  in  or  out  at  court. 

They  never  to  the  levee  go, 

To  treat  as  deareft  friend,  a  foe: 

They  never  importune  his  grace. 

Nor  ever  cringe  to  men  in  place  ; 

Nor  undertake  a  dirty  job. 

Nor  draw  the  quill  to  vvrite  for  Bob  : 

Fraught  with  invedlive  they  ne'er  go 

To  folks  at  Pater-nofter-row. 

No  judges,  fddlers,  dancing-mafters,   ' 

No  pick-pockets,  or  poetafters. 

Are  known,  to  honeft  quadrupeds  : 

No  fingle  brute  his  fellows  leads. 

Brutes  never  meet  in  bloody  fray, 

Nor  cut  each  other's  throats  for  pay. 

Of  hearts,  it  is  confefs'd,  the  ape 

CosQcs  iieared  usiu  human Oiape; 


Like  man,  he  imitates  each  faflilon'. 
And  malice  is  his  ruling  paffion  : 
But,  both  in  malice  and  grimaces, 
A  courtier  any  ape  furpalfes  : 
Behold  him  humbly  cringing  wait 
Upon  the  minifter  of  ftate; 
View  him  foon  after  to  inferiors 
Aping  the  condudl  of  fuperiors  : 
He  promifes  with  equal  air. 
And  to  perform  takes  equal  care. 
He  in  his  turn  finds  imitators  : 
At  court,  the  porters,  lacquey's  waiter.% 
Their  mafters'  manners  ftill  contradl ; 
And  footmen  lords  and  dukes  can  adl. 
Thus,  at  the  court,  both  great  and  fmall 
Behave  alike  ;  for  all  ape  all. 

THE  PUPPET-SHOW. 

The  life  of  man  to  reprefent, 

And  turn  it  all  to  ridicule, 
Wit  did  a  puppet -Jljoiv  invent, 

Where  the  chief  adtor  is  a  fool. 

The  gods  of  old  were  logs  of  wood. 
And  worfhip  was  to  puppets  paid  ; ' 

In  antic  drefs  the  idol  flood, 

And  priell  and  people  bow'd  the  head. 

No  wonder  then,  if  art  began 

The  limple  votaries  to  frame, 
To  fhape  in  timber  foolifli  man, 

And  confecrate  the  block  to  fame. 

From  hence  poetic  fancy  learn'd 

That  trees  might  rife  from  human  form's, 

The  body  to  a  trunk  be  turn'd, 
And  branches  iflue  from  the  arms. 

Thus  Daedalus  and  Ovid  too. 

That  man's  a  blockhead,  have  confeft  ; 
Powel  and  Stretch  *  the  hint  purfue  ; 

Life  is  a  farce,  the  world  a  jeft. 

The  fame  great  truth  South-Sea  hath  prov'd 
On  that  fam'd  theatre,  the  alley  ; 

Where  thoufands,  by  diredlors  mov'd, 
Are  now  fad  monuments  of  folly. 

What  Momus  was  of  old  to  Jove, 

The  fame  a  Harlequin  is  now  ; 
The  former  was  buffoon  above. 

The  latter  is  a  Punch  below. 

This  fleeting  fcene  is  but  a  ftage, 

Where  various  images  appear; 
In  different  parts  of  youth  and  age 

Alike  the  prince  and  peafant  Ihare. 

Some  draw  our  eyes  by  being  great, 

Falfe  pomp  conceals  mere  wood  within ; 

And  legiflatorsrang'd  inflate 
Are  oft'  but  wifdom  in  machine. 

A  flock  may  chance  to  wear  a  crown, 
And  timber  as  a  lord  take  place  ; 

A  ftatue  may  put  on  a  frown. 

And  cheat  us  with  a  thinking  face. 


*  7'wo  famout  puppet-Jljow  men. 
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Otliers  are  blindly  lefl  away, 

And  made  to  adl  for  ends  unknown  ; 
By  the  mere  fpring  of  wires  they  play, 

And  fpeak  in  language  not  their  own. 

Too  oft',  alas  !  a  fcolding  wife 

Ufurps  a  jolly  fellow's  throne  ; 
And  many  drink  the  c«p  of  life, 

Mix'd  and  embitter'd  by  a  Joan. 

In  fhort,  whatever  men  purfue, 

Of  pleafure,  folly,  war,  or  love  ; 
This  mimic  race  brings  all  to  view  : 

Alike  they  drefs,  they  talk,  they  move. 
Go  on,  great  Stretch,  with  artful  hand, 

Mortals  to  pleafe  and  to  deride  ; 
And,  when  death  breaks  thy  vital  band, 

Thou  flialt  put  on  a  p/tppefs  pride. 

Thou  Ihalt  in  puny  wood  be  Ihown, 

Thy  image  (hall  prei'erve  thy  fame  ; 
Ages  to  come  thy  Worth  (hall  own. 

Point  at  thy  limb?,  and  tell  thy  name. 

Tell  Tom,  he  draws  a  farce  in  vain, 

Before  he  Iqoks  in  nature's  glafs ; 
Puns  cannot  form  awitty  fce^e. 

Nor  pedantry  for  humour  pafj. 
To  make  men  a(5l  asfenfelefs  wood, 

And  chatter  in  a  myftic  (Irain, 
Is  a  mere  force  on  flefli  and  blood, 

And  fliows  fome  error  in  the  brain. 
He  that  would  thus  refine  on  thee, 

And  turn  thy  (tage  into  a  fchool. 
The  je(t  of  Punch  will  ever  be. 

And  (tand  confeft  the  greater  fool. 

THE  GRAND  QUESTION  DEBATED  : 

Whether  Hamilton's  Baivnfianld  be  turned  into 
a  Barrack  or  a  Malt-Hotife.     1729. 

Thus  fpoke  to  my  lady  the  knight  *  full  of  care  : 
"  Let  me  have  your  advice  in  a  weighty  affair. 
"  This  Hamilton's  bawn  f,  vvhilft  it  (ticks  on  my 

"  hand, 
*'  I  lofe  by  the  houfe  what  I  get  by  the  land  ; 
"  But  how  to  difpofe  of  it  to  the  beft  bidder, 
"  For  a  barrack  \  or  malt-hoiife,  we  now  mufl: 

"  confider. 
"  Fir(t,  let  me  luppofe  I  make  it  a  malt-hovfe, 
"  Here  I  have  computed  the  profit  will  fall  t'  us  ; 
"  There's  nine  hundred   pounds  for  labour  and 

"  grain, 
"  lincreaieittotwelve,  fo  three  hundred  remain; 
"  A  hatidfome  addition  for  wine  and  good  cheer, 
"  Three  difhes  a  day,  and  three  hogflieads  a  year  : 
"  With  a  dozen  large  veffels  my  vault  (liall  be 

"  (tor'd; 
"  No  little  fcrub  joint  fiiall  come  on  my  board  ; 
"  And  you  and  the  Dean  no  more  fliall  combine 
*'  To  ftint  me  at  night  to  one  bottle  of  wine  ; 

*  Sir  Arthur  Achefon,  at  nvhofe  feat  this  ivas 
loritteii. 

f  A  large  old  hojife,  t-wo  miles  from  Sir  Ar- 
thur s  feat. 

X  The  army  in  Ireland  is  lodged  inflrong  build- 
ings, 01-er  the  ivhole  kingdom,  called  barracks. 


'  Nor  (hall  I,  For  his  humour,  permityou  to  pur- 

"  loin 
'  A  (tone  and  a  quarter  of  beef  from  my  furloin. 
'  If  I  make  it  a  barrack,  the  crown  is  my  tenant ; 
'  My  dear,  I  have  ponder'd  again  and  again  on't: 
'  in  poundage  and  drawbacks  I  lofe  half  my  rent ; 
'  Whatever  they  give  me,  I  rau(t  be  content, 
'  Or  join  with  the  court  in  every  debate  ; 
'  And  rather  than  that,  1  would  lofe  my  eftate." 

Thus  (:nded  the  knight :  thus  began  his  7neek 
'  It  mu/i,  and  itjhall  be  a  barrack,  my  life,  [wife  I 
'  I'm  grown  a  mere  mopus  ;  no  company  comes, 
'  But  a  rabble  of  tenants,  and  rulty  dull  *  rums. 
"  With  parfOns  what  lady  can  keep  herfelf  clean  J 
"  I'm  all  over  daub'd  when  I  fit  by  the  Dean. 
"  But  if  you  vVill  give  us  a  barrack,  my  dear, 
"  The  captain,  I'm  fure,  will  always  come  here  ; 
"  I  then  (liall  not  value  his  Deanfliip  a  itraw, 
"  For  the  captain,  1  wairant,  will  keep  him  ia 

"  aWe; 
"  Or,  (hould  he  pretend  to  be  bri(k  and  alert, 
"  Will  tell  him  tljat  chaplains  (houlJ  not  be  fo 

"  pert ; 
"  That  men  of  his  coat  fliould  be  mindihg  their 

"  prayers, 
"  And  not  among  ladies  to  give  themfelves  airs." 

Thus  argued  my  lady,  but  argued  in  vain  ; 
The  knight  his  opinion  refolv'd  to  maintain. 

But  Hahnah  \,  who  liften'd  to  all  that  was  part. 
And  could  not  endure  fo  vulgar  a  tafte. 
As  foon  as  her  ladyfliip  call'd  to  be  dreft, 
Cry'd,  '*  Madam,  why  furely  my  mafter's  polTeft. 
"  Sir  Arthur  the  maltfter  1  how  fine  it  will  found! 
"  I'd  rather  the  bawn  were  funk  under  ground. 
"  But  madam,  I  guefs'd  there  would  never  come 

"  good, 
"  When   I  faw  him  fo  often  with  f  Darby  and 

"  Wood. 
"  And  now  my  dream's  out ;  for  J  was  a-dream'd 
"  That  I  faw  a  huge  rat — O  dear,  how  I  fcream'd ! 
"  And  after,  methought,  I  had  loft  my  new  flioes  ; 
«'  And  Molly,    flie  faid,    I  fliould  hear  fome  ill 

"  news. 
"  Dear  madam,  had  you  but  the  fpirit  to  teafe, 
"  You  might  have  a  barrack  whenever  you  pleafe: 
"  And,  madam,  I  always  believ'd  you  fo  ftout, 
"  That  for  twenty  denials  you  would  not  give  out. 
"  If  I  had  a  huiband  like  him,  Ipurteft, 
"  Till  he   gave  me  my  will,  I  would  give  him 

"  no  re(t ; 
"  And  rather  than  come  in  the  fame  pair  of  flieets 
"  With  fuch  a  crofs  man,  I  would  lie  in  the  ftreets: 
"  But,  madam,  1  beg  you  contrive  and  invent, 
"  And  worry  him  oat,  till  he  gives  his  confent. 
"  Dear  madam,  whene'er  of  a  barrack  I  think, 
"  An  I  were  to  be  hang'd,  I  can't  (leep  a  wink : 
"  For  if  a  new  crotchet  comes  into  my  brain, 
"  I  can't  get  it  out,  though  I'd  never  lo  fain. 
"  I  fancy  already  a  barrack  contriv'd 
"  At  Hamilton's  bawn,  and  the  troop  is  arriv'd  ; 


*  A  cant  word  in  Ireland  for  a  poor  clergy- 
man. 

f  My  lady^s  'waiting--voinan. 
\  Tiijo  of  Sir  Arthur's  maiuigers. 
H  jiij 


t'.*  THE   WORR 

'  Of  this  to  be  furf  Sir  Arthur  has  ivarnin?, 
'fAnd    waits   on  the  captain  betimes  tne  next 

"  morning. 
•  Ndtv  fee,  when  they  meet,  how  their  honours 

"  behave : 
'  Noble  captain,  y^our  fervant"— "  Sir  Arthur, 

"  your  (lave ; 
'  Youhonour  me  much"— "  The  honourismihe." 
'  'Tas  a  fad  rainy  nighfi- "  But  the  morning 

"  is  fine." 
'  Pray  how  does  my  lady  ?" — "  My  wife's  at 

"  your  fervice."— • 
'  I  think  I  have  feen  her  picflure  by  Jervas." — 
Good  morrow,  good  captain.     I'll  wait  on  you 

*'  down."-— 
You  flian't  ftir  a  foot." — "  Y«u'll  think  me  a 

"  clown : 
For  all  the  world,  captain^-"  '•  Kot  half  an 

"  inch  farther."— 
You  tnuft  be  obey'd  !" — "  Your  fervant,  Sir 

"  Arthur  ! 
My  humble  refpei^s  to  my  ladytinknown."— 
I  liope  you  will  ufe  my  houfe  as  your  own.'' 
*'  Go  bring  me  my  fmock,  and  leave  off  your 

"  prate, 
Thou  haft  certainly  gotten  a  cup  in  thy  pate." 
"  Pray,  madam,  be  quiet ;  what  was  it  I  faid  ? 
You  had  liketohave  put  it  quite  out  of  aiyhea^. 
Next  day,  to  be  fure,  the  captain  will  come, 
At  the  head  of  his  troops,   with  trumpet  arid 
"  drum. 
'  Now,  madam,  obferve  how  he  marches  in  ftate : 
'  The  man  with  the  kettle-drum  enters  the  gate  : 

Dub,  dnb,  adub,  dub.  The  trumpeters  fellow, 
'  Tantara,  tantara  }  while  all  the  boys  hollow. 
See  now  comes   the  captain  all  daub'd  with 
"  gold  lace : 

■  O  la  !  the  fweet  gentleman  !  look  in  his  face  ; 
And  fee  how  he  rides  like  a  lord  of  the  land. 
With  the  fine  flaming  fword  that  he  holds  in 

"  his  hand ; 
'  And  his  borfe,  the  dear  creter,  it  prances  and 

"  rears; 
'  With  ribbons  in  knots  at  its  tail  and  its  ears  : 
At  laft  comes  the  troop, by  the  word  of  command, 
Drawn  up  in  the  court ;  when  the  captain  cries, 

"    STAND  ! 

'  Your  ladylhip  lifts  up  the  fafh  to  be  feen 

■  (For  fure  i  had  diieri'd  you  out  like  a  queen). 

■  The  captain,  to  fliow  he  is  proud  of  the  favour. 
Looks  up  to  your  window,  and  cocks  up  his 

,         beaver 

(His  beaver  is  cock'd;  pray,  madam,  mark  that, 
For  a  captain  of  horfe  never  takes  off  his  hat, 
'  Becaufe  he  has  never  a  hand  that  is  idle  ; 
For  the  right  holds  the  fword,  and  the  left 

"  holds  the  bridle). 
Then  flouriflies  thrice  his  fword  in  the  air. 
As  a  compliment  due  to  a  lady  fo  fair; 
(How  I  tremble  to  think  of  the  blood  it  hath 

"fpilt!)  [the  hilt. 

Then   he    lowers  down  the  pointj    &nd  kilfes 
Your  ladylhip  fmiies,  and  tlius  you  begin  : 
Pray ,  captain,  be  pleas'd  to  alight  sliid  walk  in." 
The  captain  falutes  you  with  congee  profound, 
And   your   ladylhip  curtfics  half  way  to  the 

"  ground. 


or   SWIFT. 

"  Kit,  run  to  your  maftcr,  and  bid  him  come 

"  to  us ; 
I'm  fure  he'll  be  proud  of  the  honour  you  do  us. 
And,  captain,  you'll  do  us  the  favour  to  ftay. 
And  take  a  fliort  dinner  here  with  us  to-day  : 
You're  heartily  welcome ;  but  as  for  good  cheefj 
You  come  in  the  very  worft  time  of  the  year  : 
If  I  had  eSpeiSled  fo  worthy  a  gueft — " 
"  Lord,  madam  !  your  ladyftiip  fure  is  in  jeft  : 
You  banter  me,  madam;    the  kingdom  muft 

''  grant — " 
You  officers,  captain,  are  fo  complaifant !" 
"  Hill,  huffy,  I  think  I  hear  fomebody  coming." 
No,  madam  ;  'tis  only  Sir  Arthur  a-humming. 
To  fhorten  my  tale  (for  I  hate  a  long  ftory). 
The  captain  at  dinner  appears  in  his  glory ; 
The  dean  and  the  *  dodlor  have  humbled  their 

"  pride, 
For  the  captain's  entreated  to  fit  by  your  fide ; 
And,  becaufe  he's  their  betters,  you  carve  for 

*'  himfirft  ; 
The  parfons  for  envy  are  ready  to  burft. 
The  fervants  amaz'd  are  fcarce  ever  able 
To  keep  off  their  eyes,  as  they  wait   at  the 

"  table , 
And  Molly  and  I  have  thruft  in  our  nofe 
To  peep  at  the  captain  in  all  his  fine  clones. 
Dear  madam,  be  fure  he's  a  fine-fpoken  man, 
Do  but  here  on  the  clergy  how  glib  his  tongue 

"  rah ; 
And,  madam,  fays  he,  if  fuch  dinnejrs  you  give. 
You'll  ne'er  want  for  parfons  as  long  as  you 

"  live. 
I  ne'er  knew  a  parfon  vi^ithout  a  good  nofe  ; 
But  the  devil's  as  welcome  wherever  he  goes  :» 
G — d — n  me  !  they  bid  us  reform  and  repent, 
But,  z — ds!  by  their  looks  they  never  keep  Lent. 
Miller   Curate,  for  all  your  grave  lookSj  I'm 

"  afraid 
You  caft  a  fheep's  eye  on  her  ladyfln'p's  maid  : 
I  wifli  fhewould  lend  you  her  pretty  white  hand 
In  mending  your  caflbck,  and  fmoothing  your 

"  band 
(For  the  Dean  was  fo  fliabby,  and  look'd  like 

"  a  ninny. 
That  the  captain  fuppos'd  he  was  curate  t» 

"  Jinny)- 
Whenever  you  fee  a  caffbck  and  gown, 
A  hundred  to  one  but  it  covers  a  clown. 
Obferve  how  a  parfon  comes  into  a  room  ; 
G—  d — n  nxc  !  he  hobbles  as  bad  as  my  groom; 
Afcholard,  when  jull  from  his  college  bfok& 

"  loofe. 
Can  hardly  tell  how  to  cry  ho  to  a  goofe  ; 
Your  f  Novedx,  and  Blutnrcks,    and  OmurSy 

"  and  fluff, 
By  G — ,  they  dou't  fignify  this  pinch  of  fnuff. 
To  give  a  young  g-entleman  right  education, 
The  army's  the  only  good  fchool  in  the  nation  ; 
My  fchool-mafter  caU'd  me  a  dunce  and  a  fool,  ■ 
But  at  cufts   I  was  always  the  cock  of  the 

"  fchool: 


*  DcfJor  yi'ftny,  a  clergyman  in  the  neigbboar- 
hood. 

t  QvUs,  Plutarcbs,  Homert. 
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"  1  never  could  takfe  to  my  book  for  the  blood 


tit 


o  me, 
"  And  the  puppy  confefs'd  he  expe<^ed  no  good 

"  o'  me. 
•'  He  caught  me  one  motning  coquetting  his  wife  ; 
"  But  he  mauld  me,  I  ne'er  was  fo  maul'd  in 

"  my  life : 
"  So  I  took  to  the  road,  and,  what's  very  odd, 
•'  The  firft  man  I  robb'd  was  a  parfon,  by  G — 
"  Now,  madam,  you'll  think  it  a  ftrange  thing 

"  to  i'ay, 
"  But  the  fight  of  a  book  makes  me  fick  to  this 

"  day." 
"  Never  fince  I  was  born  did  I  hear  fo  much  wit, 
"  And,  madam,  I  laugh'd  till  I  thought  I  fliould 

"  fplit. 
*'  So  then  you  look'd  fcornful,  and  fnift  at  the  Dean, 
■  As  who  Ihould  fay,  Noiuam  I\  Ihhmy  and  lean  ? 
"  But  he  durft  not  fo  much  as  once  opan  his  lips, 
"  And  the  dodlor  was  plaguily  down  in  the  hips. 

Thus  mercilefs  Hannah  ran  on  in  her  talk, 
Till  fhe  heard  the  Dean  call,  "  Will  your  lady- 

"  (hip  walk  ?" 
Herladyfliip  anfwers,  "  I'm  juft  coming  down  :" 
Then,  turning  to  Hannah,  and  forcing  a  frown. 
Although  it  was  plain  in  her  heart  flie  was  glad, 
Cry'd,  "  Huffy,  why  fure  the  nvench  is  gone  mad  ! 
"  How  could  thefe  chimeras  get  into  your  brains?— 
*'  Come  hither,  and  take  this  old  gown  for  your 

"  pains, 
*'  But   the  Dean,  if  this  fecret  fliould  come  to 

"  his  ears, 
"  Will  never  have  done  with  his  gibes  and  his 

"  jeers: 
"  "For  your   life,   not   a  word  of  the  matter,  I 

"  charge  ye  : 
"  Give  me  but  a  barrack,  a  fig  for  the  Clergy.'" 


TO  DEAN  SWIFT. 

BY    SIR    ARTHUR    ACHESOU. 

Good  caufe  have  I  to  fing  and  vapour. 

For  I  am  landlord  to  the  Drapier  : 

He  that  of  every  ear's  the  charmer, 

Now  condefcends  to  be  my  farmer. 

And  grace  my  villa  with  his  ftrains. 

X.ives  fuch  a  bard  on  Britifli  plains  ? 

No  ;  not  in  all  the  Britifh  court ; 

For  none  but  witlings  there  refort, 

Whofe  names  and  works  (though  dead)  are  made 

Immortal  by  the  Dunciad  ; 

And,  fure  as  monument  of  brafi. 

Their  fame  to  future  times  fliall  pafs. 

How,  with  a  weakly  warbling  tongue, 

Of  brazen  knight  they  vainly  fung  : 

A  fubje(ii  for  their  genius  fit ; 

He  dares  defy  both  fenfe  and  wit. 

What  dares  he  not  ?  He  can,  we  know  it, 

A  laureat  make  that  is  no  poetj 

A  judge,  without  the  leaft  pretence 

To  common  Iav7,  or  common  fenfe  ; 

A  bifliop  that  is  no  divine  ; 

And  coxcombs  in  red  ribbons  ihine : 


f  Nick'Tiatnesfor  my  lady. 


Nay,  he  can  make,  what'«  greatef  far, 
A  middle  ftate  'tv.'ixt  peace  aiid  war  ; 
And  fay,  there  (hall,  for  years  together, 
Be  peace  and  war,  and  both,  and  neither, 
Happy,  O  Market-hill !  at  lead. 
That  court  and  courtiers  have  no  tafte  : 
You  never  elfe  had  known  the  Dean, 
But,  as  of  old,  obfcurely  lain  ; 
All  things  gone  on  the  fame  dull  track. 
And  Drapier's-hill  •  been  lUU  Drumlack; 
But  now  your  name  with  Penfhurft  vies. 
And  wing'd  with  fame  fliall  reach  the  fl^ies* 

DRAPIER'S-HILL. 

We  give  the  world  to  underftand, 
Our  thriving  Dean  has  purchas'd  land  ; 
A  purchafe  which  will  bring  Jiim  clear 
Above  his  rent  four  pounds  a  year  ; 
Provided,  to  improve  the  ground, 
He  will  but  add  two  hundred  pound  j 
And,  from  his  endlefs  hoarded  ftore, 
To  buiJd  a  houfe,  five  hundred  more. 
Sir  Arthur  too  fliall  have  his  will, 
And  call  the  manfion  Drapier's-hill : 
That,  when  a  nation,  long  enflav'd, 
Forgets  by  whom  it  once  was  fav'd  ; 
When  none  the  Drapier's  praife  fliall  fing ; 
His  figns  aloft  no  longer  fwing  ; 
His  medals  and  his  prints  forgotten  ; 
And  all  his  f  handkerchiefs  are  ratten  ; 
His  famous  letters  made  wafte-paper  ; 
This  hill  may  keep  the  name  of  Drapier  ; 
In  fpight  of  envy,  flourilli  ftill, 
And  Drapier's  vie  with  Cooper's  hill- 

THE  DEAN'S  REASONS 

FOR,  NOT  BiriLDINC  AT  DRAPISR'S-HIL];. 

I  WILL  not  build  on  yonder  mount : 

And,  fliould  you  call  me  to  account, 

Confulting  with  myfelf,  I  find 

It  was  no  levity  of  mind. 

Whate'er  I  promis'd  or  intended, 

No  fault  of  mine,  the  fcheme  is  ended ; 

Nor  can  you  tax  me  as  unftieady, 

I  have  a  hundred  caufes  ready  ; 

Ail  rifen  fince  that  flattering  time, 

When  Drapier's-hill  appear'd  in  rhyme. 

I  am,  as  now  too  late  I  find. 
The  greatefl  cully  of  mankind  : 
The  loweft  boy  in  Martin's  fchool 
May  turn  and  wind  me  like  a  fool.-. 
How  aould  I  form  fo  wild  a  vifion. 
To  feek,  in  deferts,  Fields  Elyfian  ? 
To  live  in  fear,  fufpicion,  variance, 
With  thieves,  fanatics,  and  barbarians  ? 

*  The  Dean  gave  this  name  to  a  fartn  called 
Drumlack,  "jjhich  he  rented  of  Sir  Arthur  Ache- 
fon,  vjbofe  feat  lay  betweeji  that  and  Market- 
hill  ;  and  ititended  to  build  an  houfe  upon  it,  but 
afterinards  cha?iged  his  mind. 

f  Medals  nvere  cafl,  ma?ry  figns  hung  up,  and 
handkerchiefs  made  <with  devices,  in  honour  of 
the  Dean,  under  the  name  of  M.  B.  Drapier. 


But  here  my  Lady  will  objecfl : 
Your  Deanlhip  ought  to  recoUecfl, 
That,  near  the  Knight  of  Gosford  plac'd. 
Whom  you  allow  a  man  of  tafte, 
y<n<r  intervals  of  time  to  fpend 
With  fa  converfable  a  friend. 
It  would  not  fignify  a  pin 
Whatever  climate  you  were  in. 
'Tis  true,  but  what  advantage  comes 
To  me  from  all  a  ufurer's  plumbs ; 
Though  I  fliould  fee  him  twice  a  day, 
And  am  his  neighbour  crofs  the  way  ; 
Kail  my  rhetoric  muft  fail 
Toftrike  him  for  a  pot  of  ale  ? 

Thus,  when  the  learned  and  the  wife 
Conceal  their  talents  from  our  eyes. 
And  from  deferving  friends  with-hold 
Their  gifts,  as  mifers  do  their  gold  ; 
Their  knowledge  to  themfelves  confiii'd 
Is  the  fame  avarice  of  mind  ; 
Nor  m^es  their  converfatiun  better. 
Than  if  they  never  knew  a  letter. 
Such  is  the  fate  of  Gosford's  Knight, 
Who  keeps  his  wifdom  out  of  fight ; 
Whc^e  uncommunicative  heart 
Will  fcarce  one  precious  word  impart : 
Still  rapt  in  fpeculations  deep. 
His  outward  fenfes  faft  alleep  ;        ^ 
Who,  while  I  talk,  a  for.g  will  hum. 

Or,  with  his  fingers,  beat  the  drum  ; 

Beyond  the  Ikies  tranfports  his  mind. 

And  leaves  a  lifelefs  corpfe  behind. 

But,  as  for  me,  who  ne'er  could  clamber  high, 

To  underftand  Malebranche  or  Cambray  ; 

Who  fend  my  mind  (as  I  believe)  lefs 

Than  others  do,  on  errands  fleevelefs; 

Can  liften  to  a  tale  humdrum. 

And  with  attention  read  Tom  Thumb  ; 

My  fpirits  with  my  body  progging, 

Both  hand  in  hand  together  jogging  ; 

Sunk  over  head  and  ears  in  matter, 

Nor  can  of  metaphyfics  fmatter; 

Am  more  diverted  with  a  quibble. 

Than  dream  of  worlds  intelligible ; 

And  think  all  notions  too  abftrafted 

Are  like  the  ravings  of  a  crackt  head  ; 

What  intercourfe  of  minds  can  be 

Betwixt  the  knight  fublime  and  me, 

If  when  I  talk,  as  talk  I  muft. 

It  is  but  prating  to  a  buft  ? 

Where  friendftiip  is  by  Fate  defign'd, 

It  forms  an  union  in  the  mipd  : 

But  here  I  differ  from  the  Knight 

In  every  point,  like  black  and  white : 

For  none  can  fay  that  ever  yet 

We  both  in  one  opinion  met ; 

Not  in  philofophy,  or  ale  ; 

In  ftate  affairs,  or  planting  cale  ; 

In  rhetoric,  or  picking  ftravvs  ; 

In  roafting  larks,  or  making  laws ; 

In  public  fchcmes,  or  catching  flies  ; 

In  parliaments,  or  pudding-pies. 

The  neighbours  wonder  why  the  Ktught 
Should  in  a  country  life  delight, 
Who  not  one  pleafure  entertains 
To  cheer  the  foiitary  fcenes  : 
His  guefts  are  few,  his  vifiir.  rare  ; 
Nor  wfes  time,  nor  tijne  will  fpare  ; 
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Nor  rides,  nor  walks,  nor  hunts,  nor  fowlj, 

Nor  plays  at  cards,  or  dice,  or  bowls  ; 

But,  feated  in  an  eafy  chair, 

Defpifes  exercife  and  air. 

His  rural  walks  he  ne'er  adorns : 

Here  poor  Pomona  fits  qb  thorns  ; 

And  there  negledled  Flora  fettles 

Her  bum  upon  a  bed  of  nettles. 

Thofc  thanklefs  and  officious  care? 
I  us'd  to  take  in  friends'  affairs. 
From  which  I  never  could  refrain, 
And  have  been  often  chid  in  vain  ; 
From  thefe  I  am  recover'd  quite. 
At  leaft  in  what  regards  the  knight. 
Preferve  his  health,  his  ftore  increafe  ; 
May  nothing  interrupt  his  peace  '. 
But  now  let  all  his  tenants  round 
Firft  milk  his  cows,  and  after,  pound  ; 
Let  every  cottager  confpire 
To  cut  his  hedges  down  for  fire  : 
The  naughty  boys  about  the  village 
His  crabs  and  floes  may  freely  pillage  : 
He  ftill  may  keep  a  pack  of  knaves 
To  fpoil  his  work,  and  work  by  halves : 
His  meadows  may  be  dug  by  fwine. 
It  fhall  be  no  concern  of  mine. 
For  why  (hould  I  continue  ftill 
To  ferve  a  friend  againft  his  will  ? 

A  PANEGYRIC  ON  THE  DEAN, 

IK  THE  PERSON  QF  A  LADY  IN  THE  NORTH  *- 
1730- 

Resolv'd  my  gratitude  to  fliow, 
Thrice  reverend  Dean,  for  all  I  owe, 
Too  long  I  have  my  thanks  delay'd. 
Your  favours  left  too  long  unpaid  ; 
But  naw,  in  all  our  fex's  name, 
My  artlefs  mufe  fhall  fing  your  fame. 

Indulgent  you  to  female  kind, 
To  all  their  weaker  fides  are  blind  ; 
Nine  more  fuch  champions  as  the  Dean 
Would  foon  reftore  our  ancient  reign. 
How  well,  to  win  the  ladies'  hearts. 
You  celebrate  their  wit  and  parts '. 
How  have  I  felt  my  fpirits  rais'd. 
By  you  fo  oft',  fo  highly  prais'd  ! 
Transform'd  by  your  convincing  tongue 
To  witty,  beautiful,  and  young, 
I  hope  to  quit  that  aukward  fiiame. 
Affected  by  each  vulgar  dame. 
To  modefty  a  weak  pretence  ; 
And  foon  grow  pert  on  men  of  fenfe  ;. 
To  fliow  my  face  with  fcornful  air; 
Let  others  match  it,  if  they  dare. 
Impatient  to  be  out  of  debt, 

Oh,  may  I  never  once  forget 

The  bard  who  humbly  deigns  to  choofe 

Me  for  the  fubjecl  of  his  Mufe  ! 

Behind  my  back,  before  my  nofe. 

He  founds  my  praife  in  verfe  and  profe. 
My  heart  with  emulation  burns 

To  make  you  fuitable  returns  : 

My  gratitude  the  world  ftiall  know; 

And  fee,  the  printer's  boy  below  ; 

*  The  laiy  of  Sir  Arthur  Acbefon, 
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Ye  Kawkers  all,  your  voices  lift ; 
"  A  Panegyric  on  Dean  Swift !" 
And  then,  to  mend  the  matter  (till, 
"  By  Lady  Anne  of  Market-hill." 

I  thus  begin  :  My  grateful  Mufe 
Salutes  the  Dean  in  different  views  ; 
Dean,  butler,  uflier,  jefter,  tutor  ; 
*  Robert  and  Darby's  coadjutor  : 
And,  as  youincommiffion  fit. 
To  rule  the  dairy  next  to  f  Kit. 

In  each  capacity  I  mean 
To  fing  your  praife.     And  firft  as  Dean : 
Envy  muft  own,  you  underftand  your 
Precedence,  and  fupportyour  grandeur; 
Not  of  your  rank  will  bate  an  ace, 
Except  to  give  Dean  Daniel  place. 
In  you  fuch  dignity  appears  ; 
So  fuited  to  your  ftate  and  years ! 
With  ladies  what  a  ftridl  decorum  ! 
With  what  devotion  you  adore  'em  ! 
Treat  me  with  fo  much  complaifance, 
As  fits  a  princefs  in  romance  ! 
By  your  example  and  afliftance, 
^he  fellows  learn  to  know  their  diftance. 
Sir  Arthur,  fince  you  fet  the  pattern, 
No  longer  calls  m.t  fnipe  ^sAJlattern  ; 
Nor  dares  he,  though  he  were  a  duke, 
Offend  me  with  the  leaft  rebuke. 

Proceed  we  to  your  |  preaching  next: 
How  nice  you  fplit  the  hardeft  text ! 
How  your  fuperior  learning  fiiines 
Above  our  neighbouring  dull  divines  ! 
At  Beggars'  Opera  not  fo  full  pit 
Is  feen,  as  when  you  mount  our  pulpit. 

Confider  now  your  converfation : 
Regardful  of  your  age  and  flation. 
You  ne'er  was  known,  by  paffion  ftirr'd, 
To  give  the  leaft  offenfive  word  ; 
But  ftill,  whene'er  you  filence  break, 
Watch  every  fyllable  you  fpeak  : 
Your  ftyle  fo  clear,  and  fo  concife. 
We  never  alk  to  hear  you  twice. 
But  then,  a  parfon^o  genteel, 
So  nicely  clad  from  head  to  heel ; 
So  fine  a  gown,  a  band  fo  clean. 
As  well  become  St.  Patrick's  Dean, 
Such  reverential  awe  exprefs. 
That  cow^-boys  know  you  by  your  drefs  ! 
Then,  if  our  neighbouring  friends  come  here, 
How  prOud  are  we  when  you  appear, 
With  fuch  addrefs  and  graceful  port, 
As  clearly  ftiows  you  bred  at  court ! 

Now  raife  your  fpirits,  Mr.  Dean, 
I  lead  you  to  a  nobler  fcene. 
When  to  the  vault  you  walk  in  ftate, 
Inqiizlity  of  butler's -mate; 
You  next  to  §  Dennis  bear  the  fway  : 
To  you  we  often  truft  the  key  : 
Nor  can  he  judge  with  all  his  art 
So  well,  what  bottle  holds  a  quart ; 

*  The  names  of  tivo  overfeers. 
t  My  /ady's  footman. 

t  The  author  preached  but  once  while  he  was 
there. 

§  The  Butler. 


What  pints  may  beft  for  bottles  pafs, 
Juft  to  give  every  man  his  glafs  ; 
When  proper  to  produce  the  beft. 
And  what  may  ferve  a  common  gueft. 
With  Dennis  you  did  ne'er  com'oine. 
Not  you,  to  fteal  your  mafter's  wine ; 
Except  a  bottle  now  and  then. 
To  welcome  brother  ferving-men: 
But  that  is  with  a  good  defign, 
To  drink  Sir  Arthur's  health  and  mine  ; 
Your  mafter's  honour  to  maintain. 
And  get  the  like  returns  again. 

Your  *  2£/Z»er's  poft  muft  next  be  handled 
How  blefs'd  am  I  by  fuch  a  man  led  ! 
Under  whofe  wife  aad  careful  guardfliip 
I  now  defpife  fatigue  and  hardship : 
Familiar  grown  to  dirt  and  wet. 
Though  daggled  round,  I  fcorn  to  fret : 
From  you  my  chamber-damfels  learn 
My  broken  hofe  to  patch  and  dearn. 

Now  as  a  jefter  I  accoft  you  ; 
Which  never  yet  one  friend  has  loft  you. 
You  judge  fo  nicely  to  a  hair. 
How  far  to  go,  and  when  to  fpare  ; 
By  long  experience  grown  fo  wife. 
Of  every  tafte  to  know  the  fize ; 
There  's  none  fo  ignorant  or  weak 
f  To  take  offence  at  what  you  fpeak. 
Whene'er  you  joke,  'tis  all  a  caie 
Whether  with  Dermot,  or  His  Grace  ; 
With  Teague  O'Murphey,  or  an  earl  j 
A  duchefs,  or  a  kitchen-girl. 
With  fuch  dexterity  you  fit 
Their  feveral  talents  with  your  wit. 
That  Moll  the  charnber-maid  can  fmoktr. 
And  Gahagan  %  take  every  joke. 

I  now  become  your  humble  fuitor 
To  let  you  praife  you  as  my  §  tutor. 
Poor  I,  a  favage  bred  and  born. 
By  you  inftru&ed  every  morn. 
Already  have  improv'd  fo  well. 
That  I  have  almoft  learnt  to  fpell : 
The  neighbours  who  come  here  to  dine^ 
Admire  to  hear  me  fpeak  i&jine. 
How  envioufly  the4adies  look, 
When  they  furprife  me  at  my  book  ! 
And  fure  as  they're  alive  at  night. 
As  foon  as  gone  will  fhow  their  fpight » 
Good  lord  !  what  can  my  lady  mean, 
Converfing  with  that  rufty  Dean  ! 
She  's  grown  fo  nice,  and  fo  penurious. 
With  Socrates  and  Epicurius. 
How  could  flie  fit  the  live-long  day, 
Yet  never  afk  us  once  to  play  ? 

But  I  admire  your  patience  moft  ; 
That  when  I  'm  duller  than  a  poft. 
Nor  can  the  plaineft  word  pronounce, 
You  neither  fume,  nor  fret,  nor  flounce ; 


•  He  fometitnes  ufed  to  walk  ivith  the  lady. 

f  The  neighbouring  ladies  nuere  no  great  ua- 
derflanders  of  raillery. 

\  The  clown  that  cut  down  the  old  thorn  at 
Market-hill. 

§  In  bad  weather  the  author  ufed  to  direS  m^ 
lady  in  her  reading. 
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Are  fo  indulgent,  and  fo  mild, 
As  if  I  were  a  darling  child- 
So  gentle  is  your  whole  proceeding, 
That  I  could  fpend  my  life  in  reading. 
You  merit  new  employments  daily  : 
Our  thatcher,  ditcher,  gardener,  baily. 
And  to  a  genius  fo  extenlive 
No  WArk  is  grievous  or  ofFenfive ; 
Whether  your  fruitful  fancy  lies 
*ro  make  for  pigs  convenient  ftyes ; 
Or  ponder  long  with  anxious  thought 
To  banifli  rats  that  haunt  our  vavilt : 
Nor  have  you  grumbled,  reverend  Dean, 
To  keep  our  poultry  fweet  and  clenn  ; 
To  fweep  the  manfion-houfe  they  dwell  in, 
And  cure  the  rank  unfavory  fmeliing. 
Now  enter  as  the  dairy  hand-maid  ; 
Such  charming  *  butter  never  man  made. 
Let  others  with  fanatic  face 
Talk  of  their  7nilk  for  babes  of  gtace  ; 
From  tubs  their  fnuffling  nonVenfe  utter  : 
Thy  milk  Ihall  make  us  tubs  of  butter. 
""  The  bifliop  with  his^oot  may  burn  it  f . 
3nt  with  his  hand  the  Dean  can  churn  it. 
How  are  the  fervants  overjoy'd 
To  fee  thy  Deanftip  thus  employ'd  ! 
Iiiftead  of  poring  on  a  book. 
Providing  butter  for  the  cook  ! 
Three  morning  hours  you  tofs  and  fliake 
The  bottle  till  your  fingers  ake  : 
Hard  is  the  toil,  nor  fmall  the  art. 
The  butter  from  the  whey  to  part : 
Behold  a  frothy  fubllance  rife  ; 
Ee  cautious,  or  your  bottle  flies. 
The  butter  comes,  our  fears  are  ceas'd  ; 
And  out  you  fqueeze  an  ounce  at  leaft! 
Your  reverence  thus,  with  like  I'uccefs 
(Nor  is  your  Ikill  or  labour  lefs), 
When  bent  upon  fome  fmart  lampoon. 
Will  tofs  and  turn  your  brain  till  noon ; 
Which,  in  itsjumblings  round  the  Ikull, 
Dilates  and  makes  the  veffel  full : 
While  nothing  comes  but  froth  at  firft. 
You  think  your  giddy  head  will  burft  ; 
But,  fqueezing  out  four  lines  in  rhyme, 
Are  largely  paid  for  ail  your  time. 

But  you  have  rais'd  your  generous  mind 
To  works  of  more  exalted  kind. 
Paliadio  was  not  half  fo  fkill'd  in 
The  grandeur  or  the  art  of  building. 
Two  temples  of  magnific  lize 
Attradl  the  curious  traveller's  eyes. 
That  might  be  envy'd  by  the  Greeks; 
Rais'd  up  by  you  in  twenty  weeks: 
Here  gentle  goddefs  Cloacine 
Receives  all  offerings  at  her  flirine. 
In  feparate  cells  the  he's  and  (he's 
Here  pay  their  vows  with  bended  knees: 
For  'tis  profane  when  fexes  mingle, 
And  every  nymph  muft  enter  finglc, 

*  -^  "i^^y  of  making  butter  for  hreakfaf,  ly 
jilling  a  bottle  nuith  cream,  andfbakingiitilltke 
butter  comes. 

■  +  It  is  a  common  faying,  ivhcn  the  milk  burns- 
i°,  that  the  dei'il  or  the  uifjop  has  fet  bis  foot  in 
"^'j  the  devH  havi?i^  been  called  bifiop  of  hell. 


And  when  Ihe  feels  an  inward  mot/oifi^ 
Gome  fiU'd  with  reverence  and  devotion* 
The  baflifuJ  maid,  to  hide  our  blufli, 
Shall  cr^fep  no  more  behind  a  bufli ; 
Here  unobfcrv'd  flie  boldly  goes. 
As  who  fhould  fay,  to  pluck  a  rofe. 

Ye  who  frequent  this  hallow'd  fcene. 
Be  not  ungrateful  to  the  Dean  ; 
But  duly,  ere  you  leave  your  ftation, 
Offer  to  him  a  pure  libation 
Or  of  his  own  or  Smedley's  lay, 
Or  billet-doux,  or  lock  of  hay  : 
And,  oh  !   may  all  who  hither  ccnie, 
Return  with  unpolluted  thumb  ! 

Yet,  when  your  lofty  domes  I  praife^ 
I  figh  to  think  of  ancient  days. 
Permit  me  then  to  raife  my  ftyle, 
And  fweetly  moralize  a  while. 

Thee,  bounteous  goddefs  Cloacine, 
To  temples  why  do  we  confine  ? 
Forbid  in  open  air  to  breathe, 
Why  are  thine  altars  fixt  beneath  ? 

When  Satrun  rul'd  the  (kies  alone 
(l!h?x  golden  age  to  gold  unknown), 
This  earthly  globe,  to  thee  affign'd, 
Receiv'd  the  gifts  of  all  mankind. 
Ten  thoufand  alt&TS  fmoking lowni. 
Were  built  to  thee  with  offerings  crown'd  ; 
And  here  they  daily  votaries  plac'd 
Their  facrifice  with  zeal  and  hafte  ; 
The  margin  of  a  purling  ftream 
Sent  up  to  thee  a  grateful  fteam 
(Though  fometimes  thou  wert  pleas'd  to  wink^ 
If  Naiads  fwept  them  from  the  brink). 
Or  where  appointing  lovers  rove, 
The  flielter  of  a  (hady  grove ; 
Or,  offer'd  in  fome  flowery  vale. 
Were  wafted  by  a  gentle  gale : 
There  many  a  flower  abfterfive  grew, 
The  favourite  flowers  of  yellow  hue  ; 
The  crocus,  and  the  daffodil. 
The  cowflip  foft,  and  fweet  jonquil. 

But  when  at  lad  ufurping  Jove 
Old  Saturn  from  his  empire  3rove  ; 
Then  gluttony  with  greafy  paws 
Her  napkin  pinn'd  up  to  her  jaws. 
With  watery  chaps,  and  wagging  chin, 
Brac'd  like  a  drum  her  oily  Ikin  ; 
Wedg'd  in  a  fpacious  elbow-chair^ 
And  on  her  plate  a  treble  fliare, 
As  if  fhe  ne'er  could  have  enough, 
Taught  harmlefsman  to  cram  and  fluff. 
She  fent  her  prieft  in  wooden  flioes 
From  haughty  Gaul  to  make  ragoos  ; 
Inftead  of  wholefome  bread  and  cheefe,. 
To  drefs  their  foups  and  fricaffees; 
And,  for  our  home-bred  Britifli  cheer, 
Botargo,  catfup,  and  caveer. 

This  bloated  harpy,  fprung  from  hcU, 
Confin'd  thee,  goddefs,  to  a  cell : 
Sprung  from  her  womb  that  impious  line. 
Contemners  of  thy  rights  divine. 
Firft,  lolWn^ floth  in  woollen  cap 
Taking  her  after-dinner  nap  : 
Pale  dropfy  with  a  fallow  face, 
Her  belly  burft,  and  (low  her  p?ce  : 
And  lordly  gout,  wrapt  up  in  fur  ; 
And  wheezing  afthrna,  loth  to  Itir : 


/ 


P    O    «    M    S. 


I2J 


Voluptuous  eefe,  the  child  of  wMliB, 
InfecSling  tliis  our  hearts  by  ftealth. 
None  feek  thee  now  in  open  air, 
To  thee  no  verdant  altars  rear  ; 
But  in  their  cells  and  vaults  obfcene 
Prefent  a  facrifice  unclean  ; 
From  whence  unfavoury  vapours  rofc, 
Offenfive  to  thy  nicer  nofe. 
Ah  !  who,  in  our  degenerate  days, 
As  nature  prompts,  his  offering  pays  ? 
Here  nature  never  difference  made 
Between  the  fceptre  and  the  fpade. 

Ye  great  ones,  vi'hy  will  ye  difdain 
To  pay  your  tribute  on  the  plain  ? 
Why  will  you  place,  in  lazy  pride, 
Your  altars  near  your  coaches'  fide ; 
When  from  the  homelieft  earthen  ware 
Are  fent  up  offerings  more  fincere, 
Than  where  the  haughty  duchefs  locks 
Her  filver  vafe  in  cedar  box  ? 

Yet  fbme  devotion  Hill  remains 
Among  our  harmlefs  northern  fwains, 
Whofe  offerings,  plac'd  in  golden  ranks, 
Adorn  our  cryllal  rivers'  banks ; 
■Nor  feldom  grace  the  flowery  downs, 
With  fpiry  tops  and  copple-crowns  ; 
Or  gilding  in  a  funny  morn 
^he  humble  branches  of  a  thorn. 
So,  poets  fing,  with  golden  bough 
The  Trojan  hero  paid  his  vow. 

Hither,  by  lucklefs  error  led, 
The  crude  confillence  oft'  I  tread : 
Here,  v/hen  my  ihoes  are  out  of  cafe, 
Unweeting  gild  the  tarnilh'd  lace  ; 
Here  by  the  facred  bramble  ting'd. 
My  petticoat  is  doubly  fring'd. 

Be  witnefs  for  me,  nymph  divine, 
I  never  robb'd  thee  with  defign  : 
Nor  will  the  zealous  Hannah  pout 
To  wafh  thy  injur'd  offering  out. 

But  flop,  ambitious  Mufe,  in  tirne. 
Nor  dwell  on  fubjefts  too  fublime. 
In  vain  on  lofty  heels  I  tread, 
Afpiring  to  exalt  my  head  ; 
With  hoop  expanded  wide  and  light. 
In  vain  I  'tempt' too  high  a  flight. 

Me  Phoebus  in  a  midnight  drearn 
Accofting  faid,'*  «  Go  fliake  your  cream." 
Be  humbly  minded,  know  your  poft ; 
Sweeten  your  tea,  and  y/atch  your  toaft. 
Thee  befl;  befits  a  lowly  ftyle  : 
Teach  Dennis  how  to  ftir  the  f  guik  : 
With  t  Peggy  Dixon  thoughtful  fit, 
Contriving  for  the  pot  and  fpit. 
Take  down  thy  proudly  fwelling  fails, 
An(i  rub  thy  teeth,  and  pare  thy  nails ; 
At  nicely  carving  fhow  thy  wit ; 
But  ne'er  prefume  to  eat  a  bit  : 
Turn  every' way  thy  watchful  eye  ; 
And  every  gueft  be  fure  to  ply  : 
Let  never  at  your  board  be  known 
An  empty  plate,  except  your  own. 
Be  thefe  thy  arts ;  nor  higher  auu 
Than  what  befits  a  rural  dame. 


*   In  the  bcithy  to  mahi  iutier. 

f   Ths  quantity  of  ale  or  beer  bie-ivsd  at  one  ilmt, 

i  Mrs,  DiKon,  the  houjdse^sr^ 


But  Cloacina,  goddefi  bright, 

Sleek claims  her  as  his  right : 

And  Smedley,  flower  of  all  divines. 
Shall  fing  the  Dean  in  Smedley 's  lineju 

TWELVE  ARTICLES. 

I.  Lest  it  may  more  -quarrels  bree<3t, 
I  will  never  hear  you  read. 

II.  By  difputing,  I  will  never. 

To  convince  you,  once  endeavouig,  ~, 

III.  When  a  paradox  you  flick  to, 
1  will  ne'er  contradidi  you. 

IV.  When  I  talk,  and  you  are  heedlefs, 
I  will  fhow  no  anger  needlefs. 

V.  When  your  fpeeches  are  abfurd, 
I  will  ne'er  obje(5l  a  word. 

VI.  When  you  furious  argue  wrong, 
I  will  grieve,  and  hold  my  tongue. 

VII.  Not  a  jell  or  humorous  flory 
Will  I  ever  tell  before  ye  ; 
To  be  chidden  for  explaining. 
When  you  quite  m.iftake  the  meaning 

VIII.  Never  more  will  I  fuppofe, 

You  can  talle  my  verfe  or  profe. 

IX.  You  no  more  at  me  fliall  fret, 
While  I  teach,  and  you  forget. 

X.  You  Ihall  never  hear  me  thundier. 
When  you  blunder  on,  and  blunder, 

XI.  Show  your  poverty  of  fpirit. 

And  in  drefs  place  all  your  merit ; 
Give  yourfelf  ten  thoufand  airs  ; 
That  with  me  fhall  break  no  fquarc*. 

XII.  Never  will  I  give 'advice. 

Till  you  pleafe  to  afk  me  tlorice : 
Which  if  you  in  fcorn  rejedt, 
'Twill  be  jufl  as  I  expedl. 

Thus  we  both  fhall  have  our  end|^ 
And  continue  fpecial  friends. 

THE    REVOLUTION. 

AT  MARKET-HILL,  I73O. 

From  diflant  regions  Fortune  fends 
An  odd  triumvirate  of  friends; 
Where  Phoebus  pays  a  fcanty  flipend. 
Where  never  yet  a  codlin  ripen'd  : 
Hither  the"  frantic  goddefs  draws 
Three  fuiferers  in  a  ruin'd  caufc  : 
By  fafhiou  banifh'd,  here  unite, 
A  Dean  *,  a  Spaniardf,  and  a  Knight  f; 
Unite,  but  on  conditions  cruel : 
The  Dean  and  Spaniard  find  it  too  well, 
Condemn'd  to  live  in  fervice  hard  ; 
On  either  fide  his  honour's  guard  : 
The  Dean,  to  guard  his  honour's  back. 
Mull  build  a  caille  at  Drumlack  ; 
The  Spaniard,  foi-e  againfl  his  will, 
Mull  raife  a  fort  at  Market-hill. 

*  Dr.  Swift. 

f  Col.  Harry  Lefie,  rx'ho fir'JCcLand llv(d kng in  Spaig* 

i  Sir  Arl/w  Ad'fcri. 
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And  thus  the  pair  of  humble  gentry 
At  north  znd.fouth  are  ported  centry; 
While,  in  his  lordly  caftle  fixt, 
The  Knight  triumphant  reigns  betwixt : 
And,  what  the  wretches  rnoft  refent. 
To  be  his  flaves,  muft  pay  him  rent ; 
Attend  him  daily  as  their  chief. 
Decant  his  wine,  and  carve  his  beef. 
Oh,  Fortune!  'tis  a  fcandal  for  thee 
To  fmile  on  thofe  who  are  leaft  worthy: 
"Weigh  but  the  merits  of  the  three. 
His  flaves  have  ten  times  more  than  he. 

Proud  Baronet  of  Nova  Scotia  ! 
The  Dean  and  Spaniard  muft;  reproach  ye  : 
Of  their  two  fames  the  world  enough  rings : 
"Where  are  thy  fervices  and  fufferings  ? 
"What  if  for  nothing  once  you  kift, 
Againft  the  grain,  a  monarch's  fift  ? 
"What  if,  among  the  courtly  tribe. 
You  loft  a  place,  and  fav'd  a  bribe  ? 
And  then  in  furly  mood  came  here 
To  fifteen  hundred  pounds  a  year. 
And  fierce  againft  the  Whigs  harangu'd  ? 
"You  never  ventured  to  be  hang'd. 
How  dare  yon  treat  your  betters  thus? 
Are  you  to  be  compar'd  with  us  ? 

Come,  Spaniard,  let  us  from  our  farms 
Call  forth  ojir  cottagers  to  arms  j 
Our  forces  let  us  both  unite, 
Attack,  the  foe  at  left  and  right ; 
From  Market-hilFs  exalted  head, 

TuU  northward  let   your  troops  be  led ; 
While  \  from  Drapier's  mount  defcend, 

And  to  the  fouth  my  fquadrons  bend. 

Xew-river-walk  with  friendly  ftiade 

Shall  keep  my  Soft  in  ambufcade  ; 

While  you,  from  where  the  bafon  ftands, 

Shall  ftale  the  rampart  with  your  bands. 

Nor  need  we  doubt  the  fort  to  win ; 

I  hold  intelligence  within. 

True,  Lady  Anne  no  danger  fears. 

Brave  as  the  Upton  fan  fhe  wears  j 

Then,  left  upon  our  firft  attack 

Her  valiant  arm  fhould  force  us  back. 

And  we  of  all  our  hopes  depriv'd; 

1  have  a  ftralagem  contriv'd. 

Ey  thefe  embroider'd  high-heel'd  flioes 

She  Ihall  be  jcaught  as  in  a  noofe ; 

$o  well  contriv'd  her  toes  to  pinchj 

She'll  not  have  power  to  ftir  an  inch. 

Thefe  gaudy  ftoes  muft  Hannah  place 

Bireft  before  her  lady's  face  ; 

The  fiioes  put  on,  our  faithful  portrefs 

Admits  us  in,  to  ftorm  the  fortrefs; 

"While  tortnr'd  Madam  bound  remains, 

Liike  Montezume,  in  golden  chains ; 

Or  like  a  cat  with  walnuts  fhod, 
,     Stumbling  at  every  ftep  fhe  trod. 

SHy  hunters  thus,  in  Borneo's  ifle, 

To  catch  a  monkey  by  a  wile, 

The  mimic  animal  amufe  ; 

They  place  before  him  gloves  and  fhoes ; 

Which  when  the  brute  puts  awkward  en. 

All  bis  agility  is  gone  : 

In  vain  to  frilk  or  climb  he  tries ; 

The  huntfmen  feize  the  grinning  prize. 
But  let  us  on  our  firft  alTault 

Secure  Oie  larder  and  the  vault : 


The  valiant  Dennis  *  you  muft  fix  oir. 
And  I'll  engage  with  Peggy  Dixonf  ; 
Then,  if  we  once  can  feize  the  key 
And  cheft  that  keeps  my  lady's  tea, 
They  muft  furrender  at  difcretion ; 
And,  foon  as  we  have  gain'd  poffeflion, 
We'll  atft  as  other  conquerors  do. 
Divide  the  realm  between  us  two  ; 
Then  (let  me  fee)  we'll  make  the  knight 
Our  clerk,  for  he  can  read  and  write ; 
But  muft  not  think,  I  tell  him  that. 
Like  Lorimer  \  to  wear  his  hat : 
Yet,  when  we  dine  without  a  friend. 
We'll  place  him  at  the  lower  end. 
Madam,  whofe  fcill  does  all  in  drefs  lie, 
May  ferve  to  wait  on  Mrs.  Leflie ; 
But,  left  it  might  not  be  fo  proper 
That  her  own  maid  fliould  over-top  her. 
To  mortify  the  creature  more, 
We'll  take  her  heels  five  inches  lower. 

For  Hannah,  when  we  have  no  need  of  hct, 
'Twill  be  our  intereft  to  get  rid  of  her ; 
And,  when  we  execute  our  plot, 
'Tis  beft  to  hang  her  on  the  fpot ; 
As  all  your  politicians  wife 
Difpatch  the  rogues  by  whom  they  rife. 

T  R  A  U  L  U  S. 

A  DIALOGUE  BETWEEN  TOM    AND  ROBIN.  I73O. 

The  Firji  Part. 

Tom.  Say,  Robin,  what  can  Traulus  [j  mean 
By  bellowing  thus  againft  the  Dean  .■' 
Why  does  he  call  him  paltry  fcribblcr, 
Papift,  Jacobite,  and  Libeller; 
Yet  cannot  prove  a  fingle  fadh  ? 

Robin.  Forgive  him,  Tom  ;  his  head  is  crackt. 

7.  What  mifchief  can  the  Dean  have  done  him 
That  Traulus  calls  for  vengeance  on  him  ? 
Why  muft  he  fputter,  fpawl,  and  flaver  it 
In  vain  againft  the  people's  favourite  ? 
Revile  that  nation-faving  paper. 
Which  gave  the  Dean  the  name  of  Drapier  ? 

R.  Why,  Tom,  I  think  the  cafe  is  plain  ; 
Party  and  fpleen  have  turn'd  his  bruin. 

T.  Such  friendftiip  never  man  profcft, 
The  Dean  was  never  fo  careft  ; 
For  Traulus  long  his  rancour  nyrs'd. 
Till,  God  knows  why,  at  laft  it  burft. 
I'hat  clumfy  outfide  of  a  porter, 
How  could  it  thus  conceal  a  courtier  ? 

R.  I  own,  appearances  are  bad  ; 
Yet  ftill  infift  the  man  is  mad. 

T.  Yet  many  a  wretch  in  Bedlam  knows 
How  to  diftinguilh  friends  from  foes ; 
And,  though  perhaps  among  the  rout 
He  wildly  flings  his  filth  about. 
He  ftill  has  gratitude  and  fap'cnce. 
To  fpare  the  folks  that  give  him  ha'pence  ; 
Nor  in  their  eyes  at  random  pifTes, 
But  turns  afide  like  mad  Ulyffes : 


*    r he  Butler. 

\   The  bonfelceeper, 

II  Lord  Allen. 


i  T^he  agents 
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While  Traulus  all  his  ordure  fcattcrs 
To  foul  the  man  he  chiefly  flatters. 
Whence  come  thefe  inconfiftent  fits  ? 

Ji.  Why,  Tom,  the  man  has  loft  his  wits. 

7.  Agreed  :  and  yet,  when  Towzer  fnaps 
At  people's  heels  with  frothy  chaps, 
Hangs  down  his  head,  and  drops  his  tail, 
To  fay  he's  mad,  will  not  avail ; 
The  neighbours  all  cry,  "  Shoot  him  dead, 
"  Hang,  drown,  or  knock  him  on  the  head." 
So  Traulus  when  he  firft  harangu'd, 
I  wonder  why  he  was  not  hang'd  : 
For  of  the  two,  without  difpute, 
Towzer's  the  lefs  offenfive  brute. 

R.  Tom,  you  miftake  the  matter  quite  ; 
Your  barking  curs  will  feldom  bite  ; 
And  though  you  hear  him  ftut-tut-tut-ter, 
He  barks  as  faft  as  he  can  utter. 
He  prates  in  fpite  of  all  impediment. 
While  none  believes  that  what  he  faid  he  meant ; 
Puts  in  his  finger  and  his  thumb 
To  grope  for  words,  and  out  they  come. 
He  calls  you  rogue ;  there's  nothing  in  it, 
He  fawns  upon  you  in  a  minute  : 
*'  Begs  leave  to  rail,  but  d — n  his  blood  ! 
"'  He  only  meant  it  for  your  good  : 
*'  His  friendfliip  was  exadtly  tim'd, 
"  He  ftiot  before  your  foes  were  prim'd. 
"  By  this  contrivance,  Mr.  Dean, 
"  By  G— ■!  I'll  bring  you  off  as  clean — *" 
Then  let  him  ufe  you  e'er  fo  rough, 
"  'Twas  all  for  love,"  and  that's  enough. 
But,  though  he  fputter  through  a  feflion. 
It  never  makes  the  leaft  impreflion  : 
Whate'er  he  fpeaks  for  madnefs  goes, 
With  no  effedl  on  friends  or  foes. 

T.  The  fcrubbieft  cur  in  all  the  pack 
Can  fet  the  mafliff  on  your  back. 
I  own,  his  madnefs  is  a  jeft. 
If  that  were  all.     But  he's  poffeft. 
Incarnate  with  a  thoufand  imps, 
To  work  whofe  ends  his  madnefs  pimps ; 
Who  o'er  each  firing  and  wire  prefide. 
Fill  every  pipe,  each  motion  guide  ; 
Diredling  every  vice  we  find 
In  Scripture,  to  the  devil  aflign'd; 
Sent  from  the  dark  infernal  region, 
In  him  they  lodge,  and  make  him  legion. 
Of  brethren  he's  zfalfe  accufer  ; 
A  flanderer,  traitor,  and  feducer  ; 
A  fawning,  bafe,  trepanning  liar ; 
The  marks  peculiar  of  his  fire. 
Or,  grant  him  but  a  drone  at  beft, 
A  drone  can  raife  a  hornet's  neft. 
The  Dean  had  felt  their  flings  before  ; 
And  muft  their  malice  ne'er  give  o'er  ? 
Still  fwarm  and  buzz  about  his  nofe  ? 
But  Ireland's  friends  ne'er  wanted  foes. 
A  patriot  is  a  dangerous  poft. 
When  wanted  by  his  country  moft  ; 
Perverfely  conges  in  evil  times. 
Where  virtues  are  imputed  crimes. 
His  guilt  is  clear,  the  proofs  are  pregnant ; 
A  traitor  to  the  vices  regnant. 


*   This  is  the  iifual  cxcufe  of  Traulus^  "when  he  uhu- 
fes  you  to  others  ivlthout  frovviation> 


What  fpirit,  fince  the  world  began. 
Could  alivays  bear  to Jlrive  "with  man  ? 
Which  God  pronounc'd,  he  never  would. 
And  foon  convinc'd  them  by  a  flood. 
Yet  ftill  the  Dean  on  freedom  raves ; 
His  fpirit  always  ftrives  with  flaves. 
'Tis  time  at  laft  to  fpare  his  ink. 
And  let  them  rot,  or  hang,  or  finlc. 

TRAULUS. 

The  Second  Part, 

Traulus,  of  amphibious  breed, 
Motely  fruit  of  mungrel  feed ; 
By  the  dam  from  lordlings  fprung. 
By  theyJrf  exhal'd  from  dung : 
Think  on  every  vice  in  both ; 
Look  on  him,  and  fee  their  growth. 

View  him  on  the  mother's  fide, 
Fiird  with  falfehood,  fpleen,  and  pride  ; 
Pofitive  and  overbearing. 
Changing  ftill,  and  ftill  adhering  ; 
Spiteful,  peevifti,  rude,  untoward. 
Fierce  in  tongue,  in  heart  a  coward  ; 
When  his  friends  he  moft  is  hard  on. 
Cringing  comes  to  beg  their  pardon  ; 
Reputation  ever  tearing. 
Ever  deareft  friendlhip  fwearing; 
Judgment  weak,  and  palfion  ftrong. 
Always  various,  always  wrong  ; 
Provocation  never  waits, 
■W^here  he  loves,  or  where  he  hates  ; 
Talks  whate'er  comes  in  his  head} 
Wifties  it  were  all  unfaid. 

Let  me  now  the  vices  trace. 
From  \!h<t  father  s  fcoundrel  race. 
Who  could  give  the  booby  fuch  airs  ? 
Were  they  mafons,  were  they  butchers^ 
Herald,  lend  the  mufe  an  anfwer 
From  his  ata-jus  and  grandfire  ; 
This  was  dextrous  at  his  trowel. 
That  was  bred  to  kill  a  cow  well: 
Hence  the  greafy  clnmfy  mien 
In  his  drefs  and  figure  feen ; 
Hence  the  mean  and  fordid  foul. 
Like  his  body,  rank  and  foul ; 
Hence  that  wild  fufpicious  peep, 
Like  a  rogue  that  fteals  a  ftieep ; 
Hence  he  learnt  the  butcher's  guHe, 
How  to  cut  your  throat  and  fmile  ; 
Like  a  butcher,  doom'd  for  life 
In  his  mouth  to  wear  his  knife ; 
Hence  he  draws  his  daily  food 
From  his  tenants'  vital  blood. 

Laftly,  let  his  gifts  be  try'd, 
Borrow'd  from  the  mafon's  fide : 
Some  perhaps  may  think  him  able 
In  the  ftate  to  build  a  Babel ; 
Could  we  place  him  in  a  ftation 
To  deftroy  the  oXA  foundation. 
True  indeed,  1  ftiould  be  gladder. 
Could  he  learn  to  mount  a  ladder. 
May  he  at  his  latter  end 
Mount  alive,  and  dead  defcend  \ 

In  him  tel!  me  viJiich  prevail. 
Female  vices  moft,  or  male  I 
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"What  pro Juc'd  him,  can  yftu  tell  i 
Humao  race,  or  imp  of  hell  ? 


ROBIN  AND  HARRY  *. 

Robin  to  beggars,  with  a  curfe, 
Throws  the  laft  ftiilling  in  his  purfe  ; 
And,  when  the  coachman  comes  for  pay. 
The  rogue  muft  call  another  day. 

Grave  Harry,  when  the  poor  are  preffing, 
Gives  them  a  penny,  and  God's  blemng  ; 
But,  always  careful  of  the  main, 
"With  two-pence  left,  walks  home  in  rain. 
Robin,  from  noon  to  night  will  prate, 
Runs  out  in  tongue,  as  in  eftate  ; 
And,  ere  a  twelvemonth  and  a  day. 
Will  not  have  one  new  thing  to  fay. 
Much  talking  is  not  Harry's  vice  ; 
He  need  not  tell  a  ftory  twice : 
And,  if  he  always  be  fo  thrifty. 
His  fund  may  laft  to  five  and  fifty. 

It  fo  fell  out,  that  cautious  Harry, 
As  foldiers  ufe,  for  love  muft  marry, 
And,  with  his  dame,  the  ocean  croft  ; 
(All  for  love,  or  the  World  well  Loft  !) 
Repairs  a  cabin  gone  to  ruin, 
Juft  big  enough  to  fhelter  two  in  ; 
And  in  his  houfe,  if  any  body  come. 
Will  make  them  welcome  to  his  modicum  ; 
Where  Goody  Julia  milks  the  cows. 
And  boils  potatoes  for  her  fpoufe  ; 
Or  dearns  his  hofe,  or  mends  his  breeches. 
While  Harry's  fencing  up  his  ditches. 
Robin,  who  ne'er  his  mind  could  fix. 

To  live  without  a  coach  and  fix. 

To  patch  his  broken  fortunes,  found 

A  miftrefs  worth  five  thoufand  pound  ; 

Swears  he  could  get  her  in  an  hcnr, 

If  Gaffer  Harry  would  endow  her; 

And  fell,  to  pacify  his  wrath, 

A  birth-right  for  a  mefs  of  broth. 
Young  Harry,  as  all  Europe  knowS;, 

Was  long  the  quintefTence  of  beaux; 

But,  when  efpous'd,  he  ran  the  fate 

That  muft  attend  the  marry'd  ftate; 

From  gold  brocade  and  fhinning  armour, 

Was  metamorphos'd  to  a  farmer; 

His  grazier's  coat  with  dirt  befmear'd  ; 

Nor  twice  a  week  will  fhave  his  beard. 
Old  Robin,  all  his  youth  a  floven, 

At  fifty-two,  when  be  grew  loving. 

Clad  in  a  coat  of  paduafoy, 

A  flaxen  v.-ig  and  waiftcoat  gay, 

Powder'd  from  fhoulder  down  to  flank, 

In  courtly  ftyle  addrelTes  Frank  ; 

Twice  ten  years  older  than  his' wife, 

IsMoom'd  to  be  a  beau  for  life  ; 

Supplying  thofe  defedts  by  drefs. 

Which  I  muft  leave  the  world  to  guefs. 

TO  BETTY  THE  GRIZfTE.     1730. 

Queen  of  wit  and  beauty,  Betty  ! 
Never  may  the  mufe  forget  ye  : 


*  Soni  of  Dr.  Lejlii.     flarry  -{vtff  g  ctlonel  In  the 

Spanijhferrjut. 


How  thy  face  charms  every  fhephcrd. 
Spotted  over  like  a  leopard  ! 
And  thy  freckled  neck,  difplay'd, 
Envy  breeds  in  every  maid. 
Like  a  fly-blown  cake  of  tallow. 
Or  on  parchment  ink  turn'd  yellow  ; 
Or  a  tawny  fpeckled  pippin, 
Shrivel'd  with  a  winter's  keeping. 

And,  thy  beauty  thus  difpatch'd. 
Let  me  praife  thy  wit  unmatciv'd. 

Sets  of  phrafes,  cut  and  dry, 
Evermore  thy  tongue  fupply. 
And  thy  memory  is  loaded 
With  old  fcraps  from  plays  exploded ; 
Stock'd  with  repartees  and  jokes. 
Suited  to  all  Chriftian  folks  ; 
Shreds  of  wit,  and  fenfelefs  rhyme% 
Blunder'd  out  a  thoufand  times. 
Nor  wilt  thou  of  gifts  be  fparing. 
Which  can  ne'er  be  worfe  for  v/earir^g: 
Picking  wit  among  coUegians, 
In  the  playhoufe  upper  regions ; 
Where,  in  the  eighteen-penny  gallery, 
Irilh  nymphs  learn  Irifh  raillery ; 
But  thy  merit  is  thy  failing. 
And  thy  raillery  is  railing. 

Thus  with  talents  well  endu'd 
To  be  fcurrilous  and  rude  ; 
When  you  pertly  raife  your  fnout. 
Fleer,  and  gibe,  and  laugh,  and  flout; 
This  among  Hibernian  affes 
For  fheer  wit  and  humour  pafies. 
Thus  indulgent  Chloe,  bit. 
Swears  you  have  a  world  of  wit. 


DEATH  AND  DAPHNE. 

TO  AN  AGREEABLE  YOUNG  LADY,  BUT  XX' 
TREMELT  LEAN,  I73O. 

Death  went  upon  a  folemn  day 

At  Pluto's  hall  his  court  to  pay: 

The  phantom,  having  humbly  kift 

His  grifly  monarch's  footy  fift, 

Prefented  him  the  weekly  bills 

Of  docftors,  fevers,  plagues,  and  pilla. 

Pluto,  obferving,  fince  the  peace 

The  burial-article  decreafe. 

And,  vext  to  fee  affairs  mifcarry, 

Declar'd  in  council.  Death  muft  rng^ry; 

Vow'd  he  no  longer  could  fupport 

Old  bachelors  about  his  court ; 

The  intereft  of  his  realm  had  need 
That  death  fhould  get  a  numerous  breed; 

Young  deathjings,  who,  by  practice  made 
Proficient  in  their  father's  trade. 
With  colonies  might  ftock  around 
His  large  dominions  under  ground. 

A  confult  of  coquettes  below 
Was  caird,  to  rig  him  out  a  beau  ; 
From  her  own  hejd  Megaera  takes 
A  periwig  of  twifted  fnakes ; 
Which  in  the  niceft  fafhion  curl'd 
(Like  toufets  of  this  upper  world). 
With  flour  of  fulphur  powder'd  wellj 
That  graceful  on  his  fhoulders  fell ; 
An  adder  of  the  fahle  kind. 
In  line  dire<Jl  hung  down  behind ; 
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The  owl,  the  raven,  ini  the  bat, 

Clubb'd  for  a  feather  in  his  hat ; 

His  coat  an  ufurer's  velvet  pall, 

Bequeath'd  to  Pluto,  corpfe  aud  all; 

But,  loth  his  perfon  to  expole 

Bare  like  a  carcafe  pickt  by  crows, 

A  lawyer  o'er  his  hands  and  face 

■Stuck  artfully  a  parchment  cafe. 

No  new-fluxt  rake  Ihow'd  fairer  fkin  ; 

Nor  Phyllis  after  lying-in. 

"With  fnufF  v^as  fill'd  his  ebon  box 

Of  ftiin-bones  rotted  by  the  pox. 

Nine  fpirits  of  blafpheniing  fops 

AVith  aconite  anoint  his  chops  ; 

And  give  him  words  of  dreadful  founds, 

G— d  d — n  his  blood  !  and  b— d  and  w— ds  ! 

Thus  furnifli'd  out,  he  fent  his  train 
To  take  a  houfe  in  Warwick-lane : 
The  faculty,  his  humble  friends, 
A  complimental  meffage  fends  : 
Their  prefident  in  fcarlet  gown 
Harrangu'd,  and  welcom'd  him  to  towrij 

But  death  had  bufinefs  to  difpatch ; 
His  mind  was  running  oh  his  match. 
And,  hearing  much  of  Daphne's  fame. 
His  majejly  of  terrors  came, 
Fine  as  a  colonel  of  the  guards. 
To  vilit  where  flie  fate  at  cards: 
She,  as  he  came  into  the  room. 
Thought  him  Adonis  in  his  bloom. 
And  now  her  heart  with  pleafure  jumps  ; 
She  fcarce  remembers  what  is  trumps  ; 
For  fuch  a  fhape  of  Ikin  and  bone 
Was  never  feen,  except  her  own  : 
Charm'd  with  his  eyes,  and  chin,  and  fnout, 
Her  pocket-glafs  drew  ilily  out ; 
And  grew  enamour'd  with  her  phiz. 
As  juft  the  counterpart  of  his. 
She  darted  many  a  private  glance. 
And  freely  made  the  firft  advance  j     , 
Was  of  her  beauty  grown  fo  vain, 
She  doubted  not  to  win  the  fiuain. 
Nothing  Ihe  thought  could  fooner  gain  himj 
Than  with  her  wit  to  entertain  him. 
She  aik'd  about  her  friends  below  ; 
This  meagre  fop,  that  batter'd  beau  ; 
Whether  fome  late  departed  toafts 
Had  got  gallants  among  the  ghofls  ? 
If  Chloe  were  a  fharper  ftill. 
As  great  as  ever  at  quadrille  ? 
(The  ladies  there  mull  needs  be  rooks; 
For  cards,  we  know,  are  Pluto's  books  !) 
If  Florimel  had  found  her  love. 
For  whom  flie  hang'd  herfelf  above  ? 
How  oft'  a  week  was  kept  a  ball 
By  Proferpine  at  Pluto's  hall } 
She  fancied  thofe  Elyfian  fliades 
The  fweeteft  place  for  mafquerades : 
How  pleafant,  on  the  banks  of  Styx, 
To  troll  it  in  a  coach  and  fix ! 
What  pride  a  female  heart  inflames ! 
How  endlefs  are  ambition's  aims ! 
Ceafe,  haughty  nymph  ;  the  fates  decree 
Death  muft  not  be  a  fpoufe  for  thee : 
For,  when  by  chance  the  meagre  fhade 
Upon  thy  hand  his  finger  laid. 
Thy  hand  as  dry  and  cold  as  lead, 
J-Iis  matrimonial  fpirit  fled  5 
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He  felt  about  his  heart  a  damp, 
That  qttite  extinguifli'd  Cupid's  lamp  : 
Away  the  frighted  fceptre  feuds, 
And  leaves  mjf  lady  in  the  fuds. 

DAPHNE, 

Daphne  knows,  with  equal  eafe. 
How  to  vex,  and  how  to  pleafe ; 
But  the  folly  of  her  fex 
Makes  her  fole  delight  to  vex. 
Never  woman  more  devis'd 
Surer»ways  to  be  defpis'd  : 
Paradoxes  weakly  wielding. 
Always  conquer'd,  never  yielding. 
To  difpute,  her  chief  delight, 
With  not  one  opinion  right : 
Thick  her  arguments  fhe  lays  on. 
And  with  cavils  combats  reafon ; 
Anfwers  in  decifivc  way. 
Never  hears  what  you  can  fay : 
Still  her  old  perverfenefs  fhows. 
Chiefly  where  flie  nothing  knows; 
And,  where  fhe  is  moft  familiar. 
Always  peeviftier  and  fiUier  : 
All  her  fpirits  in  a  flame. 
When  file  knows  file's  moft  to  blame* 

Send  me  hence  ten  thoufand  miles. 
From  a  face  that  always  fmiles ; 
None  could  ever  a6t  that  part. 
But  a  fury  in  her  heart, 
Ye  who  hate  fuch  inconfiftence. 
To  be  eafy,  keep  your  diibance ; 
Or  in  folly  fl:iU  befriend  her. 
But  have  no  concern  to  mend  her. 
Lofe  no  time  to  contradicSl  her. 
Nor  endeavour  to  convidl  her. 
Never  take  it  in  your  thought. 
That  ftie'll  own,  or  cure  a  faiilt ! 
Into  contradiction  warm  her ; 
Then,  perhaps,  you  may  reform  her; 
Only  take  this  rule  along. 
Always  to  advife  her  wrong ; 
And  reprove  her  when  file's  right ; 
She  may  then  grow  wife  for  fpight. 

No— -that  fcheme  will  ne'er  fucceed, 
She  has  better  learnt  her  creed  : 
She's  too  cunning  and  too  flciiful. 
When  to  yield,  and  when  be  wilful. 
Nature  holds  her  forth  two  mirrors. 
One  for  truth,  and  one  for  errors : 
That  looks,  hideous,  fierce,  and  frightful  J 
This  is  fiattering  and  delightful : 
That  fhe  throws  away  as  foul ; 
Sits  by  this,  to  drefs  her  foul. 

Thus  you  have  the  cafe  in  view. 
Daphne,  'twixt  the  Dean  and  you. 
Heaven  forbid  he  ftiould  defpife  thee! 
But  will  never  more  advife  thee. 

THE  PHEASANT  AND  THE  LARK.' 

A  FABLE.    BY  DR.  DELANY,  I73O. 

"  — Quis  iniqus 
«'  Tarn  patiens  urbis,  tarn  ferreus,  ut  tedeat  fc !" 

Juv. 

In  ancient  times  as  bards  indite, 

(If  clerks  have  con^i'd  the  records  right) 
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A  peacock  reign'd,'whofe  glorious  fway 
His  fubjedts  with  delight  obey  : 
His  tail  was  beauteous  to  behold. 
Replete  with  goodly  eyes  and  gold 
(Fair  emblem  of  that  monarch's  guife, 
Whofe  train  at  once  is  rich  and  wife). 
And  princely  rul'd  he  many  regions, 
And  ftatefmen  wife,  and  valiant  legions. 

A  pheafant  Lord  *,  above  the  reA, 
With  every  grace   and  talent  bleft. 
Was  fent  to  fway,  Vith  all  his  Ikill, 
The  fceptre  of  a  neighbouring  hill  •(■. 
No  fcience  was  to  him  unknown. 
For  all  the  arts  were  all  his  own : 
In  all  the  living  learned  read, 
Though  more  delighted  with  the  dead : 
For  birds,  if  ancient  tales  be  true. 
Had  then  their  Popes  and  Homers  too. 
Could  read  and  -vtrite  in  profe  and  verfe. 
And  fpeak  like  ***,  and  build  like  Pearce  |. 
He  knew  their  voices,  and  their  wings; 
Who  fmootheft  foars,  who  fweetefl  fmgs ; 
Who  toils  with  ill-fledg'd  pens  to  climb, 
And  who  attain'd  the  true  fublime  : 
Their  merits  he  could  well  defcry. 
He  had  fo  exquifite  an  eye  ; 
And  when  that  fail'd,  to  Ihow  them  clear, 
He  had  as  exquifite  an  ear. 
It  chanc'd,  as  on  a  day  he  flray'd. 
Beneath  an  academic  fliade, 
He  lik'd,  aniidft  a  thoufand  throats. 
The  wildnefs  of  a  woodlark's  §  notes. 
And  fearch'd,  and  fpy'd,  and  feiz'd  his  game, 
And  tbok  him  home,  and  tnade  him  tame  ; 
Found  him  on  trial  true  and  able. 
So  cheer'd  and  fed  him  at  his  table. 

Here  fome  Ihrewd  critic  finds  I'm  caught. 
And  cries  out,  "  Better  fed  than  taught."— 
Then  jefls  on  ga?ne  and  tame^  and  reads 
And  jefts  ;  and  fo  my  tale  proceeds. 
Long  had  he  ftudy'd  in  the  wood, 
Converfing  with  the  wife  and  good ; 
His  foul  with  harmony  infpir'd. 
With  love  of  truth  and  virtue  fir'd  : 
His  brethren's  good  and  Maker's  praifc 
Were  all  the  ftudy  of  his  lays  ; 
Were  all  his  ftudy  in  retreat. 
And  now  employ'd  him  with  the  great. 
His  friendlhip  was  the  fure  refort 
Of  all  the  wretched  at  the  court ; 
But  chiefly  merit  in  diftrefs 
His  greateil  bleffing  was  to  blcfs.— 

This  fix'd  him  in  his  patron's  breaft, 
But  fir'd  with  envy  all  the  reft  : 
I  mean  that  nolfy  craving  crew. 
Who  round  thecourt  iiiceffant  flew. 
And  prey'd  like  rooks,  by  pairs  and  dozens, 
To  fill  the  maws  of  fons  and  coufins  : 
"  TJnmov'd  th-  ir  heart,  and  chill'd  their  blood, 
"  To  every  thought  of  common  good, 
"  Confining  every  hope  and  care," 
To  their  own  low  contracted  fphere. 


*  Lord  Carteret,  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland. 

^  Ireland. 

\  A  famous  modern  arcbiteff.         §  -Dr.  De/apy. 


Thefe  ran  him  down  with  ceafelefs  cry. 

But  found  it  hard  to  tell  you  why. 

Till  his  own  worth  and  wit  fupply'd 

Sufficient  matter  to  deride  : 

"  'Tis  envy's  fafeft,  fureft  rule, 

"  To  hide  her  rage  in  ridicule : 

"  The  vulgar  eye  fhe  beft  beguiles, 

"  When  all  her  fnakes  are  deck'd  with  finiles;" 

Sardonic  fmiles,  by  rancour  rais'd  ! 

"  Tormented  moft  when  feeming  pleas'd  !" 

Their  fpight  had  more  than  half  expir'd. 

Had  he  not  wrote  what  all  admir'd ; 

What  morfels  had  their  malice  wanted. 

But  that  he  built,  and  plann'd,  and  planied ! 

How  had  his  fenfe  and  learning  griev'd  them^ 

But  that  his  charity  reliev'd  them : 

"  At  higheft  worth  dull  malice  reaches, 
"  As  flugs  pollute  the  faireft  peaches : 
"  Envy  defames,  as  harpies  vile 
"  Devour  the  food  they  firft  defile." 

Now  afk  the  fruit  of  all  his  favour — 
"  He  wa5  not  hitherto  a  faver" — 
What  then  could  make  thVir  rage  run  mad  ? 
"  Why  what  he  l>op'd,  not  what  he  had. 

"  What  tyrant  e'er  invented  ropes, 
"  Or  racks,  or  rods,  to  punifh  hopes  ? 
"  Th'  inheritance  of  hope  and  fame 
"  Is  feldom  earthly  wifdom's  aim  ; 
"  Or,  if  it  were,  is  not  fo  fmall, 
"  But  there  is  room  enough  for  all." 

If  he  but  chance  to  breathe  a  fong 
f  He  feldom,  fang,  and  never  long) ; 
The  noify,  rude,  malignant  crowd; 
Where  it  was  high,  pronounc'd  it  loud  : 
Plain  truth  was  pride ;  and  what  was  fillier, 
Eafy  and  friendly  was  familiar. 

Or,  if  he  tun'd  his  lofty  lays. 
With  folemn  air  to  virtue's  praife. 
Alike  abufive  and  erroneous, 
They  call'd  it  hoarfe  and  unharmonious : 
Yet  fo  it  was  to  fouls  like  theirs, 
Tunelefs  as  Abel  to  the  bears  ! 

A  rook  *  with  harfti  malignant  caw 
Began,  vi-as  follow-'dby  a  dawf 
(Though  fome,  who  would  be  thought  to  know. 
Are  pofitive  it  was  a  crow) ; 
Jack  Daw  was  feconded  by  Tit, 
Tom  Tit  +  conid  write,  and  fo  he  writ ; 
A  tribe  of  tunelefs  praters  follow, 
The  jay,  the  magpie,  and  the  fwallow ; 
And  twenty  more  their  throats  let  loofe, 
Down  to  the  witlefs  waddling  goofe. 

Some  pick'd  at  him,  fome  flew,  fome  flutter'di 
Some  hifs'd,  fome  fcrcam'd,  and  others  mutter'd  : 
The  crovf,  on  carrion  wont  to  feaft, 
The  carrion  crow  condemn'd  his  tafte  : 
The  rook  in  earneft  too,  not  joking. 
Swore  all  his  finging  was,  but  croaking. 

Some  thought  they  meant  to  fliow  their  wit, 
Might  think  fo  ftill — "  but  that  they  writ"-- 
Could  it  be  fpight  or  envy  ? — "  No— 
"  Who  did  no  ill,  could  have  no  foe." — 
So  wife  fimplicity  efteem'd. 
Quite  otherwife  true  wifdom  deem'd; 
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This  queilion  rightly  underftood, 

"  What  more  provokes  than  doing  good  ? 

"  A  foul  ennobled  and  refin'd 

"  Reproaches  every  bafer  mind  : 

"  As  ftrains  exalted  and  melodious 

"  Make  every  meaner  miific  odious." 
At  length  the  nightingale  *  v.'us  heard, 

For  voice  and  ■wifdoni  long  rever'd, 

Elteeem'd  by  all  the  wife  and  good. 

The  guardian  genius  of  the  wood  : 

He  long  ill  difcontent  retir'd, 

Yet  not  obfcur'd,  but  more  admir'd  ; 

His  brethren's  fervile  fouls  difdaining. 

He  liv'd  indignant  and  complaining  : 
They  now  afrefh  provoke  his  choler 

(It  feems  the  lark  had  been  his  fcholar, 

A  favourite  fcholar  always  near  him, 

And  oft'  had  wak'd  whole  nights  to  hear  him)  : 

Enrag'd  he  canvafles  the  matter, 

Expofes  all  their  fenfelefs  chatter, 

Shows  him  and  them  in  fuch  a  light. 

As  more  enflames,  yet  quells  their  fpight. 

The5f  hear  his  voice,  and  frighted  fly, 

For  rage  had  rais'd  it  very  high  : 

Sham'd  by  the  w^ifdom  of  his  notes, 

They  hide  their  heads,  and  hufll  their  throats. 

ANSWER  TO  DR.  DELANY'S  FABLE  OF 
THE  PHEASANT  AND  THE  LARK. 

In  ancient  times,  the  wife  were  able 

In  proper  terms  to  write  a  fable  : 

Their  tales  would  always  juftly  fuifi 

The  charaifter  of  every  brute. 

The  afs  was  dull,  the  lien  brave. 

The  flag  was  fwift,  the  fox  a  knave ; 

The  da^v  a  thief,  the  ape  a  droll ; 

The  hound  wcfuld  fcent,  the  wolf  would  prole  ; 

A  pigeon  would,  if  fhown  by  ^Top, 

Fly  from  the  hawk,  or  pick  his  pcafe  up. 

Far  otherwife  a  great  divine 

Has  learnt  his  fables  to  refine  : 

He  jumbles  men  and  birds  togeher, 

As  if  they  all  were  of  a  feather  : 

You  fee  him  firft  the  peacock  bring, 

Againfl:  all  rules,  to  be  a  king ; 

That  in  his  tail  he  vvfore  his  eyes, 

By  which  he  grew  both  rich  and  wife. 

Now,  pray,  obferve  the  doctor's  choice, 

A  peacock  chofe  for  flight  artd  voice  : 

Did  ever  mortal  fee  a  peacock 

Attempt  a  flight  above  a  haycock  .'' 

And  for  his  fmging,  doctor,  you  know, 

Himfelf  complain'd  of  it  to  Juno. 

He  fqualls  in  fuch  a  hellilh  noife. 

It  frightens  all  the  village  boys. 

This  peacock  kept  a  {landing  force, 

In  regiments  of  foot  and  horfe  ; 

Had  ftatefmen  too  of  every  kind, 

Who  waited  on  his  eyes  behind 

(And  this  was  thought  the  highefl:  poft ; 

For,  rule  the  rump,  you  rule  the  roaft.) 

The  dodlor  names  but  one  at  prefent, 

And  he  of  all  birds  was  a  pheafant. 


Dean  Sfi'ift, 


This  pheafant  was  a  rnan  of  wit, 
Could  read  all  books  were  ever  Writ ; 
And,  when  among  companions  privy, 
Could  quote  you  Cicero  and  Livy. 
Birds,  as  he  fays,  and  I  allow. 
Were  fcholars  then,  as  we  are  now; 
Could  read  all  volumes  up  to  folios. 

And  feed  on  fricafiees  and  olios. 

This  pheafant,  by  the  peacock's  will, 

Was  viceroy  of  a  neighbouring  hill ; 

And,  as  he  wander'd  m  his  park. 

He  chanc'd  to  l^y  a  clergy  lark  ; 

Was  taken  with  his  perfon  outv>'arJ, 

So  prettily  he  pickt  a  cow-t — d : 

Then  in  a  net  the  pheafant  caught  himj 

And  in  his  palace  fed  and  taught  him. 

The  moral  of  the  tale  is  pleafant, 

Himfelf  the  lark,  my  Lord  the  pheafant: 

A  lark  he  is,  and  fuch  a  lark 

As  never  came  from  Noah's  ark : 

And  though  he  had  no  other  notion. 

But  building,  planning,  and  devotion  ; 

Though  'tis  a  maxim  you  niuft  know. 

Who  does  no  ill,  can  have  no  fo6  ; 

Yet  how  fhall  I  exprefs  in  vi^ords 

The  ftrange  ftupidity  of  birds  ? 

This  lark  was  hated  in  the  wood, 

Becaufe  he  did  his  brethren  good. 

At  laft  the  nightingale  comes  in, 

To  hold  the  docSlor  by  the  chin  : 

We  all  can  find  out  what  he  means, 

The  worft  of  difafFe61:ed  deans  ; 

Whofe  wit  at  belt  was  next  to  none, 

And  now  that  little  next  is  gone. 

Againft  the  court  is  always  blabbing. 

And  calls  the  fenate-houfe  a  cabin  ; 

So  dull,  that,  but  for  fpleen  and  fpite. 

We  ne'er  iliould  know  that  he  could  writcj 

Who  thinks  the  nation  always  err'd, 

Becaufe  himfelf  is  not  preferr'd : 

His  heart  is  through  his  libel  feen, 

Nor  could  his  malice  fpare  the  queen ; 
Who,  had  fhe  known  his  vile  behaviour. 

Would  ne'er  have  fhown  him  fo  much  favour^ 

A  noble  lord  *  hath  told  his  pranks. 

And  well  deferves  the  nation's  thanks. 

Oh  !  would  the  fenate  deign  to  ftiow 

Refentment  on  this  public  foe ; 

Our  nightingale  might  fit  a  cage, 

There  let  him  ftarve,  and  vent  his  rage ; 

Or,  would  they  but  in  fetters  bind 

This  enemy  of  human  kind  ! 

Harmonious  Coffee  f ,  fliow  thy  zea% 

Thy  champion  for  the  common-weal  S, 

Nor  on  a  theme  liks  this  repine. 

For  once  to  wet  thy  pen  divine  : 

Beftow  that  libeller  a  lafh. 

Who  daily  vends  feditious  trafh  ; 

Who  dares  revile  the  nation's  wifdom; 

But  in  the  praife  of  virtue  is  dumb  : 

That  fcribblcr  lafh,  who  neither  knows 

The  turn  of  verfe,  nor  ftyle  of  profe  ; 

Whofe  malice,  for  tlie  worft  of  ends. 

Would  have  us  lofe  our  Englifli  friends} 


*  L.  A!kn,  thejl'-me  ivho  is  tneant  hy  Traufxf^ 
j-  A  DiibUn garretteer. 
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Who  never  had  one  public  thought. 
Nor  ever  gave  the  poor  a  groat. 
One  clincher  more,  and  I  have  done, 
I  end  my  labours  vi'ith  a  pun. 
Jove  fend  this  Nightingale  may  fall, 
Who  fpends  his  day  and  Night  in  gall  I 
So,  Nightingale  and  Lark,  adieu  ; 
1  fee  the  greateft  owls  in  you 
That  ever  fcreecht,  or  cvtrftw. 


ON  THE  IRISH  CLUB. 

Ye  paltry  underlings  of  ftate ; 

Ye  fenators,  who  love  to  prate  ; 

Ye  rafcals  of  inferior  note. 

Who  for  a  dinner  fell  a  vote  : 

Ye  pack  of  penfionary  peers, 

Whofe  fingers  itch  for  poets'  ears ; 

Ye  bilhops  far  remov'd  from  faints ; 

Why  all  this  rage  ?  Why  thefe  complaints  ? 

Why  againft  printers  all  this  noife  ? 

This  fnmmcning  of  blackguard  boys  ? 

Why  fo  fagacious  in  your  gueffes  ? 

Your  ejfs,  and  tees,  and  ans,  and  ejfes  ? 

Take  my  advice  ;  to  make  you  fafe, 

1  know  a  fhorter  way  by  half. 

The  point  is  plain  :  remove  the  caufe  ; 

Defend  your  liberties  and  laws. 

Be  fcmetimes  to  your  country  true. 

Have  once  the  public  good  in  view  : 

Bravely  defpife  champagne  at  court, 

And  chcofe  to  dine  at  home  with  port : 

Let  Prelates,  by  their  good  behaviour. 

Convince  us  they  believe  a  Saviour ; 

Nor  fell  what  they  fo  dearly  bought, 

This  country,  now  their  own,  for  nought. 

Ne'er  did  a  true  fatiric  mufe 

Virtue  or  innocence  abufc; 

And  'tis  againft  poetic  rules 

To  rail  at  men  by  nature  fools : 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  MARRIAGE  *. 

Aetatis  suiE  fifty-two, 

A  rich  divine  *  began  to  woo 

A  handfome,  young,  imperious  girl. 

Nearly  related  fo  an  earl. 

Her  parents  and  her  friends  confent. 

The  couple  to  the  temple  went : 

They  firft  invite  the  Cyprian  queen  ; 

'Twas  anfwer'd,  "  She  would  not  be  feen  :" 

Tlie  Graces  next,  and  all  the  Mufes, 

Were  bid  in  form,  but  fent  excufes. 

Juno  attended  at  the  porch. 

With  farthing-candle  for  a  torch  ; 

While  Mrs.  Iris  held  her  train, 

The  faded  tow  diftilling  rain. 

Then  Hebe  came,  and  took  her  place. 

But  ihow'd  no  more  than  half  her  face. 

Whate'er  thofe  dire  forebodings  meant. 
In  mirth  the  wedding  day  was  fpent ; 


•  Hbc  date  ahi  hero  of  thit  focm  are  unknoivn. 


The  wedding  day,  you  take  nie  right, 

I  promifc  nothing  for  the  night. 

The  bridegroom,  dreft  to  make  a  figure, 

Aflumes  an  artificial  vigour  ; 

A  flourifh'd  night-cap  on,  to  grace 

His  ruddy,  wrinkled,  fmiling  face  ; 

Like  the  faint  red  upon  a  pippin. 

Half  wither'd  by  a  winter's  keeping. 

And  thus  fet  out  this  happy  pair. 
The  fwain  is  rich,  the  nymph  is  fair : 
But,  what  I  gladly  would  forget, 
The  fwain  is  old,  the  nymph  coquette. 
Both  from  the  goal  together  ftart. 
Scarce  run  a  ftep  before  they  part ; 
No  common  ligament  that  binds 
The  various  textures  of  their  minds  ; 
Their  thoughts  and  adlions,  hopes  and  fearSj 
Lefs  correfponding  than  their  years. 
Her  fpoufe  defires  his  coffee  foon. 
She  rifes  to  her  tea  at  noon. 
While  he  goes  out  to  cheapen  books. 
She  at  her  glafs  confults  her  looks ; 
While  Betty's  buzzing  in  her  ear, 
Lord,  what  a  drefs  thefe  parfons  wear  ! 
So  odd  a  choice  how  could  (he  make  ! 
Wifh'd  him  a  colonel  for  her  fake. 
Then,  on  her  fingers'  ends,  fhe  counts, 
Exadl,  to  what  his  age  amounts. 
The  Dean,  fhe  heard  her  uncle  fay. 
Is  fixty,  if  he  be  a  day ; 
His  ruddy  cheeks  are  no  difguife  ; 
You  fee  the  crows-feet  round  his  eyes. 

At  one  fhe  rambles  to  the  fhops. 
To  cheapen  tea,  and  talk  with  fops ; 
Or  calls  a  council  of  her  maids. 
And  tradefmen,  to  compare  brocades- 
Her  weighty  morning-bufmefs  o'er, 
Sits  down  to  dinner  jufl  at  four ; 
Minds  nothing  that  is  done  or  laid, 
Her  evening-work  fo  fills  her  head. 
The  Dean,  who  us'd  to  dine  at  one. 
Is  maukifh,  and  his  ftomach  gone  ; 
In  thread-bare  gown,  would  fcarce  a  loufe  hol^ 
Looks  like  the  chaplain  of  his  houfehold  ; 
Beholds  her,  from  the  chaplain's  place, 
In  French  brocades,  and  Flanders  lace  : 
He  wonders  what  employs  her  brain. 
But  never  afks,  or  afks  in  vain  ; 
His  mind  is  full  of  other  cares, 
And,  in  the  fneaking  parfon's  airs, 
Computes,  that  half  a  parifh  dues 
Will  hardly  find  his  wife  in  fhoes. 

Canfl  thou  imagine,  dull  divine, 
'Twill  gain  her  love,  to  make  her  fine  i 
Hath  fhe  no  other  wants  befide  .' 
You  raife  defire,  as  well  as  pride. 
Enticing  coxcombs  to  adore, 
And  teach  her  to  defpife  thee  more 

If  in  her  coach  fhe'U  condefcend 
To  place  him  at  the  hinder  end. 
Her  hoop  is  hoifl:  above  his  nofe. 
His  odious  gown  would  foil  her  clothes; 
And  drops  him  at  the  church,  to  pray, 
While  flic  drives  on  to  fee  the  play. 
He,  like  an  orderly  divine. 
Comes  home  a  quarter  after  nine. 
And  meets  her  hafting  to  the  ball : 
Her  chairmen  pulh  him  from  the  walL 
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He  enters  in,  and  walks  up  ftairs. 
And  calls  the  family  to  prayers ; 
Then  goes  alone  to  take  his  reft 
In  bed,  where  he  can  fpare  her  beft. 
At  five  the  footmen  make  a  din. 
Her  ladyfhip  is  juft  come  in ; 
The  mafquerade  began  at  two, 
She  flole  away  with  much  ado  ; 
And  fhall  be  chid  this  afternoon, 
For  leaving  company  fo  foon  : 
She'll  fay,  and  Ihe  may  truly  fay't. 
She  can't  abide  to  flay  out  late. 

But  now,  though  fcarce  a  twelvemonth  marry'd, 
Poor  Lady  Jane  has  thrice  mifcarry'd : 
The  caufe,  alas,  is  quickly  guefl ; 
The  town  has  whifper'd  round  the  jeft. 
Think  on  fome  remedy  in  time. 
You  find  his  reverence  palt  his  prime, 
Already  dwindled  to  a  lath  ; 
No  other  way  but  try  the  Bath. 

For  Venus,  rifmg  from  the  ocean, 
Infus'd  a  ftrong  prolific  potion. 
That  mix'd  with  Acheloiis'  fpring. 
The  horned  flood,  as  poets  fing. 
Who,  with  an  Enghlh  beauty  fmitten. 
Ran  under-ground  from  Greece  to  Britain  ; 
The  genial  virtue  with  him  brought, 
And  gave  the  nymph  a  plenteous  draught ; 
Then  fled,  and  left  his  horn  behind, 
For  hufbands  paft  their  youth  to  find  : 
The  nymph,  who  flill  with  pafTion  burn'd. 
Was  to  a  boiling  fountain  turn'd, 
Where  childlefs  wives  crowd  every  morn, 
To  drink  in  Acheloiis'  horn. 
And  here  the  father  often  gains 
That  title  by  another's  pains. 

Hither,  though  much  againft  the  grain. 
The  Dean  has  carry'd  Lady  Jane. 
He,  for  a  while,  would  not  confsnt. 
But  vow'd  his  money  all  was  fpent : 
His  money  fpent !  a  clownifh  reafon  ! 
And  mufl  my  lady  flip  her  feafon  ? 
The  do6lor,  with  a  double  fee. 
Was  brib'd  to  make  the  Dean  agree. 

Here  all  diverfions  of  the  place 
Are  proper  in  my  lady's  cafe  : 
With  which  fhe  patiently  complies. 
Merely  becaufe  her  friends  advife  ; 
His  money  and  her  time  employs 
In  mufic,  rafiling-rooms,  and  toys  ;  • 
Or  in  the  Crofs-bath  feeks  an  heir. 
Since  others  oft'  have  found  one  there  : 
Where  if  the  Dean  by  chance  appears. 
It  fhames  his  cafTock  and  his  years. 
He  keeps  his  diflance  in  the  gallery. 
Till  banifh'd  by  fome  coxcomb's  raillery  ; 
For  'twould  his  charafler  expofe, 
To  bathe  among  the  belles  and  beaux. 

So  have  I  feen,  within  a  pen. 
Young  ducklings  fofler'd  by  a  hen  ; 
But,  when  let  out, they  run  and  muddle, 
As  inflindt  leads  them,  in  a  puddle  : 
The  fober  hen,  not  born  to  fwim, 
With  mournful  note  clucks  round  the  brim. 

The  Dean,  with  all  his  beft  endeavour, 
Gets  not  an  heir,  but  gets  a  fever, 
A  victim  to  the  laft  effays 
Pf  vigour  in  declining  days. 


He  dies,  and  leaves  his  mourning  mate 
(What  could  he  lefs  ?)  his  whole  eflate. 

The  widow  goes  through  all  her  formi ; 
New  lovers  now  will  come  in  fwarms. 
Oh,  may  I  fee  her  foon  difpenfing 
Her  favours  to  fome  broken  enfign  ! 
Him  let  her  marry,  for  his  face. 
And  only  c-oat  of  tarnifh'd  lace  ; 
To  turn  her  naked  out  of  doors. 
And  fpcnd  her  jointure  on  his  whores ; 
But,  for  a  parting  prefent,  leave  her 
A  rooted  pox  to  laft  for  ever ! 

AN  EXCELLENT  NEW  BALLAD  ; 

OR,  THE  TRUE  ENGLISH  DEAN  *    TO    BE  HANGED 
FOR  A  RAPE.       I730« 

Our  brethren  of  England,  who  love  us  fo  dear. 
And  in  all  they  do  for  us  fo  kindly  do  mean, 

(A  blefTing  upon  them  !)  have  fent  us  this  year, 
For  the  good  of  our  church,  a  true  Englifh  Dean. 

A  holier  prieft  ne'er  was  wrapt  up  in  crape  ; 

The  worft  you  can  fay,  he  committed  a  rape. 

In  his  journey  to  Dublin,  he  lighted  at  Chefter, 
And  there  he  grew  fond  of  another  man's  wife; 

Burft  into  her  chamber,  and  would  ha ve  carefs' d  her ; 
But  fhe  valued  her  honour  much  more  than  her  life. 

She  buftled  and  ftruggled,  and  made  her  efcape 

To  a  room  full  of  guefts,  for  fear  of  a  rape. 

The  Dean  he  purfued,  to  recover  his  game ; 

And  now  to  attack  her  again  he  prepares : 
But  the  company  flood  in  defence  of  the  dame, 

They  cudgel' d,  and  cuff'd  him,  and  kick'd  him 
down  flairs. 
His  Deanfhip  was  now  in  a  damnable  fcrape, 
And  this  was  no  time  for  committing  a  rape. 

To  Dublin  he  comes,  to  the  bagnio  he  goes, 

And  orders  the  landlord  to  bring  him  a  whore; 

No  fcruple  came  on  him,  his  gown  to  expofe, 
'Twas  what  all  his  life  he  had  pradis'd  before. 

He  had  made  himfelf  drunk  with  the  juice  of  the 
grape. 

And  got  a  good  clap,  but  committed  no  rape. 

The  Dean,  and  his  landlord  a  jolly  comrade, 
Rcfolv'd  for  a  fortnight  to  fwim  in  delight ; 

For  why,theyhadbothbeenbrought  up  to  the  trade 
Of  drinking  all  day,  and  of  whoring  aU  night. 

His  landlord  was  ready  his  Deanlhip  to  ape 

In  every  debauch  but  committing  a  rape. 

This  Proteftant  zealot,  this  Englifli  divine, 

In  church  and  in  ftate  was  of  principles  found  ; 

Was  truer  than  Steele  to  the  Hanover  hne, 

And griev'dthataTorylhouldiive above  ground. 

Shall  a  fubjecl  fo  loyal  be  hang'd  by  the  nape. 

For  no  other  crime  but  committing  a  rape  ? 

By  old  Popiili  canons, as  wife  men  havepenn'd'em. 
Each  prieft  had  a  concubine.yari"  ecdefia: ; 

Who'd  be  Dean  of  Femes  without  a  cammendam  ? 
And  precedents  we  can  produce,  if  it  pleafe  yea 

Then  why  fhould  the  Dean,  when  whores  are  fo 

Be  put  to  the  peril  and  toil  of  a  rape  ?  [cheap, 


*  Saiubridge,  Dean  of  Femes, 
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If  fortune  fliould  pleafe  but  to  take  fuch  a  crotchet 
(To  thee  I  apply,  great  Smedley's  fucceffor) 

To  give  thee  laivr.Jlccvis,  a  mitre,  and  rochet. 

Whom  wouldft  thou  refenible  ?  I  leave  thee  a 
g^ieffer. 

But  I  only  behold  thee  in  Atherton's  *  fhape, 

Tor foJomy  hang'd  ;  as  thou  for  a  rape. 

Ah !  doll  thou  not  envy  the  brave  Colonel  Chartres, 
Condemn'd  for  thy  crime  at  threefcore-and-teu  ? 

^'o  hang  him,  all  England  would  lend  him  their 
garters ; 
Yet  he  lives,  and  is  ready  to  ravifli  again. 

Then  throttle  thyfelf  with  an  ell  of  ftrong  tape, 

For  thou  haft  not  a  groat  to  atone  for  a  rape. 

The  Dean  he  was  vex'd  that  liis  whores  were  fo 
willing :  [fquall  •, 

He  long'd  for  a  girl  that  would  ftruggle  and 
He  ravilh'd  her  fairly,  and  fav'd  a  good  fliilling ; 

But  here  was  to  pay  the  devil  and  all. 
His  trouble  and  foiTOws  now  come  in  a  heap. 
And  hang'd  he  muft  be  for  committing  a  rape. 

If  maidens  are  ravifh'd,  it  is  fcheir  own  choice  : 
Why  are  they  fo  wilful  to  ftiuggle  with  men  ? 

If  they  would  but  lie  quiet,  and  ftifle  their  voice, 
No  Devi!  or  Dean  could  ravifh  them  then ; 

Nor  would  there  be  need  of  a  ftrong  hempen  cape 

Ty'd  round  the  Dean's  neck  for  committing  a  rape. 

Our  Church  and  our  State  dear  England  maintains, 
Forwhichalltrue  Proteftant  heartsfliouldbeglad: 

She  fends  us  our  Eifhops,  and  Judges,  and  Deans; 
And  better  would  give  us,  if  better  flie  had. 

But,  Lord !  how  the  rabble  will  ftare.  and  will  gape. 

When  the  good  Englifti  Dean  ishang'd  up  fora  rape! 

ON  STEPHEN  DUCK, 

THE   THRESHER  AND   FAVOURITE   POET. 

A  ^ihbllng  Epigram.     1730. 

The  threfher  Duck  could  o'er  the  Queen  prevail ; 
The  proverb  fays,  no  fence  agi'i]fi  ajlatl. 
I^rom  thrcjbiiig  corn  he  turns  to  thrcfo  his  brains; 
For  which  her  Majefty  allows  him  grains. 
Though  'tis  confcft,  that  thofe  who  ever  faw 
His  poems,  think  them  all  not  worth  zjiraiu  ! 

Thrice  happy  Duck, employ 'd  in  threfliingy?;;^ii/r/ 
"i'hy  toil  is  leilen'd,  and  thy  profits  double. 

THE  lady's  DRESSING-ROOM.   1730. 

Five  hours  (and  who  can  do  it  lefs  in  .') 
By  haughty  Cajlia  fpent  in  dreffing ; 
The  goddefs  from  lier  chamber  iflues, 
Array'd  in  lace,  brocades,  and  tiflues. 
Strephon  who  found  the  room  was  void, 
And  Betty  otherwife  employ'd. 
Stole  in,  and  took  a  ftricft  furvey 
Of  a'l  the  litter  as  it  lay  : 
Whereof,  to  make  the  matter  clear, 
An  in-jentory  follov/s  here. 

And,  fir  ft,  a  dirty  fmoke  appeared. 
Beneath  the  arm-pits  well  befmear'd  ; 

■^  A  bifhap  of  Waterford-^  of  wfamoui  thdra^tr. 


Strephon,  the  rogue,  difplay'd  it  Wid«,    . 
And  turn'd  it  round  on  every  fide  : 
In  fuch  a  cafe,  few  words  are  beft. 
And  Strephon  bids  us  guefs  the  reft  ; 
But  fwears,  how  damnably  the  men  lie 
In  calling  Cslia  fweet  and  cleanly. 

Now  liften,  while  he  next  produces 
The  various  combs  for  various  ufes  ; 
Fill'd  up  with  dirt  fo  clofely  fixt. 
No  brufti  could  force  a  way  betwixt ; 
A  pafte  of  compofition  rare. 
Sweat,  dandriffj  powder,  lead,  and  hair. 
A  forehead-cloth  with  oil  upon't. 
To  fmooth  the  wrinkles  on  her  front : 
H;;re  alum-flower,  to  ftop  the  fteams 
Exhal'd  from  four  unfavoury  ftreams; 
There  night-gloves  made  of  Tripfey's  hide, 
Bequeath'd  by  Tripfey  when  flie  died ; 
With  puppy-water,  beauty's  help, 
Diftill'd  from  Tripfey's  darling  whelp. 
Here  gallipots  and  vials  plac'd. 
Some  fill'd  with  waflies.  fome  with  pafte  ; 
Some  v/ith  pomatums,  paints,  and  flops, 
And  ointments  good  for  fcabby  chops. 
Hard  by  a  filthy  bafcn  ftands, 
Fourd  >vith  the  fcouring  of  her  hands : 
The  bafon  takes  whatever  comes. 
The  fcrapings  from  her  teeth  and  gums, 
A  nafty  compound  of  all  hues. 
For  here  ftie  fpits,  and  here  flie  fpues. 

But,  oh  !  it  turn'd  poor  Strephon's  bowelsj. 
When  he  beheld  and  fmelt  the  towels, 
Begumm'd,  bematter'd,  and  beflim'd. 
With  dirt,  and  fweat,  and  ear-wax  grim'd. 
No  objetS  Strephon's  eye  efcapes  ; 
Here  petticoats  in  frowzy  heaps  ; 
Nor  be  the  handkerchiefs  forgot, 
All  varnifli'd  o'er  with  fnuff"  and  fnot. 
The  ftockings  why  fliould  I  expofe, 
Stain'd  with  the  moifture  of  her  toes ; 
Or  greafy  coifs,  or  pinners  reeking. 
Which  Cseiia  flept  at  leaft  a  week  in  ? 
A  pair  of  tweezers  next  he  found, 
To  pluck  her  brows  in  arches  round; 
Or  hairs  that  fink  the  forehead  low. 
Or  on  her  chin  like  briftles  grow. 

The  virtues  we  muft  not  let  pafs 
Of  Cxlia's  magnifying-glafs ; 
When  frighted  Strephon  caft  his  eye  on't. 
It  fliow'd  the  vifage  of  a  giant : 
A  glafs  that  can  to  fight  difclofe 
The  fmalleft  worm  in  Calia's  nofe. 
And  faithfully  dired:  her  nail 
To  fqueeze  it  out  from  head  to  tail  j 
For,  catch  it  nicely  by  the  head. 
It  muft  come  out,  alive  or  dead. 

Why,  Strephon,  will  you  tell  the  reft  ? 
And  muft  you  needs  defcribe  the  cheft  ? 
That  carelefs  wench  !  no  creature  warn  her. 
To  move  it  out  from  yonder  corner  ! 
But  leave  it  ftanding  full  in  fight, 
For  you  to  exercife  your  fpite  ? 
In  vain  the  workman  fliow'd  his  wit, 
With  rings  and  hinges  counterfeit. 
To  make  it  feem  in  this  difguife 
A  cabinet  to  vulgar  eyes. 
Which  Strephon  vcntur'd  to  look  in, 
Refolv'd  to  go  throug^h  thick  and  thin. 
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He  lifts  tlie  lid  :  there  needs  no  more, 
He  fmek  it  all  the  time  before. 

As,  from  within  Pandora's  box, 
When  Epinietheus  op'd  the  locks, 
A  fudden  uciverfal  crew 
Of  human  evils  upward  flew. 
He  ftill  was  comforted  to  find_ 
That  hope  at  laft  reniain'd  behind ; 
So  Strephon  lifting  up  the  lid, 
To  view  what  in  the  cheft  was  hid, 
The  vapours  flew  from  out  the  vent : 
But  Strephon,  cautious,  never  meant 
The  bottom  of  the  pan  to  grope, 
And  foul  his  hands  in  ff  arch  of  hope. 

Oh  !  ne'er  may  fuch  a  vile  machine 
Be  once  in  CseHa's  chamber  feen  ! 
Oh  !  may  flie  better  learn  to  keep 
Ih-oit  fecreU  of  the  hoary  deep*  ! 

As  mutton-cutlets  f ,  prime  of  meat. 
Which  though  with  art  you  fait  and  beat, 
As  laws  of  cookery  require. 
And  roaft  them  at  the  cleareft  fire  ; 
If  from  adown  the  hopeful  chops 
The  fat  upon  a  cinder  drops. 
To  flinking  fmoke  it  turns  the  flame, 
Poifoning  the  flefh  from  whence  it  came, 
And  up  exhales  a  greafy  flench, 
For  which  you  curfe  the  carelefs  wench  : 
So  things  which  muft;  not  be  expreft, 
When  plumpt  into  the  reeking  cheft, 
Send  up  an  excremental  fmell 
To  taint  the  parts  from  whence  they  fell ;  • 
The  petticoats  and  gown  perfume, 
And  waft  a  ftink  round  every  room. 

Thus  finifhing  his  grand  furvey. 
The  fwain  difgulled  flunk  away  ; 
Repeating  in  Ids  amorous  fits,         ^ 
"  Oh !  CselLa,  Calia,  CaElia  fti— !'  _ 
But  vengeance,  goddefs  never  fleeping, 
Soon  punifti  d  Strephon  for  his  peeping  : 
His  foul  imagination  links 
Each  dame  he  fees  with  all  her  {links  ; 
And,  if  unfavoury  odours  fly. 
Conceives  a  lady  {landing  hy. 
All  women  his  defcription  fits, 
And  both  ideas  jump  like  wits  ; 
By  vici&us  fancy  coupled  fall. 
And  fl:iil  appearing  in  eontraf. 

I  pity  wretched  Strephon,  blind 
To  all  the  charnis  of  vv^oman-kind. 
Should  1  the  Queen  of  Love  refufe, 
Becaufe  flie  rofe  from  ftinking  ooze  f 
To  him  that  looks  behind  the  fcene, 
Statira's  but  fome  pocky  quean. 

When  Cslia  all  her  glory  fliov/s. 
If  Strephon  would  but  ftop  his  nofe. 
Who  now  fo  impioufly  blaiphemes 
Her  ointments,  daubs,  and  paints,  and  crean^s, 
Her  walhes,  flops,  and  every  clout. 
With  which  he  makes  fo  foul  a  rout ; 
He  foon  would  learn  to  think  like  me, 
And  blefs  his  ravifti'd  eyes  to  feo 
Such  order  from  confufion  fprung. 
Such  gaudy  tulips  rais'd  from  dung. 
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If  neither  brafs  nor  marble  can  withfland 
The  mortal  force  of  Time's  deftrudive  hand; 
If  mountains  flak  to  vales,  if  cities  die,  _ 
And  IdTenrng  rivers  mourn  their  fountains  dry 
When  my  old  cafi'ock  (faid  a  Welfli  divme) 
Is  out  at  elbows;  why  fliould  I  repme? 


O  N 

MR.   PyLTNEY's 

BEING  PUT  OUT  OF  THE  COUNCIL.      I73I. 

Sir  Robert,  weary'd  by  Will  Pultney's  teafings, 

Who  interrupted  him  in  all  his  leafings, 

Refolv'd  that  WUl  and  he  fliould  meet  no  more  ; 

Full  in  'his  face  Bob  ftiuts  the  council  door ; 

Nor  lets  him  fit  as  juftice  on  the  bench, 

To  punifli  thieves,  or  lafli  a  fuburb-wench. 

Yet  ftill  St.  Stephen's  chapel  open  lies 

For  Will  to  enter.— What  ftiall  I  advife  ?  , 

Ev'n  quit  the  hoo  se,  for  thou  too  long  has  fat  in  t; 

Produce  at  laft  thy  dormont  ducal  patent ; 

There,  near  thy  matter's  throne  in  flieher  plac  d. 

Let  Will  unheard  by  thee  his  thunder  waftc. 

Yet  ftill  I  fear  your  w^ork  is  done  but  half ; 

For,  while  he  keeps  his  pen,  you  are  not  fafe. 
Hear  an  oj4  fable,  and  a  dull  one  too ; 

It  bears  a  moral,  when  apply'd  to  you. 

A  hare  had  long  efcap'd  purfuing  hounds, 
By  often  ftiifting  into  diftant  grounds  ; 

Till,  finding  alfhis  artifices  vain, 

To  fave  his  life  he  leap'd  into  the  main. 

But  there,  alas!  he  could  no  fafety  find, 

A  pack  of  dog-fjh  had  him  in  the  wind. 

He  fcours  away  ;  and,  to  avoid  the  foe, 

Defcends  for  flaelter  to  the  fliades  below  : 

There  Cerberus  lay  watching  in  his  den, 

(He  had  not  feen  a  hare  the  Lord  knows  when). 

Out  bounc'd  the  maftifF  of  the  triple  head  ; 

Away  the  hare  with  double  fwiftneis  fled  ; 

Hunted  from  earth,  and  fea,  and  hell,  he  flies 

(Fear  lent  him  wings)  for  fafety  to  the  flcies. 

How  was  the  fearful  animal  diftreft  ! 

Behold  a  foe  more  fierce  than  all  the  reft  . 

Sirius,  the  fwifteft  of  the  heavenly  pack, 

Fail'd  but  an  inch  to  feize  him  by  the  back. 

He  fled  to  earth,  but  firft  it  coft  hini  dear  : 

He  left  his  fcut  behind,  and  half  an  ear. 

Thus  was  the  hare  purfu'd,  though  free  from 

Thus^Bob,  {halt  thou  be  maul'd,  fly  where  thou 

wilt.  .  , 

Then,  honeft  Robin,  of  thy  corpfe  beware  ; 
Thou  art  not  half  fo  nimble  as  a  hare  : 
Too  ponderous  is  thy  bulk  to  mount  the  flcy ; 
Nor  can  you  go  to  hell,  before  you  die. 
So  keen  thy  hw.ters,  and  thjfcent  fo  ftrong,    ^ 
Thy  turns  and  doublings  cannot  fave  thee  long   . 

*  This  hunting  ended  in  the  promotion  both  of  Wt!l^ 
and  Bob.  Bob  luas  mt  longer  frfl  minifier,  but  Earl  of 
Orford;  and  [Fill  tvns  >:o  longer  his  opponent ^  but  Earf 

oJBaib. 
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EPITAPH 

ON 

FREDERICK  DUKE  OF  SCHOMBERG  *. 

Hie  infra  fitum  eft  coqsus 

FREDERICI  DUCTS  DE  SHOMBERG, 

ad  BUDINDAM  occifi,  A.  D.  1690. 

PECANUS  et  CAPITULUM  maximopere  etiam 

atque  etiam  petierunt, 

Ut  HiEREDES  Ducis  monumentuiti 

In  memoriam  parentis  erigendum  curarent : 

Sed  pcftquain  per  epiftolas,  per  amicos, 

diu  ac  fepe  orando  nil  profecere ; 

Hunc  demum  lapidem  ipli  ftatuerunt, 

f  Saltern  ut  fcias,  hofpes, 

Ubinam  terrarum  SCONBERGENSES  cineres 

delitefcunt. 

"  Plus  potuit  fama  virtutis  apud  alienos, 

"  Quam  fanguinis  proximitas  apud  fuos." 

A.  D.  1731. 

CASSINUS  AND   PETER. 

A  TRAGICAL  ELEGY.      I73I. 

Two  college  fophs  of  Cambridge  growth, 
Both  fpecial  wits,  and  lovers  both, 
Conferring,  as  they  us'd  to  meet. 
On  love,  and  books,  in  rapture  fweet 
(Mufe,  find  me  names  to  fit  piy  metre, 
Caffinus  this,  and  t'other  Peter)  ; 
Friend  Peter  to  Caffinus  goes. 
To  chat  a  while,  and  -warm  his  nofe ; 
But  fuch  a  fight  was  never  feen. 
The  lady  lay  fwallow'd  up  in  fpleen. 
He  feem'd  as  juft  crept  out  of  bed  ; 
One  greafy  ftocking  round  his  head. 
The  other  he  fat  down  to  dearn 
"With  threads  of  different-colour'd  yarn  ; 
His  breeches  torn  expofing  wide 
A  ragged  fhirt  and  tawny  hide. 
Scorch'd  were  his  Ihins,  his  legs  were  bare. 
But  well  embrown'd  with  dirt  and  hair. 
A  rug  was  o'er  his  Ihoulclers  thrown 
(A  rug  ;  for  night-gown  he  had  none). 
His  jordon  flood  in  manner  fitting 
Between  his  legs  to  fpew  or  fpit  in  ; 
His  ancient  pipe,  in  fable  dy'd, 
And  half  unfmok'd,  lay  by  his  fide. 

Him  thus  accoutr'd  Peter  found, 
With  eyes  in  fmoke  and  weeping  drown'd ; 
The  leavings  of  his  lafl  night's  pot 
On  embers  plac'd,  to  drink  it  hot. 

Wliy,  Caffy,  thou  wilt  doze  thy  pate  ; 
What  makes  thee  lie  a-bed  fo  late  ? 
The  finch,  the  Imnet,  and  the  thrufh. 
Their  mattins  chant  in  every  bufh  ; 


*  The  Dute  luas  unhappily  tilled,  in  crojfmg  the 
ri-ucr  Boyne,  "july  I.  l6yO,  and  ivas  buried  in  St. 
FatrkVs  cathedral;  ivhere  the  dean  and  chapter  ereSi- 
ed  a  fmall  monument  to  his  honour,  at  their  oiun  ex- 
penca. 

t  The  ivords  that  Dr.  Sivift  frjl  concluded  the  epi- 
taph '■vith,  'vere  "  Saltern  ut  fciat  "viator  indignahundus, 
"  quali  in  cdlula  tanii  du^aris  cineres  ddilefcuiit" 


And  I  have  heard  thee  oft'  falute 
Aurora  with  thy  early  flute. 
Heaven  fend  thou  haft  not  got  the  hyps  ? 
How  !  not  a  word  come  from  thy  lips  .' 

Then  gave  him  fome  familiar  thumps ; 
A  college-joke,  to  cure  the  dumps. 

The  fwain  at  laft,  with  grief  oppreft,' 
Cry'd,  Cxlia  !  thrice,  and  figh'd  the  refl. 

Dear  CafTy,  though  to  ailc  I  dread. 
Yet  afK  I  muft.     Is  Caelia  dead  ? 

How  happy  I,  were  that  the  worft  ! 
But  I  was  fated  to  he  curft. 

Come,  tell  us,  has  fhe  play'd  the  whore  ? 

Oh,  Peter,  would  it  were  no  more ! 

W'hy,  plague  confound  her  fandy  locks ! 
Say,  has  the  fmall  or  greater  pox 
Sunk  down  her  nofe,  or  feam'd  her  face  ? 
Be  eafy,  'tis  a  common  cafe. 

Oh,  Peter  !  beauty's  but  a  varnifh. 
Which  time  and  accidents  will  tarnilh  : 
But  Cseha  has  contriy'd  to  blaft 
Thofe  beauties  that  might  ever  lafl. 
Nor  can  imagination  guefs. 
Nor  eloquence  divine  exprefs, 
How  that  ungrateful  charming  maid 
My  pureft  pafTion  has  betray'd. 
Conceive  the  moft  envenom'd  dart 
To  pierce  an  injur'd  lovers  heart. 

Why,  hang  her  ;  though  fhe  feems  fo  coy, 
I  know  fhe  loves  the  barber's  boy. 

Friend  Peter,  this  I  could  excufe  ; 
For  every  nymph  has  leave  to  choofe; 
Nor  have  I  reafon  to  complain, 
She  loves  a  more  deferving  fwain. 
But,  oh  !  how  ill  haft  thou  divin'd 
A  crime  that  fhocks  all  human-kind ; 
A  deed  unknown  to  female  race, 
At  which  the  fun  fhould  hide  his  face  ! 
Advice  in  vain  you  would  apply- 
Then  leave  me  to  defpair  and  die. 
Ye  kind  Arcadians,  on  my  urn 
Thefe  elegies  and  fonnet?  burn  ; 
And  on  the  marble  grave  thefe  rhymes, 
A  monument  to  after-times  ; 
"  Here  Caffy  lies,  by  Caelia  flain, 
"  And  dying  never  told  his  pain." 

Vain  empty  world,  farewell.     But  hark, 
The  loud  Cerberian  triple  bark. 
And  there — behold  AletSo  ftand, 
A  whip  of  fcorpions  in  her  hand. 
Lo,  Charon  from  his  leaky  wherry 
Beckoning  to  waft  me  o'er  the  ferry. 
I  come,  I  cQme,  Medufa  !  fee, 
Her  ferpents  hifs  diredl  at  me. 
Begone ;  unhand  me,  hellifli  fry  : 
"  *Avaunt — ye  cannot  fay  'tis  I." 

Dear  CafTy,  thou  muft  purge  and  bleed ; 
I  fear  thou  wilt  be  mad  indeed. 
But  now,  by  friendfhip's  facred  laws, 
I  here  conjure  thee,  tell  the  caufe ; 
And  Crelia's  horrid  faift  relate  : 
Thy  friend  would  gladly  fhare  thy  fate. 

To  force  it  out,  my  heart  muft  rend  : 
Yet  when  conjur'd  by  fuch  a  friend — 
Think,  Peter,  how  my  foul  is  rackt  \ 
Thefe  eyes,  thefe  eyes,  beheld  the  faft. 

*  See  Macbeth. 
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Now  bend  thine  ear,  fince  out  it  mufi: ; 
But  when  thou  fee'ft  me  laid  in  duft, 
The  fecret  thou  (halt  nq'er  impart. 
Not  to  the  nymph  that  keeps  thy  heart ; 
(How  would  her  virgin  foul  bemoan 
A  crime  to  all  her  fex  unknown  !) 
Nor  whifper  to  the  tattling  reeds 
The  blackeft  of  all  female  deeds  ; 
Nor  blab  it  on  the  lonely  rocks, 
Where  Echo  fits,  and  liftening  mocki ; 
Nor  let  the  Zephyrs'  treacherous  gale 
Through  Cambridge  waft  the  direful  tale  ; 
Nor  to  the  chattering  feather'd  race 
Difcover  Cxlia's  foul  difgrace. 
But,  if  you  fail,  my  fpeftre  dre^d, 
Attending  nightly  round  your  bed  : 
And  yet  I  dare  confide  in  you  : 
So  take  my  fecret,  and  adieu. 
Nor  wonder  how  I  loft  my  wits : 
Oh  !  Caelia,  Cselia,  Cxlia  fli— I 

A  BEAUTIFUL  YOUNG  NYMPH 

GOING  TO  BED. 
Written  for  the  honour  of  the  Fair  Sex. 

CoRiNNA,  pride  of  Drury-lane, 
For  whom  no  fiiepherd  fighs  in  vain  : 
Never  did  Covejit'garden  boaft 
So  bright  a  batter'd  ftrolling  toaft  ! 
No  drunken  rake  to  pick  her  up  ; 
No  cellar,  where  on  tick  to  fup ; 
Returning  at  the  midnight  hour. 
Four  flories  climbing  to  her  bpwer; 
Then  feated  on  a  three-legg'd  chair, 
Takes  off  her  artificial  hair. 
Now  picking  out  a  cryftal  eye, 
^he  wipes  it  clean,  and  lays  it  by : 
Her  eye-brows,  from  a  moufe's  hide. 
Stuck  on  with  art  on  either  fide. 
Pulls  off  with  care,  and  firft  difplays  'em, 
Then  in  a  play-book  fmoothly  lays  'em  : 
Now  dextroufly  her  plumpers  draws. 
That  ferve  to  fill  her  hollow  jaws  : 
Untwifts  a  wire,  and  from  her  gums 
A  fet  of  teeth  completely  comes  : 
Pulls  out  the  rags  contriv'd  to  prop 
Her  flabby  dugs,  and  down  they  drop. 
Proceeding  on,  the  lovely  goddefs 
Unlaces  next  her  fteel-ribb'd  bodice. 
Which,  by  the  operator's  Ikill, 
Prefs  down  the  lumps,  the  hollows  fill. 
Up  goes  her  hand,  and  off  flie  flips 
The  bolfters  that  fupply  her  hips. 
With  gentleft  touch  flie  next  explores  ' 
Her  fhankres,  iffues,  running  fores, 
Effeds  of  many  a  fad  difafter ; 
And  then  to  each  applies  a  plafter  : 
But  muft,  before  ftie  goes  to  bed. 
Rub  off  the  daubs  of  white  and  red, 
And  fmooth  the  furrov/s  in  her  front 
With  greafy  paper  (luck  upon't. 
She  takes  a  bolus  ere  flie  fleeps  ; 
And  then  between  two  blanj-.ets  creeps  : 
With  pains  of  love  tormented  lies  ; 
Or,  if  {he  chance  to  clofe  her  eyes. 
Of  Bridewell  and  the  Compter  dreanif. 
And  feels  the  laih,  and  faintly  fcreams  j 


Or,  by  a  faithlefs  bully  drawti. 

At  fome  hedge-tavern  lies  in  pawn  ; 

Or  to  Jamaica  feems  tranfported 

Alone,  and  by  no  planter  courted ; 

Or,  near  Fleet-ditch's  oozy  brinks. 

Surrounded  with  a  hundred  flinks, 

Behited,  feems  on  v/atch  to  lie. 

And  fnap  fome  cully  paffing  by ; 

Or,  flruck  with  fear,  her  fancy  runs 

On  watchmen,  conftables,  and  duns, 

From  whom  flie  meets  with  frequent  nibt;  - 

But  never  from  religious  clubs, 

Whofe  favour  flie  is  fure  to  find, 

Becaufe  flie  pays  them  all  in  kind. 

Corinna  awakes.     A  dreadful  fight! 

Behold  the  ruins  of  the  night ! 

A  wicked  rat  her  plafter  ftole. 

Half  eat,  and  dragg'd  it  to  his  hole. 

The  cryftal  eye,  alas !  was  mifs'd  j 

And  pufs  had  on  her  plumpers  p-^£s'<L 

A  pigeon  pick'd  her  iffue-peas  : 

And  Shock  her  treffes  fiU'd  with  fleas. 

The  nym.ph,  though  in  this  mangled  plight, 

Muft  every  morn  her  limbs  unite. 

But  how  fliall  i  defcribe  her  arts 

To  recoiled  the  fcatter'd  parts  ? 

Or  fliow  the  anguifti,  toil,  and  pain. 

Of  gathering  up  herfelf  again  ? 

The  baftiful  mufe  will  never  bear 

In  fuch  a  fcene  to  interfere. 

Corinna,  in  the  morning  dizen'd. 

Who  fees,  will  fpue ;  who  fraells,  be  poifon'd. 
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Or  Chloe  all  the  town  has  rung. 

By  every  fize  of  poets  fung : 

So  beautiful  a  nymph  appears 

But  once  in  twenty  thoufand  years ; 

By  Nature  form'd  with  niceft  care. 

And  faultlefs  to  a  fingle  hair. 

Her  graceful  mien,  her  fliape,  and  lace, 

Confefs'd  her  of  no  mortal  race  : 

And  then  fo  nice,  and  fo  genteel ; 

Such  cleanlinefs  from  head  to  heel  ; 

No  humours  grofs,  or  frowzy  fteams. 

No  noifome  whiffs,  or  fweaty  ftreams. 

Before,  behind,  above,  below. 

Could  from  her  taintlefs  body  flow: 

Would  fo  difcreetly  things  difpofe. 

None  ever  faw  her  pluck  a  rofe. 

Her  deareft  comrades  never  caught  her 

Squat  on  her  hams,  to  make  maid's  water. 

You'd  fwear  that  fo  divine  a  creature 

Felt  no  necefiities  of  nature. 

In  funimer  had  flie  walk'd  the  town. 

Her  arm-pits  would  not  ftain  her  gown  : 

At  country-dances  not  a  nofe 

Could  in  the  dog-days  fmell  her  toes. 

Her  milk-white  hands,  both  palms  and  backs. 

Like  ivciy  dry,  and  foft  as  wax, 

Her  hands,  the  fofteft  ever  felt, 

Though  cold  would  burn,  though  dry  would  melt^ 

Dear  Venus,  hide  this  wondrous  maid, 
Nor  let  her  loofe  to  fpoil  your  trade. 
While  flie  engroffes  every  fwain, 
You  but  o'er  half  the  world  can  reign. 


xj8 


THE   WORKS    OF   SWIFT. 


Think  what  a  cafe  all  men  are  now  in, 
W'hat  ogling,  fighing,  toalling,  vowing! 
What  powder'd  wigs  !  what  flames  and  darts  ! 
What  hampers  full  of  bleeding  hearts  ! 
AVhat  fword-knots  !  what  poetic  Itrains  ! 
What  bilk t-doux,, and  clouded  canes  ! 

But  S'trephon  figh'd  fo  loud  and  llrong, 
He  blew  a  fettlement  along ; 
And  bravely  di'ove  his  rivals  down 
"With  coach  and  fix,  and  houfe  in  town. 
The  bafhful  nymph  no  more  withflands, 
Becaufe  her  dear  papa  commands.    , 
1"he  charming  couple  now  unites  ; 
Proceed  we  to  the  marriage-rites. 

Imprimis,  ai  the  temple-porch 
Stood  Hymen  with  a  flaming  torch  : 
The  fmiling  Cyprian  goddefs  brings 
Her  infant-loves  with  purple  wings  ; 
And  pigeons  billing,  fparrows  treading, 
Fair  emblems  of  a  fruitful  wedding. 
The  mufes  next  in  order  follow. 
Conducted  by  their  fquire,  Apollo  : 
Then  Mercury  with  lilver  tongue  ; 
And  Hebe,  goddefs  ever  young. 
Behold,  the  bridegroom  and  his  bride 
Walk  hand  in  hand,  and  fide  by  fide  ; 
She  by  the  tender  Graces  dreft, 
But  he  by  Mars,  in  fcarlet  veft. 
The  nymph  was  cover 'd  with  hcvjlammeitm. 
And  Phoebus  fung  th'  epithcLimium. 
And  laft,  to  make  the  matter  fure, 
Dame  Juno  brought  a  priefh  demure. 
Luna  was  abfent,  on  pretence 
Her  time  was  not  till  nine  months  hence. 

The  rites  perform'd,  the  parfon  paid^ 
In  ftate  return'd  the  grand  parade  ; 
"With  loud  huzza's  from  all  the  boys, 
That  now  the  pair  muft  croivn  tlcirjoyi. 

But  ftill  the  hardeft:  part  remains  : 
Strephon  had  long  perpjex'd  his  brains^ 
How  with  fo  high  a  nymph  he  miglit 
Demean  himl'elf  the  wedding-night : 
por,  as  lie  viev/'d  his  perfon  round, 
^ere  mortal  flefh  was  all  he  found  : 
His  hand,  his  neck,  his  mouth,  his  feet, 
"Were  duly  wafh'd,  to  keep  them  fweet 
(With  other  parts  that  fhall  be  namelefs, 
The  ladies  clfe  might  think  me  fhamelefs). 
The  weather  and  his  love  were  hot ; 
And,  lliould  he  flruggle,  I  know  what — 
"Why,  let  it  go,  if  I  mull  tell  it — 
He'll  fweat,  and  then  the  nymph  may  fmell  it ; 
"WJiik  fhe,  a  goddefs  dy'd  in  grain, 
Was  unfufcept'ble  of  flain, 
And,  Venus-like,  her  fragrant  Ikia 
Jlxhal'd  ambrojia  from  v/ithin. 
Can  fuch  a  deity  endure 
A  mortal  human  touch  impure  ! 
How  did  the  humbled  fwain  detefl 
His  prickly  beard,  and  hairy  breaft  ! 
His  night-cap,  border'd  round  with  lace. 
Could  giv'c  no  foftnefs  to  his  face. 

Yet,  if  the  goddefs  could  be  kind, 
■\Vhat  endlefs  raptures  muft  he  find  ! 
And  goddeffes  have  now  and  then 
Come  down  to  viCt  mortal  men  ; 
T'o  vifit,  and  to  court  them  too  : 
V*.  certain  jjocidef?,  Gcd  knows  who, 


(As  in  a  book  he  heard  it  read) 

Fook  Colonel  Peleus  to  her  bed. 

But  what  if  he  fhould  lofe  his  life 

By  venturing  on  his  heavenly  wife  .^ 

(For  Strephon  could  remember  well, 

That  once  he  heard  a  fchool-boy  tell, 

How  Semele  of  mortal  race 

By  thunder  died  in  Jove's  embrace,) 

And  what  if  daring  Strephon  dies  / 

By  lightning  (hot  from  Chloe's  eyes  ? 

While  thefe  reflecftions  fiU'd  his  head. 
The  bride  was  put  in  form  to  bed : 
He  follovv'd,  ftript,  and  in  he  crepl^ 
But  awfully  his  diftance  kept. 

Now  ponder  ivell  ye  parents  dear  ; 
Forbid  your  daughters  guzzling  bee»  ; 
And  make  them  every  afternoon 
Forbear  their  tea,  or  drink  it  foon ; 
That,  ere  to  bed  they  venture  up, 
They  may  difcharge  it  every  fup  : 
If  not,  they  mufl  in  evil  plight 
Be  often  forc'd  to  rife  at  night. 
Keep  them  to  wholefome  food  confin'd. 
Nor  let  them  tafte  what  caufes  wind  ; 
('Tis  this  the  fage  of  Samos  means. 
Forbidding  his  difciples  beans.) 
Oh  !  think  what  evils  muft  enfue ; 
Mifs  Moll  the  jade  will  burn  it  blue  : 
And,  when  fhe  once  has  got  the  art. 
She  cannot  help  it  for  her  heart ; 
But  out  it  flies,  ev'n  when  (he  meets 
Her  bridegroom  in  the  wedding-fheets. 
Canninative  and  diuretic 
Will  damp  all  paiilon  fympathetic  : 
And  love  fuch  nicety  requires, 
One  blajl  vkill  put  out  all  his  fires. 
Since  hufbands  get  behind  the  fcene, 
The  wife  fhould  fludy  to  be  clean ; 
Nor  give  the  fmalleft  room  to  guefs 
The  time  when  wants  of  nature  prefs ; 
But  after  marriage  pradlife  more 
Decorum  than  fhe  did  before  ; 
To  keep  her  fpoufe  deluded  ftill, 
And  make  him  fancy  what  fhe  will. 

In  bed  we  left  the  married  pair  : 
'Tis  time  to  ftiow  how  things  went  there. 
Strephon,  who  had  been  often  told 
'Fhat  fortune  ftill  aflifts  the  bold, 
Refolv'd  to  make  the  firft  attack  ; 
But  Cliloe  drove  him  fiercely  back. 
How  could  a  nymph  fo  chafte  as  Chloc, 
With  conftitution  cold  and  fnowy, 
Permit  a  brutifh  man  to  touch  her  ? 
F2v'n  lambs  by  inftinft  fly  the  butchef. 
Refiftance  on  the  wedding-night 
Is  v/hat  our  maidens  claim  by  right : 
And  Chloe,  'tis  by  all  agreed, 
Was  maid  in  thought,  and  word,  and  deed:. 
Yet  fome  aflign  a  different  reafon  ; 
That  Strephon  chofe  no  proper  feafon. 

Say,  fair-ones,  muft  J  make  a  paufe. 
Or  freely  tell  the  fccret  caufe  ? 
Twelve  cups  of  tea  (with  grief  I  fpeak) 
Had  now  conftrain'd  the  nymph  to  leak. 
This  point  muft  needs  be  fettled  firft : 
The  bride  muft  either  void  or  burft. 
Then  fee  the  dire  effeds  of  peafe  ; 
Think  what  can  give  the  colic  eafe. 


POEM    S. 


t^ 


The  nymph,  opprefs'd  before,  behind, 
As  ftiips  are  tolVd  by  waves  and  wind. 
Steals  out  her  hand,  by  nature  led, 
And  brings  a  veflcl  into  bed  ; 
fair  utenlil,  as  fmooth  and  white 
As  Chloe's  Ikin,  almoft  as  bright. 

Strephon,  who  heard  the  fuming  rill 
As  from  a  molTy  ciiff  diftil, 
Cry'd  out,  Ye  gods !  what  found  is  this  ? 

Can  Chloe,  heavenly  Chloe, ? 

But  when  he  fmelt  a  noifome  fleam. 

Which  oft'  attends  that  luke-warm  ftream; 

(Salerno  both  together  joins         _  ^ 

As  fovereign  medicines  for  the  loins  ;) 

And  though  contriv'd,  we  may  fuppofe. 

To  flip  his  ears,  yet  flruck  his  nofe ; 

He  found  her,  while  the  fcent  increas'd. 

As  mortal  as  Iiimfelf  at  leaft. 

But  foon,  with  like  occafions  preft, 

He  boldly  fent  his  hand  in  queft 

(Infpir'd  with  courage  from  his  bride) 

To  reach  the  pot' on  t'other  fide  ; 

And,  as  he  fill'd  the  reeking  vafe, 

L.ct  fly  a  roufer  in  her  face. 

The  little  Cupids  hovering  round, 
(As  pidtures  prove,  with  garlands  crown'd) 
Abafh'd  at  what  they  faw  and  heard, 
Flew  off,  nor  ever  more  appear'd. 

Adicu  to  ravifhing  delights. 
High  raptures,  and  romantic  flights ; 
To  goddeffes  fo  heavenly  fvveet. 
Expiring  fliepherds  at  their  feet ; 
To  filver  meads  and  fliady  bowers, 
Drefs'd  up  with  amaranthine  flowers. 

How  great  a  change  !  how  quickly  made  ! 

They  learn  to  call  a  fpade  a  fpade. 

They  foon  from  all  conftraints  are  freed ; 

Can  fee  each  other  do  thuir  need. 

On  box  of  cedar  fits  the  wife. 

And  makes  it  warm  for  deareji  life; 

And,  by  the  beuftly  way  of  thinking, 

Finds  great  focioty  in  ftinking. 

Now  Strephon  daily  entertains 

His  Chloe  in  the  homeliefl  flrains ; 

And  Chloe,  more  experienc'd  grown, 

With  interefl:  pays  him  back  his  own. 

No  maid  at  Court  is  lefs  afliam'd, 

Howe'er  for  felling  bargains  fam'd. 

Than  fhe  to  name  her  parts  behind. 

Or  when  a-bed  to  let  out  v\'ind. 
Fair  Decency,  celeftial  maid  ! 

Defcend  from  heaven  to  beauty's  aid ! 

Thongh  beauty  may  beget  defire, 

'Tis  thou  mufl  fan  the  lover's  fire : 

Tor  beauty,  like  fupreme  dominion, 

Is  befl;  fupported  by  opinion  : 

If  decency  brings  no  fupplies. 

Opinion  falls,  and  beauty  dies. 

To  fee  fome  radiant  nymph  appear 

In  all  her  glittering  birth-day  gear. 

You  think  fome  goddefs  from  the  fky 

Defcended,  ready  cut  and  dry  : 
But,  ere  you  fell  yourfelf  to  laughter, 
Confider  well  what  may  come  after  ; 
For  fine  ideas  vanifh  faft. 
While  all  the  grofs  and  filthy  la/l. 
O  Strephon,  ere  that  fatal  day 
l,Vhen  Chloe  ftole  your  heart  away; 


Had  you  but  through  a  cranny  fpy'd 
On  lioufe  of  eafe  your  future  bride. 
In  all  the  poftures  of  her  face 
Which  nature  gives  in  fuch  a  cafe  ; 
Diilortions,  groanings,  ftrainings,  heavings; 
'Twere  better  you  had  lick'd  her  leavings. 
Than  from  experience  find  too  late 
Your  goddefs  grown  a  filthy  mate. 
Your  fancy  then  had  always  dwelt 
On  what  you  faw,  and  what  you  linelt; 
Would  fl;ill  the  fame  ideas  give  ye. 
As  when  you  fpy'd  her  on  the  privy; 
And,  fpite  of  Chloe's  charms  divine. 
Your  heart  had  been  as  whole  as  mine- 
Authorities,  both  old  and  recent, 
Dire<ft  that  women  mufl  be  decent ; 
And  from  the  fpoufe  each  blemifh  bide. 
More  than  from  all  the  world  beCde. 
Unjuftly  all  our  nymphs  complain 
Their  empire  holds  fo  Ihort  a  reign; 
Is  after  marriage  lofl  fo  foon, 
It  hardly  holds  the  honey-moon : 
For,  if  they  keep  not  what  they  caught^ 
It  is  entirely  their  own  fault. 
They  take  poffeflion  of  the  crown. 
And  then  throw  all  their  weapons  down: 
Though,  by  the  politician's  fcheme, 
Whoe'er  arrives  at  power  fupreme,  _ 
Thofe  arts  by  which  at  firfl  they  gain  it. 
They  ftill  mufl  pradlife  to  maintain  it. 
What  various  ways  our  females  take 
To  pafs  for  wits  before  a  rake  ! 
And  in  the  fruitlefs  fearch  purfue 
All  other  methods  but  the  true ! 

Some  try  to  learn  polite  behavioiir 
By  reading  books  againfl  their  Savionr; 
Some  cairit  witty  to  rcfledt 
On  evei-y  natural  defeiS  ; 
Some  fliow  they  never  want  explaining. 
To  comprehend  a  double  meaning. 
But  lure  a  tell-tale  out  of  fchool 
Is  of  all  wits  the  greateft  fool ; 
Whofe  rank  imagination  fills 
Her  heart,  and  from  her  lips  diftils  : 
You'd  think  fhe  utter'd  from  behind. 
Or  at  hex  mouth  was  breaking  wind. 
Why  is  a  handfome  wife  ador'd 
By  every  coxcomb  but  her  lord  I 
From  yonder  puppet-man  inquire. 
Who  wifely  hides  his  wood  and  wire ; 
Shows  Sheba's  queen  completely  dreft. 
And  Solomon  in  royal  veil : 
But  view  them  litter'd  on  the  floor. 
Or  flrung  on  pegs  behind  the  door ; 
Punch  is  exadly  of  a  piece 
With  Lorrain's  duke,  and  prince  of  Greece, 

A  prudent  builder  fhould  forecafl 
Hov/  long  the  fluff  is  like  to  lafl: ; 
And  carefully  obferve  the  ground, 
To  build  on  fome  foundation  found. 
What  houfe,  when  its  materials  crumble. 
Mull  not  inevitably  tumble  ? 
What  edifice  can  long  endure, 
Rais'd  on  a  bafis  unfecure  ? 
Rafli  mortals,  ere  you  take  a  wife. 
Contrive  your  pile  to  lall  for  life : 
Since  beauty  fcarce  endures  a  day. 
And  youth  fo  fwiftly  glides  away; 
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Why  will  you  make  yourfelf  a  bubble, 
To  build  on  fand  with  hay  and  ftubble  ? 
On  fenfe  and  wit  your  paffion  found. 
By  decency  cemented  round ; 
Let  prudence  v/ith  good-nature  ftriVe 
To  keep  efteem  and  love  alive. 
Then,  come  old  age  whene'er  it  will. 
Your  frlendfliip  Ihall  continue  ftill : 
And  thus  a  mutual  gentle  fire 
Shall  never  but  with  life  expire. 


APOLLO; 

OR,    A  PROBLEM   SOLVED.    I73I. 

Apollo,  god  of  light  and  wit, 

Could  verfe  inlpire,  but  feldom  writ ; 

Refin'd  all  metals  with  his  looks, 

As  well  as  chemifts  by  their  books  : 

As  handfome  as  my  lady's  page  ; 

Sweet  five-and-twenty  was  his  age. 

His  wig  was  made  of  funny  rays, 

He  crown'd  his  youthful  head  with  bayi ; 

Not  all  the  court  of  Heaven  could  fhow 

So  niece  and  fo  complete  a  beau. 

No  heir  upon  his  firft  appearance, 

With  twenty  thoufand  pounds  a-year  rents. 

E'er  drove,  before  he  fold  his  land, 

So  fine  a  coach  along  the  flrand  ; 

The  fpokes,  we  are  by  Ovid  told. 

Were  filver,  and  the  axle  gold  : 

(I  own,  'twas  but  a  coach  and  four ; 

For  Jupiter  allows  no  more  !) 

Yet,  with  his  beauty,  wealth,  and  parts, 
Enough  to  win  ten  thoufand  hearts. 
No  vulga&r  deity  above 
Was  fo  unfortunate  in  love. 
Three  weighty  caufes  were  aflign'd, 
That  mov'd  the  nymphs  to  be  unkind. 
Nine  mufes  always  waiting  round  him, 
He  left  them  virgins  as  he  found  them. 
His  fmging  was  another  fault ; 
For  he  could  reach  to  B  in  alt: 
And,  by  the  fentiments  of  Pliny, 
Such  fmgers  are  like  Nicolini. 
At  laft,  the  point  was  fully  clear'd  ; 
\n  ftiort,  Apollo  had  no  beard. 


THE  PLACE  OF  THE  DAMNED.  1731. 

All  folks  who  pretend  to  religion  3LnA  grace. 

Allow  there's  a /W/,  but  difpute  of  the  place: 

But,  if  hell  may  by  logical  rules  be  defin'd 

The  place  of  the  damnd — I'll  tell  you  my  mind. 

Wherever  the  damn'd  do  chiefly  abound, 

Moft  certainly  there  is  hell  to  be  found  . 

Damn'd  poets.,   damn'd  critics,  damn'd  blockheads., 

damn'd  kna-ues, 
Yid.m.n' A  fenators  brib'd,  damn'd  proftitute /7<z'!'w  .- 
Damn'd  la-wyers  and_/«(/^w, damn'd  lords  ancfdamn'd 
/quires  ,  [damn'd  liars  ; 

Damn'd  fpies  and  informers,  damn'd  friends  and 
Damn'd  ■villains,  corrupted  in  evcryjlation  ; 
Damn'd  time-ferving  friejls  all  over  the  nation  ; 
And  into  the  bargain  I'll  readily  give  you 
Damn'd  ignorant^r^/ato  and  counfellors  privy. 


Then  let  us  no  longer  by  parfons  be  flamm'd, 
For  we  knov/  by  thckrr.aris  the  place  of  the  damn'd; 
And  hell  to  be  fure  is  at  Paris  or  Rome. 
How  happy  for  us  that  it  is  not  at  home  ! 

JUDAS.     1731. 

By  the  juft  vengeance  of  incenfed  fkies. 
Poor  Bifhop  Judas  late  repenting  dies. 
The  Jews  engag'd  him  with  a  paltry  bribe. 
Amounting  hardly  to  a  crown  a  tribe ; 
Which  though  his  confcience  forc'd  him  to  reftore 
(And,  parfons  tell  us,  no  man  could  do  more)  ; 
Yet,  through  defpair,  of  God  and  man  accurft, 
He  loft  his  bifliopric,  and  hang'd  or  burft. 
Thofe  former  ages  difFer'd  much  from  this ; 
Judas  betray'd  his  mafter  with  a  kifs  : 
But  fome  have  kifs'd  the  gofpel  fifty  times, 
Whofe  perjury's  the  leaft  of  all  their  crimes; 
Some  who  can  perjure  through  a  two-inch  board. 
Yet  keep  their  bifhoprics,  and  'fcape  the  cord  : 
Like  hemp,  which,  by  a  Ikilful  fpinfler  drawn 
To  {lender  threads,  may  fometimes  pafs  for  lawn. 

As  ancient  Judas  by  tranfgrejfion  fell. 
And  burfl  a/under  ere  he  Went  to  hell ; 
So  could  we  fee  a  fet  of  new  Ifcariots  [riots ; 

Come  headlong  fumbling  from  their  mitred  cha- 
Each  modern  Judas  periih  like  the  firft  ; 
Drop  from  the  tree,  with  all  his  bowels  burft ; 
Who  could  forbear,  that  view'd  each  guilty  face. 
To  cry,  "  Lo!  Judas  gone  to  his  old  place  ; 
"  His  habitation  let  all  men  forfake, 
"  And  let  his  biftiopric  another  take  !" 
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How  could  yru,  Gay,  difgrace  the  mufes'  train. 
To  ferve  a  taftelefs  court  twelve  years  in  vain  ! 
Fain  would  I  think  owr  f  male friend\  fincere, 
Till  Bob,  the  poet's  foe,  poffefs'd  her  e^r. 
Did  female  virtue  e'er  fo  high  afcend. 
To  lofe  an  inch  of  favour  for  a  friend  .' 

Say,  had  the  court  no  better  place  to  choofe 
For  thee  than  make  a  dry-purfe  of  thy  mufe  ? 
How  cheaply  had  thy  liberty  been  fold. 
To  fquire  a  royal  girl  of  two  years  old ; 
In  leading  ftrings  her  infant-fteps  to  guide. 
Or  with  her  go-cart  amble  fide  by  fide  ! 

But  princely  Douglas  and  his  glorious  dame 
Advanc'd  thy  fortune,  and  preferv'd  thy  fame. 
Nor  will  your  nobler  gifts  be  mifapply'd. 
When  o'er  your  patron's  treafure  you  prefide  : 
The  world  fhall  own,  his  choice  was  wife  and  juft^ 
For  fons  of  Phoebus  never  break  their  truft. 

Not  love  of  beauty  lefs  the  heart  inflames 
Of  guardian  eunuchs  to  the  Sultan's  dames  : 
Their  paflions  not  more  impotent  and  cold, 
Than  thofe  of  poets  to  the  luf  of  gold. 
With  Paean's  pureft  fire  his  favourites  glow. 
The  dregs  will  ferve  to  ripen  ore  below  ; 

*  The  Dean,  ha-ving  been  told  by  an  intimate  friend, 
that  the  Duke  of  ^veenfberry  had  employed  Gay  to  in- 
fpeSi  the  accounts  and  mancrgement  of  his  Grace's  re- 
ceivers and  fieivards  (•which  ho-we-ver  proved  to  bi  'i 
miflake),  ivrote  this  epijile  to  his  friend, 

f   The  Countefs  of  Suffolk, 
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Mis  meaneft  work:  for,  bad  he  thought  it  fit 
That  wealth  fhould  he  the  appeiinagi;  of  wit, 
The  god  of  tight  could  ne'er  have  been  fo  Mind 
To  deal  it  to  the  worft  of  human-kind. 
But  let  me  now,  for  I  can  do  it  well, 
Your  condud  in  this  new  employ  foretel. 

And  firft ;  to  make  my  obfervation  right, 
I  place  3.fdtefman  full  before  my  fight, 
A  bloated  minijier  in  all  his  geer. 
With  fhamelefs  vifage  and  perfidious  leer ; 
Two  rows  of  teeth  arm  each  devouring  jaw. 
And  oftrich-like  his  all-digefting  maw. 
My  fancy  drags  this  moiijiir  to  my  view, 
To  fhow  the  world  his  chief  reverfe  in  you. 
Of  loud  unmeaning  founds  a  rapid  flood 
Rolls  from  his  mouth  in  plenteous  flreams  of  mud; 
"With  thcfe  the  court  and  fenate-houfe  he  plies, 
Made  up  of  noife,  and  impudence,  and  lies. 

Now  let  me  Ihow  how  Bob  and  you  agree  : 
You  ferve  a  potent  prince,  as  well  as  he. 
The  ducal  coffers,  trufted  to  your  charge. 
Your  honefl;  care  may  fill,  perhaps  enlarge  : 
His  vallals  eafy,  and  the  owner  bleft  ; 
They  pay  a  trifle,  and  enjoy  the  reft. 
Not  fo  a  nation's  revenues  are  paid : 
The  fervant's  faults  are  on  the  mafter  laid. 
The  people  with  a  figh  their  taxes  bring  ; 
And,  curfing  Bob,  forget  to  blefs  the  king. 

Next   hearken.  Gay,  to  what  thy    charge  re- 
quires, 

Vlithfer-uants,  tenants,  and  the  neighbouringyj«/r«, 

Let  all  domeftics  feel  your  gentle  fway  ; 

Nor  bribe,  infult,  nor  flatter,  nof  betray. 

Let  due  reward  to  merit  be  allow'd  ; 

Nor  with  your  kindred  half  the  palacf  croivd  ; 

Nor  think  yourfelf  fecure  in  doing  Wrong, 

By  telling  nofc's  ivith  a  party  Jlrcng. 

Be  rich  ;  but  of  your  wealth  make  no  parade  ; 

At  leaft,  before  your  mafer's  debts  are  paid  : 

Nor  in  a  palace,  built  iviih  charge  immenfe, 

Prefumt  to  treat  him  at  bis  oivn  expence. 

Each  farmer  in  the  neighbourhood  can  count 

To  what  your  lawful  perquifites  amount. 

The  tenants  poor,  the  hardnefs  of  the  times, 

Are  ill  excufes  for  a  fervant's  crimes. 

With  intereft,  and  ■&  premium  paid  befide. 

The  niafter's  prefling  wants  muft  be  fupply'd  ; 

With  hafty  zeal  behold  xh&Jleivard  come 

By  his  own  credit  to  advance  the  fum  ; 

Who,  while  th''  unrighteous  mammon  is  his  friend. 

May  well  conclude  his  power  will  never  end. 

A  faithful  treafurer  !  what  could  he  do  more  ? 

He  lends  my  Lord  ivhat  ivas  my  Lord  s  before. 

The  law  fo  flri<Slly  guards  the  monarch's  health, 

That  no  phyfician  dares  prefcribe  by  ftealth : 

1'he  council  fit;  approve  the  do(51;or's  fkill; 

And  give  advice,  before  he  gives  the  pill. 

But  the JIate  empiric  a<51s  a  fafer  part ; 

And,  while  he  poi/ons,  ivins  the  royal  heart. 
But  how  can  I  defcribe  the  ravenous  breed  ? 

Then  let  me  now  by  negatives  proceed. 
.Suppofe  your  Lord  a  trufty  fervaiit  ftnd 

On  weighty  bufinefs  to  fome  neighbouring  friend  : 

Prefume  not  Gay,  unlefs  you  ferve  a  drone, 
t    To  countermand  his  orders  by  your  own. 

Should  fome  imperious  neighbour  link  the  boats. 

And  drain  the  fjb-ponds,  while  your  p,a/ler  dotes ; 


Shall  he  upon  the  ducal  rights  intrench, 
Becaufe  he  brib'd  you  with  a  brace  of  tench  ? 

Nor  from  your  Lord  his  bad  condition  hide. 
To  feed  his  luxury,  or  foothc  his  pride 
Nor  at  an  under-rate  his  timber  fell, 
And  with  an  oath  affurc  him,  all  is  'well } 
Or  fiuear  it  rotten,  and  ivith  humble  airs 
Requef  it  of  him  to  complete  your  fairs  : 
Nor,  when  a  mortage  lies  on  half  his  lands. 
Come  with  a  purfe  of  guineas  in  your  hands. 
Have  Peter  Waters  always  in  your  mind; 
That  rogue  of  genuine  miniferial  kind. 
Can  half  the  peerage  by  his  arts  bewitch. 
Starve  twenty  lords  to  make  one  fcoundrel  rich ; 
And,  when  he  gravely  has  undone  a  fcore, 
Is  humbly  pray'd  to  ruin  twenty  more. 

A  dextrous  fteward,  when  his  tricks  are  found, 
Hufi-money  fends  to  all  the  neighbours  round  ; 
His  mafter,  unfufpicious  of  his  pranks. 
Pays  all  the  coft,  and  gives  the  villain  thanks. 
And,  fhould  a  friend  attempt  to  fet  him  right. 
His  Lordlhip  would  impute  it  all  to  fp'ght ; 
Would  love  his  favourite  better  than  before. 
And  truft  his  honefty  juft  fo  much  more. 
Thus  families,  like  realms,  with  equal  fate, 
Are  funk  hj  premier  minifers  of  fate. 

Some,  when  an  heir  fucceeds,  go  boldly  on, 
And,  as  they  robb'd  the.  father,  rob  theyo«. 
A  knave,  who  deep  embroils  his  lord's  affairs. 
Will  foon  grow  neceffary  to  his  heirs. 
His  policy  confifts  in  fetting  traps. 
In  finding  -ways  and  means,  ZXlAfopping  gaps  ; 
He  knows  a  thoufand  tricks  whene'er  he  pleafc. 
Though  not  to  cure,  yet  palliate  each  difeafe. 
In  either  cafe,  an  equal  chance  is  run ; 
For,  keep  or  turn  him  out,  my  Lord's  undone. 
You  want  a  hand  to  clear  a  filthy  fink  ; 
No  cleanly  workman  can  endure  the  ftink. 
A  ftrong  dilemma  in  a  defperate  cafe  ! 
To  a(51;  with  infamy,  or  quit  the  place. 

A  bungler  thus,  who  fcarce  the  nail  can  hit. 
With  driving  wrong  will  make  the  pannel  fpUt : 
Nor  dares  an  abler  workman  undertake 
To  drive  a  fecond,  left  the  whole  fhould  break. 

In  every  court  the  parallel  will  hold  ; 
And  kings,  like  private  folks,  are  bought  and  fold. 
The  ruling  rogue,  who  dreads  to  be  cafhier'd, 
Contrives,  as  he  is  hated,  to  he  fear  d  ; 
Confounds  accounts,  perplexes  all  affairs  ; 
For  vengeance  more  embroils,  than _/%/'//  repairs. 
So  robbers  (and  their  ends  are  juft  the  fame), 
To  'fcape  inquiries,  lea-ve  the  houfe  in  fame. 

1  knew  a  brazen  minifter  of  ftate, 
Who  bore  for  twice  ten  years  the  public  hate. 
In  every  mouth  the  qucftion  mofl  in  vogue 
Was,  IVhen  ivill  they  turn  out  this  odious  rogue  ? 
A  juncture  happen'd  in  his  higheft  pride  : 
While  he  went  ro'obing  en,  old  mafer  dy'd. 
We  thought  there  now  rernain'd  no  room  to  doubt;. 
His  tuork  is  done,  the  minifer  muf  out. 
The  court  invited  more  than  one  or  two  ; 
Will  ycu,  Sir  Spencer  ?  or,  WiWyou,  or  you? 
6ut  not  a  foul  his  office  durft  accept ; 
The  fubtle  knave  had  all  the  plunder  fwept : 
And,  I'ucii  v/as  then  the  temper  of  the  times, 
He  ow'd  his  prefervation  to  his  crimes. 
The  candidates  obferv'd  his  dirty  paws,  » 

Nor  found  it  difficult  to  guefs  the  caufe  : 
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But,  when  they  fmelt  fuch  foul  corruptions  round 

him. 
Away  they  fled,  and  left  him  as  they  found  him. 
Thus,  when  a  greedy  floven  once  has  thrown 
Hisjhot  into  the  mefs,  'iis  all  bis  own. 

ON  THE  IRISH  BISHOPS  *.     1731. 


Old  Latimer  preaching  did  fairly  Jefcnhe 
A  bifhop,  who  rul'd  all  the  refi  of  h:s  fribe  : 
And  who  is  this  birnop?  and  where  does  he  dwell? 
Why  truly  'tis  Satan,  archbifhop  of  hell. 
And  He  was  a  primate,  and  He  wore  a  mitre 
Surrounded  with  jewels  of  fulphur  and  nitre. 
How  nearly  this  bifliop  our  bilhops  refembles  ! 
But  he  has  the  odds,  vi'ho  bdie-vcs  ami  ivho  trembles. 
Could  you  fee  his  gx\vn grace,  iox  a  pound  to  a  penny. 
You'd  fwear  it  muft  be  the  baboon  of  Kilkenny  : 
Poor  Satan  will  think  th.e  comparifon  odious ; 
I  wifh  1  could  find  him  out  one  more  commodious. 
But  this  I  am  fure,  the  mojl  re'verend  old  dragon 
Has  got  on  theji^nch  many  bifliops  fuffragan ; 
And  all  men  believe  he  refides  there  incog. 
To  give  them  by  turns  an  invifible  jog. 

Our  bifhops,  puff 'dup  with  wealthand  with  pride, 
To  hell  on  the  backs  of  the  clergy  would  ride. 
They  mountedand  labour'd  with  whip  and  with  fpur. 
In  vain — for  the  devil  a  parfon  would  flir.  [doom, 
So  the  Commons  unhors'd  them;  and  this  was  their 
On  their  crofiers  to  ride,  like  a  witch  on  a  broom. 
Though  they  gallop'd  fo  fall,  on  the  road  you 

may  find  'em. 
And  have  left  us  but  three  out  of  twenty  behind  'em, 
Lord  Bolton's  good  grace,  Lord  Car,  and  Lord 

Howard, 
In  fpight  of  the  devil,  would  ftill  be  untoward  : 
They  came  of  good  kindred,  and  could  not  endure 
Their  former  companions  fliould  beg  at  their  door. 

When  Chrift  v/as  betray'd  to  Pilate  the  praetor. 
Of  a  dozen  apoflles  but  one  prov'd  a  traitor  : 
One  traitor  alone,  and  faithful  eleven; 
But  we  can  afford  you  fix  traitors  In  feven. 

What  a  clutter  with  clippings,  dividings,  and 
cleavings !  [leavings. 

And  the  clergy  forfooth  muft  take  up  with  their 
If  making  diviftons  was  alt  their  intent,       [meant ; 
They've  done  it,  we  thank  them,  but  not  as  they 
And  fo  may  fuch  bilhops  for  ever  divide, 
That  no  honeft  heathen  would  be  on  their  fide. 
How  fliould  we  rejoice,  if,  like  JudaS  the  firft, 
Thofe  fplitters  of  parfons  in  funder  fliould  burfl: ! 

Now  hear  an  alluficn  : — A  mitre,  you  know, 
Is  divided  above,  but  united  below. 
If  this  you  confider,  our  emblem  is  right  ; 
The  bllhops  divide,  but  the  clergy  unite. 
Should  the  bottom  be  fplit,  our  bllhops  would  dread 
That  the  mitre  Vvrould  never  flick  faft  on  their  head ; 
And  yet  they  have  learnt  the  chief  art  of  a  fovereign. 
As  Machiavel  taught  them  ;  divide,  and  ye  govern. 
But  courage,  my  lords  ;  though  it  cannot  he  faid 
That  one  clorten  tongue  ever  far  on  your  head ; 
I'il  hold  you  a  groat  (and  I  wifli  I  could  fee't), 
If  your  ftockings  were  off,  you  could  {how cloven/eel. 


WORKS   OF   SWIFT; 

But  hold,  cry  the  bilhops;  and  give  tis  fair  play; 
Before  you  condemn  us,  hear  what  we  can  fay. 
What  truer  affecftions  could  ever  be  ftiown. 
Than  faving  your  fouls  by  damning  our  own  ? 
And  have  we  not  praftis'd  all  methods  to  gain  you; 
With  the  tithe  of  the  tithe  of  the  tithe  to  maintain 
Provided  a  fund  for  building  your  fpittals  ?    [you; 
You  are  only  to  live  four  years  v>-ithout  viAuals. 

Content,  my  good  lords;  but  let  us  change  hands; 
Firft  take  you  our  tithes,  and  give  us  your  lands. 
So  God  blefs  the  church  and  three  of  our  mitres ; 
And  God  blefs  the  Commons,  for  biting  the  biters. 


*  Occafwhei  ly  i'je'.r  enJe.ivoiiring  to  get  an  afl  to 
divide  the  church-livings  :  ivhieh  hill  v:as  rejcded  by 
the  Irijh  Hovfe  nf  Cii:::t.l0ns. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DR.  SWIFT  *. 

Occafwned  by  reading  the folloiving  Maxim  in  RoCHE- 
FOucAULT,  "  Dans  I'adverfite  de  nos  meilleurs 
"  amis,  nous  trouvons  toujours  quelque  chofe 
"  qui  ne  nous  deplait  pas." 

"  In  the  adverfity  of  our  beft  friends,  we  always 
"  find  fomething  that  doth  not  difpleafe  us." 

As  Rochefoucault  his  maxims  drew 
From  nature,  I  believe  them  true : 
They  argue  no  corrupted  mind 
In  him ;  the  fault  is  in  mankind. 

This  maiim  more  than  all  the  reft; 
Is  thought  too  bafe  for  human  breaft  : 
"   In  alt  diflreffes  of  our  friends, 
"  We  firft  confult  our  private  ends ; 
"  While  nature,  k'ndly  bent  to  eafe  us, 
"  Points  out  fome  circumftance  to  pleafe  us.'^" 

If  this  perhaps  your  patience  move, 
Let  reafon  and  experience  prove. 

We  all  behold  with  envious  eyes 
Our  equals  rais'd  above  our  fize. 
Who  would  not  at  a  crowded  fliow 
Stand  high  hinifelf,  keep  others  low? 
I  love  my  friend  as  well  as  you  : 
But  why  fliould  he  obftrudl  my  view  \ 
Then  let  me  have  the  higher  poft ; 
Suppofe  it  but  an  inch  at  moft. 
If  in  a  battle  you  fliould  find 
One,  whom  you  love  of  all  mankind. 
Had  fome  heroic  adion  done, 
A  champion  kill'd,  or  trophy  won  ; 
Rather  than  thus  be  over-topt. 
Would  you  not  wifli  his  laurels  cropt? 
Dear  hcneft  Ned  is  in  the  gout. 
Lies  rack'd  with  pain,  and  you  without : 
How  patiently  you  hear  him  groan  ! 
How  glad  the  cafe  is  not  your  own  ! 

What  poet  would  not  grieve  to  fee 
His  brother  write  as  well  as  he  ? 
But,  rather  than  they  fliould  excel. 
Would  wifli  his  rivals  all  in  hell  ? 

Her  end  when  emulation  miffes. 
She  turns  to  envy,  flings,  and  hiffes : 
The  ftrongcft  friendlhip  yields  to  pridey 
Unlefs  the  odds  be  on  our  fide.    ^ 
Vain  human-kind  !  fantaftic  race  ! 
Thy  vai-ious  follies  who  can  trace  ? 

*  Written  in  November  X-]T,T.— There  are  two  dif' 
tinSl poems  on  thisfubjcB,  one  of  them  containing  miny 
fpurious  lines.  In  what  is  here  printed,  the  genuine /marts' 
of  both  are  preferveJ, 
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S'elf-Iove,  amtition,  envy,  pride, 

Their  enipire  in  our  hearts  divide. 

Give  others  riches,  power,  and  Ilation, 

'Tis  all  to  me  an  ufurpation. 

I  have  no  title  to  afpire ; 

Yet,  when  you  fmk,  I  feem  the  higher. 

In  Pope  I  cannot  read  a  line, 

But  with  a  ligh  I  wifl:  it  mine : 

When  he  can  in  one  couplet  fix 

More,  fenfe  than  I  can  do  in  fix ; 

It  gives  me  fuch  a  jealous  fit, 

1  cry,  "  Pox  take  him  and  his  wit  !" 

I  grieve  to  be  outdone  by  Gay 

In  my  own  humorous  biting  way. 

Arbuthnot  rs  no  more  my  friend. 

Who  dares  to  irony  pretend, 

Which  I  was  born  to  introduce, 

Refin'd  at  firft,  and  fhow'd  its  ufe. 

St.  John,  as  well  as  Pulteney,  knows 

That  I  had  fome  repute  for  profe ; 

And,  till  they  drove  me  out  of  date. 

Could  maul  a  minifler  of  ftate. 

If  they  have  mortified  my  pride. 

And  made  me  throw  my  pen  afide  ; 

If  with  fuch  talents  heaven  hath  blefs'd  'em, 

Have  I  not  reafon  to  deteft  'em  ? 

To  all  my  foes,  dear  Fortune,  fend 
Thy  gifts ;  but  never  to  my  friend  : 
I  tamely  can  endure  the  firft  ; 
But  this  with  envy  makes  me  burft. 

Thus  much  may  ferve  by  way  of  proem ; 
Proceed  we  therefore  to  our  poem. 

The  time  is  not  remote  when  I 
Muft  by  the  courfe  of  nature  die  ; 
When,  I  forefee,  my  fpecial  friends 
Will  try  to  find  their  private  ends : 
And,  though  'tis  hardly  underftood 
Which  way  my  death  can  do  them  good. 
Yet  thus,  methinks,  I  hear  them  fpeak : 
"  See  how  the  Dean  begins  to  break  ! 
"  Poor  gentleman,  he  droops  apace  ! 
"  You  plainly  find  it  in  his  face. 
"  That  old  vertigo  in  his  head 
"  Will  never  leave  him,  till  he's  dead. 
"  Befides,  his  memory  decays : 
'f  He  recollects  not  what  he  fays  ; 
"  He  cannot  call  his  friends  to  mind ; 
"  Forgets  the  place  where  laft  he  din'd; 
"  Plies  you  with  ftories  o'er  and  o'er ; 
"  He  told  them  fifty  times  before. 
"  How  does  he  fancy,  we  can  fit 
"  To  hear  his  out-of-fafliion  wit  ? 
"  But  he  takes  up  with  younger  folks, 
"  Who  for  his  wine  will  bear  his  jokes. 
"  Faith  !  he  muft  make  Ws  ftories  fiiorter, 
"  Or  change  his  comrades  once  a  quarter  : 
"  In  half  the  time  he  talks  them  round, 
"  There  muft  another  fet  be  found. 

"  For  poetry,  he's  paft  his  prime  ; 
"  He  takes  an  hour  to  find  a  rhyme  ;    . 
"  His  fire  is  out,  his  wit  decay'd, 
"  His  fancy  funk,  his  mufe  a  jade. 
"  I'd  have  him  throw  away  his  pen  ;— 
"  But  there's  no  talking  to  feme  men  I" 

And  then  their  tendernefs  appears 
By  adding  largely  to  my  years  ; 
"  He's  older  than  he  would  be  reclgpn'd, 
«  And  well  remembers  Charles  the  Sesoud. 


"  He  hardly  drinks  a  pint  of  wine  ; 

"  And  that,  I  doul>t,  is  no  good  fign. 

"  His  ftomach  too  begins  to  fail ; 

"  Laft  year  we  thought  him  ftrong  and  hale; 

"  But  now  he's  ciiiite  another  thing : 

"  I  wifli  he  may  hold  out  till  fpring  !" 

They  hug  themfelyes,  and  reafon  thus : 

"  It  is  not  yet  fo  bad  with  us  !" 

In  fuch  a  cafe,  they  talk  in  tropes, 
And  by  their  fears  exprefs  their  hopes. 
Some  great  misfortune  to  portend. 
No  enemy  can  match  a  friend. 
With  all  the  kindnefs  they  profefs,    ' 
The  merit  of  a  lucky  guefs 
(When  daily  how-d'ye's  come  of  courfe. 
And  fervants  anfwer,  *  Worfe  and  worfe  !") 
Would  pleafc  them  better,  than  fo  tell. 
That,  "  God  be  prais'd,  the  Dean  is  well." 
Then  he  who  prophefy'd  the  beft. 
Approves  his  forefight  to  the  reft  : 
"  You  know  I  always  fear'd  the  worft, 
"  And  often  told  you  fo  at  firft." 
He'd  rather  choofe  that  I  fliould  die. 
Than  his  prediftions  prove  a  lie. 
Not  one  foretells  I  fhall  recover ; 
But  all  agree  to  give  me  over. 

Yet,  fhould  fome  neighbour  feel  a  pain 
Juft  in  the  parts  where  I  complain  ; 
How  many  a  meflage  would  he  fend  ! 
What  hearty  prayers  that  I  fhould  mend  ? 
Inquire  what  regimen  I  kept ; 
What  gave  me  eafe,  and  hov/  I  flept  ? 
And  more  lament  when  I  was  dead. 
Than  all  the  fnivelers  round  my  bed. 

My  good  companions,  never  fear  ; 
For,  though  you  may  miftake  a  year. 
Though  your  prognoftics  run  too  faft. 
They  muft  be  verify'd  at  laft. 

Behold  the  fatal  day  arrive  ! 
"  Hov^  is  the  Dean  ?" — "  He's  juft  alive." 
Now  the  departing  prayer  is  read  ; 
He  hardly  breather— The  Dean  is  dead. 

Before  the  pafling-bell  begun. 
The  news  thrc-igh  half  the  town  is  run. 

Oh  !  may  we  all  for  death  prepare  ! 

What  has  he  left  J  and  who's  his  heir  ? 

I  know  no  more  than  what  the  news  is ; 

'Tis  all  bequeath'd  to  public  ufes. 

To  public  ufes !  there's  a  whim  ! 

What  had  the  public  done  for  him? 

Mere  envy,  avarice,  and  pride  : 

He  gave  it  all — but  firft  he  dy'd. 

And  had  the  Dean,  in  all  the  nation. 

No  worthy  friend,  no  poor  relation  ? 

So  ready  to  do  ftrangers  good. 

Forgetting  his  own  flefli  and  blood!" 

Nov.'  Grub-ftreet  wits  are  all  employ'd  ; 
With  elegies  the  town  is  cloy'd  : 
Some  paragraph  in  every  paper, 
To  curfe  the  Dean,  or  ile/s  the  Dr.ipier, 

The  do6lors,  tender  of  their  fame. 
Wifely  on  me  lay  all  the  blame. 
"  We  muft  confefs,  his  cafe  was  nice; 
"  But  he  would  never  take  advice. 
"  Had  he  been  rul'd,  for  aught  appears, 
"  He  might  have  liv'd  thefe  twenty  years; 
"  For,  when  we  open'd  him,  we  found 
"  That  all  his  vital  parts  were  found." 
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From  Dublin  foon  to  London  fpread, 
'Tis  told  at  court,  "  The  Dean  is  dead." 
And  Lady  Suffolk  *,  in  the  fpleen, 
Runs  laughing  up  to  tell  the  queen. 
The  queen,  fo  gracious,  mild,  and  good. 
Cries,  "  Is  he  gone  !  'tis  time  he  fhould. 
•  "  He's  dead,  you  fiiy  ;  then  let  him  rot. 
"  I'm  glad  the  medals  f  were  forgot. 
"  I  promis'd  him,  I  own ;  but  when  .' 
"  I  only  was  the  princefs  then  , 
"  But  now,  as  confort  of  the  king, 
•*  You  know,  'tis  quite  another  thing." 

Now  Chartres,  at  Sir  Robert's  levee. 
Tells  with  a  fneer  the  tidings  heavy  : 
*'  Why,  if  he  dy'd  without  his  ftioes," 
Cries  Bab,  "  I'm  forry  for  the  news : 
*'  Oh,  were  the  wretch  but  living  ftill, 
"  And  in  his  place  my  good  friend  Will  [ 
"  Or  had  a  mitre  on  his  head, 
"  Provided  Bolingbroke  were  dead !" 

Now  Curll  his  fhop  from  rubbifh  drains: 
Three  genuine  tomes  of  Swift's  remains ! 
And  then,  to  make  them  pafs  the  glibber, 
Revis'd  by  Tibbald's,  Moore,  and  Gibber. 
He'll  treat  me  as  he  does  my  betters, 
Publifli  my  will,  my  life,  my  letters ; 
Revive  the  libels  born  to  die  : 
"Which  Pope  mull  bear,  as  well  as  I. 

Here  fhift  the  fcene,  to  reprefent 
How  thofe  I  love  my  death  lament. 
Poor  Pope  will  grieve  a  month,  and  Gay 
A  week,  and  Arbuthnot  a  day. 

St.  John  himfelf  will  fcarce  forbear 
To  bite  his  pen,  and  drop  a  tear. 
The  reft  will  give  a  fhrug,  and  cry, 
"  I'm  forryi — but  we  all  muft  die  !" 

Indifference,  ckd  in  Wifdom's  gulfe, 
All  fortitude  of  mind  fupplies : 
For  how  can  ftony  bowels  melt 
In  thofc  who  never  pity  felt ! 
When  we  are  lafh'd,  they  kifs  the  rod, 
Refigning  to  the  will  of  God. 

The  fools,  my  juniors  by  a  year. 
Are  tortur'd  with  fufpenfe  and  fear ; 
Who  wifely  thought  my  age  a  fcreen, 
When  death  approach'd,  to  ftand  between: 
The  fcreen  remov'd,  their  hearts  are  trembling ; 
They  mourn  for  me  without  diffembling. 

My  female  friends,  whofe  tender  hearts 
Have  better  learn'd  to  act  their  parts, 
Receive  the  news  in  doleful  dumps  : 
"  The  Dean  is  dead:  (Pray  what  is  trumps?) 
*•  Then,  Lord  have  mercy  on  his  foul! 
"  (Ladies,  I'll  venture  for  the  vole.) 
"  Six  Deans,  they  fay,  niuft  bear  the  pall: 
•'  (I  w;fh  I  knew  what  king  to  call.) 
"  Madam,  your  hufband  will  attend 
*'  The  funeral  of  fo  good  a  friend. 
"  No,  madam,  'tis  a  fliocking  fight ; 
"  And  he's  engag'd  to-morrow  night ; 
"  My  Lady  Club  will  take  it  ill, 
*'  If  he  fhould  fail  her  at  quadrille. 
"  He  lov'd  the  Dean — (1  lead  a  heart.) 
*'  But  deareft  friends,  they  fay,  muft  part. 


*    Mrs.  Hoivard,atonetime afa'uourilc'wiihthe Dean. 
•)-   Which  the  Dean  in  'vain  expeSled,  in  return  for  a 
fmall  frefent  be  hadfent  to  the  princeft. 


"  His  time  was  come ;  he  ran  his  race; 

"  We  hope  he's  in  a  better  place." 

Why  do  we  grieve  that  friends  fhould  die? 
No  lofs  more  eafy  to  fupply. 
One  year  is  paft ;  a  diiferent  fcene ! 
No  farther  mention  of  the  Dean, 
Who  now,  alas!  no  more  is  mifs'd. 
Than  if  he  never  did  exift. 
Where's  now  the  favourite  of  Apollo  ? 
Departed  •.—'and  his  ivotls  muJlfoUoiv ; 
Muft  undergo  the  common  fate; 
His  kind  of  wit  is  out  of  date. 

Some  country  fquire  to  Lintot  goes* 
Inquires  for  Swift  in  verfe  and  profe. 
Says  Lintot,  "  I  have  heard  the  name ; 
"  He  dy'd  a  year  ago." — "  The  fame." 
He  fearches  all  the  fliop  in  vain. 
"  Sir,  you  may  find  them  in  Duck-lane : 
"  I  fent  them,  with  a  load  of  books, 
"  Laft  Monday,  to  the  paftry-cook's. 
"  To  fancy  they  could  live  a  year  ! 
"  I  find  you're  but  a  ftranger  here. 
"  The  Dean  was  famous  in  his  time, 
"  And  had  a  kind  of  knack  at  rhyme. 
"  His  way  of  writing  now  is  paft  : 
"  The  town  has  got  a  better  tafte. 
"  I  keep  no  antiquated  ftuff; 
"  But  fpick  and  fpan  I  have  enough. 
"  Pray,  do  but  give  me  leave  to  mow  'em  --' 
"  Heme's  Colley  Gibber's  birth-day  poem. 
"  This  ode  you  never  yet  have  feen, 
"  By  Stephen  Duck,  upon  the  queen. 
"  Then  here's  a  letter  finely  penn'd 
"  Againft  the  Graftfman  and  his  friend : 
"  It  clearly  fhows  that  all  refle(Slion 
"  On  minifters  is  difaffeftion. 
"  Next,  here's  Sir  Robert's  vindication^ 
"  And  Mr.  Henley's  laft  oration. 
"  The  hawkers  have  not  got  them  yet 
"  Your  honour  pleafe  to  buy  a  fct .' 

"  Here's  Wolfton's  tradts,  (he  twelfth  edition  J 
"  'Tis  read  by  every  politician  : 
"  The  country-members,  when  in  town, 
"  To  all  their-  boroughs  fend  them  down ; 
"  You  never  met  a  thing  fo  fmart ; 
"  The  courtiers  have  them  all  by  heart : 
"  Thofe  maids  of  honour  who  can  read, 
"  Are  taught  to  ufe  them  for  their  creed. 
"  The  reverend  author's  good  intention 
"  Hath  been  rewarded  with  a  penfion  *: 
"  He  doth  an  honour  to  his  gown, 
"  By  bravely  running  friejl-craft  down  : 
"  He  fhows,  as  fure  as  God's  in  Gloucefter, 
"  That  Mci'es  was  a  grand  impoftor  ; 
"  That  all  his  miracles  were  cheats, 
"  Perform'd  as  jugglers  do  their  feats: 
"  The  church  had  never  fuch  a  writer; 
"  A  fhame  he  hath  not  got  a  mitre !" 

Suppofe  me  dead  ;  and  then  fuppofc 
A  club  affembled  at  the  Rofe ; 
Wliere,  from  difcourfe  of  this  and  that, 
I  grow  the  fubjed  of  their  chat. 
And  while  they  tofs  my  name  about. 
With  favour  fome,  and  fome  without ; 
One,  quite  indifferent  in  the  caufe. 
My  character  impartial  draws. 

*  IVoljlon  is  here  confounded  zoith  JVoola^ottt 
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fsdced  the  ftrlcSnefs  of  his  morals 
Engag'd  him  in  a  hundred  quarrels: 
He  faw,  and  he  was  griev'd  to  fee't^ 
His  zeal  was  fometimes  indifcreet : 
He  found  his  virtues  too  fcvere 
For  our  corrupted  tinaes  to  bear : 
Yet  fuch  a  kwd  licentious  age 
Might  well  excufe  a  Stoic's  rage. 

The  goat  advanc'd  with  decent  pace, 
And  firft  excus'd  his  youthful  face  ; 
Torgivenefs  begg'd^  that  he  appear'd 
('Twas  nature's  fault)  without  a  beard. 
*Tis  true,  he  vras  not  much  inclin'd 
To  fondnefs  for  the  female  kind ; 
Not,  as  his  enemies  objecSl, 
From  chance,  or  natural  defeat; 
Not  by  his  frigid  conftitution  ; 
Eut  through  a  pious  refolutioi) : 
Tor  he  had  made  a  holy  vow 
Of  chaftity,  as  monks  do  now ; 
Which  he  refolv'd  to  keep  for  ever  hence, 
And  ftridly  too,  as  doth  his  *  Reverence. 

Apply  the  tale,  and  you  fhall  find 
How  j  ufl  it  fuits  with  human-kind. 
Some  faults  we  own  :  but,  can  you  guefs? 
.—Why,  virtues  carried  to  excefs, 
"Wherewith  our  vanity  endows  us, 
Though  neither  foe  nor  friend  allows  us. 

The  lawyer  fwears  (you  may  rely  on't) 
He  never  fqueez'd  a  needy  client ; 
And  this  he  makes  h's  conftant  rule  ; 
For  which  his  brethren  call  him  fool ; 
His  confcience  always  was  fo  nice, 
He  freely  gave  the  poor  advice ; 
£y  which  he  loft,  he  may  affirm, 
A  hundred  fees  laft  Eafter-term. 
While  others  of  the  learned  robe 
Would  break  the  patience  of  a  Job. 
No  pleader  at  the  bar  could  match 
His  diligence  and  quick  difpatch; 
Ne'er  kept  a  caufe,  he  well  may  boall, 
/Ibove  a  term,  or  two  at  rooft. 

The  cringing  knave  who  feeks  a  place 
Without  fuccefs,  thus  tells  his  cafe  : 
Why  fliouldhe  longer  mince  the  matter? 
He  faird,hecaufe  he  could  not  flatter  j 
He  had  not  learn'd  to  turn  hi^  coat. 
Nor  for  a  party  give  his  vote  : 
His  crime  he  quickly  underftood ; 
Too  zealous  for  the  nation's  good: 
He  foiujd  the  minifters  refent  it, 
Yet  could  not  f(?r  his  heart  repent  it. 

The  chaplain  vows  he  cannot  fawn, 
Though  it  would  raife  him  to  the  lawn  s 
He  pafs'd  his  hours  among  his  books  j 
You  find  it  in  his  meagre  looks  : 
He  might,  if  he  were  worldly  wife. 
Preferment  get,  and  fpare  his  eyes; 
But  own'd  he  had  a  ftubbom  fpirit. 
That  made  him  truft  alone  to  merit: 
Would  rife  by  merif  to  promotioiy; 
^lasl  a  mere  chimeric  notion. 

The  do(9:or,  if  you  will  believe  him, 
Confefs'd  afin;  and,  (God  forgive  him!) 
Call'd  up  at  midnight,  ran  to  fave 
^A  Jjlaid  old  beggar  from  the  grave ; 


J  The prief  his  csirfejir^ 


But  fee'  how  Satan  fprtads  his  fhaYW} 
He  quite  forgot  to  fay  his  prayers.    ' ' 
Yii  cannot  help  it  for  his  heart 
Sometimes  to  a(5l  the  parfon's  part: 
Quotes  from  the  Bible  many  a  fentenoe, 
Tnat  moves  his  patients  to  repentance : 
And,  when  his  medicines  do  no  good, 
Supports  their  minds  with  heavenly  fo«d. 
At  which,  however  well  intended, 
He  hears  the  clergy  are  offended, 
And  grown  fo  bold  behind  his  back. 
To  call  him  hypocrite  and  quack. 
In  his  own  church  he  keeps  ^  feat; 
Says  grace  before  and  after  meat ; 
And  calls,  without  aife<5ting  airs, 
His  houfehold  twice  a  day  to  prayer*. 
He  fliuns  apothecaries'  fhops. 
And  hates  to  cram  the  fick  with  flops: 
He  fcorns  to  make  his  art  a  trade. 
Nor  bribes  my  lady's  favourite  maid ; 
Old  nurfe-keepers  would  never  hire, 
To  recommend  him  to  the  fquire; 
Which  others,  whom  he  vrill  not  name, 
Have  often  pradlis'd  to  their  fliame. 

The  flatefman  .tells  you,  with  difneer. 
His  fault  is  to  be  Xoofmcere  ; 
And,  having  no  finifter  ends. 
Is  apt  to  difoblige  his  friends. 
The  nation's  good,  his  mafler's  glory. 
Without  regard  to  Whig  or  Tory, 
Were  all  the  fchemes  he  had  in  view ; 

iYet  he  was  feconded  by  few  : 
Though  fome  had  fpread  a  thoufand  lies, 
'Twas  he  defeated  the  excife, 
'Twas  known,  though  he  had  borne  afperfioBj 
Th-atfandhig  troops  were  his  averfion  : 
His  practice  was,  in  every  ftation. 
To  ferve  the  lyng,  and  pleafe  the  nation  J 
Though  hard  to  find  in  every  cafe 
The  fittefl  rrian  to  fill  a  place  : 
His  promifes  he  ne'er  forgot. 
But  took  memorials  on  the  fpot : 
His  enemies,  for  want  of  charity. 
Said,  he  afFedled  popularity : 
'Tis  true,  the  people  underftood, 
That  all  he  did  was  for  their  good  % 
Their  kiad  affeAions  he  has  try'd ; 
No  love  is  loft  on  cither  fide. 
He  came  to  court  with  fortune  clear, 
M^hich  now  he  runs  out  every  year ; 
Muft,  at  the  rate  that  he  goes  on. 
Inevitably  be  undone : 
Oh  !  if  his  Majefty  would  pleafe 
To  give  him  but  a  writ  of  eafe. 
Would  grant  him  licence  to  retire. 
As  it  hath  long  been  his  defire. 
By  fair  accounts  it  would  be  found. 
He's  poorer  by  ten  thoufand  pound. 
He  owns,  and  hopes  it  is  no  fin. 
He  ne'er  was  partial  to  his  kin ; 
He  thought  it  bafe  for  men  in  ftation* 
To  crowd  the  court  with  their  relatioHK 
His  country  was  his  deareft  mother. 
And  every  vntuous  man  his  brother ; 
Through  modefty  or  awkward  fhame 
(For  which  he  owns  himfelf  to  blanic) 
J  He  found  the  wifeft  man  he  could, 
(  Without  refpcft  to  friends  or  blood 
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Nor  never  atSs  ^  private  views, 
When  he  hath  \fberty  to  choofe. 

The  fhan^er  fwore  he  hated  play. 
Except  to^  pafs  an  hour  away : 
•^^^  well  he  might ;  for,  to  his  coft, 
^Y  want  of  flcill  he  always  loft  : 

He  heard  there  was  a  club  of  cheats. 

Who  had  contriv'd  a  thoufand  feats; 

Could  change  the  flock,  or  cog  a  die. 

And  thus  deceive  the  fharpeft  eye. 

Nor  wonder  how  his  fortune  funk ; 

His  brothers  fleece  him  when  he's  drunk- 
I  own  the  moral  not  exadl: . 

Befides,  the  tale  is  falfe  in  faA ; 

And  fo  abfurd,  that,  could  I  raife  up 

From  fields  Elyfian,  fablii:g  JEiof, 

I  would  accufe  him  to  his  face 

For  libelUng  the  four-foot  race. 

Creatures  of  every  kind  but  ours 

Well  comprehend  their  natural  powers; 

While  wc,  whom  nafon  ought  to  fway, 

Miftake  our  talents  every  day. 

The  afs  was  never  known  fo  ftupid 

To  adi  the  part  of  Tray  or  Cupid; 

Nor  leaps  upon  his  mafter's  lap. 

There  to  be  ilroak'd,  and  fed  with  pap. 

As  vEfop  would  the  world  perfuade ; 

Ke  better  underflands  his  trade  : 

Nor  comes,  whene'er  his  lady  whiftles ; 

Put  c;'rries  loads,  and  feeds  on  thiftles. 

Our  author's  meaning,  1  prefume,  is 

A  creature  iipes  el  implumh  ; 

Wherein  the  moralift  defign'd 

A  compliment  on  human-kind : 

For  here  he  owns,  that  now  and  then 

Brails  may  degenerate  into  men. 

ADVICE  TO  A  PARSON.    173J. 

Would  you  rife  in  the  church?  be  ftupid  and  dull; 
Be  empty  of  learning,  of  infolence  full* 
Though  lewd  and  immoral,  be  fo;  mal  and  grave, 
In  flattery  an  artij},  in  fawning  2.Jlave: 
No  merit,  no  fcience,  no  virtue,  is  wanting 
In  him  that's  accomplifti'd  in  cringing  and  canting. 
Be  ftudious  to  praiSife  true  meannefs  offpirit; 
For  who  but  Lord  Bolton  *  was  mitred  for  merit  ? 
Would  you  wifli  to  be  wrapt  in  a  rochet  ?  in  fhort. 
Be  pox'd  and  profane  as  F — n  or  Hortef . 

THE  PARSON'S  CASE. 

That  you,  friend  Marcus,  like  5  Stoic, 
Can  wifti  to  die  in  ftrains  heroic, 
No  real  fortitude  implies : 
Yet,  all  muft  own,  thy  wifh  is  wife. 
Thy  curate's  place,  thy  fruitful  wife, 
Thy  bufy,  drudging  fcene  of  life, 
Thy  infolent,  illiterate  vicar. 
Thy  want  of  all-confoling  liquor. 
Thy  thread-bare  gown,  thy  cafTock  rent, 
Thy  credit  funk,  thy  money  fpent, 
Thy  week  made  up  of  fafting  days. 
Thy  grate  uaconfcious  of  a  blaze. 


*    Then  arehbifbop  of  Cafcd. 

f  At  thai  tiine  hifiop  of  Kilmore. 


And,  to  complete  thy  other  curfe^ 
The  quarterly  demands  of  nurfes. 
Are  ills  you  wifely  wifii  to  leave. 
And  fly  for  refuge  to  the  grave : 
And,  oh,  what  virtues  you  exprefs, 
In  wifhing  fuch  afili(5lion  lefs ! 

But  now,  ftiould  fortune  ihift  the  fcenCa 
And  make  thy  curatelhip  a  dean  ; 
Or  fome  rich  benefic.  provide, 
To  pamper  luxury  and  pride ; 
With  labour  fmall,  and  income  great ; 
With  chariot  lefs  for  ufe  than  ftate ; 
With  fwelling  fcarf  and  glofly  gown. 
And  licence  to  refide  in  town ; 
To  ftiine,  where  all  the  gay  refort. 
At  concerts,  cofleehoufe,  or  court. 
And  weekly  perfecute  his  grace 
With  vifits,  or  to  beg  a  place  ; 
With  underlings  they  flock  to  teach, 
With  no  defire  to  pray  or  preach ; 
With  haughty  fpoufe  in  Vi^fture  fine. 
With  plenteous  meals  and  generous  wine; 
Wouldft  tliQu  not  wifli,  in  fo  much  eafe. 
Thy  years  as  numerous  as  thy  days  ? 


HARDSHIP  UPON  THE  LADIES.  1733. 

Poor  ladies!  though  their  bufmefsbe  to  play, 
'Tis  hard  they  muft  be  bufy  night  and  day  : 
Why  ftiould  they  want  the  privilege  of  men. 
Nor  take  fome  fmall  diverfions  now  and  then  ? 
Had  women  been  the  makers  of  our  laws 
f  And  why  they  were  not,  I  can  fee  no  caufe), 
The  men  ftiould  flave  at  cards  from  morn  to  nightj 
And  female  pleafures  be  to  read  and  write. 

A  LOVE  SONG, 

IN  THE  MODERN  TASTE.      I733« 

Fluttering  fpread  thy  purple  pinions. 

Gentle  Cupid,  o'er  my  heart ; 
I  a  flave  in  thy  dominions  ; 

Nature  muft  give  way  to  art. 

Mild  Arcadians,  ever  blooming, 

Nightly  nodding  o'er  your  flocks. 
See  my  weary  days  confuming 

All  beneath  yon  flowery  rocks. 

Thus  the  Cyprian  goddefs  weeping, 

Mourn'd  Adonis,  darling  youth; 
Him  the  boar,  in  filence  creeping, 

Gor'd  with  unrelenting  tooth. 

Cynthia,  tune  harmonious  numbers  5 

Fair  difcretion,  ftring  the  lyre; 
Soothe  my  ever-waking  flumbers ; 

Bright  Apollo,  lend  thy  choir. 

Gloomy  Pluto,  king  of  terrors, 

Arm'd  in  adamantine  chains. 
Lead  me  to  the  cryftal  mirrors, 

Watering  foft  Elyfian  pbins. 

Mournful  cyprefs,  verdant  willow. 

Gilding  rny  Auielia's brows, 
Morpheus,  hovering  o'er  my  pilloVTj 

Hear  me  pay  my  dying  vows. 
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Melancholy  fmooth  Meander, 

Swiftly  purling  in  a  round, 
On  thy  inargin  lovers  wander, 

With  thy  flowery  chaplets  crown'd. 

Thus  when  Philomela  drooping 

Softly  feeks  her  filent  mate, 
See  the  bird  of  Juno  flooping: 

Melody  refigns  to  fate. 

ON  THE  WORDS  BROTHER  PROTEST- 
JNTS,  AND  FELLOW  CHRISTIANS, 

So  familiarly  ufnJ  by  the  Ad-vocates  for  the  Repeal  of  the 
Tefi-'Aa  in  Ireland.     1 733 . 

An  inundation,  fays  the  fable, 
O'erflow'd  a  farmer's  barn  and  flable; 
Whole  ricks  of  hay,  and  ilacks  of  com. 
Were  down  the  fudden  current  borne; 
While  things  of  heterogeneous  kind 
Together  float  with  tide  and  wind. 
The  generous  wheat  forgot  its  pride. 
And  iail'd  with  litter  fide  by  fide ; 
Uniting  all,  to  fhow  their  amity. 
As  in  a  general  calamity. 
A  ball  of  new  dropt  horfe's  dung, 
Mingling  %vith  apples  in  the  throng, 
Said  to  the  pippin  plump  and  prim, 
*'  See,  brother,  how  we  applesfwim." 

Thus  Lamb,  renown'd  for  cutting  corns. 
An  ofter'd  fee  of  RadclifF  fcorns  : 
"  Not  for  the  world — -Ave  doftors,  brother, 
"  Mufl  take  no  fees 'of  one  another." 
Thus  to  a  dean  fome  curate  floven 

Subfcribes,  "  Dear  Sir,  your  brother  loving." 
Thus  all  the  footmen,  ihoe-boys,  porters. 

About  St.  James's,  cry,  "  We  courtiers." 

Thus  H — e  in  the  houfe  will  prate, 
"  Sir,  we  the  minifters  of  ftate." 

Thus  at  the  bar  the  blockhead  Bettefworth, 

Though  half  a  crov.-n  o'erpays  his  fweat's  wprth, 

Who  knov/s  in  law  nor  text  nor  margent, 

Calls  Singleton  his  brother  ferjeant. 

And  thus  fanatic  faints,  though  neither  in 

Doilrine  nor  difcipline  our  brethren, 

Are  Brother  Protefiants  and  Chriftians, 

As  much  as  Hebrews  and  Philiilines  : 

But  in  no  other  fenfe,  than  nature 

Has  made  a  rat  our  fellow  creature. 

Lice  from  your  body  fuck  their  food ; 

But  is  a  loufe  your  llelh  and  blood  ? 

Though  born  of  human  filth  and  fwcat,  it 

May  as  well  be  faid  man  did  beget  it  : 

But  maggots  in  your  nofe  and  chin 

As  well  may  claim  you  for  their  kin. 
Yet  critics  may  objcd:,  Why  not  ? 

Since  lice  are  brethren  to  a  Scot : 

Which  made  our  fwarm  of  fefts  determine 

Employments  for  their  brother  vermin. 

But  be  they  Englifh,  Irifli,  Scottifli, 

What  Proteftant  can  be  fo  fottilh, 

While  o'er  the  church  thefe  clouds  are  gathering, 

To  call  a  fwarm  of  lice  his  brethren  ? 

As  Mofes,  by  divine  advice, 
In  K6;ypt  turn'd  the  duft  to  lice ; 
And  as  Our  feds,  by  all  defcriptions. 
Have  hearts  nioia  Jjarden'd  tlj,«n  Egyptians  j 


As  from  the  trodden  duft  they  fpring, 
And,  turn'd  to  lice,  infeft  the  king  : 
For  pity's  fake,  it  would  be  juft, 
A  rod  fiiould  turn  them  back  to  dujl. 
Let  folks  in  high  or  holy  ftations 
Be  proud  of  owning  fuch  relations  ; 
Let  courtiers  hug  them  in  their  bofom. 
As  if  they  were  afraid  to  lofe'em  : 
While  1,  with  humble  Job,  had  rather 
Say  to  corruption — "  Thou  ait  my  father.' 
For  he  that  has  fo  little  wit 
To  nourifli  vermin,  may  be  bit. 


THE  YAHOO'S  OVERTHROW; 

OR,  THE  KEVAN  BAYL's  NEW  BALLAD, 
Upon  Serjeant  Kite's  infulting  the  Dean,- 

To  the  Tune  of  "  Derry  down." 

Jolly  boys  of  St.  Kevan's,  St.  Patrick's,  Donorc, 
And  Smithfield,  I'll  tell  you,  if  not  toid  before, 
How  Bettefworth,  that  booby,  and   fcoundrel  in 
Hath  infulted  us  all  by  infulting  the  Dean,  [grain. 
Knock  him  dozon,  doivn,  doivn.  knock  him  do-wn. 

•\ 

The  Dean  and  his  merits  we  every  one  know  ;  • 

But  this  flrip  of  a  lawyer,  where  the  de'il  did  he 

grow  ? 
How  greater  his  merit  at  Four  Courts  or  Houfe, 
Than  the  barking  of  Towzer,  or  leap  of  a  loufe  ?  , 
Knock  him  doivn,  &c« 

That  he  came  from  the  Temple,  his  morals  do 
fhow ; 
But  where  his  deep  law  is,  few  mortals  yet  know  : 
His  rhetoric,  bombaft,  filly  jeils,  are  by  far 
More  like  to  lampooning,  than  pleading  it  bar. 

Knock  him  doivn,   &C« 

This  pedlar,  at  fpeaking  and  making  of  laws, 
Hath  met  with  returns  of  ail  forts  but  applaufe  ; 
Has,  with  noife  and  odd  geflures,  been  pratting 

fome  years, 
What  honefter  folks  never  durfl:  for  their  ears. 

Knock  him  dcivn,  &C,« 

Of  all  fizes  and  forts,  the  fanatical  crew 
Are  his  brother  Proteflants,  good  men  and  true  ; 
Red  hat,  and  blue  bonnet,  and  turban's  the  fame  : 
What  the  de'elis't  to  him  whence  the  devil  they 
came  ? 

Knock  him  doivn,  &C. 

Hofcbes,  Tindal,  and    Woolflon,  and  Collins, 

and  Nayler, 
And  Muggleton,  Toland,  and  Bradley  the  tailor. 
Are  Chriftians  alike  ;  and  it  may  be  averr'd. 
He's  a  Chriftian  as  good  as  the  reft  of  the  herd. 

Knock  him  doivn,  S^Q, 

He  only  the  rights  of  the  clergy  debates, 

Their  rights !    their  importance  !    We'll  fet  on 

new  rates  ;  [lefs  ; 

On  their  tithes  at  half-nothing,  their  priefthcod  at 

What's  next  to  be  voted,  with  eafe  you  may  guefs. 

Knock  him  doivn,  &C. 

At  length  his  old  mafter  (I  reed  not  him  name) 
To  t}iis  damnablv  fpeakcr  had  long  ow'd  a  fhame  j 
K  tiij 
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THE   WORKS   OF   SWIFT. 


When  his  j^eech  came  abroad,  he  paid  him  oflf 

clean. 
By  leaving  him  under  the  pen  of  the  Dean. 

KholL  him  doivK,   &C. 

He  kindled,  as  if  the  whole  fatire  had  been 
The  opprsflion  of  virtue,  not  wages  of  un  : 
He  began,  as  he  bragg'd,  with  a  rant  and  a  roar ; 
He  bragg"d  how  he  bounc'd,  and  he  fwore  how 
he  fwore. 

Knock  him  dsnvrt,  &c. 

Though  he  crlng'd  to  his  Deanihip  in  very  low 
ftrains. 
To  others  he  boafted  of  knocking  out  brains, 
And  flitting  of  nofes,  and  cropping  of  ears. 
While  his  own  afs's  zaggs  were  more  fit  for  the 
{hears. 

Knock  him  dczvn,  &c. 

On  this  worrier  of  deans  whene'er  we  can  hit, 
We'll  ftiow  him  the  way  how  to  crop  and  to  flit ; 
We'll  teach  him  fome  better  addrefs  to  afford 
To  the  Dean  of  all  Deans,  though  he  wears  not  a 
fword. 

Knock  him  doivn,  &c. 

We'll  colt  him  through  KcA-an,  St.  Patrick's, 

Donore, 

Aud  Smithfieid,  as  Rap  was  ne'er  colted  before ; 

We'll  oil  him  with  kennel,  ahd  powder  liini  with 

A  modus  right  fit  for  infulters  of  deans.       [grains. 

Knock  him  doixin^   £cc. 

And,  when  this  is  over,  we'^  make  him  ainends: 
To  the  Dean  he  ftiall  go;  they  fliall  kifs  and  be 

friends : 
But  how.?  Why,  the  Dean  fliall  to  him  difclofe 
A  face  for  to  kifs,  without  eyes,  ears,  or  nofe. 

Knock  him  doicn,   &c. 

I£  ycH^  fay  this  is  Jiard  on  a  man  that  is  reckon'd 

Thatferjeant  at  law  whom  we  call  Kite  thefecond, 

You  miftake  ;  for  a  flave,  wjho  will  coax  his  fupe- 

riors,  [riors. 

May  be  proud  to  be  licking  a  great  man's  pofte- 

'    Knock  him  doivri,   &c. 

What  care  we  how    high   runs   his  paffion  or 

pride  ? 
Though  iiis  foul  he  defpifes,  he  values  his  hide ; 
Then  fear  not  his  tongee,  or  his  fwof  d,  or  his  knife; 
(^e'li  take  hjs  revenge  on  his  innocent  wife. 

Knock  him  dcivn,  doivn.,  do-zun,  keep  him  do-wn. 


ARCHBISHOP  OF  CASHEL,  AND  BET- 
TESWORTH. 

pEAR  Dick,  pr'ythec  tell  by  what  paffion  you 

move  1      ■  •  •  ■    .      ■ 

The  world  is  in  doubt,  whether  hatred  or  love ; 
And  while  at  good  CaftTeryciu  rail  with  Juch  fjjitc, 
They  flirewaiyfufped  it  is  ail  but  a  bite. 
You  certainly  know,  tliough  fo  loudly  you  vapour. 
His  fjiite  cannot  Wound,  who  attempted  the  Dra- 

•     '  pier. 
Then,  pr'ythce,  refleiSl,  take  a  word  of  advice  ; 
And,  as  your  old  woHt  is,  change  fides  in  a  trice  : 


On  his  virtues  hold  forth  ;  'tis  the  very  fceft  way  j 
And  fay  of  the  man  what  all  honefl  men  fay. 
But  if,  ilill  obdurate,  your  anger  remains  ; 
If  flill  your  fool  bofom  more  rancour  contains ; 
Say  then  more  than  they  ;  nay,  laviihly  flatter, 
'Tis  your  grofs  panegyrics  alone  can  befpatter  : 
For  thine,  my  dear  Dick,  give  me  leave' to  fpeak 

plain. 
Like  a  very  foul  mop,  dirty  more  than  they  cie«n. 


ON  POETRY; 

A    RHAPSODY,     1/3^ 

All  human  race  would  fain  be  iiits^ 
And  millions  mifs  for  one  that  hits. 
Young's  univerfal  pafilon, ^r.-./t'. 
Was  never  known  to  fpread  \:i  wide. 
Say,  Britain,  could  you  ever  biail 
Three  poets  in  an  age  at  moi":  ? 
Our  chilling  climate  hardly  bears    . 
A/prig  of  bays  in  fifty  years; 
^\'hile  every  fool  his  ciaiin  alleges^ 
As  if  it  grew  in  common  hedges. 
What  reafon  can  there  be  afiign'd 
For  this  perverfeaefs  in  tide  mind  .' 
Brutes  find  out  where  their  talents  liq ; 
A  bear  will  not  attempt  to  fly  ;  s,  " 

A  founder'd  horfe  will  oft'  debate 
Before  he  tries  a  five-barr'd  gate ;' 
A  dog  by  inftinft  turns  afide. 
Who  fees  the  ditch  too  deep  and  wide* 
But  man  we  find  the  only  creature. 
Who,  led  hy  folly,  combats  Nature  ; 
Who,-when_^£  loudly  cries,  Forbear, 
With  obflinacy  fixes  there  ; 
And,  where  his  genius  leafl  inclines, 
Abfurdly  bends  his  whole  deCgns. 

Not  empire  to  the  rifing  fun 
By  valour,  condudt,  fortune  won  ; 
Not  higheft  lulf.icm  in  debates 
For  framing  laws  to  govern  flates ; 
N^t  flcill  in  fciences  profound, 
So  large  to  gral'p  the  circle  round  ; 
Such  heavenly  influence  require, 
As  how  tc  flrike  the  Mufe\  yre. 

Not  beggar's  brat  on  bulk  begot ; 
Not  baftard  of  a  pedlar  Scot ; 
Not  boy  brought  up  to  cleaning  flioe^. 
The  fpawn  of  bridewell  cr  the  flews;' 
Not  infants  dropt,  the  fpurious  pledges 
Of  gipftci  littering  under  f.edgcs ; 
Are  io  difquallfy'd  by  fate 
To  rife  in  church,  or  laiu,  or  Jiate, 
As  he  whom  Phcsbus  in  his  ire 
Hath  blaflcd  with  poetic  fire. 
What  hope  of  cuftom  in  the  fair. 
While  liCit  a  foul  demands  your  ware  i 
Where  you  have  nothing  to  produce 
For  private  lif^i,  or  public  ufe  ? 
Court,  city,  country,  want  you  not ; 
You  canrot  bribe,  betray,  or  plot. 
For  poets',  law  makes  no  provificin  ; 
The  wealthy  have  you  in  dcrifiori  -. 
Of  ftatc  affairs  you  cannot  fm;!t^i;r  ; 
Are  awkward  when  you  try  to  flatter 


POEMS; 


"  The  Dean,  if  we  bcHei'e  report, 
"  Was  never  ill  receiv'd  at  court, 
**  Although,  ironically  grave, 
"  He  Ih-aiii'd  the  fool,  and  lafh'd  the  knave ; 
"  To  fleal  a  hint  was  never  known, 
*'  But  what  he  writ  was  ail  his  own." 

"  Sir,  I  have  heard  another  ftory; 
"  He  was  a  mofl:  confounded  Tory, 
"  And  grew,  or  he  is  much  bely'd, 
"  Extremely  dull,  before  he  dy'd." 

"  Can  we  the  Drapier  then  forget  ? 
**  Is  not  our  nation  in  his  debt  ? 
••  'Twas  he  that  writ  the  Drapier's  letters  !"- 

"  He  iTiould  have  left  them  for  his  bdtiers ; 
"  We  had  a  hundred  .iL'e-r  men, 
**  Nor  need  depend  w^on  his/ic.v.— 
"  Say  what  you  will  about  his  read'mgi 
"   You  never  can  defend  his  breeding; 
"  Who,  in  hisyLz/rw  running  riot, 
■"  Could  never  leave  the  luarld  iti  quiet- j 
*'  Attacking,  when  he  took  the  ,1:  ,6//.v, 
"   Court,  cii^,  ciimp—zW  one  to  him.— 
"  But  why  would  he,  except  hefol'ber'd, 
"  Offend  oviT patriot  great  Sir  Robert, 
"  Whofe  counfels  aid  the  fovereign  povver 
"  To  fave  the  nation  every  hour ! 
"  V^YiXtfcenes  of  e vil  he  unravels 
"   \l\  fat  ires,  libels^  l\ing  travel.! , 
"  Not  fparing  his  own  clergx  doth, 
"  But  ea.'s  into  it,  lik;  a  motl  /" 

"  Perhaps  I  may  allow  the  Dean 
"  Had  too  much  fatire  in  his  vein, 
"  And  feem'd  determin'd  not  to  ftarve  Itj 
"  Becaufe  no  age  could  more  deferve  it. 
"  Yet  malice  never  was  his  aim ; 
"  He  lafh'd  the  vice,  but  fpar'd  the  name. 
"  No  individual  could  rcfent, 
"  Where  thoufands  equally  were  meant: 
"  His  fatire  points  at  no  defect, 
"  But  what  all  mortals  may  corre<S; 
"  For  he  abhor'd  the  fenfelefs  tribe 
"  Who  caU  it  humour  v/hen  they  ?ibe: 
"  He  fpar'd  a  hump  cr  crooked  nofe, 
*  Whofe  owners  fet  not  up  for  beaux. 
"  True  genuine  dullnefs  mov'd  his  pity, 
«  Unlefs  it  offer'd  to  be  witty. 
"  Thofe  who  their  ignorance  confeft, 
«  He  ne'er  offended  with  a  jeft; 
"  But  laugh'd  to  hear  an  ideot  quote 
"  A  verfe  from  Horace  l^arn'd  by  rote. 
"  Vice,  if  it  e'er  can  be  abafh'd, 
'.'  Muft  be  or  ridicul'd,  or  la/h'd, 
«<  If  you  refent  It,  who's  to  blame .? 
"  He  neither  knows  jc;/,  nor  your  name^ 
««  Should  -vice  expeiSt  to  'fcape  rebuke, 
"  Becaufe  its  oivner  is  a  duke? 
"  His  friendfhips,  flill  to  few  confin'd, 
"  Were  always  of  the  middling  kind ; 
"  No  fools  of  rank,  or  mungrc  Ibreed, 
"  Who  faisT  would  pafs  for  lords  indeed : 
"  Where  titles  give  no  right  or  power, 
«'  And  peerajre  is  a  wither'd  flower; 
*«  He  would  have  deem'd  it  a  di.'grace, 
>'  If  fuch  a  wretch  had  known  his  face. 
"  On  rural  fquires,  that  kingdom's  bane, 
"  He  vented  oft' his  wrath  in  vain : 
"  '^****''#  fquires  to  market  brought, 
«  Who  fell  their  fouls  and  ■«  *  *  *  for  cuueht; 
Vol.  IX.  * 
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"The  *«»****  *  go  joyful  back, 
"  To  rob  the  church,  their  tenants  rack; 
"  Go  fnacks  with  *  «  *  #*  juflices, 
"  And  keep  the  peace  to  pick  up  fees; 
"  In  every  jobb  to  have  a  fhare, 
"  A  gaol  or  turnpike  to  repair; 
"  And  turn  ***••*»  to  public  roads 
"  Commodious  to  their  own  abodes. 

"  He  never  thoiight  ah  honour  done  him> 
"  Becaufe  a  peer  was  proud  to  own  hihi; 
•'  Would  rather  flip  afide,  and  choofe 
"  To  talk  with  wits  in  dirty  fhoes; 
"  And  fcbrn  the  tools  with  fUrs  and  garters, 
"  So  often  feen  carefling  Chartres. 
"  He  never  courted  men  in  flation, 
"   iV(7,-  perfofs  held  in  admiration  , 
"  Of  no  man's  greatnefs  was  afraid, 
"  Becaufe  he  fought  for  no  man's  aid. 
"  Though  trufled  long  in  great  affaiiSj 
"  He  gave  himfelf  no  haughty  airs  : 
"  "VV  ithout  regarding  private  ends, 
"  Spent  all  his  credit  for  his  friends; 
"  And  only  chofe  the  wife  and  good; 
"  No  flatterers  ;  no  allies  in  blood-. 
"  But  fuccour'd  virtue  in  diflrifs, 
"  And  feldom  faii'd  of  good  fuccefs ; 
"  As  numbers  in  their  hearts  mufl  own, 
"  Who,  but  for  him,  had  beeft  unknown, 

"  He  kept  with  princes  due  decorum; 
"  Yet  never  flood  in  awe  before  'em. 
"  He  follow'd  David's  lelTcn  jufl ; 
"  In  princes  hever  put  his  trufl; : 
"  And,  would  you  make  him  truly  fourj 
"  Provoke  him  with  n  flave  in  power. 
"  The  Iriih  fenate  if  you  nam'd, 
"  With  what  irupatience  he  declairn'd  1 
"  Fair  Liberty  v/as  all  his  cry  ; 
"  For  her  he  ftood  prepar'd  to  die ; 
"  For  her  he  boldly  flood  alone  ; 
"  For  her  he  oft'  expos'd  his  own. 
"  Two  kingdoms,  jufl  as  fadion  ledj 
"  Had  fet  a  price  upon  his  head; 
"  But  not  a  traitor  could  be  found, 
"  To  fell  him  for  fix  hundred  pound. 

"  Had  he  but  fpar'd  his  tongue  and  pen». 
"  He  might  have  rcfe  like  other  men  : 
"  But  power  was  never  in  his  thought, 
"  And  wealth  he  valued  not  a  groat : 
"  Ingratitude  he  often  found, 
"  And  pity'd  thofe  who  rneant  the  woUiid  J 
"  But  kept  the  tenor  of  his  mind, 
"  To  merit  well  of  human-kind ; 
"  Nor  made  a  facrifice  of  thofe 
"  Who  fliil  were  true,  to  pleafe  his  foes. 
"  He  labour'd  many  a  fruitlefs  hour, 
"  To  reconcile  his  friends  in  power ; 
"  Saw  mifchief  by  a  fa<5tion  brewing, 
"  While  they  purfued  each  other's  ruin. 
"  But,  finding  vain  was  all  his  care, 
"  He  left  the  court  iii  mere  defpair. 

"  And,  oh  !  how  fhort  are  humati  fchemcs^ 
"  Here  ended  all  our  golden  dreams. 
«  What  St.  John's  fkill  in  flate affairs, 
"  What  Ormond's  valour,  Oxford's  cares, 
"  To  fave  their  finking  country  lent, 
"  Was  all  deflroy'd  by  one  event. 
"  Too  fbon  that  precious  life  was  ended, 
"  On  which  aJone  our  weal  depended. 
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When  up  a  dangerous  faftion  ftarts, 

With  wrath  and  vengeance  in  their  hearts ; 

'ByfoUmn  league  and  coiienant  bound. 

To  ruin,  flaughter,  and  confound  ; 

To  turn  religion  to  a  fable, 

And  make  the  government  a  Babel ; 

Pervert  the  laws,  diigrace  the  gown, 

Corrupt  the  fenate,  rob  the  crown  ; 

To  fuorifice  old  England's  glory, 

And  make  her  infamous  In  flory  : 

When  fuch  a  tempeft  fliook  the  land, 

How  could  unguarded  virtue  ftand  ! 

«'  With  horror,  grief,  defpair,  the  Deaii 

■  Beheld  the  dire  defirutSive  I'cene : 

■  His  fr-ends  in  exile,  or  the  Tower, 

'  Himfelf  within  the  frown  of  power  ; 
'  Purfued  by  bafc  invenom'd  pens, 

'  Far  to  the  land  of  f and  fens ; 

'  A  fervile  race  in  folly  nurs'd, 

'  Who  truckle  m.ofl,  when  treated  worft. 

"  By  innocence  and  refolution, 
'  He  bore  continual  perfecution  ; 
'  While  niimbers  to  preferment  rofe, 
'  Whofe  merit  was  to  be  his  foes ; 
'   When  cvn  his  oiun  familiar  friends , 
'  Intent  upon  their'private  end:;,      , 
'  Like  rencgadoes  now  he  feels, 
'   Agaiiift  him  liffwg  up  i'-'^'f  heels. 

"°The  Dean  did,  by  his  pen,  defeat 
"  An  infamous  deftrudiive  cheat ; 
"  Taught  fools  their  interefl  how  to'  know, 
"  And  gave  them  arms  to  wr.rd  the  blow. 
"  Envy  hath  own'd  it  was  his  doing, 
"  To  f-ive  that  haplefs  land  from  ruin  ; 
"  While  they  who  at  the  fleerage  flood, 
"  And  reap'd  the  profit,  fought  his  blood. 

"  To  fave  them  from  their  evil  fate, 
"  In  him  was  held  a  crime  of  ftate. 
"  A  wicked  monller  og  the  bench, 
"  Whofe  fur^-  blood  could  n.ver  quench; 
*'  As  vile  and  profligate  a  villain, 
"  As  modern  Scroggs,  or  old  Treffilian  ; 
«  Who  long  all  juflice  had  difcarded, 
"   Norfear'd  he  God,  nor  man  regarded; 
«'  Vow'd  on  the  Dean  his  rage  to  vent, 
»«  And  make  him  of  his  zeal  repent : 
«'  But  heaven  his  innocence  defends, 
"  The  grateful  people  fland  his  friends  ; 
*'  Not  ftrains  of  law,  nor  judges'  frown, 
•<  Nor  topics  brought  to  pleaf;  the  crown, 
«'  Nor  witnefs  hir'd,  nor  jury  pick'd, 
*'  Prevail  to  bring  him  in  convidt. 
"  In  exile,  with  a  flcady  heart, 
*<■  He  fpent  his  life's  declining  part ; 
«'  Where  folly,  pride,  and  faction  fway,    ^^ 
"  Remote  from  St.  John,  Pope,  and  Gay. ' 

"  Alas,  poor  Dean  !  his  only  fcope 
'<  Was  to  be  held  a  mf.inibrope. 
«  This  into  general  odium  drew  him, 
*'  Which  if  he  lik'd,  much  good  may't  do  him, 
*'   His  zeal  was  not  to  lafll  our  crimes^ 
*«  But  dfcontent.  agalnll  the  times  : 
"  For,  had  we  mcdc  him  timely  offers 
*«  To  raif  his  psPi,  or///  his  coffers, 
'««  Perhaps  he  m"iji,lit  have  truckled  down< 
*«  Like  other  brethren  of  his  gown ; 
«  For  party  he  would  fcarce  have  bled  :— 
"  I  iif  no  naore— becaufe  htidiad^— 


What  Tcrithigs  has  he  left  behind  ?" 

"  I  hear  they're  of  a  different  kind  : 

A  few  in  -verfe  ;  but  hioit  in  profe — " 

"   Some  high-floivn  pamphlets,  I  fuppofe  ; — 

All  fcribbled  in  the  ivorjl  of  times. 

To  palliate  his  friend  Oxford's  crimes  ; 

To  praife  queen  Anne,  nay  more,  defend  her. 

As  never  favouring  the  Pretender  : 

Or  libels  yet  conceal'd  from  fight, 

Againft  the  court  to  {how  hhjpite  : 

Perhaps  his  travels,  part  the  third; 

A  lie  at  cwery fecond  ivcrd— 

OfFenfive  to  a  loyal  ear : — 

But — not  onefermon,  you  may/«vay."_ 

"  He  knew  an  hundred  pleafing  llories, 

■  With  all  the  turns  of  Whigs  and  Tories  : 

■  Was  cheerful  to  his  dying-day, 

■  And  friends  would  let  him  have  his  way. 
"  As  for  his  works  in  verfe  or  profe, 

'  I  own  myfelf  no  judge  of  thofe. 

'  Nor  can  I  tell  what  critics  thought  them  ; 

«  But  this  I  know,  all  people  bought  them, 

'  As  with  a  moral  view  defign'd, 

'  To  pleaf  and  to  refor-.n  mankind  : 

'  And,  if  he  often  mifs'd  his  aim, 

'  The  ivorld  muft  own  it  to  their/>^7?;?ir, 

•'  The  praiff  is  his,  and  theirs  the  blame. 

"  He  gave  the  little  wealth  he  had 

«  To  build  a  houfe  for  fools  and  mad  ; 

«  To  fiiow,  by  one  fatiric  touch, 

"  No  nation  wanted  it  fo  much. 

«  Thar  kingdom  he  hath  left  his  debtofj 

«  I  wilh  it  loon  may  have  a  better. 

"  And,  fince  you  dread  no  further  lafies, 

"  Methinks  you  vai.y  forgii>e  his  apes." 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  TWO  FRIENDS  ♦. 

-  TO  DR.  HEL3HAM. 


Sir  No-v.  23j  at  mght,   1731* 

When  I  left  you,  I  foundmvfelf  of  the  grape'sjuica 
I'm  fo  full  of  pity,  I  never  abufe  fick  ;  [lick  ; 

And  tlie  patientefl  patient  that  ever  you  knew  licle^ 
BothwhenIampurge-fick,andwhenIamfpew-fick. 
I  pitied  my  cat,  whom  I  knew  by  her  mew  iick ; 
She  mended  at  firft,  but  now  Ihe's  a-new  iick. 
Captain  Butler  made  fome  ih  the  church  black  and 

bluefick;  [allpew-fick. 

Dean  Crofs.had  he  prcach'd,  would  have  made  us 
Arc  not  you,  in  a  crowd  when  you  fweat  and  Itew, 

fick  ?  ,      ^    [^"^^' 

Lady  Santry  got  out  of  the  church  V^hen  fhe  grew 
And,  as  faft  as  fhe  could,  to  the  deanry  flew  lick. 
Mifs  Moricc  was  (I  can  affure  you  tis  true)  lick  i 
For,  who  would  not  be  in  that  numerous  crew  lick . 
Such  mufic  would  make  a  fanatic  or  Jew  fi(;k, 
Yet  ladies  are  feldom  at  ombre  or  lue  lick  :  I  Hck. 
Nor  is  old  Nanny  Shales,  whene'er  fhe  does  brew, 
Mv  footman  came  home  fromthe  churchof  abruile 

And  look'd  like  a  rake,  who  was  made  in  the  Itews 

*  rhis  medley  (for  it  cannot  be  called  a  poem)  is  given 
as  afpecimen  of  thofe  bagatelles /or  -which  the  Bean 
hath  perhaps  been  too  feverely  cenfured.  Some,  i^hiJ, 
wrefiill  iKore  exceptionable,  arefupprejjcd. 
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Bat  you  learned  do<ftors  can  make  wbom  you  choofe 

And  poor  1  myfelf  was,  when  I  withdrew,  Tick ; 
For  the  frtiell  of  them  made  ms  like  garlic  and  rue 
fick,  .  [clue,fick. 

And  1  got  through  the  crowd,  though  not  let  by  a 
You  hop'd  to  findmany  (fortbat  was  your  cue)  fick; 
But  there  was  not  a  dozen  (to  give  them  their  due) 

And  thofe,  to  be  fure,  ftuck  together  like  glew.fick. 
So  arc  ladies  in  crowds,\vhen  they  fqueeze  and  they 
fere w,  fick.  [hue,  fick; 

You  may  find  they  are  all,  by  their  yellow  pale 
So  am  I,  when  tobacco,  like  Robin,  I  chew,  fick. 

TO  DR.  SHERIDAN. 

Ir  I  write  any  more, it  will  make  my  poor  mufe  fick. 
This  night  I  came  home  with  a  very  cold  dew  fick, 
And  I  w  ilh  I  may  foon  be  not  of  an  ague  fick  ; 
But  I  hope  1  fiiall  ne'er  be,  like  you,  of  a  Ihrew  fick. 
Who  often  has  made  me,  by  looking  afltew.fick. 

DR.  HELSHAM's  ANSWER". 

The  dodor's  firft  rhyme  would  make  any  Jew  fick: 
I  know  it  has  made  a  fine  lady  in  blue  fick, 
For  which  ftie  is  gone  in  a  coach  to  Killbrew  fick. 
Like  a  hen  I  once  had,  from  a  fox  when  ftie  flew  fick. 
Lafl;  Monday  a  lady  at  St.  Patrick's  did  fpew  fick, 
And  made  all  the  reft  of  the  folks  in  the  pew  fick ; 
The  furgeon  who  bkd  her,  his  lancet  out  drew  fick, 
And  ftopt  the  diftemper,  as  being  but  new  fick. 
The  yacht,  the  laft  ftorm,  had  all  her  whole  crew 
fick  ;  [and  you  fick : 

Had  we  two  been  there,  it  would  have  made  me 
A  lady  that  long'd,  is  by  eating  of  glew  fick  ; 
Did  you  ever  know  one  in  a  very  good  QJick  ? 
I'm  told  that  my  wife  is  by  winding  a  clue  fick  ; 
The  dotftors  have  made  her  by  rhyme  and  by  rue 
fick.  [threw  fick. 

There's  a  gamefter  in  town,  for  a  throw  that  he 
And  yet  the  old  trade  of  his  dice  he'll  purfue  fick; 
I've  known  an  old  mifer  for  paying  his  due  fick ; 
At  prifent  I'm  grown  by  a  pinch  of  my  flioe  fick. 
And  what  would  you  have  me  with  verfesto  do  fick? 
Send  rhymes,  and  I'll  fend  you  fome  others  in  lieu 
Of  rhymes  I've  a  plenty,  [fick. 

And  therefore  fend  twenty. 
Anfwered  the  fame  day  when  fent,  Nov.  23. 
1  deure  you  will  carry  both  thefe  to  the  doAor, 
together  with  his  own;  and  let  him  know  we  are 
Eot  perfons  to  be  infultcd. 

"  Can  you  match  with  me, 
"  "Who  fend  thirty-three  ? 
<'  You  muft  get  fourteen  more, 
♦'  To  make  up  thirty-four  : 
"  But,  if  me  you  can  conquer, 
"  I'll  owji  you  a  ftrong  cur  *." 
This  morning  I'm  growing  by  fmelling  of  yew 
fick ; 
My  brother's  come  over  with  gold  from  Peru  fick; 

*  The  lines  «  thus  mark  d,"  ivire  ivrHten  by  Dr. 
Swift,  at  the  bottom  of  Dr.  Ilelpams  t-wenty  lines;  and 
thefclloivitigfotirieen  zvere  ofttr'Uiards  added  on  the  fame 

pa^er . 


I.aft  night  I  came  home  in  a  ftof  m  that  then  blew  fick  » 
This  moment  my  dog  at  a  cat  I  halloo  fick ; 
1  hear,  from  good  hands,  thatmypoor  coufinHugh's 
By  quaffing  a  bottle,  and  pulling  afcrew  fick:  [fick. 
And  now  there's  no  more  I  can  write  (you'll excufe) 
You  fee  that  1  fcorn  to  mention  word  mufic.   [fick  j 

I'll  domy  beft. 

To  fend  the  reft  ; 

Without  a  jeft, 

I'll  ftand  the  teft.  [fick  J 

Thcfe  fines  tliat  I  fend  you,  1  hope  you'll  perufc 

rU  make  you  with  writing  a  little  more  news  fick: 

Laft  night  I  came  home  with  drinking  of  booze  fick; 

My  carpenter  fwears  that  he'll  hack  and  he'll  hew 

An  officer's  lady,  I'm  told,  is  tattoo  fick  :      _   [fick  ; 

I'm  afraid  that  the  line  thirty-four  you  will  view 

Lord !  I  could  write  a  dozen  more ;  [fick. 

You  fee,  I've  mounted  thirty-four. 

EPIGRAM, 

ON  THE  BUSTS*  IN  RICHMOND  HERMITAGE.  I73*»  . 

«  Sic  fibi  liEtantur  dodi." 

With  honour  thus  by  Carolina  plac'd. 
How  are  thefe  venerable  buftoes  grac'd  ! 
O  Queen,  with  more  than  regal  title  crown'd, 
For  love  of  arts  and  piety  renown'd! 
How  do  the   friends  of  virtue  joy  to  fee 
Her  darling  fons  exalted  thus  by  thee  ! 
Nought  to  their  fame  can  now  be  added  more, 
Rever'd  by  her  whom  all  mankind  adore. 

ANOTHER. 


Lewis  the  living  learned  fed,     - 
And  rais'd  the  fcientific  head : 
Our  frugal  Queen,  to  fave  her  meat, 
Exalts  the  head  that  cannot  eat. 

A   CONCLUSION 
Drawn  from  the  above  Epigrams ,  and  fent  to  the  Brapier, 

Since  Anna,  whofe  bounty  thy  merits  had  fed, 
Ere  her  own  was  laid  low,  had  exalted  thy  head; 
And  fince  our  good  Queen  to  the  wife  is  fo  juft, 
To  raife  heads  for  fuch  as  are  humbled  in  duft  ; 
I  wonder,  good  man,  that  you  are  not  cnvaulted  ; 
Pr'ythee,  go  and  be  dead,  and  be  doubly  exalted. 

Dr.  Swift's  Anfwer. 

Her  majefty  never  Ihall  be  my  exalter; 
And  yet  fhe  would  raife  me,  I  know,  by  a  halter! 

TO  THE  REVEREND  DR.  SWIFT, 

With  a  prefenf  of  a  Paper-Boot,  fnely  bound,  on  his 

Urtb-day,  Ntvember  30.  I73,a. 

BY    JOHN    EARL    OF     ORRERT. 

To  thee.  Dear  Swift,  thefe  fpotlefs  leaves  I  fend,- 
Small  is 'the  prefent,  but  fincere  the  friend. 


♦  Ntv-ion,  Locie,  Clarh,  and  Wo6lafo>t, 
K.j 
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Think  not  fo  poor  a  book  below  thy  care  ; 

Who  kno^vg  the  price  that  thou  canfl  make  it  bear  ? 

Though  taudry  now,  and  like  Tyrilla's  face, 

The  IJDecio'js  front  fhines  out  with  borrow'd  grace ; 

Though  pafte-boards,  glittering  like  a  tinfel'd  coat, 

A  rcfa  tabula  within  denote  : 

Yet,  if  a  venal  and  corrupted  age, 

And  modern  vices,  (hould  provoke  thy  rage  ; 

If,  warn'd  once  more"  by  their  impending  fate, 

A  fmking  country  and  an  injur 'd  flate 

Thy  great  affiftance  ftiould  again  demand. 

And  call  forth  reafon  to  defend  the  land ; 

Then  fliall  we  view  thefe  fheets  with  glad  furprife 

Infpir'd  with  thought,  and  fpeaking  to  our  eyes : 

£?ich  vacant  fpace  fiiall  then,  enrich'd,  difpenfe 

True  force  of  eloquence,  and  nervous  fenfe  ; 

Inform  the  judgment,  animate  the  heart. 

And  fdcred  rules  of  policy  impart. 

The  fpangled  covering,  bright  with  fplendid  ore. 

Shall  cheat  the  fight  with  empty  fhow  no  more ; 

But  lead  us  inward  to  thofe  golden  mines, 

Where  all  thy  foul  in  native  luftre  fhines. 

So  when  the  eye  furveys  fome  lovely  fair. 

With  bloom  of  beauty  grac'd,  with  (hape  and  air; 

How  is  the  rapture  heighten'd,  when  we  find 

Her  form  excell'd  by  her  celeftial  mind ! 

VERJSES  LEFT  WITH  A  SILVER  STANDISH 

ON  THE 

DEAN  OF  ST.  PATRICK'S  DESK, 

ON  BIJ  BIRTH-DAY. 
By  DR.  DELANT. 

Hither  from  Mexico  I  came. 
To  ferve  a  proud  lernian  dame  : 
Was  long  fubmitted  to  her  will ; 
At  length  (be  loft  rae  a-t  quadrille. 
Through  various  fhapes  I  often  pafe'd, 
Still  hoping  to  have  reft  at  laft  ; 
And  ftill  ambitious  to  obtain 
Admittance  to  the  patriot  dean ; 
And  fometimes  got  within  his  door, 
^nt  foon  turn'd  out  to  ferve  the  poor*; 
Not  ftrolling  idlenefs  to  aid. 
But  honeft  induftry  decay'd. 
At  length  an  artift  purchas'd  me, 
And  wrought  me  to  the  fhape  you  fee. 

This  done,  to  Hermes  I  apply'd  t 
"  O  Hermes !  gratify  my  pride ; 
"  Be  it  my  fate  to  ferve  a  fage, 
"  The  greateft  genius  of  his  age  ; 
"  That  matchlefs  pen  let  me  fuppfy, 
"  M'hofe  living  lines  will  never  die  !•" 

I  grant  your  fuit,  the  God  reply'd; 
And  here  Re  left  me  to  refide. 

VERSES 

OCCASIONED  BY 

THE  FOREGOING  PRESENTS. 

A  paper  book  is  fent  by  Boyle, 
Too  neatly  gilt  for  me  to  foil. 


^    *  Alluding  to  SOOl.  a-ycar  Icnt-bv  tht  D<8»,  IvUhout 
interej}^  tej,tor  tradifmtn. 


Delany  fends  a  filvcr  ftandifii. 
When  I  no  more  a  pen  can  brandiin* 
Let  both  around  my  tomb  be  plac'd» 
As  trophies  of  a  mufe  deccas'd  : 
And  let  the  friendly  lines  they  writ, 
In  praife  of  long-departed  wit. 
Be  grav'd  on  either  fide  in  columns, 
More  to  my  praife  than  all  my  volumeSi 
To  burft  with  envy,  fpite,  and  rage. 
The  Vandals  of  the  prefent  age. 


BEASTS  CONFESSION  TO  THE  PRIEST, 

0/7  Bbferving  boiv  mojl  men  mrjiake  their  oivn  taltuist 
1734- 

When  beafts  could  fpeak  (the  learned  fay. 

They  ftill  can  do  fo  every  day), 

It  feems,*they  had  religion  then. 

As  much  as  now  we  find  in  men. 

It  happen'd,  whea  a  plague  broke  oat 

(Which  therefore  made  them  more  devout}^ 

The  king  of  brutes  (to  make  it  plain. 

Of  quadrupeds  I  only  mean) 

By  proclamation  gave  command. 

That  every  fubjeS  in  the  land 

Should  to  the  prieft  confefs  their  fins  ; 

And  thus  the  pious  wolf  begins  : 

Good  father,  I  niuft  own  with  fhame» 
That  often  I  have  been  to  blame  : 
I  muft  confefs,  on  Friday  lafl. 
Wretch  that  I  was  !  I  broke  my  faft  i 
But  I  defy  the  bafeft  tongue 
To  prove  I  did  my  neighbour  wrong  ; 
Or  ever  went  to  feek  my  food 
By  rapine,  theft,  or  thirft  of  blood. 

The  afs,  approaching  next,  confefs'd. 
That  in  his  heart  he  lov'd  a  jell : 
A  wag  he  was,  he  needs  muft  own. 
And  could  not  let  a  dunce  alone  ; 
Sometimes  his  friend  he  would  not  fparc. 
And  might  perhaps  be  too  fevere  •. 
But  yet,  the  worft  that  could  be  faid. 
He  was  a  tvit  both  born  and  bred  ; 
And,  if  it  be  a  fin  or  fhame. 
Nature  alone  muft  bear  the  blame : 
One  fault  he  hath,  is  forry  for't, 
His  ears  are  half  a  foot  too  fhort ; 
Which  could  he  to  the  ftandard  bring. 
He'd  fhow  his  face  before  the  king  : 
Then  for  his  voice,  there's  none  difpute* 
That  he's  the  nightingale  of  brutes. 

The  fwine  with  contrite  heart  allow'd. 
His  fhape  and  beauty  made  him  proud  .• 
In  diet  was  pei-haps  too  nice, 
But  gluttony  was  ne'er  his  vice : 
In  every  turn  of  life  content. 
And  meekly  took  what  fortune  fent : 
Inquire  through  all  the  parifh  round, 
A  better  neighbour  ne'er  was  found : 
His  vigilance  might  fome  difpleafe  ; 
'Tis  true,  he  hated  floth  like  peafe. 

The  mimic  ape  began  his  chatter^ 
How  evil  tongues  his  life  befpatter: 
Much  of  the  cenfuring  world  complaiii'd. 
Who  faid,  his  gravity  vrj«  feign'd : 
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A  NEW  SIMILE  FOR  THE  LADIES. 

BY  DR.  SHERIDAN.       1733. 

"  To  make  a  writer  mifs  his  end, 

"  You've  nothing  elfe  to  do  but  mend." 

I  OFTEN  try'd  in  vain  to  find 

Aftmile  for  woman-kind, 

Afimile  I  mean  to  fit  'em. 

In  every  circumftance  to  hit  'em. 

Through  every  bird  and  beaft  I  went, 

I  ranfack'd  every  element ; 

And,  after  peeping  through  all  nature, 

To  find  fo  whimfical  a  creature, 

A  cloud  prefented  to  my  view. 

And  ftrait  this  parallel  I  drew  : 

Clouds  turn  with  every  wind  about ; 
They  keep  us  in  fufpenfe  and  doubt; 
Yet  oft  perverfe,  like  woman-kind. 
Are  fecn  to  feud  againft  the  wind  : 
And  are  not  women  juft  the  fame  ? 
For,  who  can  tell  at  what  they  aim  ? 

Clouds  keep  the  flouteft  mortals  under. 
When  bellowing  they  difcharge  their  thunder : 
So  when  th'  alarum-bell  is  rung 
Of  Xanti's  everlafling  tongue. 
The  hufband  dreads  its  loudnefs  more 
Than  lightning's  flafli,  or  thunder's  roar. 

Clouds  weep,  as  they  do,  without  pain ; 
And  what  are  tears  but  women's  rain  ; 

The  clouds  about  the  welkin  roam ; 
And  ladies  never  flay  at  home. 

The  ckuds  build  caflles  in  the  air, 
A  thing  peculiar  to  the  fair ; 
For  all  the  fchemes  of  their  forecafting 
Are  not  more  folid,  nor  more  lafting. 

A  cloud  is  light  by  turns,  and  dark ; 
Such  is  a  lady  with  her  fpark : 
Now  with  a  fudden  pouting  gloom 
She  feems  to  darken  all  the  room ; 
Again  (he's  pleas' d,  his  fears  beguil'd. 
And  all  is  clear  when  fhe  has  fniil'd. 
In  this  they're  wondroufly  alike 
(I  hope  the  fimile  will  ftrike)  ; 
Though  in  the  darkeft  dumps  you  view  them, 
Stay  but  a  moment,  you'll  fee  through  them. 

The  clouds  are  apt  to  make  refledlion, 
And  frequently  produce  infedtion  ; 
So  Caelia,  with  fmall  provocation, 
Blafts  every  neighbour's  reputation. 

The  clouds  delight  in  gaudy  fhow 
^For  they,  like  ladies,  have  their  bow)  ; 
The  graveft  matron  will  confefs. 
That  flie  herfclf  is  fond  of  drefs. 

Obferve  the  clouds  in  pomp  array'd, 
What  various  colours  are  difplay'd  ; 
The  pink,  the  rofe,  the  violet's  dye. 
In  that  great  drawing-room  the  fky ; 
How  do  thefe  differ  from  our  graces. 
In  garden-filks,  brocades  and  laces  ? 
Are  they  not  fuch  another  fight. 
When  met  upon  a  birth-day  night  ? 

The  clouds  delight  to  change  their  fafliion  i 
(Dear  ladies,  be  not  in  a  paflion  !) 
Nor  let  this  whim  to  you  feem  fl;range, 
Who  every  hour  delight  in  change. 


In  them  and  yon  alike  are  feen 
The  fuUen  fymptoms  of  the  fpleen ; 
The  moment  that  your  vapours  rife, 
We  fee  them  dropping  from  your  eye»» 

In  evening  fair  you  may  behold 
The  cloi:ds  are  fring'd  with  borrow'd  gold ; 
And  this  is  many  a  lady's  cafe. 
Who  flaunts  about  in  borrow'd  lace. 

Grave  matrons  are  like  clouds  of  fnow. 
Their  words  fall  thick,  and  foft  and  flow; 
While  briik  coquettes,  like  rattling  hail. 
Our  ears  on  every  fide  aflail. 

Clouds,  when  they  intercept  our  fight, 
Deprive  us  of  celeftial  light : 
So  when  my  Chloe  I  purfue. 
No  heaven  befides  I  have  in  view. 

Thus,  on  comparifon,  you  fee, 
In  every  inftance  they  agree. 
So  like,  fo  very  much  the  fame. 
That  one  may  go  by  t'othef's  name. 
Let  me  proclaim  it  then  aloud, 
That  every  woman  is  a  doud. 

ANSWER  BY  DR.  SWIFT. 

Presumptuous  bard  !  how  could  you  darc 
A  woman  with  a  cloud  compare  ? 
Strange  pride  and  infolence  you  fliow 
Inferior  mortals  there  below. 
And  is  our  thunder  in  your  ears 
So  frequent  or  fo  loud  as  theirs  .' 
Alas  !  OUT  thunder  foon  goes  out ; 
And  only  makes  you  more  devout. 
Then  is  not  female  clatter  worfe. 
That  drives  you  not  to  pray  but  curfe  ? 

We  hardly  thunder  thrice  a-year  ; 
The  bolt  difcharg'd,  the  flcy  grows  clear; 
But  every  fublunary  dowdy. 
The  more  fhe  fcolds,  the  more  (he's  cloudy. 

Some  critic  may  objedl,  perhaps. 
That  clouds  are  blam'd  for  giving  clafs  ; 
But  what,  alas !  arc  clapt  setherial, 
Compar'd  for  mifchiet  to  venereal  ? 
Can  clouds  give  buboes,  ulcers,  blotches, 
Or  from  your  nofes  dig  out  notches  ? 
We  leave  the  body  fweet  and  found  ; 
We  kill",  'tis  true,  but  never  wound. 

You  know  a  cloudy  Iky  befpeaks 
Fair  weather  when  the  morning  breaks; 
But  women  in  a  cloudy  plight 
Foretel  a  fiorm  to  laft  till  night. 

A  cloud  in  proper  feafons  pours 
His  bleflings  down  in  fruitful  Ihowers  ; 
But  woman  was  by  fate  defign'd 
To  pour  down  curfes  on  mankind. 

When  Syrius  o'er  the  welkin  rages. 
Our  kindly  help  his  fire  affuages ; 
But  woman  is  a  curft  inflamer. 
No  parifli  ducking-flool  can  tame  her ; 
To  kindle  fl;rife,  dame  nature  taught  herj^ 
Like  fire-works,  flie  can  burn  in  water. 

For  ficklenefs  how  durft  you  blame  us. 
Who  for  our  confl:ancy  are  famous  ? 
You'll  fee  a  cloud  in  gentle  weather 
Keep  the  fame  face  an  hour  together  ; 
While  women,  if  it  could  be  reckon'd. 
Change  every  feature  every  fecond. 
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Obferve  our  figure  in  a  morning, 
Of  foul  or  fair  we  give  you  warning; 
But  can  you  guefs  from  woman's  air 
One  minute,  wliether  foul  or  fair  ? 

Go  read  in  ancient  books  inroll'd 
What  honours  we  poffefs'd  of  old. 

To  difappoint  Ixion's  rape, 
Jove  dreft  a  cloud  in  Juno's  fhape  ; 
Which  when  he  had  enjoy'd,  he  fwore. 
No  goddefs  could  have  pleas'd  him  more ; 
No  difference  could  he  find  between 
His  cloud  and  Jove's  imperial  queen : 
His  cloud  produc'd  a  race  of  Centaurs, 
Fain'd  for  a  thoufand  bold  adventures ; 
From  us  defcendcd  ai  orighie. 
By  learned  authors  call'd  niibigcue. 
But  fay,  what  earthly  nymph  do  you  know. 
So  beautiful  to  pafs  for  Juno  ? 

Before  jEneas  durft  afpire 
To  court  her  majefty  of  Tyre, 
His  mother  begg'd  of  us  to  drefs  him. 
That  Dido  might  the  more  carcfs  him  : 
A  coat  we  gave  him,  dy"d  in  grain, 
AJlaxen  wig  and  clouded  cane 
(The  wig  was  powder'd  round  with  fleet, 
"Which  fell  in  clouds  beneath  his  feet". 
With  which  he  made  a  tearing  fhow  ; 
And  Dido  quicklyy^v.'C;J'^  ihe  beau. 

Among  your  females  make  inquiries. 
What  nymph  on  earth  fo  fair  as  Iris  ? 
With  heavenly  beauty  fo  endow'd  ? 
And  yet  her  father  is  a  cloud. 
We  dreft  her  in  a  gold  brocade. 
Befitting  Juno's  favourite  maid. 

'Tis  known,  that  Socrates  the  wife 
Ador'd  us  clouds  as  deities  : 
To  us  he  made  his  daily  prayers, 
As  Ariftophanes  declares ; 
Prom  Jupiter  took  all  dominion. 
And  dy'd  defending  his  opinion. 
By  his  authority  'tis  plain 
You  worfhip  other  gods  in  vain. 
And  from  your  own  experience  kno\y 
We  govern  all  things  there  below. 
You  follow  where  we  pleafe  to  guide ; 
O'er  all  your  paflions  we  prefide, 
Can  raife  them  up,  or  fink  them  down, 
As  we  think  fit  to  fmile  or  frown : 
And,  juft  as  we  difpofe  your  brain. 
Are  witty,  dull,  rejoice,  complain. 

Compare  us  then  to  female  race  ! 
We,  to  whom  all  the  gods  give  place  ! 
Who  better  challenge  your  allegiance, 
Becaufe  we  dwell  in  higher  regions ! 
You  find  the  gods  in  Homer  dwell 
In  feas  and  ftreams,  or  low  as  hell : 
Ev'n  Jove,  and  Mercury  his  pimp. 
No  higher  climb  than  mount  Olymp 
(Who  makes  you  think  the  clouds  he  pierces  ? 
He  pierce  the  clouds  !  he  kifs  their  a — es) ; 
While  we,  o'er  Teneriffa  plac'd, 
Are  loftier  by  a  mile  at  leaft  : 
And,  when  Apollo  ftruts  on  Pindus, 
Wc  fee  him  from  our  kitchen-windows  ; 
Or,  to  Parnaffus  looking  down, 
Can  pifs  upon  his  laurel  crown. 

Fate  never  form'd  the  godt  to  fly 
In  vehicles  they  mount  the  flcy : 


When  Jove  would  fome  fair  n}tnph  inveigle^ 

He  conies  full  gallop  on  his  eagle. 

Though  Venus  be  as  light  as  air. 

She  muft  have  doves  to  draw  her  chair. 

Apollo  ftirs  not  out  of  door 

Without  his  lacker'd  coach  and  four. 

And  jealous  Juno,  ever  fnarling. 

Is  drawn  by  peacocks  in  her  bcrlin. 

But  we  can  fly  where'er  we  pleafe. 

O'er  cities,  rivers,  hills,  and  fcas: 

From  eaft  to  weft  the  world  we  roamj 

And  in  all  climates  are  at  home; 

With  care  provide  you,  as  we  go. 

With  fiin-fliine,  rain,  and  hail,  or  fnow. 

You,  when  it  rains,  like  fools,  believe 

Jove  pilTes  on  you  through  a  fieve  : 

An  idle  tale,  'tis  no  fuch  matter  ; 

We  only  dip  a  fponge  in  water ; 

Then  fqueeze  it  clofe  between  our  thumbs, 

And  fliake  it  well,  and  down  it  comes. 

As  you  ftiall  to  your  forrow  know. 

We'll  watch  your  fteps  where'er  you  go ; 

And,  fince  we  find  you  walk  a-ioot. 

We'll  foundly  fouce  your  frize-furtout. 

'Tis  but  by  our  peculiar  grace. 
That  Phcebus  ever  Ihows  his  face  : 

For,  when  we  pleafe,  we  open  wide 

Our  curtains  blue  from  fide  to  fide  : 
And  then  hov7  faucily  he  fhows 

His  brazen  face  and  fiery  nofe; 
And  gives  himfelf  a  haughty  air, 

As  if  he  made  the  weather  fair  ! 
'Tis  fung,  wherever  Cslia  treads. 

The  violets  ope  their  purple  heads  ; 
The  rofes  blow,  the  cowilip  fprings  : 

'Tis  fung  ;  but  we  know  better  thing*. 

'Tis  true,  a  woman  on  her  mettle 

Will  often  pifs  upon  a  nettle  ; 

But,  though  we  own  fhe  makes  it  wetter. 

The  nettle  never  thrives  the  better  ; 

While  we,  by  foft  prolific  fhowers, 

Can  every  fpring  produce  you  flowers. 
Your  poets,  Chloe's  beauty  heightening, 

Compare  her  radiant  eyes  to  hghtning; 

And  vet  I  hope  'twill  be  allow'd. 

That  lightning  comes  but  from  a  doud. 
But  gods  like  us  have  too  much  fenfc 

At  poet's  flights  to  take  offence  : 

Nor  can  hyperboles  dem.ean  us  ; 

Each  drab  has  been  compar'd  to  Venn*. 
We  own  your  verfes  are  melodious  ; 

But  fuch  comparifons  are  odious. 


A  VINDICATION  OF  THE  LIBEL: 

0;-,  a  Nliv  Ballad,   nvrittcn  by  a  Shoe-boy,   on  an  At- 
torney •zi'ijo  ivas  forini:rly  a  Shoe-boy. 

"  Qui  color  atcr  erat,  nunc  eft  contrarius  atro." 

With  finging  of  ballads,  and  crying  of  news, 
With  whitening  of  buckles,  and  blacking  of  fhoes, 
Did  Hartley  *  fct  out,  both  fboelefs  and  fliirtlcfs', 
And  moneylcfs  too,  but  not  very  dirtlefs ; 


*  See  thtnent  poem. 
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vopence  he  had  gotten  by  begging,  that  s  all , 

le  bought  him  a  6r,>Jh,  and  one  a  blaciball ; 

,r  cloufs  at  a  lofs  he  could  not  be  much 

he  clothes  on  his  back  as  being  but  fuch; 

bus  vamp'd  and  accoutred,  with  clo.ts    baU  and 

e  gallantly  ventur'd  his  fortune  to  pulh  :    \brujh, 

efpallan  thus,  being  beJpatUrd  '.cith  d,rt, 

ras  omaxdto  be  Rome\  anferor  for  t. 

ut  as  a  wife  fiddler  is  noted,  you  know 

•o  have  a  good  couple  of  firings  to  one  bow; 

!o  Hartley  judicioufly  thought  it  too  htUe 

'o  live  by  the  fweat  of  his  hands  and  his  fpittle  . 

iii  finds  out  another  profeffion  as  fit, 

^nd  ftraight  he  becomes  a  retailer  of  wit. 

)ne  day  he  cried— «  Murders  and  fongs,  and  great 

\nother'arioudly-«  Here  blacken  your  Iboes  !" 
^.t  Donivile's  *  full  often  he  fed  upon  bits. 
For  winding  of  iacks  up,  and  turning  ot  Ipits; 
Lick'd  all  the  plates  round,  had  many  a  fobbing 
And  now  and  then  got   from  the  cook-maid  a 

drubbing : 
Such  battings  effeft  u^on  him  <:«^l<i  .h^^^,^"" f  '   . 
The  dog  will  be  patient  that's  ftruck  with  a  bone. 
Sir  Thomas,  obfei-ving  this  Hartley  withal 
So  expert  and  fo  adive  at  bn,Jhes  and  ball 
Wasmov'd  with  compaflion, and  thought  it  a  pity 
A  youth  Ihould  be  loft,  that  had  been  fo  witty  . 
Without  more  ado,  he  vamps  up  my  ipark, 
And  now  we'll  fuppofe  him  an  eminent  clerk ; 
Suppofe  him  an  adept  in  all  the  degrees 
Of  fcribbling  cum  dajho,  and  hooking  ot  lees, 
Suppofe  him  a  mifer,  attorney  per  bill ; 
SuSofe  him  a  courtier-fuppofe  what  you  wil-- 
Yet  would  you  believe,thoughI  fwore  by  the  Bib  e 
That  betook  up  two  ne-^.-boys  for  crying  the  hbel  ? 

A  FRIENDLY  APOLOGY  FOR  A  CERTAIN 
JUSTICE  OF  PEACE. 

J5y  IVay  of  Defence  of  Hartley  Hutchinfon,  Efq. 
«  But  he  by  bawling  news  about, 
«'  And  aptly  ufing  brufli  and  clout, 
«  A  juftice  of  the  peace  became, 
«  To  punifh  rogues  who  do  the  fame. 

BY    JAMES  BLACK-WELL,  OPERATOR    FOR    THE 
FEET. 

1  SING  the  man  of  courage  fy'd. 

O'er-run  with  ignorance  and  pride. 

Who  boldly  hunted  out  difgracp 

W=th  canker'd  mind  and  hideous  face ; 

The  firft  who  made  (l?t  none  deny  it) 

The  libel-vending  rogues  be  quiet. 

The  faft  was  glorious,  we  mull  own. 
For  Hartley  was  before  unknown, 
Contemn'd  I  mean:— for  who  would  chooie 
So  vile  a  fubjeft  for  the  muie  ? 

-Twas  once  the  nobleft  of  his  wifhes 
To  fill  his  paunch  with  frraps  from  dillies, 
For  which  he'd  parch  before  the  grate. 
Or  wind  t\\&  jack's  ilow-nfing  weight 
(Such  toils  as  heft  his  talents  fit), 
Or  poliih/o",  or  turn  thtfpu: 

f  Sir  T.  Domvik,  patentee  of  the  Hanaper-office. 


But,  unexpetftedly  grown  rich  in 
•Squire  Domvile's  family  and  kitchen, 
He  p<ints  to  eternize  his  name. 
And  takes  the  dirty  road  to  fame  ; 
Believes  that  perfecuting  wit  _ 
Will  prove  the  fureft  way  to  it ; 
So,  with  a  Colonel*  at  his  back. 
The  libel  feels  his  firft  attack ; 
He  calls  it  a  feditious  paper. 
Writ  by  another  Patriot  Drapier ; 
Then  raves  and  blunders  nonfenfe  thicker 
Than  aldermen  o'ercharg'd  with  liquor  ; 
And  all  this  with  defign,  no  doubt, 
To  hear  his  praifes  hawk'd  about ; 
To  fend  his  name  through  every  ftreet, 
Which  erft  he  roam'd  with  dirty  feet ; 
Well  pleas'd  to  live  to  future  times. 
Though  but  in  keen  fatiric  rhymes. 

So  Ajax,  who,  for  aught  we  know. 
Was  juftice  many  years  ago, 
And  minding  then  no  earthly  things. 
But  killing  libellers  of  kings ; 
Or,  if  he  wanted  work  to  do. 
To  run  a  bawling  news-boy  through ; 
Yet  he,  when  wrapp'd  up  in  a  cloud. 
Entreated  Father  Jove  aloud, 
Only  in  light  to  fhow  his  face. 
Though  it  might  tend  to  his  difgrace. 

And  fo  th'  Ephefian  villain  firM 
The  temple  which  the  world  admir  d. 
Contemning  death,  defpifing  Ihame, 
To  o-ain  an  ever  odious  name. 


DR.  SHERIDAN'S  BALLAD  ON  BALLY- 
SPELLIN  *. 

All  you  tha^  would  refine  your  blood. 

As  pure  as  fam'd  Llewellyn, 
By  waters  clear,  come  every  year. 

To  drink  at  Ballyfpellin. 
Though  pox  or  itch  your  flcins  enrich 

With  rubies  paft  the  telling, 
'Twill  clear  your  flcin  before  you  ve  been 

A  month  at  Ballyfpellin. 

If  lady's  cheek  be  green  as  leek 

When  ftie  comes  from  her  dwelling. 
The  kindling  rofe  within  it  glows 

When  file's  at  Ballyfpellin. 
The  footy  brown,  who  comes  from  to^vn. 

Grows  here  as  fair  as  Helen  ; 
Then  back  Ihe^oes  to  kill  the  beauK 

By  dint  of  Ballyfpellin. 

Our  ladies  are  as-frefh  and  fair 

As  Rofe,  or  Bright  Dunkellmg; 
And  Mars  might  make  a  fair  miitakc, 

W  ere  he  at  Ballyfpellin. 
We  men  fubmit  as  they  think  fit, 

And  here  is  no  rebelling  : 

*  Colonel  Ker,  a  mere  Scotchman,  Licutenarl-Colonel 
to  Lord  Harrington'' s  regimct  of  dragoons,  -who  madia 
netcs-bo^  e-vidence  rgainft  the  printer.     Irish  Ed. 

f  A  famous  fpa  in  the  county  of  Kilkenny,  ivberttbc 
Boaor  had  been  to  drink  the  ivaters  ivitb  a  favourtti 
Lady^ 


***  tH£   WO 

The  rcafon'g  plala  ;  the  ladies  reign 
They're  queens  at  Ballyfpdlin. 

iy  matchlefs  charms,  unconquer'd  arms, 

1  faey  have  the  way  of  queilino- 
Such  defperate  foes  as  dare  oppofe 

Their  power  at  Ballyfpeilin. 
•old  water  turns  to  fire,  and  burns 

I  know,  becaufe  I  fell  in  ' 

Jream  which  came  from  one  bright  dame 

Who  drank  at  BaUyfpelhn. 

Kne  beaux  advance,  equipt  for  dance, 

fo  bring  their  Anne  or  Nell  in 
With  fo  much  grace,  I'm  Aire  no  place 

Can  vie  with  Ballyfpeilin. 
No  politics,  no  fubtle  tricks. 

No  man  his  country  felling : 
W6  eat,  we  drink ;  we  never  think 

Ofthefe  at  Ballyfpeilin. 

fhe  troubled  mind,  the  puff'd  with  wind. 

Do  all  come  here  pell-mell  in ; 
And  they  are  fure  to  work  their  cure 

By  drinking  Ballyfpeilin. 
Though  dropfy  fills  vou  to  the  gills. 

From  chin  to  toe  though  fwelling ; 
Pour  in,  pour  out,  you  cannot  doubt' 

A  cure  at  Ballyfpeliin. 

Death  throws  no  darts  through  aH  thefe  parts. 

No  fextons  here  are  knellino-  • 
Come,  judge  and  try,  you'll  niver  J!e, 

But /iw  at  Ballyfpeilin; 

^^^?J  r^  ^'^^  darts  tipt  with  fteel. 

Which  here  are  ever>-  belle  in  : 
When  from  their  eyes  fweet  ruiii  flies. 

We  die  at  Ballyfpeilin. 

Good  cheer  fweet  air,  much  joy,  no  care. 
Your  fight,  your  tafte,  your  fmellin<r 

Your  ears,  your  touch,  tranfported  much 
Each  day  at  Ballyfpeilin. 

Within  this  gronnd  we  all  fleep  found. 

No  noify  dogs  a-yelling  ; 
Except  you  wake,  for  Cslia's  fake, 

AH  night  at  Ballyfpeilin. 
■^^f  e  all  you  fee,  both  he  and  fhe. 

No  lady  keeps  her  cell  in  ; 

,'./l"  P.^"^^  ^^^  "^'"h  ^^e  make. 
Who  drmk  at  Ballyfpeilin. 

Unlefs  I  Ihould  bring  he'l  m  • 
But,  fince  I'm  here,  to  heaven  fo  near, 
I  can  t  at  Ballyfpeilin ! 

ANSWER." 

»T    DR.    SWIFT  ♦. 

Dare  you  difpute,  you  faucy  brute. 
And  think  there's  no  refelling 

•    nis^„f,c,r  ivas  r.fentedby  Dr.  Shtr'tdan,  ai  an 
iSfroni  on  btr,felfartd  tb,  lady  he  attended  t»  the/fa. 
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Your  fcurvj-  bys,  and  fenfdefs  praife 
You  give  to  Ballyfpeilin  ? 

Howfi'er  you  bounce,  I  here  pronounce, 
\  our  medicmc  is  r:pelling  ■ 

TJ'7''  f  "^'  ^'^  ^'^"'-■^  Ae  blood, 
^  hen  drunji  at  Ballyfpeilin. 

Thofe  pocky  drabs,  to  cure  their  fcabs, 

-IT-   ,°['  '"'^*ier  are  compellico-, 

^vui  back  be  fent,  worfe  thaS  they  went, 

from  nally  Ballyfpeilin. 
Llewellyn  why?  As  well  may  I 

i;^amehonefldo<ftorPellin; 
t.0  hard  fometimes  you  tug  for  rhymes. 

i  o  brmg  m  Ballyfpelhn. 
No  fubjcift  fit  to  try  your  wit. 

When  you  went  colonellin?, 
But  dull  mtrignes  'twixt  jade!  and  teague. 

That  met  a:  BaUyfpeihn.  *• 

Our  lalTes  fair,  fay  what  you  dare, 
Who  fowing  make  with  Ihelling, 

At  Market-hiil  more  beaux  can  kill. 
1  han  yours  at  Ballyfpeilin. 

Would  I  was  whipt,  when  Sheelah  flr-pt 

i  o  wafh  herlelf  our  well  in ; 
A  bum  fo  white  ne'er  came  in  fight. 
At  paltry  Ballyfpeilin. 

^'of  S'^'f  '^"^  fmocks  hempen  we», 

Ut  Holland  not  an  ell  in  • 
No,  not  a  rag,  whate'er  you  brag. 

Is  found  at  Ballyfpeilin. 

But  Tom  will  prate  at  any  rate. 

All  other  nvmphs  expel  lin  fr  • ' 
Becaufe  he  gets  a  few  grifett^s' 

At  loufy  BaUyfpellin. 

There's  bonny  Jane,  in  yonder  fene. 
^uftoeragainfl  The  Bell-inn ; 
Where  can  you  meet  a  lafs  fo  fweet, 
Round  all  your  Ballyfpeilin  ? 

We  have  a  girl  deferves  an  earl ; 

She  came  from  Ennificilbn  : 
So  fair,  fo  young,  no  fuch  amon? 

The  belles  at  Ballyfpeilin, 

How  would  you  flare  tQ.fee  her  thertf. 

The  fogg)-  mifl  difpelling. 
That  clouds  the  brows  of  every  blowfe 

Who  lives  at  BaUyfpellml, 

Now  as  I  live,  I  would  not  give 

A  fliver  for  a  Ikelhn, 
To  towfe  and  kifs  fhe  faireft  mifs 

That  leaks  at  Bailyfpellin. 

Whoe'er  will  raife  fuch  lies  as  thefe 

Deferves  a  good  cudo-elling  • 
Who  falfely  boafts  of  belles  and  toafts. 

At  dirty  Ballyfpeilin. 

My  rhymes  are  gone,  to  all  but  one 
Which  is,  our  trees  are  felling  •    * 

As  proper  quite  as  tliofe  you  wrr- 
To  force  in  BallvfoeUin.  "* 
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5ur  portion,  uking  Britain  round, 
as  juft  one  annual  hundred  pound ; 
ovv  not  ib  much  as  in  remainder^ 
nee  Gibber  brought  in  an  attainder  ; 
)r  ever  fix'd  by  right  divine 
^.  monarch's  right)  on  Grub-ftreet  line. 
Poor  ftarveling  bard,  how  frnall  thy  gains! 
[ow  unproportion'd  to  thy  pains  ! 
.nd  here  a/J.-.?:/,.'  comes  pat  in  : 
'houi^h  chickens  take  a  month  to  fatten, 
'he  guefls  in  lefe  than  half  an  hour 
Vill  more  than  half  a  fcore  devour, 
o,  after  toiling  twenty  days 
"o  earn  a  ftock  of  pence  and  praife, 
'hy  labours,  grown  the  critics  prey, 
^re  fwallow'd  o'er  a  difh  of  tea ; 
Jone  to  be  never  heard  of  more, 
Jone  where  the  chickens  went  before. 

How  {hall  a  new  attempter  learn     .  . 
Df  different  fpirits  to  difcern, 
ilLnd  how  diflinguifh  which  is  which. 
The  poet's  vein,  or  fcribbling  itch  ? 
rhen  hear  an  old  experienc'd  finner, 
[nftruding  thus  a  young  beginner. 
Confult  yourfelf ;  and  if  you  find 
A  powerful  impulfe  urge  your  mind, 
•impartial  jijdge  within  your  breaft 
Iwhat  fubjecl  you  can  manage  befl  j 
Whether  your  genius  mqil  inclines 
To  fatire,  praife,  or  humorous  lines, 
To  elegies  in  mournful  tone, 
Or  prolopuei  fent  from  hand  unknown. 
Then,  lihng  with  Aurora's  light, 
The  mufe  invok'd,  fit  down  to  write; 
Blot  out,  corredt,  infert,  refine, 
Enlarge,  diminifh,  interline  ; 
Ee  mindful,  when  invention  fails. 
To  fcratch  your  head,  and  bite  your  nails. 

Your  poem  finiih'd,  next  your  care 
Is  needful  to  tranfcribe  it  fair. 
Jn  modern  Trir  -a!i  primed  trafh  is 
Set  off  with  numerous  breaks  and  dajhes. 
To  ftatefmcn  would  you  giv^  a  -wipf:. 
You  print  it  in  Italic  t\pe- 
When  letters  are  in  vulgar  fhapes, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  the  wit  efcapes : 
But,  when  in  capitals  exprefl. 
The  dulleft  reader  fraokes  the  jeft ; 
Or  elfe  perhaps  he  may  invent 
A  better  than  the  poet  meant ; 
As  learned  commentators  view 
In  Homer,  more  than  Homer  knew. 

Your  poem  in  its  mpdifh  drefs, 
Corredly  fitted  for  the  prefs. 
Convey  by  penny-pofl  to  Lintot, 
But  let  no  friend  alive  look  inta't. 
If  Lintot  thinks  'twill  quit  the  coft, 
You  need  not  fear  your  labour  loft  ; 
And  how  agreeably  furpris'd 
Are  you  to  fee  it  advertis'd ! 
The  hawker  Jhows  you  one  in  print. 
As  frefh  as  farthings  from  the  mini'. 
The  product  oi  ycur  toil  and  fweating  | 
A  baflard  of  your  own  begetting. 

Be  fure  at  Will's,  the  following  day^ 
Lie  fnug,  and  hear  what  critics  fay  ; 
And,  if  you  find  the  general  \c^u|i  • 
Pronounces  j-ou  *  ii«pid  rogue, 


Damns  all  your  thoughts  as  low  aiid  little^, 
Sit  ftill,  and  fwallow  down  your  fpittle. 
Be  filent  as  a  politician, 
For  talking  may  beget  fufpicion  : 
Or  praife  the  judgment  of  the  town, 
And  help  yourfelt  to  run  it  down. 
Give  up"  your  fond  paternal  pride. 
Nor  argue  on  the  weaker  fide  : 
For  poems  read  without  a  name 
We  juftly  praife,  or  juftly  blame  ; 
And  critics  have  no  partial  views. 
Except  they  know  whom  they  abufe  : 
And,  fince  you  ne'er  provoke  their  fpite, 
Depend  upon  't  their  judgment's  right. 
But  if  you  blab,  you  are  imdone  : 
Confider  what  a  rlfk  you  run  : 
Yovi  lofe  your  credit  all  at  once  ; 
The  town  will  mark  you  for  a  dunce ; 
The  vileft  doggrel,  Grub-ftreet  fends. 
Will  pafs  for  yours  with  foeS  and  friends ; 
And  you  muft  bear  the  whole  difgrace. 
Till  fome  frefh  blockhead  takes  your  place. 

Your  fecret  kept,  your  poem  funk, 
And  fent  in  quires  to  line  a  trunk. 
If  ftiil  you  be  difpos'd  to  rhyme, 
Go  try  your  hand  a  fecond  time. 
Again  you  fail :  yet  Safe  's  the  word ; 
Take  courage,  and  attempt  a  third. 
B  t  firft  with  care  employ  yoar  thoughts 
Where  critics  mark'd  your  former  faults  i 
The  trivial  turns,  the  borrow'd  wit, 
The  fiiuiks  that  nothing  fit ; 
The  cant  which  every  fool  repeats, 
Town  jefts  and  coffec-houie  conceits ; 
Defcriptions  tedious,  flat,  and  dry. 
And  introduc'd  the  Lord  knows  why  : 
Or  where  we  find  your  fxiry  fet 
Againft  the  harmlefs  alphabet ; 
And  A's  and  B's  your  malice  vent. 
While  readers  wonder  whom  you  meant  j 
A  public  or  a  private  rMer. 
AJlatffman,  or  a  Sc-'Mh-ifa.  jobber  ; 
A  prelate  whc  no  God  believes  ; 
A  parliament,  or  den  of  thieves  ; 
A  pick-purl?  at  the  bar  or  bench ; 
A  duchefs,  or  a  fuburb  wench  : 
Or  oft',  when  epithets  you  link 
In  gaping  lines  to  fill  a  chink  ; 
Like  ftepping-ftones  to  fave  a  ftride. 
In  ftreets  where  kennels  are  too  wide } 
Or  like  a  heel-piece,  to  fupport 
A  cripple  with  one  fcot  too  Ciort ; 
Or  like  a  bridge,  that  joins  a  marife 
To  moorland  of  a  different  paiifh. 
So  have  1  feen  ill-coupled  hounds 
Drag  different  v.^ays  in  miry  grounds. 
So  geographers  in  Afric  maps 
With  favage  pidures  fill  their  gaps, 
And  o'er  unhabitable  downs 
Place  elephants  for  want  of  towns. 

But,  though  you  mJfs  your  >lird  eflkjt^ 
You  need  not  throw  your  pen  away. 
Lay  now  afide  all  thoughts  of  fame. 
To  fpring  more  profitable  game. 
From  party-merit  feek  fupport ; 
The  vileft  verfe  thrives  beft  at  courtr 
A  pamrinlct  in  6jr  Bob's  Uofonoc 

Will  never  fail  to  bring  in  penc^r 
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Nor  be  concern'd  about  the  fale, 
■  He  pays  his  workmen  on  the  nail. 

A  prince,  "the  moment  he  is  crown'd, 
Inherits  every  viKjie  round, 
As  emblems  of  the  fovereign  power, 
Like  other  baubles  in  the  Tower ; 
Is  generous,  valiant,  juft,  and  wife. 
And  fo  continues  till  he  dies  ; 
His  humble  fenate  this  profcfTes, 
In  all  their  ff)e^cb^s,  'Mtes,  aJdreJfft. 
But  once  you  fix  him  in  a  tomb, 
His  virtues  fade,  his  vices  bloom  ; 
And  each  perfedlion,  wrong  imputed. 
Is  fully  at  his  death  confuted. 
The  loads  of  poems  in  his  praife, 
Afcending,  make  one  funeral  blaze  : 
As  foon  as  you  can  hear  his  knell, 
This  god  on  earth  turns  devil  in  hell : 
And  lo  !  his  minifters  of  ftate, 
Transform'd  to  imps,  bis  levee  wait ; 
Where,  in  the  fcenes  of  endlcfs  woe, 
They  ply  their  former  arts  below  ; 
And,  as  they  fail  in  Charon's  boat. 
Contrive  to  bribe  the  judge's  vote ; 
To  Cerberus  they  give  a  fop. 
His  triple-barking  mouth  to  Hop  ; 
Or  in  the  ivorj-  gate  of  dreams 
Projedl  excife  and  South-fea  fchemcs; 
Or  hire  their  party  pampiileteers 
To  fct  Et'j-uum  by  the  ears. 

Then,  foet,  if  you  mean  to  thrive. 
Employ  your  mufe  on  kings  alive  ; 
With  prudence  gathering  up  a  clufler 
Of  all  the  virtues  you  can  mufter, 
Which,  form'd  into  a  garland  fweet. 
Lay  humbly  at  your  monarch's  feet ; 
Who,  as  the  odours  reach  his  throne. 
Will  fmile,  and  think  them  all  his  own; 
For  latu  and  gifpel  both  determine 
All  virt'jes  lodge  in  royal  ermine  : 
(I  mean  the  oracles  of  both. 
Who  fhall  depofe  it  upon  oath.) 
Your  garland  in  the  following  reign, 
Change  but  the  names,  will  do  again. 

But,  if  you  think  this  trade  too  bafe, 
(Which  feldom  is  the  dunce's  cafe) 
Put  on  the  critic's  brow,  and  fit 
At  Will's  the  puny  judge  of  wit. 
A  nod,  a  fbrug,  a  fcorrtful  fnltle. 
With  caution  us'd,  may  ferve  a  while. 
Proceed  no  further  in  your  part. 
Before  you  learn  the  terms  of  art ; 
For  you  can  never  be  too  far  gone  • 
In  all  our  modern  critics'  jargon  : 
Then  talk  with  more  authentic  face 
Of  unties,  ir.  th^e  and  place  ; 
Get  fcraps  of  Horace  from  your  friends. 
And  have  them  at  your  fingers'  ends ; 
Learn  Ariffotle's  rules  by  rote. 
And  at  all  hazards  boldly  quote  ; 
Ti'dicm'is  liviTirr  C"\'  review, 
XVife  Dennis,  and  profound  Boffu ; 
Read  all  xht. prefaces  of  Dryden, 
For  thefe  our  critics  much  confide  in 
(Though  merely  writ  at  firft  for  filling. 
To  raife  the  volume's  price  a  fhilling.) 

A  forward  cfiti"  cftcn  Jupes  us 
With  ihsm  quotations/'fr/  buffeus  ; 


And  if  we  have  not  read  Longinn*, 
Will  magifterially  outlhine  us. 
Then,  left  with  Greek  he  over-run  ye. 
Procure  the  book  for  love  or  money, 
Tranflated  from  Boileau's  tranflation. 

And  quote  q'jofat'wn  on  qiictntkn. 

At  Will's  you  hear  a  poem  read. 
Where  Battus  from  the  table-head. 
Reclining  on  his  elbow-chair. 
Gives  judgment  with  decifive  air  ; 
To  whom  the  tribe  cf  circling  wits 
As  to  an  oracle  fubmits. 
He  gives  diredLions  to  the  town. 
To  cry  it  up,  or  run  it  down  ; 
Like  coi/r/;Vr,  VN'hen  they  fend  a  note, 
Inftructing  members  how  to  vote. 
,  He  fets  the  {lamp  of  bad  and  good. 
Though  not  a  word  be  underftood. 
Your  lefibn  learn'd,  you'll  be  fccure 
To  get  the  name  oi  connoijfeur  : 
And,  when  your  merits  once  are  known, 
Procure  difciples  of  your  own. 
For  poets  (ycu  can  never  want  'em) 
Spread  through  Augufta  Trinobantum, 
Computing  by  their  pecks  of  coals. 
Amount  to  juft  nine  thoufand  fouls  : 
Thefe  o'er  their  proper  diflri<fts  govern. 
Of  wit  and  humour  judges  fovcreign. 
In  every  ftreet  a  city-bard 
Rules,  like  an  alderman,  his  ward  ; 
His  undifputed  rights  extend 
Through  all  the  lane,  from  end  to  end  ; 
The  neighbours  round  admire  his  Jhrcwdnefi 
For  fongs  of  loyalty  and  kicdnefs ; 
Outdone  by  none  in  rhyming  well. 
Although  he  never  learn'd  to  fpell. 

Two  bordering  wits  contend  for  glory; 
And  one  is  Whig,  and  one  is  Tory : 
And  this  for  epics  claims  the  bays, 
And  that  for  elegiac  lays: 
Some  fam'd  for  numbers  foft  and  fmooth, 
By  lovers  fpoke  in  Punch's  booth ; 
And  feme  as  juftly  fame  extols 
For  lofty  lines  in  Smithfield  drolls. 
Bavius  in  Wapping  gains  renown. 
And  Mavius  reigns  o'er  Kentifh-town : 
Tigellius,  plac'd  in  Phoebus'  car. 
From  Ludgate  fhines  to  Temple-bar : 
Harmonious  Cibber  entertains 
The  court  with  annual  birth-day  flrains ; 
Whence  Gay  was  banifh'd  in  difgrace  ; 
\\'here  Pope  will  never  {how  his  face  ; 
Where  Young  mufl  torture  his  invention 
To  flatter  ina-ves,  or  lofe  his  penjlon. 

But  thefe  are  not  a  thoufandtn  part 
Of  jobbers  in  the  poet's  art. 
Attending  each  his  proper  ftaticn, 
And  all  in  due  fubordination. 
Through  every  alley  to  be  found. 
In  garrets  high,  or  under  ground  ; 
A::d  v.hen  they  join  their pericranies. 
Out  iklps  a  tori  of'  miscellanys. 
Hobbes  clearly  proves  that  every  CfeatUfS 
Lives  in  a  ftate  of  war  by  nature. 
The  greater  for  the  fmallell  vyatch. 
But  meddle  feldom  with  their  match. 
A  whale  of  nic:''""'.tf  f'-'C  will  draw 
A  Ihoal  of  herrings  down  his  Tr^tv:  ; 
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A  fox  with  geefe  his  belly  crams ; 
A  wolf  deftroys  a  thoufand  lambs  : 
But  fdarch  among  the  rhyming  race. 
The  brave  are  worry'd  by  the  bafe. 
If  on  Parnaffus'  top  you  fit, 
You  rarely  bite,  are  always  bit. 
Each  poet  of  inferior  fize 
On  you  lliall  rail  and  criticife, 
And  ftrive  to  tear  you  limb  from  limb  ; 
While  others  do  as  much  for  him. 

The  vermin  cnly  teafe  and  piiicli 
Their  foes  fuperior  by  an  inch. 
So,  naturalifls  obferve,  a  flea 
Hath  fmaller  fleas  that  on  him  prey  ; 
And  thefe  have  fmaller  ftill  to  bite  'em, 
And  fo  proceed  ad  ittfiititi/m. 
Thus  every  poet  in  his  kind 
Is  bit  by  him  that  comes  behind  : 
Who,  though  too  little  to  be  feen, 
Can  teafe,  and  gall,  and  give  the  fpleen  ; 
Call  duncec  fools  and  fons  of  whores. 
Lay  Grub-ftreet  at  each  other's  doors ; 
Extol  the  Greek  and  Roman  mafters. 
And  curfe  our  modern  poetafters ; 
Complain,  as  many  an  ancient  bard  did, 
How  genius  is  no  more  rewarded  ; 
How  wrong  a  tafte  prevails  ;imong  us  ; 
How  much  our  anctflors  outfung  us ; 
Can  perfcnate  an  awkward  icorn 
For  thole  v^ho  are  not  poets  born  ; 
And  all  their  brother-dunces  lafh, 
Who  crowd  tlie  prefs  with  hourly  tralh. 

O  Grub-ftreet  !  ho-w  do  I  bemoan  thee, 
Whofe  gracelefs  children  fcorn  to  owe  thee  ! 
Their  filial  piety  forgot. 
Deny  their  countr}',  like  a  Scot; 
Though,  by  their  idiom  and  grimacej 
They  foon  betray  their  native  place  ; 
Yet  thou  haft  greater  caufe  to  be 
Afiiam'd  of  them,  than  they  of  thee. 
Degenerate  from  their  ancient  brood, 
Since  firft  the  court  allow 'd  them  food. 

Remains  a  difRcuky  ftill, 
fTo  purchafe  fame  by  writing  ill. 
from  Flecknoe  down  to  Howard's  time, 
How  few  have  reach'd  the  lorv  fubUme  ! 
For  when  pur  high-born  Howard  dy'd, 
Blackmorc  alone  his  place  fupply'd  : 
And,  left  a  chafm  fliould  intervene, 
When  death  had  finiftu'd  Elackmore's  rei^rn, 
The  leaden  croiun  devolv'd  to  thee, 
Great  poet  of  the  the  hollaiv  tree. 
But  ah !  how  unfecure  thy  throne ! 
A  thoufand  bards  thy  right  difown  ; 
1'hey  plot  to  turn,  in  fadlious  zeal, 
Duncenia  to  a  common  Vv'eal ; 
And  with  rebellious  arms  pretend 
An  equal  privilege  to  defeend. 

In  bulk  there  are  not  more  degree^ 
From  elephants  to  mites  in  cheef:. 
Than  what  a  curious  eye  may  trace 
In  creatures  of  the  rhyming  race. 
From  bad  to  worfe,  and  worfe,  they  fall ; 
But  who  can  reach  the  won't  of  all  ? 
For  though,  in  nature,  depth,  and  height 
Are  equally  held  infinite  ; 
In  poetry,  the  height  we  knov/ ; 
\T\%  only  infinite  below. 


For  inftance,  when  you  raJhIy  think, 

No  rhymer  can  like  Welfted  fink. 
His  merits  balanc'd,  you  ftiall  find 
I'he  laureat  leaves  him  far  behind. 
Concannen,  more  afpiring  bard, 
Soars  downwards  deeper  by  a  yard. 
Smart  Jemmy  Moor  with  vigour  drop«j 
The  reft  puriue  as  thick  as  hops. 
With  heads  to  points  the  gulf  they  enter, 
Link'd  perpendicular  to  the  centre  ; 
And,  as  their  heels  elated  rife. 
Their  heads  attempt  the  nether  ikies. 

Oh,  what  indignity  and  fhame. 
To  proftitute  the  mufe'sname! 
By  flattering  kings,  whom  Heaven  defign'd 
1  he  plagues  and  Icourges  of  mankind  ; 
Bred  up  in  ignorance  andfloth, 
And  every  vice  that  nurfes  both. 

Fair  Britain,  in  thy  monaixh  bleft, 
Whofe  virtues  'oear  the  ftri<51eft  teft; 
Whom  never  faction  could  befpatter. 
Nor  minifter  nor  poet  flatter ; 
What  juftice  in  rewarding  merit  I 
What  magnanimity  ci  fpirit ! 
What  lineaments  divine  we  trace 
Through  all  his  figure,  mien,  and  face ! 
Though  peace  with  olive  bind  his  hands, 
Confefs'd  the  conquering  hero  ftands. 
Hydafpes,  Indus,  and  the  Ganges, 
Dread  from  his  hand  impending  chanjes, 
F:  om  him  the  Tartar  and  Chiuefe, 
Shor^by  the  kuetis,  ."iitrest  for  peace. 
The  confort  of  his  throne  and  bed, 
A  perfedt  goddefs  bom  and  bred. 
Appointed  fovereign  judge  to  fit 
On  learning,  eloquence,  and  wit. 
Our  eldeft  hope,  divine  liilus, 
( Late,  very  late,  oh  may  he  rale  us  !) 
What  early  manhood  has  he  Ihov.n, 
Before  his  downy  beard  was  grown  ! 
Then  think,  what  wonders  will  be  done. 
By  going  on  as  he  begun, 
An  heir  for  Britain  to  fecure 
As  long  as  fun  and  moon  endure. 

The  remnant  of  the  royal  blood 
Com_es  pouring  on  me  like  a  flood : 
Bright  poddeffes,  in  number  five  ; 
Duke  William,  fweetcft  prince  alive. 
Now  fing  the  mjnjjler  of  Jlate, 
Who  fhines  alone  without  a  mate. 
Obferve  with  what  majeftic  port 
This  Atlas  ftands  to  prop  the  court 
Intent  the  public  debts  to  pay. 
Like  prudent  Fabius,  by  delay. ' 
Thou  great  vicegerent  cftiieking, 
Thy  praifes  every  mufe  fhall  fing  ! 
In  all  affaire  thou  fole  direftor. 
Of  wit  and  learning  chief  protecScr ; 
Though  fmali  the  time  thou  haft  to  fparc. 
The  church  is  thy  peculiar  care. 
Of  pious  prelates  what  a  ftock 
You  chcofe,  to  rule  the  fable  flock  ! 
You  raife  the  honour  of  your  peerage. 
Proud  to  attend  you  at  the  fteerage. 
You  dignify  the  noble  race, 
Content  ycurfclf  with  humbler  place. 
Nov/,  learning,  valour,  virtue, fenfe. 
To  titles  give  the  fcle  p rctecce. 
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THE  W0R.K5  OF   SWIFT. 


St.  George  beheld  thee  with  delight 
Vouchfafe  to  be  an  azure  knight, 
When  on  thy  breails  and  fides  Herculean 
He  fix'd  t\lt  Jlar  and  Jiring  cerulean. 

Say,  poet,  in  what  other  nation 
Shone  ever  fuch  a  conftellation  ! 
Attend,  ye  Popes,  and  Youngs,  and  Gays, 
And  tune  your  harps,  and  ftrow  your  bays; 
Your  panegyrics  here  provide ; 
You  cannot  err  on  flattery's  fide. 
Above  the  ftars  exalt  your  ftyle, 
You  ftill  are  low  ten  thoufand  mile. 
On  Lewis  all  his  bards  beftow'd 
Of  incenfe  many  a  thoufand  load ; 
3ut  Europe  mortify'd  his  pride, 
And  fwore  the  fawning  rafcals  ly'd. 
Yet  what  the  world  refus'd  to  Lewis, 
Apply' d  to  George,  exadlly  true  is. 
Exaftly  true !  invidious  poet ! 
*Tis  fifty  thoufand  times  below  it. 

Translate  me  now  fome  lines,  if  you  can, 
From  Virgil,  Martial,  Ovid,  Lucan. 
They  could  all  power  in  heaven  divide, 
And  do  no  wrong  on  either  fide ; 
They  teach  you  how  to  fplit  a  hair. 
Give  George  and  Jove  an  equal  fhare. 
Yet  why  Ihould  we  be  lac'd  fo  fl:rait  ? 
I'll  give  my  monarch  butter  weight. 
And  reafon  good  ;  for  many  a  year 
Jove  n*rer  intermeddled  here  : 
ilor,  though  his  priefts  be  duly  paid,^ 
Did  ever  we  defire  his  aid : 
We  now  can  better  do  without  him, 
jSince  Woolfton  gave  us  arms  to  rout  him. 

Cater  a  dejtderantiir . 


HORACE,  BOOK  IV.  ODE  XIX.  IMI- 
TATED. 

TO   HUMPHRT  FRENCH,  E  Sq^*.    ?733. 

Patron  of  the  tuneful  throng. 

Oh!  too  nice,  and  too  fevere! 
Think  not  that  my  country  fong 

Shall  difpleafe  thy  honeft  ear. 

Chofen  ftrains  I  proudly  bring  ; 

Which  the  mufe's  facred  choir, 
When  they  gods  and  heroes  fing, 

DicSlate  to  th'  harmonious  lyre. 

Ancient  Homer,  princely  bard  ! 

Juft  precedence  flill  maintains ; 
With  facred  raptures  ftill  are  heari 

Theban  Pindar's  lofty  ftrains. 

Still  the  old  triumphant  fong, 

Which,  when  hated  tyrants  fell, 
Great  Alcseus  boldly  fung. 

Warns,  inftrudls,  and  pleafes  well. 

Nor  has  time's  all-darkening  fliadc 

In  obfcure  oblivion  prefs'd 
What  Anacreon  laugh'd  and  play'd; 

Gay  Anacreon,  drunken  prieft  ! 

*  XitrdJl^ayor  of  Duilin, 


Gentle  Sappho,  lovs-fick  muft, 

Warms  the  heart  with  amorous  fire ; 

Still  her  tendereft  notes  infufe 
Melting  rapture,  foft  defire. 

Beauteous  Helen,  young  and  gay. 

By  a  painted  fopling  won, 
Went  not  firft,  fair  nymph,  aftray, 

Fondly  pleas'd  to  be  undone. 

Nor  young  Teucer's  flaughtering  hovr^ 
Nor  bold  Hedlor's  dreadful  fword. 

Alone  the  terrors  of  the  foe, 

Sow'd  the  field  with  hoftile  blood. 

Many  valiant  chiefs  of  old 
Greatly  liv'd  and  died,  before 

Agamemnon,  Grecian  bold, 

Wag'd  the  ten  years  famous  war. 

But  their  names,  unfung,  unwept, 

Unrecorded,  loft  and  gone. 
Long  in  endlefs  night  have  flept. 

And  Ihall  now  no  more  be  knowM, 

Virtue,  which  the  poet's  care 
Has  not  well  confign'd  to  fame. 

Lies,  as  in  the  fepulclire 

Some  old  king  without  a  name. 

But,  O  Humphry,  great  and  free. 
While  my  tuneful  fongs  are  read. 

Old  forgetful  time  on  thee 

Dark  oblivion  ne'er  fhall  fpread. 

When  the  deep-cut  ft6tes  Ihall  fade 
On  the  mouldring  Parian  ftone. 

On  the  brafs  no  more  be  read 
The  periftiing  ipfcriptiou ; 

Forgotten  all  the  enemies, 

Envious  G n's  curfed  fpitc, 

And  P^ I's  derogating  lies. 

Loft  and  funk  in  Stygian  night  5 

Still  thy  labour  and  thy  care, 

What  for  Dublin  thou  haft  done. 

In  full  luftre  fliali  appear. 

And  outlhine  th'  unclouded  fun. 

Large  thy  mind,  and  not  untried, 
For  Hibernia  now  doth  ftand ; 

Through  the  calm,  or  raging  tide. 
Safe  conduds  the  ftiip  to  land. 

Falfely  we  call  the  rich  man  great  j 

He  is  only  fo  that  knows 
His  plentiful  or  fmall  eftatc 

Wifely  to  enjoy  and  ufe. 

He,  in  wealth  or  poverty. 
Fortune's  power  alike  defies  ; 

And  falfehood  and  diflionefty 

More  than  death  abhors  and  flies ; 

Flies  from  death ! — No,  meets  it  bravcj, 
When  the  fuffering  fo  fevere 

May  from  dreadful  bondage  fave' 
Clients,  friends,  or  country  dear. 

This  the  fovereign  man,  complete ; 

Hero;  patriot;  glorious;- free  ; 
Rich  and  wife;  and  good  and  great ^ 

Generous  Humphry,  thou  art  ^c, 


];>    0    E    M    s. 
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HORACE,  PART  OF  BOOK  I.  SAT.  VI. 

PARAPHRASED. 

If  noify  Tom  *  fhould  In  the  fenate  prate, 

"  That  he  would  anfwer  both  for  church  andftate; 

"  And,  further  to  demonflratc  his  affedion, 

"  Wjould  take  the  kingdom  into  his  proteftion ;" 

All  mortals  mufi  be  curious  to  inquire, 

■Who  could  this  coxcomb  be,  and  who  his  fire  ? 

"  What !  thou,  the  fpawn  of  himf  who  fliam'd  our 

"  That  traitor,  affalTin,  informer  vile  !  [ifle, 

«'  I'hough  by  the  female  fide  \  you  proudly  bring, 

"  To  mend  your  breed,  the  murderer  of  a  king  ; 

"■  What  was  thy  grandfire  §  but  a  mountaineer, 

"  Who  held  a  cabin  for  ten  groats  a  year  ; 

«  Whofe  mailer  Moore  jj  preferv'd  him  from  the 

halter, 
"  For  ftcaling  cows ;  nor  could  he  read  the  Pfalter  ! 
'«  Durft  thou,  ungrateful,  from  the  fenate  chafe 
"  Thy  founder's  grandfon  **  and  ufurp  his  place  ? 
"  Juft  heaven!  to  fee  the  dunghill  baftard  brood 
"  Survive  in  thee,  and  make  the  proverb  good  f-j- ! 
"  Then  vote  a  worthy  citizen  tt  to  jail, 
f«  In  fpite  of  juflice,  and  refufe  his  ba;l  !"• 


ON  A  PRINTER'?  BEING  S5:NT  TO  |SIEVV- 
GATE. 

Better  yve  all  were  in  our  graves 

Than  live  in  flavery  to  flaves, 

Worfe  than  the  anarchy  at  fca, 

Where  fiflies  on  each  other  prey; 

Where  every  trout  can  make  as  high  rants 

O'er  his  inferiors  as  our  tyrants. 

And  fwagger  while  the  coafl  is  clear : 

But,  fhould  a  lordly  pike  appear, 

Aw^ay  you  fee  the  varlct  feud, 

Qr  hide  his  coward  fhout  in  mud. 

Thus,  if  a  gudgeon  meet  a  roach. 

He  dare  not  venture  to  approach ; 

Yet  ftill  has  impudence  to  rife. 

And,  like  Domitiun,  leap  at  flies. 


*   Sir  Thomas  Prcndcrgrajl.     Irish  Ed. 

\  The  father  of  Sir  Thomas  P———,ii'ljo  engaged 
in  a  plot  to  murder  king  William  III. ,  but,  to  avoid 
icing  hanged,  tnrrted  informer  againfi  his  aj[ociates,for 
■which  he  ivas  reivardcd  ivith  a  good  ejlate,  und  made  a 
baronet.      Ibid. 

\   Cadogansfa?nil^.  Ibid. 

§  A  poor  thieving  cottager,  under  Mr.  Moore,  con- 
demned at  Clonmell  affixes  to  be  hanged  for  Jlealing  coivs . 
Ibid. 

II  The  grandfather  of  Gw^  Moore,  Efq.  tvho  procured 
him  a  pardon.     Ibid. 

**  Guy  Moi^re  ivas  fairly  eleBed  member  of  Parlia- 
ment for  Clonmell ;  but  Sir  Thomas ,  depending  vpr,n  his 
hiterejl  luith  a  certain  party  then  prevailing,  and  ftncc 
inoivn  by  the  title  of  Parfon-hunters,  petitinned  the  houfc' 
egainfl  him  ;  out  of  -which  he  teas  turned,  upon  pretence 
«f  bribery,  ivbich  the  paying  of  his  laivful  debts  ivas 
then 'voted  to  be.     Ibid. 

■\\  "  Sa-ve  a  thief  from  the  gallotvs,  and  he  ivill  cut 
"  your  throat."      Ibid. 

i\  Mr.  George  Fmdtncr, 
Vol.  IX. 


\THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT  *. 

With  a  v/hirl  of  thought  opprefs'd, 

I  funk  from  reverie  to  refl. 

An  horrid  vifion  feiz'd  my  head, 

I  faw  the  graves  give  up  their  dead  ! 

Jove,  arm  d  with  terrors,  burft  the  flcle?, 

And  thunder  roars,  and  lightning  flics  ! 

Anf az'd,  confiir.'d,  its  fate  unknown, 

The  world  ftands  trembling  at  his  throne  ! 

While  each  pale  fmner  hung  his  head, 

Jove,  nodding,  Ihook  the  heavens,  and  faid  : 

"  Offending  race  of  human  kind, 

"  By  nature,  reafon.  Laming,  blind  ; 

"  You  who,  through  frailty,  ftepp'd  afidc  ; 

"  And  you  who  never  fell,  through  prid'  ; 

"  You  who  in  difTerent  fecfts  were  iharam'd, 

"  And  come  to  fee  each  other  damn'd 

"  (So  fome  folk  told  you,  but  they  knew 

"  No  more  of  Jove's  defig-ns  than  you) ; 

«  — The  world's  mad  bufmefs  now  is  o'er, 

"  And  I  refent  thefe  pranks  no  more. 

«  — I  to  fuch  blockheads  fet  my  wit ! 

"  I  danin  fuch  fools  !-rGo,  go,  you're  bit." 

VERSES  SENT  TO  THE  DEAN  ON  HIS 
BIRTH-DAY, 

WITH  pine's    HORACE,    FINELY  BOUND,  BY  DR. 
J.SICAN  f. 

•—^Horace  fpeahing?^ 

You've  read,  Sir,  in  poetic  ftrain, 

How  Varus  and  the  Mantuan  fwain 

Have  on  my  birth-day  been  invited 

(But  I  was  forc'd  in  verfe  to  write  it) 

Upon  a  plain  repaft  to  dine. 

And  tafte  my  old  Campanian  wine; 

But  I,  who  all  pundlilios  hate. 

Though  long  familiar  with  the  great, 

Nor  glory  in  my  reputation. 

Am  come  without  an  invitation  ; 

And,  though  I'm  us'd  to  right  Falernjan, 

I'll  deign  for  once  to  tafte  lernian  ; 

j3ut  fearing  that  you  might  difpute 

(Had  1  put  on  my  comonon  fuit)i 

My  breeding  and  \TCiy  politejfe , 

I  vifit  in  a  birth-day  drefs ; 

My  coat  of  pureft  Turkey  red, 

With  gold  embroidery  richly  fpread ; 

To  which  I've  fure  as  good  pretenfions 

As  Irlfli  lords  who  ftarve  on  penfions. 

What  though  proud  miniflers  of  llate 

Did  at  your  anti-chamber  wait ; 

What  though  your  Oxfords  and  your  St.  Johns 

Have  at  your  levee  paid  attendance  ; 

And  Peterborough  and  great  Ormond, 

With  many  cliieis  who  now  are  dormant. 

Have  laid  afide  the  general's  fi;aff" 

And  public  cares,  with  you  to  laugh  ; 


-f 


*  That  this  poem  is  the  genuine  produBion  ef  the  Dean, 
Lord  Chcfferjield  hears  aTVpleteflimony  in  his  letter  to  M  . 
Voltaire,  Aug.  ZJ.  1752. 

f  This  ingenious  young  gentleman  ivas  unfoptuiiafely 
i.'ii.'idi'red ill  Italy, 
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Yet  I  fome  friends  as  good  can  name, 
Nor  lefs  the  darling  fons  of  Fame  ; 
For  fure  my  Pollio  and  Maecenas  , 

Were  as  good  ftatcfmen,  Mr.  Dean,  as 
Either  your  Bolingbroke  or  Harley, 
Though  they  made  Lewis  beg  a  parley ; 
And  as  for  Mordaunt,  your  lov'd  hero, 
I'll  match  him  with  my  Drufus  Nero. 
You'll  boaft,  perhaps,  your  favourite  Pope  ; 
But  Virgil  is  as  good,  I  hope. 
I  own  indeed  I  can't  get  any 
To  equal  Helfliam  and  Delany  ; 
Since  Athens  brought  forth  Socrates, 
A  Grecian  ifle  Hippocrates: 
Since  Tully  liv'd  before  my  time. 
And  Galen  blefs'd  another  clim.e. 

You'll  plead  perhaps,  at  my  requeft. 
To  be  admitted  as  a  guefl, 
«  Your  hearing's  bad  !" — But  why  fuch  fears  ? 
1  fpeak  to  eyes,  and  not  to  ears ; 
And  for  that  reafon  wifely  took 
The  form  you  fee  me  in,  a  book. 
Attack'd  by  llo\v-devouring  moths, 
By  ragf  of  barbarous  Huns  and  Goths  ; 
-  By  Bcntley's  notes,  my  deadlieft  foes. 
By  Creech's  rhymes  and  Dunfter's  profe ; 
I  found  ray  boafted  wit  and  fire 
In  their  rude  hands  ahiioft  expire  ; 
Yet  Hill  they  but  in  vain  aflail'd ; 
Fcr,  had  tlieir  violence  prevailed. 
And  in  a  blaft  def^roy'd  my  fame. 
They  would  have  partly  mifs'd  their  aim ; 
Since  all  my  fpirit  in  thy  page 
Defies  the  Vandals  of  this  age. 
'Tis  yours  to  fave  thefe  fmall  remains 
From  future  pedants'  muddy  brains. 
And  fix  my  long-uncertain  fate, 
You  beft  luiow  how — which  way  ?— Translate. 

ON   PSYCHE*. 

A.T  two  afternoon  for  our  Pfyche  inquire. 

Her  tea-kettle's  on,  and  her  fmock  at  the  fire  : 

So  loitering,  fo  adive  ;  fo  bufy,  fo  idle  ; 

Which  hath  Ihe  moft  need  of,  a  fpur  or  a  bridle  ? 

Thus  a  greyhound  out-runs  the  whole  packin  arace. 

Yet  wouldratherbe  hang'd  than  he'd  leave  a  warm 

place. 
She  gives  yon  fuch  plenty,  it  puts  you  in  pain  ; 
But  ever  with  prudence  takes  care  of  the  main. 
To  pleafe  you,  fhe  knows  how  to  choofe  a  nice  bit ; 
For  her  taite  is  almoft  as  refin'd  as  her  wit. 
To  oblige  a  good  friend,   flic   will   trace    every 

market.  [cark  it. 

It  would  do  your  heart  good,  to  fee  how  flie  will 
Yet  beware  of  her  arts;  for  it  plainly  appears, 
She  faves  half  her  vidtuals  by  feeding  your  ears. 

THE  DEAN  AND  DUKE.    1734. 

James  Brtdges  and  the  Dean  had  long  been 

friends ; 
lames  is  beduk'd  ;  of  courfe  their  friendfliip  cuds : 
Eut  fure  the  Dean  defervesa  fliarp  rebuke. 
From  knowing  James,  to  boaft  he  knows  the  Duke, 

*  Mrs.  Rican,  a  -vCry  ingenious  "well-bred  Lidy,  rr.o- 
ijier  U  ihe  author  of  til  preceding  frjtm. 


Yet,  fince  juft  heaven  the  Duke's  ambition  mocks, 
Since  all  he  got  by  fraud  is  loit  by  flocks. 
His  wings  are  clipp'd  :  he  tries  no  more  in  vain 
With  bands  of  fiddlers  to  extend  his  train. 
Since  he  no  more  can  build,  and  plant  and  revel. 
The  Duke  and  Dean  feem  near  upon  a  level. 
Oh  !  wert  thou  not  a  Duke,  my  good  duke  Hum- 
phry, [bum  free. 
From  baihff 's  claws  thou  fcarce  couldft  keep  thy 
A  Duke  to  luiovV  a  Dean  !  go,  fmooth  thy  crowtt  : 
T  hy  brother  (far  thy  betters)  wore  a  gown. 
Well,  but  a  Duke  thoftart ;  fo  pleas'd  the  king  : 
Oh  !  would  his  Majefty  but  add  a  ftring ! 

ON  DR.  RUNDLE,  BISHOP  OF  DERRY  *. 

M,\KE  Rundle  bifhop  !   fie  for  fliame  ! 

An  Arian  to  ufurp  the  name  ! 

A  bifliop  in  the  ifle  of  Saintfe ! 

How  will  his  brethren  make  complaints ! 

Dare  any  of  the  mitred  hoft 

Confer  on  him  the  Holy  Ghoft ; 

In  mother  church  to  breed  a  variance, 

By  coupling  Orthodox  with  Arians  ? 

Yet,  were  he  Heathen,  Turk,  or  Jew, 
What  is  there  in  it  ftrange  or  new  ? 
For,  let  us  hear  the  weak  pretence 
His  brethren  find  to  take  offence  ; 
Of  whom  there  are  but  four  at  moft, 
Who  know  there  is  an  Holy  Ghoft  : 
The  reft,  who  boaft  they  have  conferr'd  it, 
Like  Paul's  Ephefians,  never  heard  it ; 
And,  when  they  gave  it,  well  'tis  known, 
They  gave  what  never  was  their  own. 

Rundle  a  bifhop  !  well  he  may  ; 
He's  ftill  a  Chriftian  more  than  they. 

We  know  the  fubjeft  of  their  cjuarrels  ; 
The  man  has  learning,  fenfe,  and  morals. 

'I'here  is  a  reafon  ftill  more  weighty ; 
'Tis  granted  he  believes  a  Deity  ; 
Has  every  circumftance  to  pleafe  us. 
Though  fools  may  doubt  his  faith  in  Jefus. 
But  why  ftiould  he  with  that  be  loaded, . 
Now  tv/enty  years  from  court  exploded  ? 
And  is  not  this  objedlion  odd 
From  rogues  who  ne'er  believ'd  a  God  ? 
For  liberty  a  champion  ftout,  . 
Though  not  fo  gofpel-ward  devout  ; 
While  others,  hither  fent  to  fave  us. 
Came  but  to  plunder  and  enflave  us  ; 
Nor  ever  own'd  a  power  divine, 
But  Mammon  and  the  German  line. 

Say,  how  did  Rundle  undermipe  'em  ?. 
Who  ihow'd  a  betteryz/j  divinum  ? 
From  ancient  canons  would  not  vary, 
But  thrice  refus'd  epifcopari. 

Our  biftiop's  predeceffor,  Magus, 
Would  offer  all  the  fands  of  Tagus, 
Or  fell  his  children,  houfe,  and  lands, 
For  that  one  gift,  to  lay-on  hands  ; 
Eut  all  his  gold  could  not  avail 
To  have  the  fpirit  fet  to  fale. 
Said  furly  Peter,  "  Magus,  pr'ythee, 
"  Begone:  thy  money  perifli  with  thee.'' 
Were  Peter  now  alivc,"perhaps 
He  might  have  found  a  fcore  of  chaps, 
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Could  he  but  make  his  gift  appear 
In  rents  three  thoufand  pounds  a  year. 

Some  fancy  this  promotion  odd, 
As  not  the  handy-work  of  God  ; 
Though  e'en  the  bifhops  difappointed 
Muft  own  it  made  by  God's  anointed. 
And,  well  we  know,  the  con^i  regal 
Is  more  fecure  as  well  as  legal ; 
Becaufe  our  lawyers  all  agree, 
That  biflioprics  are  held  Lii.fee. 

Dear  Baldwin  chaile,  and  witty  CrofTc, 
How  forely  I  lament  yoflr  Wfs ! 
That  fuch  a  pair  of  wealthy  ninnies 
Should  flip  your  time  of  dropping  guineas ; 
For,  had  you  made  the  kii>g  your  debtor, 
Your  title  had  been  fo  much  better. 


EPIGRAM. 

Friend  Rundle  fell,  with  grievous  bump, 

Upon  his  reverential  rump. 

Poor  rump  !  thou  hadft  been  better  fped, 

Hadfl  thou  been  join'd  to  Boulter's  head  : 

A  head,  fo  weighty  and  profound. 

Would  needs  have  kept  tiiee  from  the  ground. 

A  CHARACTER,  PANEGYRIC,  AND  DE- 
SCRIPTION OF  THE  LEGION-CLUB. 

1736. 

As  I  ftroll  the  city,  oft  I 

See  a  building  large  and  lofty. 

Not  a  bow-fhot  from  the  college ; 

Half  the  globe  from  fenfe  and  knowledge : 

By  the  prudent  archited:, 

Plac'd  againfl:  the  church  diredl. 

Making  good  thy  grand-dame's  jeft, 

"  Near  the  church"— you  know  the  reft.        : 

Tell  us,  what  the  pile  contains?    . 
Many  a  head  that  holds  no  brains. 
Thefe  demoniacs  let  me  dub 
With  the  name  of  Legion-club. 
Such  aflemblies,  you  might  iVear, 
Meet  when  butchers  bait  a  bear  ; 
Such  a  noife,  and  fuch  harranguing,    ,' 
When  a  brother  thief  is  hanging  : 
Such  a  rout  and  fuch  a  rabble 
Run  to' hear  Jack-pudden  gabble ; 
Such  a  crowd  their  ordure  throws 
On  a  far  lefs  villain's  nofe. 

Could  I  from  the  building's  top 
Hear  the  rattling  thunder  drop. 
While  the  devil  upon  the  roof 
(If  the  devil  be  thunder-proof) 
Should  with  poker  fiery  red 
Crack  the  ftones,  and  melt  the  lead; 
Drive  them  down  on  every  {1:uH, 
While  the  den  of  thieves  is  full ; 
Quite  deftroy  the  harpies'  nell; 
How  might  then  our  ille  be  bleft  ! 
For  divines  allow  that  God 
Sometimes  makes  the  devil  his  rod  ; 
And  the  gofpel  will  inform  us. 
He  can  punilh  fins  enormou". 

Yet  (hould  Swift  endow  the  fchcol;, 
Far  his  lunatics  ^nd  fooh^ 


With  a  rood  or  two  of  land, 

I  allow  the  pile  may  fland. 

You  perhaps  will  aflc  me.  Why  fo  ? 

But  it  is  with  this  provifo  : 

Since  the  houfe  is  like  to  lafl. 

Let  the  royal  grant  be  pafs'd, 

That  the  club  have  right  to  dwell 

Each  within  his  proper  cell. 

With  a  pafiage  left  to  creep  in. 

And  a  hole  above  for  peeping. 

Let  them,  when  they  once  get  in, 

Sell  the  nation  for  a  pin; 

While  they  fit  a-picking  ftraws, 

Let  them  rave  at  making  laws  ; 

\Vhile  they  never  hold  their  tongue. 

Let  them  dabble  in  their  dung : 

Let  them  form  a  grand  committee. 

How  to  plague  and  ftarve  the  city  ; 

Let  them  fiare,  and  ftorm,  and  frown, 

When  they  fee  a  clergy  govv'U  ; 

Let  them,  ere  they  crack  a  loufe. 

Call  for  til'  orders  of  the  houfe  ; 

Let  them,  with  their  gofiing  quills. 

Scribble  fenfelefs  heads  of  bills. 

We  may,  while  they  ftrain  their  throats. 

Wipe  our  a — 3  with  their  votes. 

Let  Sir  Torn  *,  that  rampant  afs, 
Stuff  his  guts  with  flax  and  grafs; 
But,  before  the  priefi;  he  fleeces. 
Tear  the  bible  all  to  pieces : 
At  the  parfons,  Tom,  halloo,  boy, 
Worthy  oiTspring  of  a  fhoe-boy, 
Footman,  traitor,  vile  feducer, 
Perjur'd  rebel,  brib'd  accufer, 
Lay  thy  paluy  privilege  afide. 
Sprung  from  papifls,  and  a  regicide ; 
Fall  a- working  like  a  mole, 
Raife  the  dirt  about  your  hole. 

Come,  affift  me,  mufe  obedient  I 
Let  us  try  fome  new  expedient ; 
Shift  the  fcene  for  half  an  hour, 
'I'inie  and  place  are  in  thy  power. 
Thither,  gentle  mufe,  condudl  me; 
I  fliall  afc,  and  you  inilrudl:  me.  , 

See,  the  mufe  unbars  the  gate  ! 
Hark,  the  monkeys,  how  they  prate! 

All  ye  gods  who  rule  the  foul ! 
Styx,  through  hell,  whofe  waters  roll ! 
Let  me  be  allov^'d  to  tell 
What  I  heard  in  yonder  hell. 

Near  the  dcor  an  entrance  gapes, 
Crowded  round  with  antic  fliapes, 
Proverty,  and  grief,  and  care, 
Caufelefs  joy,  and  true  defpair ; 
Dlfcord  pcriwigg'd  with  fnakes, 
See  the  dreadful  ftrides  fiie  takes  I 

By  this  odious  crev/  befet, 
I  began  to  rage  and  fret. 
And  refolvM  to  break  their  pates, 
Lro  v/e  enter'4  at  the  gates ; 
Had  not  Clio  in  the  nick 
Whifper'd  me,  ''  Lay  down  your  flick." 
Vi'Iiat,  faid  I,  is  this  the  mal-haufi  ? 
Thefe,  Ihe  anlV/er'u,  are  but  iliadpws, 
Phantoms  bodilefs  and  vain, 
Mmpty  Yificns  of  die  brain. 

'  '-t 
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In  the  parch  Briareus  fiands. 
Shows  a  Tjribe  jn  all  his  hands ; 
Briareus  the  fecretary-, 
But  we  mortals  call  him  Carey. 
When  the  rogues  their  country  fleece. 
They  may  hope  for  pence  a-piece. 

Clio,  who  h?.d  been  fo  wife 
To  put  on  a  fool's  difguife, 
To  befpeak  fome  approbation, 
And  be  thought  a  near  relation, 
When  fhe  faw  three  hundred  brutes 
Ail  involved  in  wild  difpcites, 
Roaring  till  their  Kings  were  fpent, 

Pri'.nUgf  of  Fr^rharAcnt. 

Now  a  new  misfortune  feels, 
Dreading  to  be  laid  by  th'  heels. 
Never  durft  the  mufe  before 
Enter  that  infernal  doot ; 
Clio,  ftifled' with  the  fmell. 
Into  fpleen  and  vapours  fell, 
By  the  Stygian  fleams  that  flew 
From  the  dire  infeftious  crew. 
Not  the  ftench  of  Lahe  Avernus 
Could  have  more  cfFended  her  nofc  ; 
Had  fhe  flown  but  o'er  the  top. 
She  had  felt  her  pinions  drop. 
And  by  exhalations  dire, 
Though  a  goddefs,  mnft  expire. 
In  a  fright  fhe  crept  away ; 
Bravely  I  reiblv'd  to  flay. 

When  I  faw  the  keeper  frowH, 
Tipping  him  v/ith  half  a  crown,  • 
Now,  faid  I,  we  are  alone. 
Name  your  heroes  one  by  one. 

Who  is  that  hell-featur'd  brawler  \ 
Is  it  Satan  ?  No,  'tis  Waller. 
In  what  figure  can  a  bard  drefs 
Jack  the  grandfon  of  Sir  Hardrefs  ? 
Honefl  keeper;  drive  him  further. 
In  his  looks  are  hell  and  murther  ; 
gee  the  fcowling  vifage  drop, 
Jufl  as  v/hen  he  murder'd  T — p. 
Keeper,  fhow  me  where  to  fix 
On  the  puppy  pair  of  Dicks; 
By  their  lanfern  ja-ws  and  leathern, 
You  might  fwear  they  both  are  brethren ; 
Dick  Fitzbaker,  Dick  the  player. 
Old  acquaintance,  are  you  there  ? 
D.-'ar  compr'.nions,  hiig  and  kifs, 
Toafl  Old  Glorious  in  your  pifs  : 
Tie  them,  liecper,  in  a  tether, 
l^et  them  flarve  and  ftink  together  ; 
Both  are  apt  to  be  unruly, 
Lnfh  them  daily,  'lafh  them  duly  ; 
Though  'ti^  hcpelefs  to  reclaim  them. 
Scorpion  rods  perhaps  mny  tame  them. 
-    Keeper,  yon  old  dotard  fmoke, 
.Sweetly  fnoring  in  his  cloak  ; 
Wlio  i:!  he  ?  'tis  humdrum  Wynne, 
I  I.ilf  encompafi'd  by  his  kin  : 
Th';re  qbfcrve  the  tribe  of  Bingham, 
For  he  never  fails  to  bring  'em  ; 
While  he  fl'ff  3  the  whole  debate, 
Tiiey  fubmifJive  round  him  wait ; 
Yet  would  gladly  fee  thr  hur;ks 
In  his  grave,  and  fear.;h  hi*  trunks. 
.Sec,  they  gently  twitch  his  coat, 
Juft  to  yawn  and  give  Ii;?  vote. 


Always  firm,  in  his  vocation, 
For  the  court,  againft  the  natioti. 

Thofe  are  A — s  Jack  and  Bob, 
Firft  in  every  wicked  job. 
Son  and  brother  to  a  queer 
Brain-fick  brute,  they  call  a  peer. 
We  muft  give  them  better  quarter. 
For  their  anceftor  trod  mortar. 
And  H — th,  to  boaft  his  fame. 
On  a  chin^ney  cut  his  name. 

There  fit  Clements,  D — ks,  and  Harrifon  i 
How  they  fv^agger  from  their  garrifon ! 
Such  a  triplet  could  you  tell 
Where  to  find  on  this  fide  hell  ? 
Harrifon,  D — ks,  and  Clements, 
Keeper,  fee  they  have  their  payments; 
Every  mifchief 's  in  their  hearts  ; 
If  they  fail,  'tis  want  of  partp. 

Blefsus,  Morgan  !  art  thou  there,  manl 
Blefs  mine  eyes !  art  thou  the  chairman ! 
Chairman' to  your  damh'd  committee  ! 
Yet  I  look  on  thee  with  pity. 
Dreadful  fight!  what!  learned  Morgan 
Metam.orphos'd  to  a  Gorgon  ? 
For  thy  horrid  looks,  I  own, 
Half  convert  me  to  a  flone. 
Hafl  thou  been  fo  long  at  fchool, 
Now  to  turn  a  fadlious  tool  ? 
Alma  Mater  was  thy  siothcr, 
Every  young  divine  thy  brother. 
Thou,  a  d.fobedient  varlet. 
Treat  thy  mother  like  a  harlot ! 
Thou  ungrateful  to  thy  teachers. 
Who  are  all  grown  reverend  preachers ! 
Morgan,  would  it  not  furprife  one! 
Turn  thy  viourifhment  to  poifon! 
When  you  walk  among  your  books. 
They  reproach  you  with  their  looks ; 
Bind  them  fall,  or  from  their  Ihelves 
They  will  come  and  right  themfelves; 
Homer,  Plutarch,  Virgil,  Flaccus, 
All  in  arms  prepare  to  bach  us. 
Soon  repent,  or  put  to  flaughter 
Every  Greek  and  Roman  author. 
Will  ycu,  in  your  facftion's  phrafe. 
Send  the  clergy  all  to  graze, 
And,  to  makij  your  projed;  pafs. 
Leave  them  not  a  blade  of  grafs  ? 

How  I  want  thee,  humorous  Hogarth  \ 
Thou,  I  hear,  a  plcafuig  rogue  art. 
Were  but  you  and  I  acquainted, 
Every  monfler  fliould  be  painted  : 
You  fhould  try  your  graving-tools 
On  this  odiou?  group  of  fools: 
Draw  »hc  beafls  as  I  defcribe  ihcm 
From  their  features,  while  I  gibe  them; 
Draw  them  like  ;  for  I  afTure  you, 

You  will  need  no  cnrcntura; 

Draw  them  fo,  that  we  may  trace 
All  the  foul  in  every  face. 

Keeper,  I  m.uft  not  retire, 
You  have  doni?  what  I  deffre  : 
But  1  feel  my  fpirits  spent 
With  the  noife,  the  fight,  tlie  fccnt. 
•'  Pray  be  patient ;  you  Ihal'i  find 
«  Half  the  bcft  are  flill  behind  : 
"  You  have  hardly  feen  a  fcore  ; 
"  I  can  fhow  two  huiit^red  moif.',', 
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Keeper,  I  hare  feen  enough.^ 

Taking  then  a  pinch  of  fnuflF, 

1  concluded,  looking  round  them, 

"  May  their  god,  the  devil,  confound  them!" 

AN  APOLOGY,  &;c. 

A  LADY,  wife  as  well  as  fair, 

Whofe  confcience  alvyays  was  her  care. 

Thoughtful  upon  a  poiht  of  njotnent, 

Would  have  the  text  as  well  as  comment : 

So  hearing  of  a  grave  divine, 

She  fent  to  bid  him  come  and  dine. 

Btit,  yoU  muft  know,  he  was  not  quite 

So  grave  as  to  be  unpolite  ; 

Thought  human  learning  would  not  lefien 

The  dignity  of  his  profelfion  : 

And,  if  you'd  heard  the  man  diftourfe, 

Or  preach,  you'd  like  him  fcarce  the  wtirfe. 

He  long  had  bid  the  court  farewell, 

Retreating  filent  to  his  cell ; 

Sufpecfted  for  the  love  he  bore 

To  one  who  fway'd  fome  time  before ; 

WJiich  made  it  more  furprifing  hovil- 

He  fhould  be  fent  for  thither  now. 

The  meffage  told,  he  gapes,  and  flares, 

And  fcarce  believes  his  eyes  or  ears  : 

Could  not  conceive  what  it  Ihould  mean, 

And  fain  would  hear  it  told  again. 

But  then  the  'fquire  fo  trim  and  nice, 

'Twere  rude  to  make  him  tell  it  twice  : 

So  bow'd,  was  thankful  for  the  honour ; 

And  would  not  fail  to  wait  upon  her. 

His  beaver  brufh'd,  his  flioes,  and  gown. 

Away  he  trudges  into  town  ; 

Paffes  the  lower  caftle-yard  ; 

And  now  advancing  to  the  guard. 

He  trembles  at  the  thoughts  of  ftate  ; 

For,  confcious  of  his  fheepilh  gait. 

His  fpirits  of  a  fudden  fail'd  him  ; 

He  ftopt,  and  could  pot  tell. what  ail'd  him. 
What  was  the  meffage  1  receiv'd  ? 

"V^hy  certainly  the  captain  rav'd  ! 

To  dine  with  her !  and  come  at  three  ! 

Impoffible  !  it  can't  be  me. 

Or  may  be  I  miftook  the  word  ; 

My  Lady-^it  muft  be  ijiy  Lord. 

My  Lords  abroad  ;  my  Lady  too  : 
What  muft  th'  unhappy  Dodtor  do  .' 
•'  Is  Captain  Cracherode  here,  pray?'—*"  No.' 
"  Nay,  then  'tis  time  for  mc  to  go.^' 
Am  I  awake,  or  do  I  dream .' 
I'm  fure  he  call'd  me  by  my  name  ; 
Uam'd  mc  as  plain  as  he  could  Ipeak ; 
And  yet  there  muft  be  fome  miftake. 
Why,  what  a  jeft  fliould  I  have  been, 
Had  now  my  Lady  been  within  ! 
What  could  I  've  faid  ?  I'm  mighty  glad 
She  went  abroad — fhe'd  thought  me  mad. 
The  hour  of  dining  now  is  paft' ; 
Well  then,  I'll  e'en  go  home  and  faft  ; 
And,  fince  I  'fcap'd  being  made  a  feoff, 
I  think  I'm  very  fairly  off. 
My  Lady  now  returning  home, 
Calls.  "  Cracherode,  is  the  Dodor  come  ?'* 
He  had  not  heard  of  him — "  Pray  ftc, 
"  'Tis  now  a  quarter  after  three." 


The  captain  walks  about,  and  fearches 

Through  all  the  rooms,  and  courts,  and  arches ; 

Examines  all  the  fervants  round. 

In  vain — no  Doclor's  to  be  found. 

My  Lady  could  not  choofe  but  wonder  ; 

"  Captain,  I  fear  you've  made  fome  blunder  : 

"  But  pray,  to-morrow  go  at  ten, 

"  I'll  try  his  manners  once  again; 

"  If  rudenefs  be  the  effe6h  of  knowledge, 

"  My  fon  ftiall  never  fee  a  college." 

The, captain  was  a  man  of  reading. 
And  much  good  fenfe,  as  well  as  breeding, 
M'^ho,  loath  to  blame,  or  to  incenfc, 
Said  Httle  in  his  own  defence. 
Next  day  another  meffage  brought ,: 
The  Do(Si:or,  frighten'd  at  his  fault. 
Is  drefs'd,  and  ftealing  through  the  crowd. 
Now  pale  as  death,  then  blum'd  and  bow'd. 
Panting*— and  faulterir.g — humm'd  and  ha'd, 
"  Her  Ladylhip  was  gone  abroad  ; 
"  The  captain  too — he  did  not  know 
"  Whether  he  ought  to  ftay  or  go  ;" 
Begg'd  flie'd  forgive  him.     In  concluiion, 

My  Lady,  pitying  his  confufion, 

Call'd  htr  good-nature  to  relieve  him  ; 

Told  him,  {lie  thought  fte  niight  believe  him  ; 

And  would  hot  only  grant  his  fuit. 

But  vifit  him,  and  eat  fome  fruit ; 

Provided,  at  a  proper  time. 

He  told  the  real  truth  in  rhyme. 

'Twas  to  no  purpofe  to  oppofe, 

She'd  hear  of  no  excufe  in  profc. 

The  Doftor  ftood  not  to  debate. 

Glad  to  compound  at  any  rate  ; 

So,  bowing,  feemingly  comply'd ; 

Though,  if  he  durft,  he  had  deny'd. 

But  firft,  refolv'd  to  ftiow  his  tafte. 

Was  too  refin'd  to  give  a  feaft  : 

He'd  treat  with  nothing  that  was  rare. 

But  winding  walks  and  purer  air  ; 

Would  entertain  without  expence. 

Or  pride,  or  vain  magnificence  : 

For  well  he  knew,  to  fuch  a  gi^eft 

The  plaineft  meals  muft  be  the  beft. 

To  ftomachs  clogg'd  with  coftly  fare 

Simplicity  alone  is  rare  ; 

Whilft  high,  and  nice,  and  curious  meats. 

Are  really  but  vulgar  treats. 

Inftead  of  fpoils  of -Perfian  looms. 

The  coftly  boafts  of  regal  ropms. 

Thought  it  more  courtly  and  difcreet 

To  fcatter  rofes  at  her  feet ; 

Rofes  of  richeft  dye,  that  fhone 

With  native  luftre,  like  her  own  : 

Beauty  that  needs  no  aid  of  art      ; 

Through  every  fenfe  to  reach  the  heart. 

The  gracious  dame,  though  well  flie  knew 

All  this  was  much  beneath  her  due, 

Lik'd  every  thing — at  leaft  thought  fit 

To  praife  it  par  maniere  if  acquit. 

Yet  ftie,  though  feeming  pleas'd,  can't  bear 

The  fcorching  fun,  or  chilling  air  ; 

Difturb'd  alike  at  both  extremes. 
Whether  he  fhows  or  hides  the  beams : 

Though  feeming  pleas'd  at  all  ftie  fees. 
Starts  at  the  ruffling  of  the  trees. 
And  fcarce  can  fpeak  for  want  of  breath, 
li\  haU  a  walk  fatigu'd  to  death. 

Liij 
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The  DoAor  takes  his  hiut  from  hence, 

T'  apologize  his  late  offence  : 

"  Madam,  the  mighty  power  of  ufc 

•'  Now  ftrangely  pleads  in  my  excufe : 

"  If  you  umis'd  have  fcarcely  ftrength 

*'  To  gain  this  walk's  untoward  length ; 

•»  If,  frighten'd  at  a  fcene  fo  rude, 

"  Through  long  difufe  of  folitude  ; 

"  If,  long  con5n'd  to  fires  and  fcreens, 

♦'  You  dread  the  waving  of  thefe  greens  ; 

"  If  you,  who  long  have  breath'd  the  fumes 

"  Of  city-fogs  and  crowded  rooms, 

"  Do  now  folicitoufly  fliun 

"  The  cooler  air  and  dazzling  fun  ; 

♦'  If  his  majeflic  eye  you  flee, 

"  Learn  hence  t'excufe  and  pity  me. 

"  Confider  what  it  is  to  bear 

"  The  powder'd  courtier's  witty  fneer  ; 

"  To  fee  th'  important  man  of  drefs 

"  Scoffing  my  college  aukwardnefs  ; 

"  To  be  the  flrutting  cornet's  fport, 

"  To  run  the  gauntlet  of  the  court, 

"  Winning  my  way  by  flow  approaches, 

"  Through  crowds  of  coxcombs  and  of  coaches, 

"  From  the  firft  fierce  cockaded  centry, 

"  Quite  through  the  tribe  of  waiting-gentry ; 

"  To  pafs  fo  many  crowded  flages, 

"  And  ftand  the  flaring  of  your  pages ; 

*•  And,  after  all,  to  crown  my  fpleen, 

"  Be  told — "  You  are  not  to  be  feen  :" 

"  Or,  if  you  are,  be  forc'd  to  bear 

*'  The  awe  of  your  majeftic  air. 

"  And  can  I  then  be  faulty  found, 

"  In  dreading  this  vexatious  round  ? 

"  Can  it  be  flrange,  if  I  efchew 

"  A  fcene  fo  glorious  and  fo  new  ? 

*'  Or  is  he  criminal  that  flies 

*'  The  living  luftre  of  your  eyes  ?" 

THE  DEAN'S  MANNER  OF  LIVING. 

On  rainy  days  alone  I  dine 
Upon  a  chick  and  pint  of  wine. 
On  rainy  days  I  dine  alone, 
And  pick  my  chicken  to  the  bone  : 
But  this  my  fervants  much  enrages,  ~" 
No  fcraps  remain  to  fave  board-wages. 
In  weather  fine  I  nothing  fpend, 
But  often  fpunge  upon  a  friend : 
Yet,  where  he's  not  fo  rich  as  I, 
\  pay  my  club,  and  fo  good  b'ye. 

VERSES  MADE  FOR  FRUIT-WOMEN,  &c. 

APPLES. 

Come  buy  my  fine  wares, 
Plumbs,  apples,  and  pears, 
A  hundred  a  penny, 
In  confcience  too  many  : 
Come,  will  you  have  any  ? 
t  My  children  are  feven, 
I  wifli  them  in  heaven ; 
My  hufband  a  fot, 
With  his  pipe  and  his  pot, 
Not  a  farthing Will  gain  them, 
And  I  muft  maiatain  them. 


ASPARAGUS. 

Ripe  'fparagrafs, 
Fit  for  lad  or  lafs. 
To  make  their  water  pafs : 
Oh,  'tis  pretty  picking 
With  a  tender  chicken ! 

ONIONS. 

Come,  follow  me  by  the  fmell. 
Here  are  delicate  onions  to  fell ; 
I  promife  to  ufe  you  well. 
They  make  the  blood  warmer  ; 
You'll  feed  like  a  farmer  : 
For  this  is  every  cook's  opinion, 
No  favoury  difli  without  an  onion  ; 
But,  left  your  kiffrng  fliould  be  fpoil'd, 
Your  onions  muft  be  thorougly  boil'd  : 

Or  elfe  you  may  fpare 

Your  miftrefs  a  fhare. 
The  fecret  will  never  be  known ; 

She  cannot  difcover 

The  breath  of  her  lover, 
But  think  it  as  fweet  as  her  own. 

OYSTERS. 

Charming  oyfters  I  cry: 
My  mafters,  ccme  buy. 
So  plump  and  fo  frefli. 
So  fweet  is  their  flefli, 
No  Colchefter  oyfler 
Is  fweeter  and  moifler : 
Your  ftomach  they  fettle^ 
And  roufe  up  your  mettle ; 

They'll  make  you  a  dad 

Of  a  lafs  or  a  lad ; 

And  madam  your  wife 

They'll  pleafe  to  the  hfe  ; 
Be  fhe  barren,  be  ftie  old. 
Be  fhe  flut,  or  be  fhe  fcold, 
Eat  my  oyfters,  and  lie  near  her. 
She'll  be  fruitful,  never  fear  her. 

HERRINGS. 


Be  not  fparing, 
Leave  off  fwearing. 
Buy  my  herring 
Frelh  from  Malahide  *, 
Better  never  was  try'd. 
Come,  eat  them  with  pure  frefh  butter  and  muftard ; 
Their  bellies  are  foft,  and  as  white  as  a  cuftard. 
Come,  fix-pence  a  dozen  to  get  me  feme  bread, 
Or,  Uke  my  own  herrings,  I  foon  fliall  be  dead. 

ORANGES. 

Come  buy  my  fine  oranges,  fauce  for  your  veal, 
And  charming  when  fqueez'd  in  a  pot  of  brown  ale ; 
Well  roafted,  with  fugar  ami  wine  in  a  cup. 
They'll  make  a  fweet  bifhop  when  gentle-folks  fup. 


»  Near  DuI/Hh. 


ON  ROVER,  A  lady's  SPANIEL. 

INSTRUCTIONS  TO  A  PAINTER*. 

Happiest  of  the  fpaniel  race, 
Painter,  with  thy  colours  grace : 
Draw  his  forehead  large  and  high, 
Draw  his  blue  and  humid  eye  ; 
Draw  his  neck  fo  fmooth  and  round, 
LitLle  neck  with  ribbands  bound  ; 
And  the  tr^ufdy  fwelling  breall 
Where  the  Loves  and  Graces  refl ; 
And  the  fpreading  even  back. 
Soft,  and  ileek,  and  gloffy  black ; 
And  the  tail  that  gently  twines. 
Like  the  tendrils  of  the  vines ; 
And  the  fiiky  twilled  hair. 
Shadowing  thick  the  ■vd'vet  ear; 
Velvet  ears,  vi'hich,  hanging  low, 
O'er  the  veiny  temples  flow. 

With  a  proper  light  and  fliade, 
lyet  the  winding  hoop  be  laid  ; 
And  within  that  arching  bower 
(Secret  circle,  mylHc  power) 
in  a  doivny  flumber  place 
Happiefl  of  the  fpaniel  race ; 
While  the  foft  perfpir-ing  dame, 
Glowing  with  the  fofteft  flame, 
On  the  ravifh'd  favourite  pours 
Eahuy  dews,  ambrofial  fllowers ! 

With  thy  utmoft  {kill  exprefs 
Nature  in  her  richeft  drefs ; 
Limpid  ri-vers  fmoothly  flowing, 
Orchards  by  thofe  ri'vers  blowing ; 
Curling  ivooSine,  myrtle  fiiade, 
And  the  gay  enamel'd  mead  ; 
Where  the  linnets  fit  and  fmg. 
Little  fportUngs  of  the  fpring ; 
Where  the  breathing  field  and  grove 
Soothe  the  heart,  and  kindle  love : 
Here  for  me,  and  for  the  mufe,  / 

Colours  of  refemblance  clioofe ; 
Make  of //V.'faOTfi/j-  divine, 
Daply  itmzltfpaiticls  Ihine, 
Pretty  fondlings  of  the  fair, 
Gentle  damfels,  gentle  care; 
But  to  one  alone  impart 
All  the  flattery  of  thy  art. 
Crowd  each  feature,  crowd  each  grace, 
Which  complete  the  defperate  face  ; 
Let  the  fpotted  wanton  dame 
Feel  a  new  refiftlefs  flame ; 
Let  the  happiefl  of  his  race 
Win  the  fair  to  his  embrace. 
But  in  fliade  the  refl;  conceal, 
Nor  to  fight  their  joys  reveal, 
Left  the  pencil  and  the  mufe 
Loofe  defires  and  thoughts  iufufe. 

AY  AND  NO; 

A    TALE    FROM    DUBLIN.       1737. 

At  Dublin's  high  feafl;  fate  Primate  and  Dean, 
Both  drefs'd  like  divines,  with  band  and  face  clean. 

*  I/iridttuleof  Philip's po.m  on  Mifs  Carteret,  and 
luritten,  it  has  been  f aid,  "  to  of  rent  thk,ljdy  of  Artb- 
'•  hfhop  Boulter" 


POEMS,  '4^7 

Quoth  Hugh  of  Armagh  *,  "  The  mob  is  grown 
"  bold."  ["  gol'^-" 

"  Ay,  ay,"  quoth  the  Dean,  "  the  caufe  is  old 
"  No,  no,"  quoth  the  Primate,  "  if  caufes  we  fift, 
"  Thismifchief  arifes  from  witty  Dean  Swifl." 
'The  fmart-one  replied, "  There's  no  wit  inihe  cafe; 
"  And  nothing  of  that  ever  troubled  your  Grace. 
"  Though  with  your  ftate-fieve  your  own  notions 

"  you  fplit, 
"  A  Boulter  by  name  is  no  loiter  of  wit. 
"  It  is  matter  of  weight,  and  a  mere  money-job ; 
"  But  the  lower  the  coin,  the  higher  the  mob. 
"  Go  tell  your  friend  Bob  and  the  other  great  folk, 
"  That  finking  the. coin  is  a  dangerous  joke. 
"  The  Irifli  dear-joys  have  enough  common  fenfe, 
"  To  treat  gold  reduced  like  Wood's  copper  pence. 
"  It  is  pity  a  prelate  fliould  die  without  law ; 
"  But  if  I  fay  the  word— take  care  of  Armagh  !" 

DR.  SWIFT'S  ANSWER  TO  A  FRIEND's 
QUESTION. 

The  furniture  that  befl:  doth  ple?.fe 

St.  Patrick's  dean,  good  Sir,  are  thefe: 

The  knife  and  fork  v/ith  which  I  eat ; 

And,  next,  the  pot  that  boils  the  meat ; 

The  next  to  be  preferr'd,  1  think, 

Is  the  glafs  in  which  I  drink ; 

The  flielvcs  on  which  my  books  I  keep ; 

And  the  bed  on  which  I  ileep ; 

An  antique  elbow-chair  between. 

Big  enough  to  hold  the  Dean  ; 

And  the  fl:ore  that  gives  delight  , 

In  the  cold  bleak  wintery  night ; 

To  thefe  we  add  a  thing  below, 

More  for  ufe  referv'd  tiian  fliow :  j 

I'hefc  are  what  the  Dean  do  pleafe  ; 

All  fuperfluous  are  but  thefe. 

APOLLO' s  EDICT  f. 

Ireland  is  now  our  ro'jTil care, 
We  lately  fix'd  our  viceroy  there  ; 
How  near  was  flie  to  be  undone, 
Till  pious  love  infpir'd  her  fon  ! 
What  cannot  our  vicegerent  do. 
As  poet  and  as  patriot  too  ? 
Let  his  fuccefs  our  fubjeds  fway, 
Our  infpirations  to  obey. 
And  follow  where  he  leads  the  way  ; 
Then  ftudy  to  corredl  your  tafl:e  ; 
Nor  beaten  paths  be  longer  trac'd. 

No  fimile  fliall  be  begun. 
With  rifir.g  or  with  fetting  fun ; 
And  let  ^Siefacred  head  of  Nik 
Be  ever  banifii'd  from  your  ifle. 

When  wretched  lovers  live  on  air^ 
I  beg  you'll  the  camelicn  fpare  ? 
And,  when  you'd  make  a  hero  grander, 
Forget  he's  like  a  falamander. 

No  fon  of  mine  fliall  dare  to  fay, 
Aurora  ujherd-in  the  day. 
Or  ever  name  the  milky-ivay. 


I 


*   Dr.  Hugh  Boulter. 

■\   This  poem  ivas  originally  •written  In  I7IO;  the  lat- 
ter part  of  it  ivas  re-puLliJhed  in  I743,  on  thsdeaib  of  the 


Cnuniefs  of  Donegal, 
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You  all  agree,  I  make  no  doubt, 
Elijah's  mantle  is  worn  out. 

The  bird  of 'Joue  fiiall  toil  no  more 
To  teach  tlie  humble  wren  to  foar. 
Your  tragic  heroes  fhall  not  rant, 
2^or  fhepherds  ufc  po.i'tc  lant. 
Simplicity  alone  can  grace 
The  manners  cf  tlie  rural  race.' 
Theocritus  and  Philips  be 
Your  guii;s  to  true  fimplicity. 

When  D^nion' s/oul Joa/i  take  its  f.lght. 
Though  poets  have  the  fecond  fight, 
They  fliall  not  fee  a  trail  of  light. 
Nor  fhail  the  'vapours  ubivard  rife. 
Nor  a  neiv  far  adorn  the  flcies  : 
For  who  can  hope  to  place  one  there,        • 
As  glorious  as  Belinda's  hair  ? 
Yet,  if  his  name  you'd  eternize. 
And  mufl  exalt  him  to  the  fkies ; 
Without  2, far,  this  may  be  done  : 
So  Tickell  mourn'd  liis  Addifon. 

If  Anna's  happy  reign  you  praife, 
Pray,  not  a  word  of  haUyon-dcys  ; 
Nor  let  my  votaries  Ihow  their  Ikill 
In  aping  lines  from  Cooper's-Hill ; 
For  know,  I  cannot  bear  to  hear 
The  mimickry  of  d^ef,  yet  clear. 

Whene'er  my  viceroy  is  addrefs'd,- 
Againfi;  the  Phoenix  I  proteft. 
When  poets  foar  in  youthful  flrains. 
No  Phaeton  to  hold  the  reins. 

When  you  defcribe  a  lovely  girl. 
No  lips  of  coral,  teeth  oi  fcarl. 
Cupid  IhaJl  ne'er  miftake  another, 
However  beauteous,  for  his  mother  : 

Nor  (hall  his  darts  at  random  fly 

From  magazine  in  Celia's  eye. 

With  \\  omen-compounds  I  am  cloy'd. 

Which  only  pleas'd  in  Biddy  Floyd. 

For  foreign  aid,  what  need  they  roam. 

Whom  fate  has  amply  blefl  at  home  ? 
Unerring  heaven,  with  bounteous  hand, 

Has  form'd  a  model  for  your  land, 

■Whom  Jove  cndow'd  with  every  grace  ; 

The  glory  of  the  Granard  race  ; 

Now  deftin'd  by  the  powers  divine 

Th'i  blefilng  of  another  line. 

Then,  would  you  paint  a  matchlefs  dame, 

Whom  you'd  configii  to  endleis  fame  .' 

Jnvokc  not  Cytherea's  aid. 

Nor  borrow  from  the  biue-ey'd  maid  j 

Nor  need  you  on  the  Graces  call  •,— 

Take  qualities  from  Donegal. 

EPIGRAM*. 

Behold  !  a  proof  of  Irifti  fenfe! 

Here  Irifh  wit  is  feen  ! 
Wh-n  nothing's  left,  that's  worth  defence. 

We  build  a  magtizine. 

*  The  Dean,  in  his  lunacy,  had  fame  intervals  cf 
fenfe;  at  "which  time  bis  guardians,  or  phsfcians,  took 
him  out  for  the  air.  On  one  cf  thefe  days,  ivhen  they 
came  to  the  Park,  Sivift  remarked  a  iieiv  buiidinv,  "which 
he  bad  ne-verfeen ,  and  afhed  -what  it  ■u'-ts  defignedfor.  To 
ivhicb  Dr.  Kingfbury  anfivered,  «'  T^hat,  Mr.  Lean,  is 
**  the  megazine  fir  arms  andpoiuier^ fir  the  feiurit^i  of 


EPIGRAMS, 

Occaftuned  by  Dr.  Stvif's  inii-nded  Hofpital  for  Idetls 
and  Lunatics. 

The  Dean  mufl:  die— our  Ideots  to  maintain, 
Perifh,  ye  Ideots  !  and  long  live  the  Dean  ! 

O  genius  of  Hibernia's  Itate, 
Subiinitly  good,  feverely  great ! 
How  rtoi  h  this  lateit  aft  excel 
All  you  have  di>ie  or  wrote  fo  well  t 
Satire  may  be  the  child  of  fpitc. 
And  fame  might  bid  the  Drapicr  write : 
But  to  relieve,  and  to  endow. 
Creatures  that  know  not  whence  or  how. 
Argues  a  foul  both  good  and  wife, 
Relemliling  Him  w  ho  rules  the  Ikies; 
He  to  the  thoughtful  mind  difplays 
Immortal  fkill  ten  thoufand  ways; 
And,  to  complete  his  glorious  talk. 
Gives  what  we  have  not  fenfe  to  alk  f 

Lo  !  Swift  to  Ideots  bequeaths  his  ftore : 
Be  wife,  ye  rich ! — confider  thus  the  poor  ! 


ON    THE 

DEAN  OF  ST.  PATRICK'S  BIRTH-DAY  f, 
Nov.  30,  St.  Andretu's  Day. 

Between  the  hours  of  twelve  and  one, 
When  half  the  world  to  rcil  were  gone, 
Entranc'd  in  fofteft  fleep  I  lay. 
Forgetful  of  an  anxious  day ; 
From  every  care  and  labour  free. 
My  foul  as  calm  as  it  could  be. 

The  Queen  of  Dreams,  well  pleas'd  to  find 
An  undifturb'd  and  vacant  miud. 
With  magic  pencil  trac'd  my  brain, 
And  there  Ibc  drew  St.  Patrick's  Dean. 
I  ft  rait  beheld  on  either  hand 
Two  faints,  like  guardian  angds,  Hand, 
And  either  claim'd  him  foe  their  fon  ; 
And  thus  the  high  difpute  begun. 

St.  Andrew  firfl:,  with  reafon  llrongly 
Maintain'd  to  him  he  did  belong : 
"  Swift  is  my  own,  by  right  divine, 
"  All  born  upon  this  day  are  mine." 

St.  Patrick  faid,  "  I  own  this  true, 
"  So  far  he  does  belong  to  you  ; 
"  But  in  my  church  he's  born  again, 
"  My  fon  adopted,  and  my  Dean. 
"  when  firll:  the  Cbrifian  truth  I  fpread, 
"  The  poor  within  this  ifle  I  fed, 
"  And  darkeft  errors  banifli'd  hence, 
"  Made  knowledge  in  their  place  commence  ; 
"  Nay  more,  at  my  divine  command, 
"  All  noxious  creatures  fled  the  land. 


"  the  city. ^'  "  Ob  !  oh  .'"  fay:  the  Dean, pulling  out  kis 
pocket-book,  "  let  me  take  an  item  of  that.  This  is  ivorth 
"  remarking:  my  tablets,  as  Hamlet  fays,  my  tablett^^ 
"  memory,  put  daivn  that  .'"-^IVhich  produced  the  ahove 
lines,  faid  to  he  the  tall  he  ever  "wrote. 

f  See,  in  Parnell  s  Foems,  an  elegant  atnplimint  lit 
the  fame  (i(cafion% 
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'*  I  made  both  peace  and  plenty  fmile. 
"  Hibernia  was  my  favourite  ifle  ; 
"  Now  his — for  he  fucceeds  to  me, 
"  Two  angels  cannot  more  agree. 

"  His  joy  is,  to  reheve  the  poor ; 
"  Behold  them  weekly  at  his  door ! 
"  His  knowledge  too,  in  brighteft  rsys, 
"  He  like  the  Am  to  all  conveys ; 
"  Shows  ivifdom  in  a  fmglc  page, 
"  And  in  one  hour  in(lru<5ls  an  age. 
"  When  ruin  lately  flood  around 
"  Th'  inclofures  of  my  facmi  giounJ, 
"  He  glorioufly  did  interpofe, 
"  And  fav'd  it  from  invading  foes ; 
"  For  this  I  claim  immortal  Swift, 
"  As  my  own  fon,  and  heaven's  beft  gift." 

The  Caledonian  faint,  enrag'd, 
Now  clofer  in  difpute  ecgag'd, 
EiTays  to  prove,  by  tranfmigration, 
The  Dean  is  of  the  Scottifli  nation ; 
And,  to  confirm  the  truth,  he  chofe 
The  loyal  foul  of  great  Montrofe. 
"  Montrofe  and  he  are  both  the  fame, 
"  They  only  differ  in  the  name ; 
"  Both,  heroes  in  a  righteous  caufe, 
"  Affert  their  liberties  and  laws : 
"  He's  now  the  fame,  Montrofe  was  then, 
"But  that  thc/tvorJ  is  turn'd  a  pen; 
"  A  pen  of  fo  great  power,  each  word 
"  Defends  beyond  the  hero^/'word.^' 

Now  words  grew  high — we  can't  fuppofe 
Immortals  ever  come  to  blows  ; 
But,  left  unruly  paffion  fhould 
Degrade  them  into  flefh  and  blood, 
An  angel  quick  from  Heaven  defcends, 
And  he  at  once  the  contefl  ends: 

"  Ye  reverend  pair,  from  difcord  ceafe, 
"  Ye  both  miflake  the  prefent  cafe; 
"  One  kingdom  cannot  have  pretence 
*'  To  fo  much  virtue  !  fo  much  fenfe  : 
"  Search  Heaven's  record  ;  and  there  you'll  find, 
"  That  he  was  born  for  all  mankind." 


EPISTLE  TO  ROBERT  NUGENT,  ESQ^ 
With  a  Piaiire  of  Dean  Sivi/t. 

BY  DR.  DUNKIN  *. 

To  gratify  thy  long  defire 
(So  love  and  piety  require), 
From  Eindon'sf  colours  you  may  trace 
The  patriot's  venerable  face, 
The  laft,  O  Nugent !  which  his  art 
Shall  ever  to  ths  world  impart ; 
For  know,  the  prime  of  mortal  men. 
That  matchlefs  monarch  of  the  pen 
(Whofe  labours,  like  the  genial  fun. 
Shall  through  revolving  ages  run, 
Yet  never,  like  the  fun,  decline, 
But  in  their  full  meridian  fhine). 


Tbis  elegant  tribute  of  gratitude,  as  it  ivas  'writ- 
ten at  a  period  luhen  allfufpicion  of  flattery  wifl  -janijb, 
refers  th^  bighejl  honour  on  the  ingenious  -writer,  and 
cannot  bt:t  le  agreeable  to  the  admirers  of  Sivift. 
f  Sami,el  Bindon,  Efj.  a  celebrated  painter. 


That  ever-honour'd,  envied  fage. 

So  long  the  wonder  of  his  age. 

Who  charm'd  us  with  his  golden  ftrail), 

Is  not  tkc  fhadow  of  the  Dean : 

He  only  breathes  Boeotian  air— 

Oh !  what  a  falling-ofF  was  there ! 

Hibernia's  Helicon  is  dry. 
Invention,  wit,  and  humour  die; 
And  what  remains  againfl  the  ftorm 
Of  malice,  but  an  empty  form  ? 
The  nodding  ruins  of  a  pile. 
That  flood  the  bulwark  of  this  ifle ; 
In  which  the  fiflerhood  was  fix'd 
Of  candid  honour,  truth  unmix'd, 
Impartial  reafon,  thought  profound. 
And  charity,  difTufiag  round. 
In  cheerful  riyulets,  the  flow 
Of  fortune  to  the  fons  of  woe  .' 

Such  one,  my  Nugent,  was  thy  Swift, 
Endued  with  each  exalted  gift. 
But,  lo  !  tl^e  pure  ethereal  flame 
I3  darken'd  by  a  mifly  fleam  ;  * 

The  balm  exhaufted  breathes  no  fmell. 
The  rofe  i«  wither'd  ere  it  fell. 
That  godlike  fupplement  of  law. 
Which  held  the  wicked  world  in  awe. 
And  could  the  tide  of  fr.cSlion  ftem, 
Is  but  a  fuell  without  the  gem. 

Ye  fons  of  genius,  who  would  aim 
To  build  an  everlafting  fame, 
And,  in  the  field  of  letter'd  arts^ 
Difplay  the  trophies  of  your  parts, 
To  yonder  manfion  turn  afidc. 
And  mortify  your  growing  pride. 
Behold  the  brightell  of  the  race, 
And  Nature's  honour,  in  difgrace  : 
With  humble  refignation  own. 
That  all  your  talents  are  a  loan  ; 
By  Providence  advanc'd  for  ufe, 
Which  you  ihould  lludy  to  produce. 
Refledl,  the  mental  fl;ock,  alas  ! 
Hov/cver  current  now  it  pafs. 
May  haply  be  recal'd  from  you 
Before  the  grave  demands  his  due. 
Then,  while  your  morning-ftar  proceeds, 
Direct  your  courfe  to  worthy  deeds. 
In  fuller  day  difcharge  your  debts ; 
For,  Vihen  your  fun  of  reafon  fets. 
The  night  fucceeds ;  and  all  your  fchemes 
Of  glory  vanifh  with  your  dreams. 

Ah  !  where  is  now  the  fupple  train. 
That  danc'd  attendance  on  the  Deaa^ 
Say,  where  are  thofe  facetious  folks. 
Who  fhook  with  laughter  at  his  jokes. 
And  with  attentive  rapture  hung 
On  wifdom  dropping  from  his  tongue  ; 
Who  look'd  with  high  difdainful  pride 
On  all  the  bufy  world  bcfide. 
And  rated  his  produiSlions  more 
Than  treafures  of  Peruvian  ore  ? 

Good  Chrilhians  !  they  with  bended  knee?, 
Ingulph'd  the  wine,  but  loath  the  lees, 
Averting  (fo  the  text  commands). 
With  ardent  eyas  and  up-cafl  hands. 
The  cup  of  forrow  from  their  lips. 
And  fly,  like  rats  from  finking  ftiips. 
While  fome,  who  by  his  friendfliip  rofe 
To  wealthj  iji  conceit  with  his  foes, 


no 
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Run  couEter  to  tieir  former  track. 

Like  old  A&3ton's  horrid  pack 

Of  yelling  mucgrels,  in  requitals 

To  riot  on  their  mailer's  vital* ; 

And,  where  they  cannot  hi2&  his  laurels, 

Att£n::3t  to  fligmetizc  his  morals ; 

Through  fcacdal's  magnifying-glafs 

His  foibles  view,  but  virtaes  pais. 

And  on  the  ruins  of  his  fame 

Erect  an  ignominious  name. 

So  •vermin  foul,  of  vile  eitrao^ion. 

The  fpaiivn  cf  dirt  and  putre^cSion, 

The  founder  members  traverie  o'er, 

Eut  Sx  2nc  fatten  on  a  {ore 

Hence !  peace,  ye  wretches,  who  revile 

His  -srit,  his  humour,  aad  his  fbrle ; 

Since  ail  the  monffers  which  h:  drew 

Were  only  meant  to  copy  you ; 

And,  if  the  colours  be  not  fararer, 

Arraigti  yourfelves,  and  not  the  painter. 

But,  oh  :  that  He,  who  gave  him  breath. 
Dread  arbiter  of  life  and  death : 
Tkat  He,  the  moYing  foul  of  all. 
The  ilceping  fpirit  would  recall. 
And  crown  him  with  triumphant  meeds. 
For  all  his  pafl:  heroic  deeds. 
In  maniions  cf  unbroken  reft. 
The  bright  repubhc  of  the  blels'd  I 
Irradiate  his  benighted  mind  . 
Wiih  living  light  of  light  refin'd ; 
And  thefe  the  blank  of  thought  employ 
"With  otjsds  of  immortal  joy  ! 


Yet,  while  he  dcags  the  iii  itsa-ihs 
Of  life,  flow-creeping  through  his  veins. 
Above  the  views  of  private  ends. 
The  trihntary  mufe  attends. 
To  prop  his  feeble  fteps,  or  ihed 
The  pious  tear  around  his  bed. 

So  pilgriflis,  with  devout  complaints. 
Frequent  the  graves  of  martyr'd  faints, 
Infcribe  their  worth  in  artlels  lines. 
And,  in  their  ftead,  embrace  their  ftrinffc 
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5at,  to  the  Drapier's  vaft  nnbonnded  fame. 
What  added  honours  can  the  fculpror  give  ? 
None. — 'Ti;  a  lacction  from  the  Drapier's  name 
Mu&  bid  the  fcalptor  and  his  marble  live. 

EPIGRAM  OCCASIONED  BY  THE  ABOVI 
INSCRIPTION. 

Which  gave  the  Drapier  f-irtB  two  realms  contend. 

And  each  afferts  her  poet,  patriot,  friend: 

Her  mitre  jealous  Britain  may  deny ; 

That  lofs  lemia's  laurel  Ihall  fupply :  [bread ; 

Through  life's  low  vak,  fhe,  grateful,  gave  him 

Her  vocal  ilbnes  Ihall  Tindirite  him  dead. 

1766.  B.  N. 
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Hail  Nature's  poet !  whom  flie  taught  alone 
To  ling  her  works  in  numbers  like  her  own  ; 
Sweet  as  the  thrufh  that  warbles  in  the  dale, 
And  foft  as  Philomela's  tender  tale. 
She  lent  her  pencil  too,  of  wond'rous  power, 
To  catch  the  rainbow,  and  to  paint  the  flower 
Of  many  mingling  hues ;  then  fmiling  faid, 
(But  firft  with  laurel  crown'd  her  fav'rite's  head) 
"  Thefe  beauteous  children,  though  fo  fair  they  OniaCf 
"  Fade  in  my  Seafons^let  them  live  in  tbine.'^'  * 

And  live  they  ftiall,  the  charm  of  every  eye, 
Till  Nature  fickens,  and  the  Seafons  die. 
^  Thompson's  address  to  the  shade  op  thouson. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  THOMSON. 


r  OR  the  life  cf  Thomson,  the  world  is  obliged  to  Dr.  Murdoch,  who  was  his  intimate  friend,  aflj| 
wrote  from  perfonal  knowledge. 

Some  inaccuracies  in  the  narrative  of  Dr.  Murdoch  have  been  correfted  by  Shiels,  and  fome  dc^ 
fe6ls  fupplied  by  the  maflerly  pen  that  has  lately  enriched  our  national  flock  of  criticifm  and  bio» 
graphy. 

Mr.  Bofwell  has  inferted  in  his  life  of  our  great  poetical  biographer,  fome  information  which  he. 
had  obtained  from  Thomfon's  relations,  for  his  ufe,  but  of  which  he  h^d  negleiSled  fully  to  avail 
himfelf. 

The  F.a:!  of  Euchan,  with  a  laudable  enthufiafm  to  celebrate  the  memory  of  a  poet  who  is  juftly 
accounted  an  honour  to  his  country,  has  collefted  feveral  additional  particulars  of  his  life,  and  has 
intermingled  his  information  with  fome  valuable  letters,  and  poetical  compofitions,  which  were  not 
previoufly  communicated  to  the  public.  Thefe  are  the  authorities  upon  which  mofl  of  the  follow-r 
ing  fa(51:s  are  flated. 

James  Thomfon  was  born  at  Ednam,  near  Kelfo,  in  Roxburghfhire,  September  II.  1700.  His 
father  was  minifter  of  Ednam,  in  the  prefby  tery  of  Kelfo,  and  afterwards  of  Southdean,  in  the  pref« 
bytery  of  Jedburgh,  in  that  county,  and  much  refpedled  for  his  piety  and  diligence  in  the  difchargc 
of  his  pafloral  duties.  His  mother,  Beatrix  Trotter,  was  daughter  and  coheirefs  of  Mr.  Trotter,  a 
fmall  portioner  of  land  at  Foggo,  in  Berwickfhire,  and  equally  amiable  by  her  piety,  which  was  en- 
livened by  Angular  fervour  of  imagination,  and  by  the  fecial  and  domeftic  duties. 

The  difficulty  with  which  his  father  fupported  his  family,  having  nine  children,  occafioned  his  re- 
moval to  Southdean,  the  falary  of  which,  though  not  large,  was  more  adequate  to  his  expences  tha* 
that  of  Ednam. 

After  the  fettlement  of  his  father  at  Southdean,  he  was  fent  to  the  fchoolof  the  neighbouring  towa 
of  Jedburgh,  where  he  was  taught  the  common  rudiments  of  learning.  In  the  progrefs  of  hi«  educa- 
tion, he  was  not  diftinguifhed  among  his  fchool-fellows  by  any  remarkable  fuperiority  of  -larts. 

Although  he  was  not  confidered  by  his  mafler  as  fuperior  to  common  boys,  he  obtained  notice  by 
his  genius,  even  in  his  boyilh  years.  Mr.  Riccalton,  minifter  of  the  neighbouring  parifli  of  Hob- 
feirk,  a  man  of  tafle  and  learning,  difcovered  his  early  propenfity  to  poetry,  encouraged  his  firfl  poe- 
tical eflays,  and  corrected  his  performances. 

According  to  Lord  Buchan,  he  was  occafionally  invited  to  fpend  the  vacation  of  the  fchool  at  the 
country  feat  of  Sir  William  Bennet  of  Chefters,  the  moft  accomplifhed  country  gentleman  in  that 
part  of  Scotland,  and  was  alfo  favourably  noticed  by  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot  of  Minto,  afterwards 
Lord  Juftice  Clerk.  The  late  Hon.  Mrs  Selby  of  Pafton,  in  Northumberland,  informed  the  prefcnt 
writer,  that  he  was  likewife  a  frequent  vifitor  at  Crailinor,  the  feat  of  her  father  Lord  Cranfton. 

Thus  encouraged,  he  began,  at  an  early  age,  to  amufe  himfelf  and  his  friends  with  poetical  com- 
pofitions ;  with  which,  however,  he  fo  little  pleafed  himfelf,  that  on  every  new-year's  day  he  threw 
into  the  fire  all  the  produ(Slions  of  the  foregoing  year. 

From  the  fchool,  he  was  removed  to  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh  ;  where  he  was  not  more  diC- 
tinguiflied  among  his  fellow-lludents  than  he  had  been  among  his  fchool-fellows.  By  the  time  when 
he  went  to  College,  he  had  probably  begun  to  confider  himfelf  as  intended  by  nature  for  a  poet.  The 
confcious  dignity  of  genlus,thercfore,  would  teach  him  to  difdain  thofe  fludies  in  wliich  he  could  not 
excel :  And  thus,  the  contempt  of  his  clafs-fellows,  and  the  encouragement  of  his  poetical  friends, 
would  equally  confpire  to  confirm  his  predile(Stion  for  poetry,  and  to  prompt  him  to  renewed  cf- 
|ierts  iij  poetical  compofition. 
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In  the  fecond  fefilon  of  his  attendance  at  the  Univerfity,  his  ftudies  were  interrupted  hy  the  fud- 
den  death  of  his  father.  He  was  fummoned  home  to  receive  his  dying  benediction  ;  but  came  too 
late.  This  circumllance  contributed  to  sncreafe  his  forrow,  and  his  filial  piety  was  expreffcd  on  this 
mournful  occafion  in  inftances  of  condudl  which  his  furviving  relations  afterwards  delighted  to  re- 
colled. 

His  mother,  now  railing  upon  her  little  eflate  what  money  a  mortgage  could  afford,  removed  with 
Iier  family  to  Edinburgh  ;  and  he  renewed  the  profecution  of  his  ftudies. 

As  it  was  the  wilh  of  his  friends,  that  he  fhould  embrace  the  clerical  profeflion,  he  entered  upon 
the  fiudy  of  theology,  which  he  profecuted  without  diftinAion  or  expeiflation,  till,  at  the  ufual  time, 
he  performed  a  probationary  esercife,  by  explaining  a  pfaliii.  His  dicStion  was  fo  poetically  fplendid, 
that  Mr.  Hamilton,  the  profeffor  of  divinity,  reproved  him  for  fpeaking  language  unintelligible  to 
a  popular  audience ;  which  fo  difgufted  him  with  his  theological  purfuits,  that  he  feems  to  have 
foon  after  this  incident,  refolved  to  betake  himfelf  more  entirely  to  the  cultivation  of  poetry. 

About  that  time,  elegant  literature  began  to  be  cherifhed  and  cultivated  in  the  Univerfity  ;  and 
a  poetical  club,  called  "  The  Athenian  Society,"  had  ventured  to  publilh  a  coileiSion  of  poemj, 
intituled,  "  The  Edinburgh  jVIifcellany,"  furnilhed  chiefly  by  Callander,  Symmers,  and  Mitchell, 
young  men  cf  great  prcmife,  and  of  Thomfon's  acquaintance. 

What  fiisre  Thomfon  had  in  "  the  Edinburgh  Mifcellany,"  cannot  now  be  known  ;  but  it  is 
probable  he  was  a  contributor,  as  well  as  Mallet,  who  was  then  afpiring  to  poetical  compofition  ; 
and  with  whom  he  contradlcd  an  early  intimacy,  which  improved  with  their  years,  undifturbed  by 
any  cafual  miflakc,  envy,  or  jealoufy  on  either  fide. 

A  fimilarity  of  tafte  and  of  purfuits,  connected  him  alfo  in  habits  of  early  intimacy  with  Pater- 
fon,  the  tranflator  of  Paterculus,  Malcolm,  author  of  the  Treatife  on  Mufic,  and  Murdoch,  after- 
wards a  clergyman  of  the  cljiu-ch  of  England,  a  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Society,  and  the  biographer 
cf  his  youthful  companion. 

About  this  time  he  isfaid  to  have  received  particular  attention  from  the  family  of  Baillie  of  Jer-  - 
vifwood,  to  which  he  was  introduced  by  the  relations  of  his  mother  ;  and  Mr.  Bofwell  informs  us, 
that  he  lived  for  fome  time  in  the  family  of  Lord  Binning,  as  tutor  to   the  prcfent  Earl  of  Ha  ■ 
dington.    Some  verfes  of  his,  addrcfled  to  one  of  that  family,  for  the  ufe  of  fome  books,  are.  Lord 
Buchan  believes,  ftill  prefcrved,  "  as  a  fpecimen  of  bis  infantine  genius." 

Having  laid  aCde  all  thought  of  the  clerical  profefTion,  and  addidled  himfelf  to  the  ftudy  of 
poetry,  in  which  he  reafonably  hoped  to  attain  high  eminence,  he  cafily  difcovered  that  the  only 
Hage -on  which  a  poet  could  appear  with  advantage,  was  London;  where  merit  might  foon  be-, 
come  ccnfpicuous,  and  would  find  friends,  as  foon  as  it  became  reputable,  to  befriend  it. 

It  may  be  fuppofed,  therefore,  that  he  eagerly  received  any  fliadow  of  encouragement,  however 
flight,  which  was  held  out  to  him  ;  when  Lady  Grizzel  Baillie,  his  mother's  friend,  advifed  him  to 
try  his  fortune  as  a  poet  in  London,  and  promifed  him  fome  countenance  and  afliftance. 

Accordingly,  in  the  autumn  of  the  year  1725,  he  embarked  at  Leith  for  London,  bedewed  with 
the  tears  cf  his  affedionate  mother,  the  recolledion  of  which  produced,  on  her  death,  which  hap- 
pened not  long  after,  the  unpremeditated,  but  beautiful  -verfei  to  her  memory  in  the  colledion  of  Lord 
Buchan. 

On  his  arrival  in  London,  he  found  his  way  to  Mallet,  his  fellow  colicgian,  then  tutor  to  the 
fons  of  the  Duke  of  Montrofe  ;  to  whoni  he  fhowed  his  Winter,  written  at  firft  in  detached  pieces, 
or  occafional  defcriptions,  who  advifed  him  to  form  them  into  one  conneded  piece,  and  get  it  print- 
ed immediately. 

.  He  \iad  recommendations  to  feveral  perfons  of  diftin<ftion,  particularly  to  Mr.  Forbes,  afterwards 
Prefident  of  the  Court  of  Seffion,  then  attending  his  duty  in  parliament,  who,  having  feen  a  fpeci- 
men of  his  poetry  in  Scotland,  received  him  kindly,  aud  introduced  him  to  feveral  of  his  friends ; 
among  whom  was  Aikman  the  painter,  who  was  equally  ready  in  aflifliing  him  with  the  kind  of- 
fices of  fricndftiip.  He  obtained  likewife  the  notice  of  Hill,  whom,  being  fricndlefs  and  indigent, 
and  glad  of  kindnefs,  he  courted  with  every  expreflion  of  fervile  adulation. 

The  reception  he  met  with,  wherever  he  was  introduced,  encouraged  him  to  rilk  the  publication 
of  his  Winter;  which  for  fome  time  could  find  no  purcliafer,  till  at  laft  Mr.  Rlillun  was  perfuaded 
bv  Mallet  to  buy  it  at  a  low  price. 
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It  was  puWifhed  in  1726,  with  a  preface,  dedication  to  Sir  Spencer  Compton,  and  recommenda- 
tory verfes  by  Hill,  Mallet,  and  a  Lady,  wliofe  fictitious  name  was  ilf/Va,"  once,"  fays  Dr.  John- 
ion,  "  too  well  known." 

It  was  not,  immediately  upon  its  appearance,  eagerly  received  by  the  readers  of  poetrj-,  and  Mr. 
Millan  had,  for  fome  time,  reafon  to  regret  the  expence  of  publication;  till,  by  accident,  Mr.  Whateley, 
a  man  of  tafte  and  learning,  happening  to  caft  his  eye  upon  it,  was  fo  delighted,  that  he  ran  from 
place  to  place  celebrating  its  excellence ;  By  degrees,  it  gained  upon  the  public ;  and  edition  after 
edition  was  printed  and  fold. 

The  dedication,  however,  attradled  no  regard  from  Sir  Spencer  Compton  to  the  author,  till  Hill 
awakened  his  attention,  by  fome  verfes  addreffed  to  Thomfon  in  one  of  the  newfpapers,  which  cen- 
fured  the  great  for  their  negled  of  ingenious  men.  Thomfon  then  obtained  his  notice,  and  a  pre- 
fcnt  of  twenty  guineas. 

As  foon  as  Winter  was  publiflied,  he  fent  a  copy  of  it  to  Mitchell,  his  brother  poet,  who,  not 
liking  many  parts  of  it,  returned  him  the  following  couplet : 

Beauties  and  faults  fo  thick  lie  fcatter'd  here  ; 
Thofe  I  could  read,  if  thefe  were  not  fo  near. 

To  this  Thomfon  anfwered  exUmpore. 

Why  all  not  faults,  injurious  Mitchell,  why 
Appears  one  beauty  to  thy  blafling  eye  ; 
Damnation  worfe  than  thine,  if  worfe  can  be, 
Is  all  I  afk,  and  all  I  want  from  thee. 

Finding  other  judges  more  favourable,  he  did  not  fuffer  himfelf  to  fink  into  defpondencc.  Everj" 
day  brought  him  new  friends.  He  had  been  introduced  to  Pope  ;  and,  among  others.  Dr.  Rimdlc, 
afterwards  Bifaop  of  Derry,  fought  his  acquaintance,  and  found  his  qualities  fuch,  that  he  recom- 
mended him  to  the  Lord  Chancellor  Talbot. 

In  1727,  he  publiflied  his  ^KCTwcr,  which  he  would  have  dedicated  to  Lord  Binning;  but  the 
fame  kindnefs  which  had  at  fii-ft  difpofed  his  Lordlhip  to  encourage  hi:ii,  determined  him  to  refufc 
the  dedication,  which  was,  by  his  advice,  addrefled  to  Mr.  Dodington,  afterwards  Lord  Mel- 
combe,  a  man  who  had  more  power  to  advance  the  reputation  and  fortune  of  a  poet. 

The  fame  year,  he  publiflied  his  Poem,  facred  to  the  Memory  of  Sir  Jfaac  Neivtofi,  whom  he  was 
enabled  to  praife  with  due  intelligence,  by  the  fcientific  information  of  his  friend  Mr.  Gray.  It 
was  accompanied  by  Britannia,  a  poetical  inved:ive  againfl;  the  miniftry,  whom  the  nation  tlien 
thought  not  forward  enough  in  refenting  the  depredations  of  the  Spaniards. 

In  1738,  he  publiflied  his  Spring,  with  a  dedication  to  the  Countefs  of  Hertford,  afterwards 
Duchefs  of  Somerfet,  by  whom  he  v/as  invited  to  fpend  a  fumnier  at  Lord  Hertford's  country  feat. 

Autumn,  the  feafon  to  which  the  Spring  and  Sumtr.er  are  preparatory,  ftill  remained  unfung,  and  was 
delayed  till  he  publiflied  his  works,  colleded  in  4to,  1730.     Autumn  was  addrefled  to  Mr.  Onflow. 

The  fame  year,  he  brought  on  the  ftage  at  Drury-Lane,  the  tragedy  of  Sopbonijha,  which 
raifed  fuch  expeiSation,  that  every  rehearfal  was  dignified  with  a  fplendid  audience,  colletSled  to  an- 
ticipate the  delight  that  was  preparing  for  the  public.  It  was  obfcrved,  however,  that  nobody  was 
aff"e6ted,  and  that  the  company  rofe  as  from  a  moral  lecflure. 

It  had  upon  the  ftagc  no  unufual  degree  of  fuccefs.     Tiierc  is  a  feeble  line  in  the  play : 

Oh,  Sophonilba  !  Sophoniflsa,  Oh  ! 
This  gave  occafion  to  a  waggifli  parody : 

Oh,  Jemmy  Thomfon  !  Jemmy  Tliomfon,  Oh  ! 

which,  for  a  while,  was  echoed  thrpugh  the  town. 

Dr.  Johnfon  Ti-as  told  by  Savage,  that,  of  the  prologue  to  Siplonijha,  the  firiT:  part  was  written  by 
Pope,  who  could  not  be  perfuaded  to  finifli  it,  and  that  the  concluding  lines  were  added  by 
Mallet. 

Not  long  afterwards,  he  was,  by  the  influence  of  Dr.  Rundle,  fcnt  to  travel  with  tlie  Honourable 
Charles  Talbot,  eldeft  fon  of  the  Chancellor,  with  whom  he  viilted  mofc  of  the  courts  in  Europe, 
and  returned  with  his  views  greatly  enlarged,  not  of  exterior  nature  only,  and  the  works  of  art, 
but  of  human  life  and  manners,  and  of  the  conftitution  and  policy  of  the  feveral  flates. 
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On  his  return  to  England,  he  was  rewarded  for  his  attendance,  by  the  plac«  of  Secretary  of  the 
Briefs,  which  required  httle  attendance,  and  was  equal  to  all  his  wants. 

While  abroad,  he  had  conceived  the  idea  of  a  Poem  upon  Liberty,  upon  which  he  fpent 
two  years.  While  he  was  biify  in  this  laborious  work,  Mr.  Talbot  died  ;  and  he  opens  the  firft 
book  with  an  affecftionate  tribute  to  his  memory. 

The  poem  of  Liberty,  upon  which  he  congratulated  hiniLfelf  as  his  nobleft  work,  was  lefs  ea- 
gerly received  by  the  public  than  he  had  expedted,  ^nd  is  ftill  lefs  generally  read  than  feveral  of  his 
other  compofitions.  It  does  not  now  appear  in  its  original  ftatc,  having  been  fliortened  by  Lord 
Lyttleton,  after  his  death,  with  a  liberty  which  cannot  be  juftified  by  any  fuppofed  propriety  of  the 
alteration,  or  kindnefs  of  the  friend. 

Not  long  after  the  publication  of  his  favourite  work,  the  Chancellor  died.  His  place  then  be- 
came vacant,  and  was,  after  fome  delay,  given  by  Lord  Hardwick,  the  new  Chancellor,  to  ano- 
ther, becaufc  he  did  not  think  proper  to  aflc  it. 

He  was  now  obliged  to  rely  on  his  hterary  exertions  for  fupport.  Yet,  even  at  this  time,  he  ap- 
pears, by  his  letters  to  Mr.  George  Rofs,  publifhed  by  the  Earl  of  Buchan,  to  have  been  affec- 
tionately anxious  to  affift  the  narrow  circumftanccs  of  Jiis  fifters,  Jean  and  Elizabeth,  who  then  lived 
with  Mr.  Guflhart,  one  of  the  miniflers  of  Edinburgh. 

In  1738,  he  brought  c:i  the  ftagc  at  Drury-Lane,  his  tragedy  of  Agamemnon,  which.  Dr.  Johnfon 
obfervcs,  was  much  fhortened  in  the  reprefentation.  It  had  the  fate  which  moft  commonly  attends 
mytholoo-ical  ftories,  and  was  only/ndured,  but  sot  favoured.  Pope,  who  had  favoured  Thomfon, 
when  in  Italy,  with  a  poetical  epiflle,  countenanced  Agamemnon,  by  coming  to  it  the  firft  night,  and 
was  welcomed  to  the  theatre  by  a  general  clap. 

About  this  time,  he  was  introduced  by  Mr.  Lyttleton,  afterwards  Lord  Lyttleton,  to  the  PriKcc 
ef  Wales,  then  ftruggling  for  popub jity,  and  profefling  himfelf  the  patron  of  wit ;  and  being  quef- 
tioned  about  the  ftate  of  his  affairs,  faid,  "  that  they  were  in  a  more  poetical  pofture  than  former- 
ly," and  had  a  penfion  allowed  him  of  one  hundred  pounds  a-ycar. 

In  1 731,  he  offered  to  the  ftage  another  tragedy,  Edivard  and  EUonora ;  but  his  connexion  with 
the  oppofition  having  excited  the  jealoufy  of  the  miniftry,  the  reprefentation  of  it  was  prohibit- 
ed by  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  on  account  of  its  political  complexion. 

In  1740,  he  was  employed,  in  conjundbion  with  Mallet,  to  write  the  mafque  of  Alfred,  which 
was  afted  before  the  Prince,  at  ClieMen-houfe,  on  the  birth-day  of  the  Princefs  Augufla. 

It  appears,  by  fome  letters  and  verfes  which  have  been  lately  publifhed  by  Lord  Buchan,  that 
Tie  rented  a  houfe,  about  this  time,  at  the  upper  end  of  Kew-lane  ;  and  that  the  Amanda,  whom  he 
has  frequently  celebrated  in  his  verfes,  was  a  Mifs  Young,  fifler  of  Mrs,  Robertfoq,  wife  of  his 
neighbour  Mr.  Tames  Robertfon  of  Richmond,  furgeon  to  the  Houfehold  at  Kew, 

In  1745,  he  brought  on  the  flage  at  Drury-lane,  the  tragedy  of  Tancred  and  Siglfmunda,  the  moft 
fucgefsful  cf  all  his  dramatic  pieces;  for  it  ftill  keeps  its  turn  upon  the  ftage.  The  plot  is  taken  from 
the  novel  of  Gil  Bias.  The  characfters  are  well  fupported ;  yet  they  are  not  fufficiently  new  an4 
ftriking.  The  loves  of  Tancred  and  Siglfmunda  are  tender,  pathetic,  and  affecSing  ;  yet  there  is  too 
little  variety  of  incident  to  preferve  the  attention  of  an  audience.  The  language  is,  in  many  places, 
poetical  and  flowery ;  yet  in  general  too  declaniatory  aiid  fentimental. 

Dr.  Johnfon  has  communicated  to  the  public  a  letter,  which  occurs  about  this  period,  from  Thom- 
fon to  his  fifter  Mrs.  Jean  Thomfon,  wife  of  Mr.  Robert  Thomfon,  mafter  of  the  granmiar  fchool 
at  Lanark,  which  exhibits  a  pleafing  proof  of  tender  fohcitude  and  fraternal  affedion.  The  kfaid- 
nefs  of  Thomfon  to  his  lelations,  however  removed  from  them  by  place  or  condition,  is  recorded  by 
the  prefent  writer  with  much  pleafure,  as  it  affords  him  an  opportunity  of  reflecSing  on  the  wortfa 
and  learning  of  his  brother-in-law,  under  whom  he  was  initiated  in  claffical  learning,  and  of  com- 
memorating the  amiable  benevolence  of  his  fifter,  from  whom  he  received  many  perfonal  civilities. 
The  laft  piece  that  he  Lvcd  to  publifti,  was  the  Cafk  of  Indolence,  which  was  many  years  under 
his  hand,  but  was  at  laft  finiflicd  with  great  accuracy,  and  is  perhaps  the  moft  perfcdl  and  pleafing 
♦f  all  his  compofitions.  It  ippeared  in  1746. 
6 


THELIFEOFTHOMSON.  177 

His  friend  Mf.  Lyttleton  was  now  in  power,  and  procured  him  the  place  of  Surveyor  General  of 
the  Leeward  Iflands,  from  which,  when  his  deputy  was  paid,  he  received  about  three  hundred  pounds 
a  year.  The  deputy  whom  he  appointed  was  his  friend  Paterfon,  whofe  tragedy  of  "  Arminius  * 
had  been  prohibited  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  foon  after  the  publication  of  Edicard  and  Eleonora. 
Paterfon  lived  to  fucceed  him  in  the  office. 

He  was  now  in  a  fituation  of  eafe  and  affluence,  but  was  not  long  to  enjoy  it ;  for,  by  taking  cold 
on  the  river,  in  returning  in  the  evening  frrra  London  to  Kew  Lane,  he  caught  a  diforder,  which, 
with  fome  carelefs  exafperation,  by  again  expofmg  himfelf  incautioufly  to  the  dews  of  the  evening, 
ended  in  a  fever  that  put  an  end  to  his  life,  27th  Augufl  1748,  in  the  48th  year  of  his  age.  He  was 
buried  in  the  church  of  Richmond,  under  a  plain  flone,  without  any  infcription ;  but  a  decent  mo- 
nument was  eretfted  to  his  memory  in  Weftminfler  Abbey  in  176a,  the  charge  of  which  was  de- 
frayed by  the  profits  arifing  from  a  fplendid  edition  of  his  works,  given  by  Mr.  Millar,  the  bookfel- 
ler.  A  tablet,  v/ith  a  memorial  infcription,  was  placed  on  the  wall  in  Richmond  church,  by  the 
Earl  of  Buchan,  in  179a. 

"  Only  one  gentleman,  (Collins)"  fays  Dr.  Murdoch,  "  wrote  an  ode  to  his  memory."  There 
is,  however,  another  performance  on  his  death,  intituled,  "  Mufidorus,  an  Elegy,  &c."  by  Robert 
Shiels,  a  young  North  Briton,  bred  a  mechanic,  and  deftitute  of  education,  but  not  deftitute  of  ge- 
nius. He  adored  Thomfon,  and  fludied  his  manner.  He  wrote  a  poem  on  "  Beauty,"  and  was 
the  real  author  of  the  "  Lives  of  the  Poets,"  pubKiTied  under  the  name  of  Theo.  Cibber.  He 
died  cf  a  confumption.  Thompfon,  Langhome,  and  various  other  poets,  have  fmce  lamented  his 
death,  and  commemorated  his  merits. 

The  Earl  of  Buchan,  defirous  of  promoting  a  fubfcription  for  erecSing  a  monument  to  his  memory 
on  Ednam  Hill,  perfuaded  a  confiderable  number  of  gentlemen  to  celebrate  the  anniverfary  of  his 
birth-day  at  Ednam,  in  1790  and  1791,  with  an  eager  and  officious  enthufiafm,  which  has^  perhaps 
defeated  its  ow«  purpofe. 

He  left  behind  him  the  tragedy  of  Cor'wlanus,  which  was  brought  upon  the  flage  at  Covent  Gar- 
den in  1749,  by  his  executors,  Sir  George  Lyttleton  and  Mr.  (afterwards  Sir  Andrew)  Mitchell, 
for  the  benefit  of  his  family.  Sir  George  Lyttleton  wrote  the  prologue,  which  Quin,  who  had 
long  lived  with  Thomfon  in  fond  intimacy,  fpoke  in  fuch  a  manner  as  ffiewed  him  "  to  be,"  on  that 
occafion, "  no  adlor." 

The  commencement  of  this  intimacy  is  highly  honourable  to  Quin,  who  is  reported  to  have  de- 
livered Thomfon,  then  known  to  him  only  for  his  genius,  from  an  arrefl,  by  a  prefent  of  a  hundred 
pounds ;  and  its  continuance  is  honourable  to  both  ;  for  friendihip  is  not  always  the  fequel  of  ob- 
ligation. 

By  this  tragedy,  which  Is  far  from  being  the  beft  of  his  dramatic  pieces,  a  confiderable  fum  was 
raifed ;  of  wliich  part  difcharged  his  debts,  and  the  refb  was  remitted  to  his  tv/o  furviving  fiflers, 
Mrs.  Jean  Thomfon  and  Mrs.  Mary  Craig. 

He  had  a  brother  who  followed  him  into  England,  and  lived  with  him  for  fome  time  as  his  ama- 
nuenfis ;  but  being  feized  with  a  confumption,  he  returned  to  Scotland,  to  try  the  benefit  of  his  na- 
tive air,  and  foon  after  died. 

His  fifler  Elizabeth,  married  to  Mr.  Bell  minifler  of  Strathaven,  in  Lanarkfhire,  died  before  1747, 
leaving  a  fon,  the  prefent  Dr.  James  Bell,  minifler  of  Coldflream  in  Berwickfhire,  and  a  daughter, 
Beatrix,  married  to  Mr.  Thomas  Prentice  of  Jervifwood,  near  Lanark.  Dr.  Bell  poffefTes  a  large 
portion  of  the  worth  and  genius  of  his  uncle.  He  published  a  volume  of  fermons  in  8vo,  1790,  and 
is  preparing  a  collated  edition  of  his  uncle's  works,  from  the  edition  1 730,  the  additions  and  altera- 
tions to  be  printed  in  Italics,  with  a  corre(ft  account  of  his  life.  Mrs.  Thomfon  died  in  1782,  leaving 
no  ifTue.  Mrs.  Craig  died  m  179a,  leaving  a  fon,  Mr.  James  Craig,  the  ingenious  archited  who  drew 
the  plan  of  the  New  Town  of  Edinburgh. 

Hh  poems  znd  flays  were  colledted  and  publiffied  by  Mr.  Millar  the  bookfeller,  in  two  volumes  4to, 
J 762,  to  which  was  prefixed  an  account  of  his  life  by  Dr.  Murdoch.  The  fubfequent  editions,  par- 
ticularly of  the  Sea/oru,  are  too  nunierou*  to  be  fp ecified.     Tlis  edition  in  8vo,  1,768,  is  illuftrated 
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fey  an  eflay  on  the  Se^fons  by  Dr.  Aikin;  that  in  4to,  Perth  1793,  by  a  critical  effay  en  the  poem 
by  Mr.  Heron;  and  that  in  8vo,  1794,  with  notes  by  Mr.  Stockdale.  The  two  laft  editions  are 
cmbelliflied  with  beautiful  engravings. 

Thomfon  was  of  ftature  above  the  middle  fize,  and  "  more  fat,"  fays  Armflrong,  "  than  bard  be- 
fcems,"  of  a  dull  countenance,  and  a  grofs,  unanimated,  uninviting  appearance;  filent  in  mingled  com- 
pany, but  cheerful  among  feled:  friends,  and  by  his  friends  very  tenderly  and  warmly  beloved.  His  be- 
nevolence was  fervent,  but  not  adlive  :  he  would  give,  on  all  occafions,  what  his  purfe  could  fuppiy ; 
but  offices  of  intervention  and  folicitation,  he  could  not  conquer  his  natural  fluggiihnefs  fufSciently 
to  perform.  The  affairs  of  others,  however,  were  not  more  neglefted  than  his  own.  He  had  often 
felt  the  inconveniences  of  idlenefs ;  but  he  never  cured  it ;  and  was  fo  confcious  of  his  own  charadler, 
that  he  talked  of  writing  an  eaftern  tale,  0/  the  man  ivho  loved  to  be  in  dijlrefs. 

Dr.  Johnfon  has  related,  on  the  authority  of  Savage,  that  Thomfon  difcovered,  in  his  habits  of 
life,  little  of  that  delicacy'  of  fentiment  which  breathes  through  his  writings.  Savage's  veracity  was 
not  in  high  repute  among  his  acquaintance ;  he  might  therefore  have  mifreprefented  Thomfon's  ha- 
bits, and  aggravated  the  groffnefs  of  his  manners.  That  in  love  he  was  fufceptible  of  fomething 
more  refined  than  the  mere  paffion  for  the  fex,  is  evident  from  his  tender  attachment  to  Mils 
Young.  Other  proofs  appear  of  the  purity  and  delicacy  of  his  fentiments,  in  his  fongs  and  fmaller 
pieces  of  poetry,  in  the  defcription  of  the  effecSts  of  the  tender  paflion  in  his  Springs  and  in  the  fond 
impaffioned  commemoration  of  Mifs  Stanley,  in  his  Summer.  Even  Savage,  according  to  Dr.  Johnfon, 
always  fpoke  with  the  moft  eager  praife  of  his  fecial  qualities,  his  warmth  and  conftancy  of  friendftiipj 
and  his  adherence  to  his  firft  acquaintance,  when  the  advancement  of  his  reputation  had  left  them 
behind  hiiri. 

Among  his  peculiarities,  was  a  very  unlkilful  and  inarticulate  manner  of  pronouncing  any 
lofty  or  folemn  compofition.  He  was  once  reading  to  Dodington,  who,  being  himfclf  a  reader 
eminently  elegant,  was  fo  much  provoked  by  his  odd  utterance,  that  he  fnatched  the  paper  from 
his  hand,  and  told  him  that  he  did  not  un4erftand  his  own  verfes. 

"  By  what  I  have  learned,"  fays  Mr.  Heron,  whofe  ingenuity  and  kindnefs  m  ke  it  a  pleafure  tp 
the  compiler  of  this  CQlledlipn  to  refledl  upon  his  friendlliip,  "  of  the  circumftances  of  Thomfon's  life, 
and  by  the  complexion  of  his  writings,  I  fliould  fuppofe  him  tp  have  been  a  man  of  mild  virtue,  and  of 
gentle,  carelefs  manners,  with  a  found  judgment,  an  exterifive  imagination,  and  a  feeling  heart ;  lefs 
acute  in  his  obfervation  of  human  life,  than  of  external  nature  ;  extenfively  informed  in  all  the  more 
popular  parts  of  knowledge,  and  well  acquainted  with  the  general  principles  of  the  fine  arts." 

As  a  dramatift,  the  compofitions  of  Thomfon  have  been  judged  by  the  critics  to  be  elaborate,  decla- 
Ujatory,  and  iminterefting  ;   and  that  judgment  muff  be  generally  aflowed. 

Confidered  in  his  principal  charadler  of  a  defcriptiye  poet,  he  is  well  entitled  to  the  exclufive 
denomination  of  the  "  Poet  of  Nature."  The  pictures  of  other  poets,  comparatively  with  hisj 
often  want  precifioh,  colour,  and  expreflion,  becaufe  they  ^re  rather  fecondary  defcriptions,  than 
tranfcripts  made  immediately  ffom  the  living  volume  of  natur^.  In  hi§  Autumn,  he  has  defcribcd, 
with  th?  ftrideft  truth,  the  tenor  and  habit  of  his  poetical  life. 
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Th'  infpiring  breeze,  and  meditate  the  book 
Of  Nature,  ever  open  ;  aiming  thence 
Warm  from  the  heart  to  pour  the  moral  fong. 

As  the  "  Poet  of  Liberty,"  his  merits  have  not  been  fo  fairly  eftimatcd,  or  generally  allowed.  "  I 
•ever  faw,"  fays  Hill,  in  a  letter' to  Thomfon,  "  more  energy  in  poetry,  never  imagery  more  glowing, 
jiever  fentiments  more  elevated.  It  is  all  over  foul :  it  irifpires,  and  mull  therefore  have  been  infpir* 
ed.  The  images  live  in  it,  (as  you  fay  fculpture  does  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Rome).  They  fland 
out  and  prefent  themfelves  to  the  touch,  as  if  not  defcribed  but  embodied.  Yet  one  is  led  by  the 
^urn  of  your  fentiments  to  fufpedl  you  of  robbery,  as  if  you  had  ftolen  from  unhappy  Italy,  what,  in 
the  poverty  of  her  prefent  condition,  flie  can,  of  all  things,  leaft  fpare  ;  for  while  you  are  writing  pf 
Qld  Rome's  liberty,  you  fecm  to  have  fucked  in  with  the  Roman  air  the  foul  ef  an  old  Soman." 
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The  plan  of  Liberty,  which  unfortunately  is  minutely  and  circumftantially  hiftorical,  fpreads  a 
damp  and  langour  through  fcveral  parts  of  the  poem.  Its  beauties,  however,  are  numerous.  The 
defcription  of  the  fcenery  of  Switzerland,  in  particular,  is  a  piece  of  powerful  and  exquifite  painting. 
The  Genius  of  the  deep  is  perhaps  one  of  the  nioft  awful  beings  ever  yet  imagined  by  poetic  fancy,  and 
ftrongly  reminds  us  of  the  "  fpirit  of  the  Cape"  in  the  "  l^ufiad." 

The  fubjcdl  of  the  poem  is  noble,  and  dear  to  Britons  ;  yet  it  has  been  treated  by  Dr.  Johnfon 
with  a  faftidioufnefs  unworthy  of  a  liberal  mind.  "  I'he  poem  of  Liberty"  fays  he,  "  when  it  firfb 
jippearcd,  I  tried  to  read,  and  foon  defilled.  I  have  never  tried  again,  and  therefore  will  not 
hazard  either  praife  or  cenfure." 

The  opinion  of  Mr.  Heron  is  more  favourable.  "  This  poem  is  written  in  a  more  corre<9;  ftyle 
than  perhaps  any  of  his  larger  works ;  it  abounds  with  fublime  genuine  imagery,  and  has  many  exs» 
quifitc  particular  images  fcattered  through  it.  It  contains  much  animated  eloquence,  which  may 
ferve  as  a  model  to  the  orator.  It  prefents  a  pleafing  view  of  the  progrefs  of  civilization  and  rcr 
finem.exit,  and  offers  many  exhortations  to  virtuous  exertions,  which  appear  to  have  been  poured 
warm  from  the  heart.  Its  difadvantages  feem  to  be,  that  the  bufinefs  of  the  poem  is  afiigned  to  an 
embodied  abftracS  idea,  a  metaphyfical  perfonage  ;  that  fo  much  of  it  is  employed  in  relating  gene- 
rally known  fadls,  in  the  Grecian,  the  Roman,  and  the  Englifb  hillory  ;  and  that  it  is  diverfified  :by 
no  little  epifodes,  which  might  relieve  the  tcdioufnefs  of  unintcrcftiug  hifioric  narrative  pi+d  politi- 
cal declamation." 

His  Cajlle  of  Indolence,  is  embellifhed  with  5II  the  decorations  which  poetical  ima'^-ination  could  con- 
fer. The  plan  is  artfully  laid,  and  naturally  conducfhed,  and  the  defcriptions  rife  in  a  beautiful  fucceflipn. 
The  charms  of  indolence,  while  it  only  moderates  and  gives  a  particular  direction  to  our  adivity, 
■without  unfitting  us  entirely  for  fecial  converfe  and  enjoyment,  are,  in  the  firll  part  of  the  poem, 
moft  exquifitely  painted ;  and  its  loathfome  fqualid  mifery,  when  it  declines  into  the  languid  help- 
lefsnefs  of  grofs  floth,  is  afterwards  moft  fkilfully  defcribed.  The  flyle  and  ftanza  of  Spenfer,  ap- 
propriated by  cuftom  to  all  allegorical  poems  in  our  languaj>e,  have  been  adopted  with  the  happiell 
ihill.  In  the  Caflle  of  Indolence,  he  has  chara&erifed  Dr.  Murdoch,  "  the  qily  man  of  God,"  Mr.  Quin, 
and  other  intimate  friends.  The  charadter  of  himfelf,  in  ftanza  LXVIII,  was  written  by  Arm- 
ftrong.  The  Englilh  language  poffeffes  nothing  more  exquifitely  delicate  than  his  fongs  unA  odes  ; 
and  his  elegies,  and  fmaller  pieces  have  no  inconfiderable  (hare  of  merit. 

The  Seafons,  his  greateft  work,  have  been  fo  often  the  fufejedt  of  critical  examination,  that  general 
criticifm  can  fay  little  of  them  that  has  not  been  faid  already.  Scott,  Dr.  Aikin,  Mr.  Hercn,  and 
Mr.  Stockdale,  have  explained  their  plan  and  charadter,  and  pointed  out  their  beauties  and  defeds  with 
the  minutenefs  and  regularity  of  particular  criticifm.  As  there  is  no  ,rcat  reafon  to  objeft  to  Dr.  John- 
fon's  opinion  of  them,  it  would  be  prcfuinptuous  to  try  the  fame  tallr,  which  has  already  exercifed 
his  powers,  in  hopes  of  doing  more  than  he  has  done. 

"  As  a  writer,  Thomfon  is  entitled  to  one  praife  of  the  higheft  kind, — his  mode  of  thinking,  and  of 
exprefling  his  thoughts,  is  original.  His  blank  verfe  is  no  more  the  blank  verfe  of  Milton,  or  of  a.iy 
ether  poet,  than  the  rhymes  of  Prior  are  the  rhymes  of  Cowley.  His  numbers,  his  paufes,  his  dic- 
Ition,  are  of  his  own  growth,  without  tranfcription,  without  imitation.  He  thinks  in  a  peculiar 
train,  and  he  thinks  always  as  a  man  of  genius :  he  looks  round  on  nature,  and  on  life,  with  the  eye 
•which  nature  only  beftows  on  a  poet,  the  eye  that  diflinguifhes  in  every  thing  prefented  to  its  view, 
■whatever  there  is  on  which  imagination  can  delight  to  be  detained,  and  with  a  mind  that  at  once 
comprehends  the  vaft,  and  attends  to  the  minute.  The  reader  of  the  Seafons  wonders  that  he  never 
few  before  what  Thomfon  Ihows  him,  and  that  he  never  yet  felt  what  Thomfon  impreffes. 

'*  His  is  one  of  the  works  in  which  blank  verfe  feems  properly  ufed.  Thomfcn's  wide  expanfion  of 
general  views,  and  his  enumeration  of  circumftantial  varieties,  would  have  been  obftrucfted  and  em- 
■barraffed  by  the  frequent  interfedlion  of  the  fenfe,  which  are  the  neceffary  effedls  of  rhyme. 

"  His  defcription  of  extended  fcenes,  and  general  effetfts,  bring  before  us  the  whole  magnificence 
©f  nature,  whether  pleafing  or  dreadful.  The  .■^aiety  of  Spring,  the  fplerdpr  oi Summer,  the  tranquil- 
lity of  Autumn,  and  the  horrors  of  Winter,  take  in  their  turns  poffrtTion  of  the  mind.  The^oet  leads 
us  through  the  appearances  of  things  as  they  are  fucceffively  varied  by  the  viciflitudes  of  the  year, 
jind  imparts  to  us  fo  much  of  Iiis  own  cnthufiafm,  that  our  thoughts  expand  with  his  imagery,  ancl 
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by  an  cffay  on  the  Sejfons  by  Dr.  Aikin ;  that  in  410,  Perth  1793,  by  a  critical  effay  on  the  pocin 
by  Mr.  Heron;  and  that  in  8vo,  1794,  with  notes  by  Mr.  Stockdale.  The  two  laft  editions  are 
embellifhed  with  beautiful  engravings. 

Thomfon  was  of  ftature  above  the  middle  fize,  and  "  more  fat,"  fays  Armflrong,  "  than  bard  be- 
fcems,"  of  a  dull  countenance,  and  a  grofs,  unanimated,  uninviting  appearance;  filent  in  mingled  com- 
pany, but  cheerful  among  feled  friends,  and  by  his  friends  very  tenderly  and  warmly  beloved.  His  be- 
nevolence was  fervent,  but  not  adive  :  he  would  give,  on  all  occafions,  what  bis  purfe  could  fuppiy; 
but  offices  of  intervention  and  folicitation,  he  could  not  conquer  his  natural  fluggiilinefs  fufSciently 
to  perform.  The  affairs  of  others,  however,  were  not  more  negletfted  than  his  own.  He  had  often 
felt  the  inconveniences  of  idlenefs ;  but  he  never  cured  it ;  and  was  fo  confcious  of  his  own  charadler, 
that  he  talked  of  writing  an  eaflern  tale.  Of  the  man  ivho  lon/ed  to  be  in  dijirefs. 

Dr.  Johnfon  has  related,  on  the  authority  of  Savage,  that  Thomfon  difcovered,  in  his  habits  of 
life,  httle  of  that  delicacy  of  fentiment  which  breathes  through  his  writings.  Savage's  veracity  was 
not  in  high  repute  among  his  acquaintance  ;  he  might  therefore  have  mifreprefentcd  Thcmfon's  ha- 
bits, and  aggravated  the  groflnefs  of  his  manners.  That  in  love  he  was  fufceptible  of  fomething 
more  refined  than  the  mere  paffion  for  the  fex,  is  evident  from  his  tender  attachment  to  Mifs 
Young.  Other  proofs  appear  of  the  purity  and  delicacy  of  his  fentiments,  in  his  fongs  and  fmaller 
pieces  of  poetry,  in  the  defcription  of  the  efiFeds  of  the  tender  paflion  in  his  Spring,  and  in  the  fond 
impaffioned  commemoration  of  Mifs  Stanley,  in  his  Summer.  Even  Savage,  according  to  Dr.  Johnfon, 
always  fpoke  with  the  moft  eager  praife  of  his  focial  qualities,  his  warmth  and  conftancy  of  friendfhipj 
and  his  adherence  to  his  firft  acquaintance,  when  the  advancement  of  his  reput;;ticn  had  left  them 
behind  hini. 

Among  his  peculiarities,  was  a  very  unflcilful  and  inarticulate  manner  of  pronouncing  any 
Jofty  or  folemn  compofition.  He  was  once  reading  to  Dodington,  who,  being  himfclf  a  reader 
eminently  elegant,  was  fo  much  provoked  by  his  odd  utterance,  that  he  fnatched  the  paper  from 
his  hand,  and  told  him  that  he  did  not  underftand  his  ovra  verfes. 

"  By  what  I  have  learned,"  fays  Mr.  Heron,  whofe  ingenuity  and  kindnefs  m  ke  it  a  pleafure  tp 
the  compiler  of  this  coUecSlion  to  refledl  upon  his  friendfliip,  "  of  the  circumftanccs  of  Thomfon's  life, 
and  by  the  complexion  of  liis  writings,  I  fhould  fuppofe  him  to  have  been  a  man  of  mild  virtue,  and  of 
gentle,  carelefs  manners,  with  a  found  judgment,  an  extenfive  imagination,  and  a  feeling  heart ;  lefs 
acute  in  his  obfervation  of  human  life,  than  of  external  nature  ;  extenfively  informed  in  all  the  more 
popular  parts  of  knowledge,  and  well  acquainted  with  the  general  principles  of  the  fine  arts." 

As  a  dramatili,  the  compoCtions  of  Thomfon  have  been  judged  by  the  critics  to  be  elaborate,  decla- 
matory, and  uninterefting ;   and  that  judgment  muff  be  generally  allowed. 

Confidered  in  his  principal  ch^radler  of  a  defcriptiye  poet,  he  is  well  entitled  to  the  excluflvc 
denomination  of  the  "  Poet  of  Nature."  The  picftures  of  other  poets,  comparatively  with  his, 
often  want  precifioh,  colour,  and  expreflion,  becaufe  they  ^re  rather  fecondary  defcriptions,  than 
tranfcripts  made  immediately  from  the  living  volume  of  natur^.  In  hi?  Autumn,  he  has  defcribed, 
with  the  flridefl  truth,  the  tenor  and  habit  of  his  poetical  life. 


— — — ^ I  folitary  court 

Th'  infpiring  breeze,  and  meditate  the  book 
Of  Nature,  ever  open  ;  aiming  thence 
Warm  from  the  heart  to  pour  the  moral  fong. 

As  the  "  Poet  of  Liberty,"  his  merits  have  not  been  fo  fairly  eftimated,  or  generally  allowed.  "  I 
■ever  faw,"  fays  Hill,  in  a  letter  to  Thomfon,  "  more  energy  in  poetry,  never  imagery  more  glowing, 
never  fentiments  more  elevated.  It  is  all  over  foul :  it  irifpires,  and  mull  therefore  have  been  inrpir- 
ed.  The  images  live  in  it,  (as  you  fay  fculpture  does  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Rome).  They  ftand 
out  and  prefent  themfelves  to  the  touch,  as  if  not  defcribed  but  embodied.  Yet  one  is  led  by  the 
^um  of  your  fentiments  to  fufpe(9:  you  of  robbery,  as  if  you  had  ftolen  from  unhappy  Italy,  what,  in 
the  poverty  of  her  prefent  condition,  flie  can,  of  all  things,  leaft  fpare  ;  for  while  you  are  writing  of 
Qld  Rimes  lib9rty,  you  fecm  to  have  fupked  in  with  the  Ronjan  air  ihc/oul  ef  an  old  Jiot^an." 
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The  plan  of  Liberty,  which  unfortunately  is  minutely  and  cii-cumftantially  hiftorical,  fpreads  a 
damp  and  langour  through  feveral  parts  of  the  poem.  Its  beauties,  however,  are  numerous.  The 
defcription  of  the  fcenery  of  Switzerland,  in  particular,  is  a  piece  of  powerful  and  exquifite  painting. 
The  Genius  of  the  deep  is  perhaps  one  of  the  mofl  awful  beings  ever  yet  imagined  by  poetic  fancy,  and 
ftrongly  reminds  us  of  the  "  fpirit  of  the  Cape"  in  the  "  I.ufiad." 

The  fubjecSl  of  the  poem  is  noble,  and  dear  to  Britons ;  yet  it  has  been  treated  by  Dr.  Johnfon 
with  a  faftidioufnefs  unworthy  of  a  liberal  mind.  "  The  poem  of  Liberty"  fays  he,  "  when  it  firft 
appeared,  I  tried  to  read,  and  foon  defiiled.  I  have  never  tried  again,  and  therefore  will  not 
hazard  either  praife  or  cenfure." 

The  opinion  of  Mr.  Heron  is  more  favourable.  "  Thb  poem  is  written  in  a  more  corredl  flylc 
than  perhaps  any  of  his  larger  works;  it  abounds  with  fublime  genuine  imagery,  and  has  many  ex> 
quifitc  particular  images  fcattered  through  it.  It  contains  much  animated  eloquence,  which  may 
ferve  as  a  model  to  the  orator.  It  prefents  a  pleafing  view  of  the  progrefs  of  civilization  and  re- 
finemept,  and  offers  many  exhortations  to  virtuons  exertions,  which  appear  to  have  been  poured 
warm  from  the  heart.  Its  difadvantages  feem  to  be,  that  the  bufmefs  of  the  poem  is  affigned  to  an 
embodied  abftracfi  idea,  a  metaphyfical  perfonage  ;  that  fo  much  of  it  is  employed  in  relating  gene- 
rally known  fadis,  in  the  Grecian,  the  Roman,  and  the  Englifli  hiftoiy  ;  and  that  it  is  diverfified  by 
no  little  epifodes,  which  might  relieve  the  tcdiouliiefs  of  uninterciling  hifloric  narrative  ai^d  politi- 
cal declamation." 

His  Cajlle  of  Indolence,  is  embellifhed  with  3U  the  decorations  which  poetical  imagination  could  con-  , 
fer.  The  plan  is  artfully  laid,  and  naturally  conduiSied,  and  the  defcriptions  rife  in  a  beautiful  fucceffipn. 
The  charms  of  indolence,  while  it  only  moderates  and  gives  a  particular  direction  to  our  adlivity^ 
•without  unfitting  us  entirely  for  focial  converfe  and  enjoyment,  are,  in  the  firfl  part  of  the  poem, 
moft  exquifitely  painted  ;  and  its  loathfome  fqualid  mifery,  when  it  declines  into  the  languid  help- 
lefsnefs  of  grofs  floth,  is  afterwards  moft  flcilfully  defcribed.  The  ftyle  and  ftanza  of  Spenfer,  ap- 
propriated by  cuflom  to  all  allegorical  poems  in  our  langua^-e,  have  been  adopted  with  the  happied 
11:111.  In  the  Cajlle  of  Indolence,  he  has  charaiSerifed  Dr.  Aluidoch,  "  the  qily  man  of  God,"  Mr.  Quin, 
and  other  intimate  friends.  The  charadler  of  himfelf,  in  ftanza  LXVIII,  was  written  by  Arm- 
ftronj.  The  Englifh  language  poflelTes  nothing  more  exquifitely  deiiCjite  than  hxh  fongs  \ix\di  odes  ; 
and  his  elegies,  and  frnaller  pieces  have  no  ir.confiderable  fhare  of  merit. 

The  Senfons,  his  greateft  work,  have  been  fo  often  the  fubje<ft  of  critical  examination,  that  general 
criticifm  can  fay  little  cf  them  that  has  not  been  faid  already.  Scott,  Dr.  Aikin,  Mr.  Heron,  and 
Mr.  Stockdale,  have  explained  their  plan  and  chara<3:er,  a.nd  poiijted  out  their  beauties  and  defecSs  with 
the  minutenefs  and  regularity  of  particular  criticifm.  As  there  is  no  ,:reat  reafon  to  objedl  to  Dr.  John- 
fcn's  opinion  of  them,  it  would  be  prcfuinptuous  to  try  the  fame  taik,  which  has  already  exercifed 
his  powers,  in  hopes  of  doing  more  than  he  has  done. 

"  As  a  writer,  Tliomfon  is  entitled  to  one  praife  of  the  higheft  kind, — hismode  of  thinkinj;;,  and  of 
expreflinp;  his  thoughts,  is  oripinal.  His  blank  verfc  is  no  more  the  blank  verfe  of  Milton,  or  of  any 
other  poet,  than  the  rhymes  of  Prior  are  the  rhymes  of  Cowley.  His  numbers,  his  paufes,  his  dic- 
pon,  are  of  his  own  growth,  without  tranfcription,  without  imitation.  He  thinks  in  a  peculiar 
train,  and  he  thinks  always  as  a  msn  of  genius :  he  looks  round  on  nature,  and  on  life,  with  the  eye 
ivhich  nature  only  beftows  on  a  poet,  the  eye  that  diftinguifhes  in  every  thing  prefented  to  its  view, 
whatever  there  is  on  which  imagination  can  delight  to  be  detained,  and  with  a  mind  that  at  once 
comprehends  the  vaft,  and  attends  to  the  minute.  The  reader  of  the  Seafons  wonders  that  he  never 
few  before  wfiat  Thomfon  fhows  him,  and  that  he  never  yet  felt  what  Thomfon  imprelTes. 

"  His  is  one  of  the  w'orks  in  which  b^ank  verfe  feems  properly  ufed.  Thomfon's  wide  expanfion  of 
general  views,  and  his  enumeration  of  circumftantial  varieties,  would  have  been  obftru<fted  and  em- 
•barraffed  by  the  frequent  interfedlion  of  the  fenfe,  which  are  the  neceflary  efiecSls  of  rhyme. 

*'  His  defcription  of  extended  fcenes,  and  genera!  effedls,  bring  before  us  the  whole  macnificence 
©f  natuie,  whether  pleafing  or  dreadful.  The  ,aicty  of  Spri.-jg,  the  fplendpr  oi  Summer,  the  tranquil- 
lity of  Autumn,  and  the  horrors  of  IVinter,  take  in  their  turns  poffrtTion  of  the  mind.  The^oet  leads 
xis  through  the  appearances  of  things  as  they  are  fucceffively  varied  by  the  viciffitudes  of  the  year, 
and  imparts  to  us  fo  much  of  Iiis  own  cnthufiafm,  that  our  thoughts  expand  with  his  imagery,  and 
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kiadle  with  his  fentiments.  Nor  is  the  naturalift  without  his  fliare  iji  the  entertainment ;  for  he  19 
affifted  to  recolledb  and  to  combine,  to  arrange  his  difcoveries,  and  to  amplify  the  fphere  of  his  con- 
tempiation. 

"  The  great  defecfl  of  the  Seafons  is  want  of  method  ;  but  for  this  1  know  not  that  there  was  any 
remedy.  Of  many  appearances  fubfifling  all  at  once,  no  rule  can  be  given  why  one  fhould  he  men- 
tioned before  another  ;  yet  the  memory  wants  the  help  of  ofder,  and  the  curiofity  is  not  exerted  by 
fufpenfe  or  expeftation. 

"  His  didlion  is  in  the  higheft  degree  fluid  and  luxuriant;  fuch  as  may  be  faid  to  be  to  his  images 
and  thoughts,  *  both  their  luftre  and  their  fhade  ;'  fuch  as  invell  them  with  fplendor  through 
which  perhaps  they  are  not  always  eafily  difcerned.  It  is  too  exuberant,  and  fometimes  may  be 
charged  with  filling  the  ear  more  than  the  mind. 

"  Thefe  poems,  with  which  I  was  acquainted  on  their  firft  appearance,  I  have  fince  found  altered 
and  enlarged  by  fubfequent  revifals,  as  the  author  fuppofed  his  judgment  to  grow  more  exact,  and 
as  books  or  converfation  extended  his  knowledge  and  opened  his  profpefts.  They  are,  I  think,'  im- 
proved in  general ;  yet  I  know  not  whether  they  have  not  loft  part  of  what  Temple  calls  their 
"  race,"  a  word  which,  when  applied  to  wine,  in  its  primitive  fenfe,  means  the  flavour  of  the 
foil. 

"  The  highefl:  praife  which  he  has  received,  ought  not  to  be  fupprefled  ;  it  is  faid  by  Lord  Lyttle- 
ton,  in  the  prologue  to  his  pofthumous  play,  that  his  works  contained 
No  line  which  dying  he  could  wiih  to  blot." 

This  aceoupt  of  the  "  Poet  of  the  Seafons"  cannot  conclude  more  properly  than  with  the  follow- 
ing "  Addrefs  to  the  Shade  of  Thomfon,"  written  by  Mr.  Burns,  whofe  poems  in  the  Scottifli  dialeii 
•are  well  known  among  his  countrymen,  and  univerfally  admired. 

While  virgin  Spring,  by  Eden's  flood, 

Unfolds  her  tender  mantle  green; 
Or  pranks  the  fod  in  frolic  mood. 

Or  tunes  Eolian  ftrains  between  : 

While  Summer,  with  a  matron  grace, 

Retreats  to  Dryburgh's  cooling  fhade ; 
Yet,  oft  delighted,  flops  to  trace 

The  progrefs  of  the  fpiky  blade  : 

While  Autumn,  benefactor  kind, 

By  Tweed  eredls  her  aged  head  ; 
And  fees,  with  felf-approving  mind. 

Each  creature  on  her  bounty  fed  ; 

While  maniac  Winter  rages  o'er 

The  hills  where  claflic  Yarrow  flows, 
Roufing  the  turbid  torrent's  roar, 

Or  fweeping  wild  a  wafte  of  fnows : 

So. long,  fweet  poet  of  the  year, 

Shall  bloom  that  wreath  thou  well  haft  wou, 

While  Scotia,  with  exulting  tear,     ' 
Proclaims  that  Thomson  was  her  fori. 
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"  Et  nunc  omnis,  ager  nunc  omnis  parturit  arbos, 
"  Nunc  frondent  fylvs,  nunc  formofiflimus  annus." 

ViRG 


*^e  Argument. 

The  fubjeft  propofed.  Infcribed  to  the  Coiintefs  of  Hertford.  The  feafon  is  defcribed  as  it  afFc(Sl» 
the  various  parts  of  Nature,  afcending  from  the  lower  to  the  higher  ;  with  digrcflions  arifing  from 
the  fubjedl.  Its  influence  on  inanimate  matter,  on  vegetables,  on  brute  animals,  and,  laft,  on 
man  ;  concluding  with  a  difluafive  from  the  wild  and  irregular  paflion  of  love,  oppofed  to  that  of 
a  pure  and  happy  kind. 


Come,  gentle  Spring,  ethereal  niildnefs,  come, 
And  from  the  bofom  of  yon  dropping  cloud, 
While  mufic  wakes  around,  veil'd  in  a  fliower 
Of  fhadowing  rofcs,  on  our  plains  defcend. 

O  Hertford,  fitted  or  to  fliine  in  courts 
With  unafFefted  grace,  or  walk  the  plain 
With  innocence  and  meditation  join'd 
in  foft  affemblage,  liflcn  to  my  fong. 
Which  thy  own  feafon  paints  ;  when  nature  all 
Is  blooming  and  benevolent,  like  thee. 

And  fee  where  furly  Winter  pafies  off. 
Far  to  the  north,  and  calls  his  ruffian  blafls : 
Hisblafls  obey,  and  quit  the  howling  hill, 
The  fhatter'd  foreft,  and  the  ravag'd  vale  ; 
While  fofter  gales  fuccei  d,  at  whofe  kind  touch, 
Diffolving  fnows  in  livid  torrents  loft. 
The  mountains  lift  their  green  heads  to  the  fky. 

As  yet  the  trembling  year  is  unconfirm'd. 
And  Winter  oft  at  eve  refnmes  the  breeze. 
Chills  the  pale  morn,  and  bids  his  driving  fleets 
Deform  the  day  delightlefs :  fo  that  fcarce 
The  bittern  knows  his  time,  vAx\\  bill  ingulpht 
To  fhake  the  founding  marfh  ;  or  from  the  fhore 
The  plovers  when  to  fcatter  o'er  the  heath. 
And  fing  their  wild  notes  to  the  liftening  wafl:e. 

At  laS  from  Aries  rolls  the  bounteous  fun, 
And  the  bright  bull  receives  him.     Then  no  more 
Th'  expanfive  atmofphere  is  cramm'd  with  cold  ; 
But,  full  of  life  and  vivifying  foul,  [thin, 

JLifts  the  light  clouds  fublime,  and  fpreads  them 
Fleecy  and  white,  o'er  all-furrounding  heaven. 

Forth  fly  the  tepid  airs  ;  and  unconfin'd, 
Unbinding  earth,  the  moving  foftnefs  ftrays. 
Joyous,  th'  impatient  hulbandman  perceives 


Relenting  nature,  and  his  lufliy  fteers         [plough, 
Drives  from  their  ftalls,  to  where  the   weli-us'd 
Lies  in  the  furrow,  loofen'd  from  the  frofl. 
There,  unrefufing,  to  the  harnefs'd  yoke 
They  lend  their  fhoulder,  and  begin  their  toil, 
Cheer'd  by  the  fimple  fong  and  foaring  lark. 
Meanwhile,  incumbent  o'er  the  fliining  fhare 
The  mafter  leans,  removes  the  obflrudting  clay. 
Winds  the  whole  Avork,andfidelong  lays  the  ghbe. 

White  through  the  neighbouring  field  the  fowef 
flalks, 
With  meafur'd  fl:ep,  and  liberal  throws  the  grain 
Into  the  faithful  bofom  of  the  ground  : 
The  harrow  follows  harfh,  and  fliuts  the  fcene. 
Be  gracious.  Heaven !  for  now  laborious  man 
Has  done  his  part.     Ye  follering  breezes,  blow ! 
Ye  foftening  dews  ye  tender  fhowers,  defcend  1 
And  temper  all,  thou  world-reviving  fun. 
Into  the  perfedl  year !  Nor  ye  who  live 
In  luxury  and  eafe,  in  pomp  and  pride, 
Think  thefe  lofl  themes  unworthy  of  your  ear  ; 
Such  themes  as  thefe  the  rural  Maro  fung 
To  wide  imperial  Rome,  in  the  full  height  ; 
Of  elegance  and  tafle,  by  Greece  refin'd. 
In  ancient  times,  the  facred  plough  employ'd 
The  kings,  and  awful  fathers  of  mankind  : 
And  fome,  with  whom  compar'd  your  infc(£t-trib  s 
Are  but  the  beings  of  a  fummer's  day. 
Have  held  the  fcale  of  empire,  rul'd  the  ftorm 
Of  mighty  war,  then,  with  unwearied  hand, 
Difdaining  little  delicacies,  feiz'd 
The  plough,  and  greatly  independent  liv'd. 

Ye  generous  Britons,  venerate  the  plough  ; 
And  o'er  your  hills,  and  long  withdrawing  TaleSj 
Miij 
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And  yet  the  wholefomc  herb  negle(5ted  dies ; 
Though  with  the  pure  exhilarating  foul 
Of  nutriment  and  health,  and  vital  powers, 
Beyond  the  fearch  of  art,  'tis  copious  blefb. 
For,  with  hot  ravine  fir'd,  enfanguin'd  man 
Is  now  become  the  lion  of  the  plain, 
And  worfe.     The  wolf,  who  from  the  nightly  fold 
Fierce  drags  the  bleating  prey,  ne'er  drunk  her 

milk, 
Nor  wore  her  warming  fleece  :  nor  has  the  fleer, 
At  whofe  ftron»  cheft  the  deadly  tiger  hangs, 
E'er  plough'd  for  him.  They  too  are  temper'd  high, 
With  hunger  flung  and  v/ild  neceffity. 
Nor  lodges  pity  in  th  ir  Ihaggy  breaft. 
But  man,  whom  Kature  form'd  of  milder  clay, 
With  every  kind  em.otion  in  his  heart, 
And  taught  alone  to  weep  ;  while  from  her  lap 
She  pours  ten  thoufand  delicacies,  herbs, 
And  fruits,  as  numerous  as  the  drops  of  rain 
Or  beams  that  gave  them  birth:  fliall  he, fair  form  ! 
"Who  wears  fweet  fmiies,  and  looks  ere<St  on  hea- 
lE'er  ftoop  to  mingle  with  the  prowling  herd,  [ven. 
And  dip  his  tongue  in  gore  ?  The  bcafl  of  prey, 
Blood-llain'd,  defervesto  bleed:  but  you,  ye  flocks, 
"What  have  ye  done  ;  ye  peaceful  people,  what. 
To  merit  death  ?  you,  who  have  given  us  milk 
Jn  lufcious  flreams,  and  lent  us  your  own  coat 
Againll  the  Winter's  cold  ?  And  the  plain  ox, 
That  harmlefs,  honefl,  guilelefs  animal. 
In  what  has  he  offended  ?  he,  whofe  toil, 
Patient  and  ever  ready,  clothes  the  land 
"With  all  the  pomp  of  harvefl :  Ihall  he  bleed, 
And  flruggling  groan  beneath  the  cruel  hands, 
Ev'n  of  the  clown  he  feeds  ?  and  that,  perhaps. 
To  fwell  the  riot  of  th'  autumnal  feall, 
"Won  by'iiis  labour  ?  Thus  the  feeling  heart 
"Would  tenderly  fuggeft :  but  'tis  enough, 
In  this  late  age,  adventurous  to  have  touch'd 
Light  on  the  numbers  of  the  Samian  fagc. 
High  Heaven  forbids  the  bold  prefumptuous  ftrain, 
W^hofe  wifefl  will  has  fix'd  us  in  a  Hate 
That  mufl  not  yet  to  pure  perfe6lion  rife. 

Now  when  the  firfl  foul  torrent  of  the  brooks, 
Swcll'd  with  the  vernal  rains,  is  ebb'd  away, 
And,  whitening,  down  their  niofTytindtur'dftream 
Defcends  the  billowy  foam  :  now  is  the  time, 
While  yet  the  dark  brown  water  aids  the  guile. 
To  tempt  the  trout.     The  well-diffembled  fly. 
The  rod  fine-tapering  with  elallic  fpring, 
Snatch'd  from^thc  hoary  lleed  the  floating  line. 
And  all  thy  flender  wat'ry  llores  prepare. 
But  let  not  on  thy  hook  the  tortur'd  worm, 
Convulfive,  twifc  in  agonizing  folds  ; 
Which,  by  rapacious  hunger  fwallow'd  deep 
Gives,  as  you  tear  it  from  the  bleeding  breaft 
Of  the  weak  helplefs  uncomplainint;  wretch, 
Harfh  pain,  and  horror  to  the  tender  hand. 
When  with  his  lively  ray  the  potent  fun 
Has  pierc'd  the  flreams,  and  rous'd  the  finny  race, 
T'nen  ilTuing  cheerful,  to  thy  fport  repair  ; 
Chief  fhould  the  weflern  breezes  curling  play. 
And  light  o'er  ether  bear  the  fliadowy  clouds. 
Higli  to  their  fount,  this  day,  amid  the  hills 
And  woodlands    warbling   round,    trace   up   the 

brooks ; 
The  next,  purfue  their  rocky-channcl'd  maze, 
Down  to  the  river,  in  whofe  ample  wave 
Their  little  Naiads  love  to  fport  at  large. 


Of   THOMSON. 

Jull  in  the  dubious  point,  where  with  thepacsl 

Is  mix'd  the  trembling  flream,  or  where  it  boiU 

Around  the  flone,  or  from  the  hoUow'd  bank 

Reverted  plays  in  undulating  flow. 

There  throw,  nice-judging,  the  delufive  fly  ; 

And  as  you  lead  it  round  in  artful  curve. 

With  eye  attentive  mark  the  fpringing  game. 

Strait  as  above  the  furface  of  the  flood 

They  wanton  rife,  or  urg'd  by  hunger  leap. 

Then  fix,  with  gentle  twitch,  the  barbed  hook : 

Some  lightly  tolling  to  the  grafly  bank, 

And  to  the  Ihelving  fliorc,  flow  dragging  fome. 

With  various  hand  proportion'd  to  their  force. 

If  yet  too  young,  and  eafily  deceiv'd, 

A  worthlefs  prey  fcarce  bends  your  pliant  rod. 

Him,  pitious  of  his  youth  and  the  fhort  fpace 

He  has  enjoy'd  the  vital  light  of  heaven. 

Soft  difengage,  and  back  into  the  ftream 

The  fpeckled  captive  throw.    But  fliould  you  lure 

From  his  dark  haunt,  beneath  the  tangled  roots 

Of  pendent  trees,  the  monarch  of  the  brook. 

Behoves  you  then  to  ply  your  fineft  art. 

Long  time  he,  following  cautious,  fcans  the  fly ; 

And  oft  attempts  to  feize  it,  but  as  oft 

The  dimpled  water  fpeaks  his  jealous  fear. 

At  laft,  while  haply  o'er  the  fliaded  fun 

Pafles  a  cloud,  he  defperate  takes  the  death. 

With  fullen  plunge.     At  once  he  darts  along, 

Deep-llruck,  and  runs  out  all  the  lengthen'd  line  ; 

Then  feeks  the  farthefl;  ooze,  the  fheltering  weed. 

The  cavern'd  bank,  liis  old  fecure  abode  ; 

And  flies  aloft,  and  flounces  round  the  pool. 

Indignant  of  the  guile.     With  yielding  hand. 

That  feels  him  Hill,  yet  to  his  furious  courfe. 

Gives  way,  you,  now  retiring,  following  now, 

Acrofs  the  ftream,  exhauft  his  idle  rage  : 

Till  floating  broad  upon  his  breathlefs  fide. 

And  to  his  fate  abandon'd,  to  the  fliore 

You  gaily  drag  your  unrcfifting  prize. 

Thus  pafs  the  temperate  hours :  but  when  the  fun 

Shakes  from  his  noon-day   throne  the  fcattering 

clouds, 
Ev'n  fhooting  liftlefs  langour  through  the  deeps  : 
Then  feek  the  bank  where  flowering  elders  crowd. 
Where  fcattcr'd  wild  tlie  lily  of  the  vale 
Its  bahny  eflence  breathes,  where  cowflips  hang 
The  dewy  head,  where  purple  violets  lurk. 
With  all  the  lowly  cliildren  of  tlie  fliade  ; 
Or  lie  reclin'd  beneath  yon  fpreading  afh, 
Hung  o'er  the  ftecp;  whence,  borne  on  liquid  wing 
The  founding  culver  fhoots  ;  or  where  the  hawk. 
High,  in  the  beetling  cliflf,  his  aery  builds. 
There  let  the  claflic  page  tliy  fancy  lead 
Through  rural  fcenes ;  fuch  as  the  Mantuan  fwaill 
Paints  in  the  matchlcfs  harmony  of  fong. 
Or  catch  thyfelf  the  landfkip,  gliding  fwift 
Athwart  imagination's  vivid  eye: 
Or  by  the  vocal  woods  and  waters  lull'd. 
And  loft  in  lonely  mufing,  in  the  dream, 
Confus'd,  of  carelefs  folitude,  where  mix 
Ten  thoufand  wandering  images  of  things, 
Soothe  every  guft  ofpaflion  into  peace; 
All  but  the  fwellings  of  the  foften'd  he.irt. 
That  waken,  not  difturb,  the  tranquil  mind. 

Behold  yon  breathing  profpccft  bids  the  Mufe 
Throw  all  her  beauty  forth.     But  who  can  paint 
Like  Nature  ?  Can  imagination  boaft. 
Amid  its  gay  creation,  hues  Jike  hers  I  .  • 
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Or  can  it  mix  them  with  that  matchlefs  fkill, 
And  lofe  them  in  each  other,  as  appears 
In  every  bud  that  blows  ?  If  fancy  then 
Unequal  fails  beneath  the  pleafing;  talk, 
Ah,  what  fhall  language  do  ?  ah,  where  find  words 
Ting'd  with  fo  many  colours ;  and  whofe  power, 
To  life  approaching,  may  perfume  my  lays 
With  that  fine  oil,  thofe  aromatic  gales 
That  inexhauftive  flow  continual  round  ? 

Yet,  though  fuccefslefs,  will  the  toil  delight. 
Come  then,  ye  virgins  and  ye  youths,  whofe  hearts 
Have  felt  the  raptures  of  refining  love  ; 
And  thou,  Amanda,  come,  pride  of  my  fong  ! 
Form'd  by  the  Graces,  lovelinefs  itfelf ! 
Come  with  thofe  downcafl  eyes,  fedate  and  fweet, 
Thofe  looks  demure,  that  deeply  pierce  the  foul, 
"Where,  with  the  light  of  thoughtful  reafon  mix'd, 
Shines  lively  fancy  and  the  feeling  heart : 
O  come !  and  while  the  rofy-footed  May 
Steals  blufliing  on,  together  let  us  tread 
The  morning  dev/s,  and  gather  in  their  prime 
Frefh-blooming  flowers,  to  grace  thy  braided  hair, 
And  thy  lov'd  bofom  that  improves  their  fweets. 

See  where  the  winding  vale  its  lavifh  flores, 
Irriguous,  fpreads.     See,  how  the  lily  drinks 
The  latent  rill,  fcarce  oozing  through  the  grafs. 
Of  growth  luxuriant ;  or  the  humid  bank, 
In  fair  profufion,  decks.     Long  let  us  walk. 
Where  the  breeze  blows  from  yon  extended  field 
Of  bloflbm'd  beans.     Arabia  cannot  boafl: 
A  fuller  gale  of  joy,  than,  liberal,  thence         [foul. 
Breathes  through  the  fenfe,  and  takes  the  ravifh'd 
Nor  is  the  mead  unworthy  of  thy  foot. 
Full  of  frefli  verdure,  and  unnumber'd  flowers, 
The  negligence  of  Nature,  wide,  and  wild  ; 
Where,  undifguis'd  by  mimic  art,  Ihe  fpreads 
Unbounded  beauty  to  the  roving  eye. 
Here  their  delicious  talk  the  fervent  bees, 
In  fwarming  n;iillions,  tend  :  around,  athwart, 
Through  the  foft  air,  the  bufy  nations  fly, 
Cling  to  the  bud,  and,  with  inferted  tube, 
Suck  its  pure  eflence,  its  ethereal  foul ; 
And  oft,  with  bolder  wing,  they  fearing  dare 
The  purple  heath,  or  where  the  wild  thyme  grows, 
And  yellow  load  them  with  the  lufcious  fpoil. 

At  length  the  finifh'd  garden  to  the  view 
its  villas  opens,  and  its  alleys  green. 
Snatch'd  through  the  verdant  maze,  the  hurried 
Diftra<SJ:ed  wanders  ;  now  the  bowery  walk      [eye 
Of  covert  clofe,  where  fcarce  a  fpeck  of  day 
Falls  on  the  lengthen'd  gloom,  protradled  fweeps : 
Now  meets  the  bending  iky  ;  the  river  now 
Dimpled  along,  the  breezy  ruffled  lake, 
The  forefl  darkening  round,  the  glittering  fpire, 
Th'  ethereal  mountain,  and  the  diflant  main. 
But  why  fo  far  excurfive  ?  when  at  hand, 
Along  thefe  blulhing  borders,  bright  with  dew. 
And  in  yon  mingled  wildernefs  of  flowers, 
Fair-handed  Spring  unbofoms  every  grace  ; 
Throws  out  the  fnow-drop  and  the  crocus  firft  ; 
The  daify,  primrofe,  violet  darkly  blue, 
And  polyanthus  of  unnumber'd  dyes  ; 
The  yellow  Vv'all-flov/er,  ftain'd  with  iron-brown  ; 
And  lavifli  flock  that  fcents  the  garden  round : 
From  the  foft  wing  of  vernal  breezes  flied, 
Anemonies ;  auriculas,  enrich'd 
With  fliinning  meal  o'er  all  their  velvet  leaves ; 
And  full  ranujQculas  of  glowing  red. 


Then  comes  the  tulip-race,  where  beauty  plays 

Her  idle  freaks  ;  from  family  diffus'd 

To  family,  as  flies  the  father-duft. 

The  varied  colours  run  ;  and,  while  they  ireai 

On  the  charm'd  eye   th'  exulting  florift  marks, 

■With  fecret  pride,  the  wonders  of  his  hand. 

No  gradual  bloom  is  wanting ;  from  the  bud, 

Firit-born  of  Spring,  to  Summer's mulky  tribes: 

Nor  hyacinths,  of  pursft  virgin  white, 

Lov^  bent,  and  bluftiing  inward;  nor  jonquils 

Of  potent  fragrance  ;  nor  narcifl"us  fair,! 

As  o'er  the  faljled  fountain  hanging  {till ; 

Nor  broad  carnations,  nor  gay-fpotted  pinks  ; 

Nor,  fhowei'dfrom  every  bufh,  the  damalk-rofe> 

Infinite  numbers,  delicacies,  fmells. 

With  hues  on  hues  expreflion  cannot  paint. 

The  breath  of  nature,  and  her  endlefs  bloom. 

Hail,  Source  of  Being  !  Univerfal  foul 
Of  heaven  and  earth !  Eflential  Prefence,  hail ! 
To  Thee  I  bend  the  knee  ;  to  Thee  my  thoughts. 
Continual,  climb  ;  who,  with  a  mafter-hand. 
Haft  the  great  whole  intoperfedhion  touch'd. 
By  Thee  the  various  vegetative  tribes. 
Wrapt  in  a  filmy  net,  and  clad  with  leaves. 
Draw  the  live  ether,  and  imbibe  the  dew : 
By  Thee  difpos'd  into  congenial  foils, 
Stands  each  attradlive  plant,  and  fucks,  and  fwells 
The  juicy  tide  ;  a  twining  mafs  of  tubes. 
At  Thy  comrhand  the  vernal  fun  awakes 
The  torpid  fap,  detruded  to  the  root 
By  wintery  winds;  that  now  in  fluent  dance. 
And  lively  fermentation,  mounting,  fpreads 
All  this  innumerous-colour'd  fcene  of  things. 

As  rifing  from  the  vegeta'ole  world 
My  theme  afcends,  with  equal  wing  afcend, 
My  panting  mufe  ;  and  hark,  how  loud  the  woods 
Invite  you  forth  in  all  your  gayeft  trim. 
•  Lend  me  your  fong,  ye  nightingales !  oh  !  pour 
The  mazy-running  foul  of  melody 
Into  my  varied  verfe  !  while  I  deduce, 
From  the  firft  note  the  hollow  cuckoo  fings. 
The  fymphony  of  Spring,  and  touch  a  theme 
Unknown  to  hvn.e,tiic  paj/ion  of  the  groves. 

When  firft  the  foul  of  love  is  fent  abroad. 
Warm  through  the  vital  air,  and  on  the  heart 
Harmonious  feizes,  the  gay  troops  begin. 
In  gallant  thought  to  plume  the  painted  wing ; 
And  try  again  the  long-forgotten  ftrain. 
At  firft  faint-warbled.     But  no  fooner  grows 
The  foft  infufion  prevalent  and  wide. 
Than,  all  alive,  at  once  their  joy  o'erflows 
In  mufic  unconfin'd.     Up-fprings  the  lark. 
Shrill- voic'd,  and  loud,  the  meffenger  of  morn; 
Ere  yet  the  fiiadows  fly,  he  mounted  fings 
Amid  the  dawning  clouds,  and  from  their  haunts 
Calls  up  the  tuneful  nations.     Every  copfe 
Deep-tangled,  tree  irregular,  and  bufh 
Bending  v/ith  dewy  moifture,  o'er  the  heads 
Of  the  coy  quirifters  that  lodge  within, 
Are  prodigal  of  harmony.     The  thrufh 
And  wood-lark,  o'er  the  kind-contending  throng 
Superior  heard,  run  through  th   fweeteft  length 
Of  notes  ;  when  liftening  Philomela  deigns 
To  let  them  joy,  and  purpofes,  in  thought 
Elate,  to  make  her  night  excel  their  day. 
The  blackbird  whiftles  from  the  thorny  brake ; 
The  mellow  bullfinch  anfwers  from  the  grove  : 
Nor  are  the  linnets,  o'^r  the  flowering  furze 
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Pour'd  out  profufely,  filent.  Join'd  to  thefe 
Innumerous  fongfters,  in  the  frefhening  Ihade 
Of  new-fprung  leaves,  their  modulation?  mix 
Mellifluous.  The  jay,  the  rook,  the  daw, 
And  each  harfh  pipe>  difcordant  heard  alone, 
Aid  the  full  concert :  while  the  flock-dove  breathes 
A  melancholy  murmur  through  the  whole. 

•'•Tis  love  creates  their  melody,  and  all 
Tlus  wafle  of  mufic  is  the  voice  of  love  ; 
That  ev'n  to  blrcitiand  beafts,  the  tender  arts 
Of  pleafuig  teaches. '  Hence  the  gloiTy  kind 
Try  every  v.'inning  way  inventive  love 
Can  diiflate,  and  in  coiirtfhip  to  their  mates 
Pour  forth  their  little  fouis.     Firft,  wide  around, 
With  diflant  awe,  in  airy  rings  they  rove, 
Zndeavouring  by  a  thoufand  tricks  to  catch 
The  cunning,  cor.fcious,  half-averted  glance 
Of  their  regardlefs  charmer.  .  Should  iTie  feem 
Softening  the  ieaft  approvance  to  beflcw, 
Their  colours  burnifh,  and,  by  hope  infpir'd 
They  briflc  advance  ;  then,  on  a  fudden  {truck, 
Ketire  diforder'd;  then  again  approach; 
In  fond  rotation  fpread  the  fpotted  wing. 
And  fhiver  every  feather  with  defire. 

Connubial  leagues  agreed,  to  the  deep  woods 
They  hafle  away,  all  as  their  fancy  leads, 
Pkafure,  or  food,  or  fecpet  fafety  prompts; 
That  nzture' s  great  ci;mmand  maj  be  obey'd: 
Nor  all  the  fweet  fcnfations  they  perceive 
Indulg'd  in  vain.     Some  to  the  holly-hedge 
Neflling  repair,  and  tc  the  thicket  fome ; 
Seme  to  the  rude  protection  of  the  thorn 
Commit  their  feeble  offspring  :  the  cleft  tree 
Offers  its  kind  concealment  to  a  few, 
Their  food  its  infects,  and  its  mofs  their  nefls. 
Others  apart  far  in  the  graffy  dale,- 
Or  roughening  wafte,  their  humble  texture  weave. 
Butmoft  in  woodland  folitudes  delight. 
In  unfrequented  glooms,  or  fhaggy  banks, 
Steep,  and  divided  by  a  babbling  brook, 
Whofe  murmurs  foothe  them  all  the  live-long  day, 
When  by  kind  duty  fix'd.    Among  the  roots 
Of  hazel,  pendent  o'er  the  plaintive  ftream. 
They  frame  the  firft  foundation  of  their  domes : 
Dry  fprigs  of  trees,  in  artful  fabric  laid. 
And  bound  with  clay  together.     Now  'tis  nought 
But  refilefs  hurry  through  the  bufy  air. 
Beat  by  unnuniber'd  wings.     The  fwallow  fweeps 
The  flimy  pool,  to  build  his  hanging  houfe 
Intent.     And  often,  from  the  carelels  back 
Of  herds  and  flocks  a  thoufand  tugging  bills 
Pluck  hair  and  wool;  and  oft  when  unobfcrv'd. 
Steal  from  the  barn  a  flraw :  till  foft  and  warm, 
Clean,  and  complete,  their  habitation  grows. 

As  thus  the  patient  dam  affiduous  fits. 
Not  to  be  tempted  from  her  tender  tafk, 
Or  by  (harp  hunger,  or  by  fmooth  delight. 
Though  the  v/holc  loofen'd  fpritig  around  her  blows. 
Her  fympathizing  lover  takes  his  ftand 
High  on  th'  opponent  bank,  and  ceafelefs  fings 
The  tedious  time  away  :  or  elfe  fupplies 
Her  place  a  moment,  while  fhe  fudden  flits 
To  pick  the  fcanty  meal.     Th'  appointed  time 
With  pious  toil  fulfi''d,  the  callqw  young, 
Warm'd  and  expanded  into  perfedt  life. 
Their  brittle  bondage  break,  and  come  to  light, 
A  helplefs  family,  demanding  food 
With  conltant  clamour :  O  what  paffions  then. 


What  melting  fentiments  of  kindly  care, 

On  the  new  parents  feize  !  Away  they  fljr 

Affcdtionate,  and  undefiring  bear 

The  moft  delicious  morfel  to  their  young  ; 

Which  equally  diftributed,  again 

The  fearch  begins.     Ev'n  fo  a  gentle  pair, 

By  fortune  funk,  but  forni'd  of  generous  mould. 

And  charm'd  with  cares  beyond  the  vulgar  breaft> 

In  fome  lane  cot  amid  the  diftant  woods, 

Suftain'd  alone  by  providential  heaven. 

Oft,  as  they  weeping  eye  their  infant  train, 

Check  their  ov>m  appetites,  and  give  them  all. 

Nor  toil  alone  they  fcorn :  exalting  love. 
By  the  great  Father  of  the  Spring  infpir'd, 
Gives  inftant  courage  to  the.  fjiirful  race. 
And  to  thcfimple  art.     With  ftealthy  wing, 
Should  fome  rude  foot  their  woody  haunts  molcft. 
Amid  a  neighbouring  bufh  they  filent  drop. 
And  whirring  thence,  as  if  alarm'd,  deceive 
Th'  unfeeling  fchool-boy.  Hence,  around  the  head 
Ofwandering  fwain,  the  white  wing'd  plover  wheela 
Ker  founding,  flight,  and  then  dire<5tly  on 
In  long  excurfion  Ikims  the  level  lawn,        [hence. 
To  tempt  him  from  her  neft.      The  wild-duck. 
O'er  the  rough  mofs,  and  o'er  the  tracklefs  wafte 
The  heath-hen  flutters,  pious  fraud  !  to  lead 
Thi  hot  purfuing  fpaniel  far  aflray. 

Be  not  the  mufe  afham'd,  here  to  bemoan 
Her  brothers  of  the  grove,  by  tyrant  man 
Inhuman  caught,  and  in  the  narrow  cage 
From  liberty  confin'd,  and  boundlefs  air. 
Dull  are  the  pretty  flaves,  their  plumage  dull. 
Ragged,  and  all  its  brightning  luftre  loft ; 
Nor  is  that  fprightly  uildnefs  in  their  notes. 
Which,  clear  and  vigorous,  warbles  from  the  beechi 
O  then,  ye  friends  of  love  and  love-taught  fong, 
Spare  the  foft  tribes,  this  barbarous  art  forbear ; 
If  on  your  bofom  innocence  can  win, 
Mufic  engage,  or  piety  perfuade. 

But  let  not  chief  the  nightingale  lament 
Her  ruin'd  care,  too  delicately  fram'd 
To  brook  the  iiarfh  confinement  of  the  cage. 
Oft  when,  returning  widi  her  loaded  bill, 
Th'  aflonifh'd  mother  finds  a  vacant  neft, 
By  the  hard  hand  of  unrelenting  clowns 
Robb'd,  to  the  ground  the  vain  provifion  falls; 
Her  pinions  ruffle,  and,  low-drooping,  fcarce 
Can  Ijear  the  mourner  to  the  poplar  ihade  ; 
Where,  all  abandon'd  to  dcfpair,  fhe  fings 
Her  forrows  through  the  night;  and,  on  the  bough. 
Sole-fitting,  ftill  at  every  dying  fr.U 
Takes  up  again  her  lamentable  flrain 
Of  winding  woe  ;  till,  wide  around,  the  woods 
Sigh  to  her  fong,  and  with  h^r  wsil  refound. 

But  now  the  feather'd  youth  their  former  bound». 
Ardent,  difdain;  and.  weighing  oft  their  wings, 
Demand  the  free  poffeffion  of  the  flcy : 
This  one  glad  office  more,  and  then  dlffolves 
Parental  love  at  once,  no  .v  needlcfs  grown. 
Unlavifh'd  wifdom  never  works  in  vain. 
'Tis  on  fome  evening,  funny,  grateful,  mild. 
When  nought  but  balm  is  breathing  through  th« 

woods, 
With  yellow  luftre  bright,  that  the  new  tribes 
Vifit  the  fpacious  heavens,  and  look  abroad 
On  nature's  common  far  as  they  can  fee. 
Or  wing,  their  range  andpafture.  O'er  the  bough* 
Dancing  about,  Aill  at  the  giddjr  verge 
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Their  refolution  falls ;  their  pinions  flill, 
In  loofe  libration  flretch'd,  to  truft  the  void 
Trembling  rcfufe  :  till  down  before  them  fly 
The  parent-guides,  and  chid.',  exhort,  command, 
Or  pufli  them  off.     The  furging  air  receives 
Its  plumy  burden  ;  and  their  felf-taught  -  ings 
Winnow  the  waving  element.     On  ground 
Alighted,  bolder  up  again  they  lead, 
Farther  and  farther  on,  the  lenghtening  flight ; 
Till,  vanifli'd  every  fear,  and  every  power 
Rous'd  into  life  and  acSion,  light  in  air 
Th'  acquitted  parents  fee  their  foaring  race, 
And  once  rejoicing  never  know  them  more. 

High  from  the  fummit  of  a  craggy  cliff. 
Hung  o'er  the  deep,  fuch  as  amazing  frov/ns 
On  utmoft  *  Kilda's  fliore,  whofe  lonely  race 
Refign  tte  fetting  fan  to  Indian  worlds. 
The  royal  eagle  draws  his  vigorous  young. 
Strong -pounc'd,  and  ardent  with  paternal  fire. 
Now  fit  to  raife  a  kingdom  of  their  own, 
He  drives  them  from  his  fort,  the  towering  feat, 
For  agi's  of  his  empire  ;  which,  in  peace, 
Unftain'd  he  holds,  while  many  a  league  to  fea 
He  wings  his  courfe,  and  preys  in  dillant  ifles. 

Should  I  my  fceps  turn  to  the  rural  feat, 
Whofe  lofty  elms,  and  venerable  oaks, 
Invite  the  rook,  w!io  high  amid  the  boughs, 
la  early  Spring,  his  airy  city  builds, 
Andceafelefs  caws  amufive;  there,  well-pleas'd, 
I  might  the  various  polity  furvey 
Of  the  mixt  houfehold  kind.     The  careful  hen 
Calls  all  her  chirping  family  around. 
Fed  and  defended  by  the  fearlefs  cock ; 
Whofe  bread  with  ardour  flames,  as  on  he  walks, 
Graceful  and  crows  defiance.     In  the  pond. 
The  finely-chequer'd  duck,  before  her  train, 
Rows  garrulous.     The  ftately-failir.g  fwan 
Gives  out  his  fnowy  plumage  to  the  gale  ; 
And,  arching  proud  his  neck,  with  oary  feet 
Bears  forward  fierce,  and  guards  his  ofier-ifle, 
Pfotedtive  of  his  young.     The  turkey  nigh. 
Loud  threatening  reddens;    while    the    peacock 
His  e  very-colour 'd  glory  to  the  fun,  [fp reads 

And  fwims  in  radiant  majefiy  along. 
O'er  the  whole  homely  fcene,  the  cooing  dove 
Flies  thick  in  amorous  chafe,  and  wanton  rolls 
The  glancing  eye,  and  turns  the  changeful  neck. 

while  thus  the  gentle  tenants  of  the  lliade 
Indulge  their  purer  loves,  the  rougher  world 
Of  brutes,  below,  rufn  furious  into  flame, 
.And  fierce  defire.     Through  ail  his  lufcy  veins 
The  bull,  deep-fcorch'd,  the  raging  paflion  feels. 
Of  pafture  fick,  and  negligent  of  food, 
Scarce  feen,  he  wades  among  the  yellow  broom. 
While  o'er  his  ample  fide  the  rambling  fprays 
J^uxurinnt  {bonit ;  or  through  the  mazy  wood 
Dejected  wanders,  nor  th'  enticing  bud 
Crops,  though  it  preffes  on  his  carelefs  fenfe. 
And  oft,  in  jealous  maddening  fancy  wrapt. 
He  feeks  the  fight ;  and,  idly-butting,  feigns 
His  rival  gor'd  in  every  knotty  trunk. 
Him  Ihould  he  meet,  the  bellowing  war  begins : 
Their  eyes  flafli  fury  ;  to  the  hollow'd  earth, 
Whence  the  fand  flies,  they  mutter  bloody  deeds. 
And,  groaning  deep,  th'  impetuous  battle  mix  : 
While  the  fair  heifer,  balmy  breathing,  near, 
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Sta'ids  kindling  up  their  rage.  The  trembling  fteed. 
With  this  hot  impulfe  feiz'din  every  nerve, 
Nor  heeds  the  rein,  nor  hears  the  founding  thong; 
Blows  are  not  felt ;  but,  tofling  high  his  head. 
And  by  the  well-known  joy  to  diftai^t  plains 
Attra<5t'-d  ftrong,  all  wild  he  burfts  away  ; 
O'er  rocks,  and  vvoods,  and  craggy  mountains  flies; 
And,  neighing   on  th'  aerial  fummit  takes 
Th'  exciting  gale  ;  then,  fteep-defcending,  cleaves 
The  headlong  torrents  foaming  down  the  hills, 
Ev'n  where  the  madnefs  of  the  ftraiten  d  dream 
Turns  in  black  eddies  round ;  fuch  is  tlie  force 
With  which  his  fr;mtic  heart  and  finews  fwell. 

Nor  undelightcd  by  tJie  bcundlefs  Spring 
Are  the  broad  monfters  of  the  foaming  deep  ; 
From  the  deep  ooze  and  gelid  cavern  rous'd. 
They  flounce  and  tumble  in  unwieidly  joy. 
Dire  were  the  ftrain,  and  diffonanc,  to  ling 
The  cruel  raptures  of  the  fa\-agc  land  : 
How  by  this  flam.e  their  native  wrath  fublim'd, 
They  roam,  amid  the  fury  of  their  heart, 
Tliefar-rsfounding  wafie  in  fiercer  bands. 
And  growl  their  horrid  loves.     But  this  the  thems*' 
I  fing,  enraptur'd,  to  the  Eritifh  Fair, 
Forbids,  and  leads  me  to  the  mountain-brow. 
Where  fits  the  fhepherd  on  the  graffy  turf, 
Inhaling,  heakliful,  the  defcending  fun. 
Around  him  feeds  his  many-blearing  flock. 
Of  various  cadence  ;,  and  hisfportive  Iambi, 
This  v.-ay  and  that  convolv'd,  in  frilkful  glee. 
Their  frolicks  play.     And  nov/  the  fprightly  race 
Invites  them  forth  ;  when  Rvift,  the  fignal  given. 
They  ilart  away,  and  fweep  the  mafiy  mound 
That  runs  around  the  hill ;  the  rampart  once 
Of  iron  war,  in  ancient  barbarous  times, 
When  difunited  Britain  ever  bled. 
Loll  in  eternal  broil :  ere  yet  fhe  grew 
To  this  deep-laid  indiffoluble  Hate, 
Where  wealth  and  commerce  lift  their  goldenheadsj 
And  o'er  our  labours,  liberty  and  law, 
Impartial,  watch;  the  wonder  of  a  world  ! 

What  is  this  mighty  breath,  ye  fliges,  fay, 
T'nat  in  a  pov.  erf ul  language,  felt,  not  heard, 
Inftifufts  the  fowls  of  heaven  ;  and  through  their 

breaft  . 

Thefe  arts  of  love  diffufes  ?  What,  but  God.' 
Infpiring  God  !  who,  boundiefs  fpirit  all. 
And  unremitting  energy,  pervades, 
Adjufis,  fuftains,  and  agitates  the  whole. 
Ho  ceafelefs  works  alone ;  and  yet  alone 
Seems  not  to  work  :  v/ith  fuch  perfecSion  frani'd 
Is  this  complex  flupendous  fch'_me  of  things. 
Bnt,  though  conceal'd,  to  every  purer  eye 
Th'  informing  Author  in  his  works  appears ; 
Chief,  lovely  Spring,  in  thee,  and  thy  foft  fcenes. 
The  fmiling  God  is  feen  ;  while  water,  earth. 
And  air,  atteft  his  bounty  ;  w'nich  exalts 
The  brute  creation  to  this  finer  thought. 
And  annual  melts  their  undtfigning  hearts 
Prcfufely  thus  in  tendernefs  and  joy. 

Still  let  my  fong  a  nobler  note  aflume. 
And  fing  th'  infufive  force  of  Spring  on  man  ; 
When  heaven  and  earth,  as  if  contending,  vis 
To  raife  his  being,  and  ferene  his  foul. 
C:m  he  forbear  to  join  the  general  frrule 
Of  nature  ?  Can  fierce  paflions  vex  his  breaft. 
While  every  gale  is  peace,  and  every  grove 
l3  melody  .?  Hence  !  from  the  bounteous  walka 
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Of  flowing;  Sprin»,  ye  fordid  fons  of  earth, 

Hard,  and  unfeeling  of  another's  wo.! 

Or  only  lavifh  to  yoarfelves ;  avay  ! 

But  come,   ye    generous    minds,  in  wbofe  wide 

Of  all  his  works,  creative  bounty  burns    [thought, 

With  wanned:  beam  ;  and  on  your  open  front 

And  liberal  eye,  fits,  from  his  d?rk  retreat 

Invitin-T  modefl  want.     Nor,  till  invok'd 

Can  refttefs  goodnefs  wait :  your  acSlive  fearch 

ieaves  no  cold  wintery  corner  unexplor'd ; 

Xiike  filent-working  heaven,  furprifing  oft 

The  lonely  heart  with  unexpefhcd  good. 

For  you  the  roving  fpirit  of  the  wind 

Blows  Spring  abroad ;  for  you  the  teeming  clouds 

Defcend  in  gladfome  plenty  o'er  the  world; 

And  the  fun  fheds  his  kindefl  rays  for  you. 

Ye  flower  of  human  race !  In  thefe  green  days, 

Reviving  ficknefs  lifts  her  languid  head: 

Life  fioivs  afrefh  ;  and  young-ey'd  health  exalts 

The  '.vhole  creation  round.     Contentment  walks 

The  funny  glade,  and  feels  an  inward  bllfe 

Spring  o'er  his  niLnd,  beyond  the  power  of  kings 

To  purchafe.     Pure  ferenity  apace 

Induces  thought,  and  contemplatidn  flill. 

By  fv/ift  degrees  the  love  of  nature  works, 

And  warms  the  bofom  ;  till  at  lafl;  fublim'd 

To  rapture,  and  enthufiaftic  heat. 

We  feel  the  prefent  Deity,  and  tafle 

The  joy  of  God  to  fee  a  happy  world ! 

Thefe  are  the  facred  feelings  of  thy  heartj 
Thy  heart  inforni'd  by  reafon's  purer  ray, 
O  Lyttleton  the  friend !  thy  paflions  thus 
And  meditations  vary,  as  at  large,  [ftray'fl ; 

Courting  the  mufe,  through  Hagley  Park  thou 
Thi'  Britifn  temple  !  There  along  the  dale. 
With  woods  o'er-hung,  and  fhagg'd  with  moffy 

rocks, 
Whence  on  each  hand  the  gufhing  waters  play, 
And  down  the  rough  cafcade  v.hite-daniing  fall, 
Or  glearn  in  lengthcn'd  vifla  through  the  trees, 
You  filcnt  fte'al :   or  fit  beneath  the  fliade 
Of  folcmn  oaks,  that  tuft  the  f.velling  mounts 
Thrown  graceful  round  by  Nature's  carelefs  hitnd. 
And  pcnfive  liftcn  to  the  various  voice 
Of  rural  peace  :  the  herds,  the  fiocks,  the  birds. 
The  hol'ow-whifpcring  breeze,  the  pjaint  of  rills. 
That,  purling  down  amid  the  twifted  roots 
Which  creep  around,  their  dewy  murmurs  fhake 
On  the  footh'd  ear.     From  thefe  abftracled  oft. 
You  wander  through  the  philofophic  world  ; 
Where  in  bright  train  continual  wonders  rife, 
Or  to  the  curious  or  tlie  pious  eye. 
And  oft,  ccndutTced  by  hiiloric  truth. 
You  tread  the  long  c;:tent  of  backward  time : 
Planning,  with  warm  b:nevolence  of  mind. 
And  honefV  zeal  unwarp'd  by  party-rage, 
Britannia's  weal ;  how  from  the  venal  gulf 
To  raife  her  virtue,  and  her  arts  revive. 
Or,  turning  thence  thy  view,  thefe  graver  thought; ! 
The  mufes  charm:  while,  with  fure  tafle  refin'd, 
You  draw  th'  infpiring  breath  of  ancient  fong  ; 
Till  nobly  rifes,  emulous,  thy  own. 
Perhaps  thy  lov'd  Lucinda  ihares  thy  walk, 
With  foul  to  thine,  attun'd.     Then  nature  all 
Wears  to  the  lover's  eye  a  look  of  love ; 
And  ail  the  tumult  of  a  guilty  world, 
ToU  by  ungenerous  pafiTions,  finks  away. 
The  tender  heart  is  animated  peace ; 


And  as  it  pours  its  copious  treafures  forth. 
In  varied  converfe,  foftening  every  theme. 
You,  frequent  paufing,  turn,  and  from  her  eyes, 
Where  meekcn'd  fenfe,  and  ami:ible  grace, 
And  lively  fweetnefs  dwell,  enraptur'd,  drink 
That  namclefs  fpirit  of  ethereal  joy, 
Unutterable  happinefs!  which  love. 
Alone,  bcftows,  and  on  z.  fa-vour  d  fetv . 
Meantime  you  gain  the  height,  from  whofe  fair 

brow 
The  burfting  profpeft  fpreads  immenfe  around  : 
And  fnatch'd  o'er  hill  and  dale,  and  wood  and  lawn. 
And  verdant  field,  and  darkening  heath  between. 
And  villages  embofom'd  foft  in  trees. 
And  fpiry  towns  by  furging  columns  mark'd 
Of  houfehold  fmoke,  your  eye  cxcurfive  roams: 
Wide-ftretching  from  the  hall,  in  whofe  kind  haunt 
The  hofpitable  genius  lingers  ilill. 
To  where  the  broken  landfcape,  hy  degrees, 
Afcending,  roughens  into  rigid  hills  ; 
O'er  which  the  Cambrian  mountains,likefarcloudi 
That  fkirt  the  blue  horizon,  dufky  rife. 

Flufii'd  by  the  fpirit  of  the  genial  year, 
Now  from  the  virgin's  cheek  a  frefher  bloom 
Shoots,  lefs  and  lefs,  the  live  carnation  round  ; 
Her  lips  blufh  deeper  fweets;  flie  breathes  of  youth  j 
The  fliining  moiilure  fwells  into  her  eyes. 
In  brighter  flow  ;  her  wifhing  bofom  heaves. 
With  palpitations  wild  ;  kind  tumults  feize 
Her  veins,  and  all  her  yielding  foul  is  love. 
From  the  keen  gaze  her  lover  turns  array, 
Full  of  the  dear  ecfbatic  power,  and  fick 
With  fighing  languifhment.     Ah  then,  ye  fair ! 
Be  greatly  cautious  of  your  Aiding  hearts: 
Dare  not  th'  infe61;ious  figh  ;  the  pleading  look, 
Dovi'ncaft,  and  low,  in  meek  fubmiffion  drefl, 
But  full  of  guile.     Let  not  the  fervent  tongue. 
Prompt  to  deceive,  with  adulation  fmooth. 
Gain  on  your  purpos'd  will.     Nor  in  the  bower^ 
Where  woodbines  flaunt,  and  rofes  fhed  a  couch. 
While  evening  draws  her  crimfon  curtains  round, 
Truft  your  fcft  minutes  with  betraying  man. 

And  let  th'  afpiring  youth  beware  of  love. 
Of  the  fmooth  glance  beware ;  for  'tis  too  late, 
Wi'.en  on  his  heart  the  torrent-foftnefs  pours. 
Then  wifdom  proftrate  lies,  and  fading  fame 
Biffolves  in  air  away  ;  while  the  fond  foul, 
Wrapt  in  gay  vifions  of  unreal  blifs. 
Still  paints  th'  illufive  form;  the  kindhng  grace; 
Th'  enticing  fmile  ;  the  modeft-feeming  eye. 
Beneath  wliofe  beauteous  beams,  belying  heaven, 
Lurk  fearchlcfs  cunning,  cruelty,  and  death: 
And  ftill  falfc-warbling  in  his  cheated  car, 
Her  fyrer.  voice,  enchanting,  draws  him  on 
To  guileful  fliores,  and  meads  of  fatal  joy. 

Ev'n  prcf'.-nt,  in  the  very  lap  of  iove 
Inglorious  laid ;  while  mufic  flows  around, 
Perfu:nes  and  oils,  and  wine,  and  wanton  hours; 
yVrnid  the  rofes  ficixe  repentance  rears 
Her  fliaky  creft  :  a  quick  returning  pang         [fl;ill, 
bhoots  through  the  confcious  heart;  where  honour 
A;^d  great  dcfign,  againfl  the  oppreffive  load 
Of  luxury,  by  fits,  in-patient  heave. 

But  abfent,  what  fantaftic  woes  arous'd. 
Rage  in  each  thought,  by  refllefs  mufing  fed. 
Chill  the  warm  cheek,  and  blall  the  bloom  of  life? 
Ncgleded  fortune  flies ;  and  flidiiTg  fwift, 
Pront;  into  ruin,  fall  his  fcorn'd  affairs. 
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'Tis  nought  but  gloom  around  :  the  darken'd  fun 
Lofes  his  light.    The  rofy-bofoni'd  Spring 
To  weeping  fancy  pines ;  and  yon  bright  arch, 
Contradted,  bends  into  a  dufky  vault. 
All  nature  fades  extindl ;  and  fhe  alone 
Heard,  felt,  and  feen,  pcffeffes  every  thought. 
Fills  every  fenfe,  and  pants  in  every  vein. 
Books  are  but  formal  dulnefs,  tedious  friends ; 
And  fad  amid  the  focial  band  he  fits, 
Lonely,  and  unattentive.     From  his  tongue 
Th'  unfinifh'd  period  falls  :  while,  borne  av/ay 
On  fwelling  thought,  his  wafted  fpirit  flies 
*ro  the  vain  bofoni  of  his  diftant  fair ; 
And  leaves  the  femblance  of  a  lover,  fix'd 
In  melancholy  fite,  with  head  declin'd, 
And  love-dejedled  eyes.     Sudden  he  ftarts, 
Shook  from  his  tender  trance,  and  reftlefs  runs 
To  glimmering  fhades,  and  fympathetic  glooms ; 
Where  the  dun  umbrage  o'er  the  falling  ftream, 
Romantic,  hangs ;  there  through  the  peniive  dufk 
Strays,  in  heart-thrilling  meditation  loft, 
Indulging  all  to  love :  or  on  the  bank 
Thrown,  amid  drooping  lilies,  fwells  the  breeze 
"With  fighs  unceafing,  and  the  brook  with  tears. 
Thus  in  foft  anguifti  he  confumes  the  day, 
Nor  quits  his  deep  retirement,  till  the  moon 
Peeps  through  the  chambers  of  the  fleecy  eaft, 
Enlighten'd  by  degrees,  and  in  her  train 
Leads  on  the  gentle  hours  ;  then  forth  he  walks. 
Beneath  the  trembling  languifh  of  her  beam, 
With  foften'd  foul,  and  wooes  the  bird  of  eve 
To  mingle  woes  with  his :  or  while  the  world 
And  all  the  fons  of  care  lie  hufh'd  in  fleep, 
Aflbciates  v.'ith  the  midnight  fliadows  drear ; 
And,  fighing  to  the  lonely  taper,  pours 
His  idly-tortur'd  heart  into  the  page, 
Meant  for  the  moving  mefienger  of  love  ; 
Where  rapture  burns  on  rapture,  every  line 
With  rifing  frenzy  fir'd.     But  if  on  bed 
Delirious  flung,  fleep  from  his  pillow  flies. 
All  night  he  tofies,  nor  the  balmy  power 
In  any  poflure  finds ;  till  the  gray  morn 
Lifts  her  pale  lufl:re  on  the  paler  wretch, 
Jixanimate  by  love :  and  then  perhaps 
Exhaufled  nature  finks  a  while  to  reft. 
Still  interrupted  by  diftra6led  dreams. 
That  o'er  the  fick  imagination  rife. 
And  in  black  colours  paint  the  mimic  fcene. 
Oft  with  th'  enchantrefs  of  his  foul  he  talks  ; 
Sometimes  in  crowds  diftrefs'd  ;  or  if  retir'd 
To  fecret  winding  flower-enwoven  bowers. 
Far  from  the  dull  impertinence  of  man, 
Juft  as  he,  credulous,  his  endiefs  cares 
Begins  to  lofe  in  blind  oblivious  love, 
Snatch'd  from  her  yielding  hand.heknowsnothow, 
Through  forefts  huge,  and  long  untravel'd  heaths 
With  defolation  brown,  he  v/anders  wafte. 
In  night  and  tempeft  wrapt ;  or  Ihrinks  aghaft. 
Back,  from  the  bending  precipice;  or  wades 
The  turbid  ftream  below,  and  ftrives  to  reach 
The  farther  fhore  ;  where  fuccourlefs,  and  fad. 
She  with  extended  arms  his  aid  implores  ; 
But  ftrives  in  vain  :  borne  by  th'  outrageous  flood 
To  diftance  down,  he  rides  the  ridgy  wave, 
Or  whelm'd  beneath  the  boiling  eddy  finks. 
Thefe  are  the  charming  agonies  of  love, 
Whofe  mifery  delights.     But  through  the  heart 
Should  jealoufy  its  venom  once  diifule, 


'Tis  then  delightful  mifery  no  more, 

But  agony  unmix'd,  inceffant  ga'l. 

Corroding  every  thought,  and  l)lafting  all 

Love's  paradife.     Ye  fairy  profpedls,  then, 

Ye  beds  of  rcfes,  and  yc  bowers  of  joy. 

Farewell !  Ye  gleamings  of  departed  peace, 

Shine  out  your  laft  !  The  yellow-tinging  plague 

Internal  vifion  taints,  and  in  a  night 

Of  livid  gloom  imagination  wrap». 

Ah,  then  !  infhead  of  love-enliven'd  cheeks. 

Of  funny  features,  and  of  ardent  eyes 

With  flowing  rapture  bright,  dark  looks  fucceed, 

Suffiis'd  and  glaring  with  unlender  fire; 

A  clouded  afpedt,  and  a  burning  check, 

Where  the  whole  poifon'd  foul,  malignant,  fits. 

And  frightens  love  away.     Ten  thoufand  fears 

Invented  wild,  ten  thoufand  frantic  views 

Of  horrid  rivals,  hanging  on  the  c'narms 

For  which  he  melts  in  fondnefs,  eat  him  up 

With  fervent  anguifti,  and  confuming  rage. 

In  vain  reproaches  lend  their  idle  aid. 

Deceitful  pride,  and  refoiution  frail, 

Giving  falfe  peace  a  moment.     Fancy  pours, 

Afrefh,  her  beauties  on  his  bufy  thought, 

Her  firft  endearments  twining  round  the  foul. 

With  all  the  witchcraft  of  enfnaring  love. 

Straight  the  fierce  ftorm  involves  his  mind  anew. 

Flames  through  the  nerves,  and  boilsalong  the  veins; 

While  anxious  doubt  diftracSls  the  tortur'd  heart : 

For  ev'n  the  fad  affurance  of  his  fears 

Were  eafe  to  what  he  feels.  Thus  the  warm  youth, 

Whom  love  deludes  into  his  thorny  wilds, 

Through  flowery-tempting  paths,  or  leads  a  life 

Of  fever'd  rapture,  or  of  cruel  care  ; 

His  brighteft  flames  extinguifli'd  all,  and  all 

His  lively  moments  running  down  to  wafte. 

But  happy  they  !  the  happieft  of  their  kind  I 
Whom  gentler  ftarts  unite,  and  in  one  fate 
Their  hearts,  their  fortunes,  and  their  beings  blend. 
'Tis  not  the  coarfer  tie  of  human  laws. 
Unnatural  oft,  and  foreign  to  the  mind, 
That  binds  their  peace,  but  harmony  itfelf. 
Attuning  all  their  paflions  into  love ; 
Where  friendfliip  full-exerts  her  fofteft  power, 
Perfed;  efteem  enliven'd  by  defire 
Inefl~able,  and  fympathy  of  foul ; 
Thought  meeting  thought,  and  will  preventlngwill, 
With  boundlefs  confidence ;  for  nought  but  love 
Can  anfwer  love,  and  render  blifs  fecure. 
Let  him,  ungenerous,  who,  alone  intent 
To  blifs  himfelf,  from  fordid  parents  buys 
The  loathing  virgin,  in  eternal  care, 
Well-merited,  confume  his  nights  and  days: 
Let  barbarous  nations,  whofe  inhuman  love 
Is  wild  defire,  fierce  as  the  funs  they  feel ; 
Let  eaftern  tyrants,  from  the  light  of  heaven 
Seclude  their  bofom-flavcs,  meanly  poflefs'd 
Of  a  mere,  lifclefs,  violated  form : 
While  thofe  whom  love  cements  in  holy  faith. 
And  equal  tranfport,  free  as  nature  live, 
Difdaining  fear.     What  is  the  world  to  th€;m, 
Its  pomp,  its  pleafure,  and  its  nonfenfe  all ! 
Who  in  each  other  clafp  whatever  fair 
High  fancy  forms,  and  lavifti  hearts  can  wifh  ; 
Something  than  beauty  dearer,  fhould  they  look 
Or  on  the  mind,  or  mind-illuinin'd  face  ; 
Truth,  goodnefs,  honour,  harmony,  and  love, 
The  richeft  bounty  of  indulgent  heaven. 
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Meantime  a  fmilingf  offspring  rifes  round, 
And  mingles  both  their  graces.     By  degrees, 
The  human  bloffom  blows;  and  every  day. 
Soft  as  it  rolls  along,  fliows  feme  new  charm, 
The  father's  luftre,  and  the  mother's  bloom. 
Then  infant  reafon  grows  apace,  and  calls 
For  the  kind  hand  of  an  amduous  care. 
Delightful  tafl: !  to  rear  the  tender  thought. 
To  teach  the  ycimg  idea  how  to  fhoot, 
To  pour  the  frefh  inflrrudlion  o'er  the  niind, 
To  breathe  th'  enlivening  fpirit,  andto  fix 
The  generous  purpofe  in  the  glowing  breaft. 
Oh,  fpeak  the  joy  !  ye,  whom  the  fudden  tear 
Surprifes  often,  while  you  look  around. 
And  nothing  ftrikes  your  eye  but  fights  of  blifs. 
All  various  nature  prclling  on  the  Jieart : 


An  elegant  fufficiency,  content, 
Retirement,  rural  quiet,  friendihip,  books, 
Eafe  and  alternate  labour,  ufeful  life, 
Progreffive  virtue,  and  approving  heaven. 
Thefe  are  the  matchlefsjoys  of  virtuous  love  ; 
And  thus  their  moments  fly.     The  Seafons  thuSj 
As  ceafelefs  round  a  jarring  world  they  roll, 
.'■'till  find  them  happy  ;  and  confenting  Spring 
Sheds  her  ov/n  rofy  garland  on  their  heads  : 
Till  evening  comes  at  lalt,  ferene  and  mild  ; 
When,  after  the  long  vernal  day  of  life, 
Enamour'd  more,  as  more  remembrance  fwclls 
With  many  a  proof  of  recollefted  love. 
Together  down  they  fink  in  fecial  flcep ; 
Together  freed,  their  gentle  fpirits  fly 
To  fcenes  where  love  and  blifs  immortal  reign. 
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'^e  Argument. 

The  fubjed  propofed.  Invocation.  Addrefs  to  Mr.  Doddington.  An  introducftory  refledion  on  the 
motion  of  the  heavenly  bodies  ;  whence  the  fucceflion  of  the  Seafons.  As  the  face  of  nature  in  this 
JSeafon  is  almofl  uniform,  the  progrefs  of  the  poem  is  a  defcrijition  of  a  Summer's  day.  The  dawn.' 
Sun-rifing.  Hymn  to  the  fun.  Forenoon.  Summer  infedts  defcribed.  Hay-making.  Shcep-fhear- 
jng.  Noon-day.  A  woodland  retreat.  Groupe  of  herds  and  flocks.  A  folemn  grove  :  how  it  af.» 
ftdls  a  contemplative  mind.  A  cataracft,  and  rude  fcene.  Y\cv\'  of  Summer  in  the  torrid  zone. 
Storm  of  thunder  and  lightning.  A  tale.  The  florm  over,  a  ferene  afternoon.  Bathing.  Hour  of 
walking.  TranCtion  to  the  profpedt  of  a  rich  well-cultivated  country ;  which  introduces  a  panegyric 
on  Great  Britain.  Sun-fet.  Evening.  Night.  Summer  meteors.  A  comet.  The  v»'hole  conclude 
ing  with  the  praife  of  philofophy. 


Krom  brightening  fields  of  ether  fair  dlfclos'd. 

Child  of  the  fun,  refulgent  Summer  comes. 

In  pride  of  youth,  and  felt  through  nature's  depth: 

He  comes  attended  by  the  fultry  hours. 

And  ever-fanning  breezes,  on  his  way  ; 

While,  from  his  ardent  look,  the  turning  Spring 

Averts  her  bliifhful  face  ;  and  earth,  and  Ikies, 

All-fmiling,  to  his  hot  dominion  leaves. 

Hence,  let  me  hafte  into  the  mid-wood  fhade, 
Where  fcarce  a  fun-beam  wanders  through  the 

gloom ; 
And  on  the  dark-green  grafs,  befide  the  brink 
Of  haunted  flream,  that  by  the  roots  of  oak 
Rolls  o'er  the  rocky  channel,  lie  at  large, 
And  fing  the  glories  of  the  circling  year. 

Come,  infpration  !  from  thy  hermit-feat. 
By  mortal  feldom  found  :  may  fancy  dare. 
From  thy  fix'd  ferious  eye,  and  raptur'd  glance 
Shot  on  iurrounding  heaven,  to  fteal  one  look 
Creative  of  the  poet,  every  power 
Exalting  to  an  ecflafy  of  foul. 

And  thou,  my  youthful  mufe's  early  friend, 
In  whom  the  human  grac  s  all  unite  : 
Pure  light  of  mind,  and  tendernefs  of  heart ; 
Genius,  and  wifdom  ;  the  gay  focial  fenfe. 
By  decency  chaftis'd  ;  goodnefs  and  wit, 
In  feldom-meeting  harmony  combin'd  ; 
XJnblemifh'd  honour,  and  an  acftive  zeal  . 
For  Britain's  glory,  liberty,  and  man: 
P  DoddiDjton  !  attend  my  rural  fong, 


Stoop  to  my  theme,  infpirit  every  line, 
And  teach  me  to  deferve  thy  juft  applaufe. 

With  what  an  aweful  v-orld-revolving  power 
Were  fiifl  th'  unwieldy  planets  launch'd  along 
Th'  illimitable  void  !  Thus  to  remain. 
Amid  the  flux  of  many  thoufand  years. 
That  oft  has  fwept  the  toiling  race  of  men. 
And  all  their  labour'd  monuments  away. 
Firm,  unremitting,  matchlefs,  in  their  courfc ; 
To  the  kind-temper'd  change  of  night  and  day. 
And  of  the  lijafons  ever  ftealing  round. 
Minutely  faithful :  Such  th'  all-perfedt  hand  ! 
I'hat  ppiii'd,  impels,  and  rules  the  fleady  whole. 

When  now  no  more  th'  alternate  twins  are  iir'dj 
And  Cancer  reddens  with  the  folar  blaze, 
Short  is  the  doubtful  empire  of  the  night ; 
And  foon,  obfervant  of  approaching  day. 
The  meck-ey'd  morn  appears,  mother  of  dews, 
At  firft  faint-gleaming  in  the  dappled  eaft : 
Till  far  o'er  ether  fpreads  the  widening  glow  ; 
And,  from  before  the  luflre  of  her  face, 
White  break  the  clouds  away.  With  quicken'dflep. 
Brown  night  retires:  Young  day  pours  in  apace,  • 
And  opens  all  the  lawny  profpeft  wide. 
The  dripping  rock,  the  mountain's  mifly  top 
Swell  on  the  fight,  and  brighten  with  the  dawH. 
Blue,  through  the  dufk,  the  fmoking  currents  Ihinc; 
And  from  the  blad  d  field  the  fearful  hare 
Limps,  awkward  ;  while  along  the  foreft-gladc: 
The  wild  deer  trip,  and  often  turning  gaze 
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At  early  pafTcnger.     ^fufic  awakes 

The  native  voice  of  undiffemblcd  joy  ; 

And  thick  around  the  woodland  hymns  arife. 

Rous'd  by  the  ccck,  the  foon  clad  fhepherd  leaves 

His  rnoffy  cottage,  ■where  vi'ith  peace  he  dwells; 

And  from  the  crowded  fold,  in  order,  drives 

His  flock,  to  tafte  the  verdure  of  the  morn. 

Falfely  luxurious,  will  not  man  awake ; 
And,  fpringing  from  the  bed  of  floth,  enjoy 
The  cool,  the  fragrant,  and  the  filent  hour, 
To  meditation  due  and  facred  fong  ? 
For  is  there  aught  in  lleep  can  charm  the  wife  ? 
To  lie  in  dead  oblivion,  lofmg  half 
The  fleeting  moments  of  too  fhort  a  life  ; 
Total  extinction  of  th'  enlighten'd  foul ! 
Or  e!fe  to  fever  ifh  vanity  alive, 
Wilder'd,  and  toffing  through  diflemper'd  dreams? 
Who  would  in  fuch  a  gloomy  ilate  remain 
Longer  than  nature  craves ;  when  every  mufe 
And  every  blooming  pleafurc  wait  without. 
To  blefs  the  wildly  devious  morning  walk  ? 

But  yonder  comes  the  powerful  king  of  day, 
Rejoicing  in  the  eaft.     The  lefTening  cloud. 
The  kinc.ling  azure,  and  the  mountain's  brow 
lllum'd  with  fluid  gold,  his  near  approach 
Betoken  glad.     Lo;  now,  apparent  all, 
Aflant  the  dew-bright  earth,  and  colour'd  air, 
He  looks  in  boundlefs  majefty  abroad  ; 
And  fheds  the  fliining  day,  that  burnifli'd  plays 
On  rocks,  and  hills,  and  towers,  and  wandering 

ftreams. 
High-gleaming  from  afar.     Prime  cheerer  light ! 
Of  all  material  beings  firft,  and  beft ! 
Efflux  divine  !  nature's  refplendent  robe ! 
Without  whofe  vefiing  beauty  all  were  wrapt 
In  uneflential  gloom  ;  and  thou,  O  fun  ! 
Soul  of  furroun  ing  worlds  !  in  whom  beft  feen 
Shines  out  thy  Pvlaker  !  may  I  fing  of  thee  ? 

'Tis  by  thy  fecret,  ftrong,  attractive  force. 
As  with  a  chain  indilToluble  bound. 
Thy  fyftem  rolls  entire ;  from  the  far  bourne 
Of  utmoft  Saturn,  wheeling  wide  his  round 
Of  thirty  years;  to  Mercury,  whofe  difk 
Can  fcarcc  be  cauf,ht  by  philofophic  eye, 
Juoft  in  the  near  efFulgence  of  thy  blaze. 

Informer  of  the  planetary  train  !  [orbs 

Without  whofe  quickening  glance  their  cumbrous 
Were  brute  unlovely  mafs    inert  and  dead, 
And  not,  as  now,  the  green  abodes  of  life  1 
HoAv  many  forms  of  being  wait  on  thee ! 
Inhaling  fpirit ;  from  th'  unfetter'd  mind, 
By  thee  fublim'd,  down  to  the  daily  race, 
The  mixing  myriads  of  thy  fetting  beam. 

The  vegetabFe  world  is  alfo  thine, 
Parent  of  Seafons  !  who  the  pomp  precede 
That  •v\  aits  thy  throne,  as  through  thy  vaft  domain, 
Annual,  along  the  bright  ecliptic  road. 
In  world-rejoicing  ftate    it  moves  fublime. 
Meantime  th'  expecfting  nations,  c  rcle  '  gay 
With  all  the  various  tribes  of  foodful  earth, 
Implore  thy  bounty,  or  fend  grateful  up 
A  common  hymn :  '  hile,  round  thy  beaming  car, 
High-feen,  the  Seafons  lead,  in  fprightly  dance 
Harmonious  knit,  the  rofy-finger'd  hours, 
The  zephyrs  floating  loofe,  -he  timely  rains, 
Of  bloom  ethereal  the  light-fcoted  dews. 
And  foften'd  into  joy  the  fiirly  ftcuus. 
Tiiefej  in  iucceflive  turn,  with  layifli  baad. 


Shower  every  beauty,  every  fragrahcc  /hower. 
Herbs,  flowers, and  fruits;  till,  kindling  at  thy  touch. 
From  land  to  land  is  flufh'd  the  verna.  year. 

Nor  to  the  furfacc  of  enliven  d  earth. 
Graceful  with  hills  and  dales,  and  leafy  woods. 
Her  liberal  trcfles,  is  thy  force  confin'd  ; 
But  to  the  bowel'd  cavern  darting  deep. 
The  mineral  kinds  confefs  thy  mighty  power. 
Effulgent,  hence  the  veiiiyniarble  Ihines; 
Hence  labour  draws  his  tools ;  hence  burnifh'd  war 
Gleams  on  the  day;   the  nobler  work?  of  peace 
Hence  blefs  mankind,  and  generous  commerce  bindi 
The  round  of  nations  in  a  golden  chain. 

Th'  unfruitful  rock  itfelf,  impregn'd  by  thee, 
In  dark  retirement  forms  the  lucid  flone. 
The  lively  diamond  drinks  thy  pureft  rays, 
CoilecSed  light,  compadt ;  that,  polifh'd  bright, 
And  all  its  native  luftre  let  abroad. 
Dares,  as  it  fparkks  on  the  fair-one's  breafl:^ 
With  vain  ambition  emulate  her  eyes. 
At  thee  the  ruby  lights  its  deepening  glow, 
And  with  a  waving  radiance  inward  flames, 
From  thee  the  fapphire,  folid  ether,  takes 
Its  hue  cerulean  ;  and,  of  evening  tincft, 
The  purple-flreaming  amethyft  is  thine. 
With  thy  own  fmile  the  yellow  topaz  burns, 
Nor  deeper  verdure  dyes  the  robe  of  Spring, 
When  firft  flie  gives  it  to  the  fouthern  gale, 
Than  the  green  emerald  fhows.    But,  all  combin'd, 
Thick  through  the  whitening  opal  play  thy  beams} 
Or,  flying  feverai  from  its  furface,  form 
•  A  trembling  variance  of  revolvin,,  hues. 
As  the  fite  varies  in  the  gazer's  hand. 

The  very  dead  creation,  from  thy  touch, 
AlTumes  a  mimic  life.     By  thee  refin'd. 
In  brighter  mazes  the  reluctnt  ftream 
Plays  o'er  the  mead.     The  precipice  abrupt, 
Projetfting  horror  on  the  blacken'd  flood, 
Softens  at  thy  return.     The  defart  joys 
W  ildiy.  through  all  his  melancholy  bounds. 
Rude  ruins  glitter;  and  the  briny  deep. 
Seen  from  fome  pointed  promontory's  top. 
Far  to  the  blue  horizon's  utmoft  verge, 
Reftlefs,  refledts  a  floating  gleam.     But  this. 
And  all  the  much-tranfported  mufe  can  fing. 
Are  to  thy  beauty,  dignity,  and  ufe, 
Linequal  far  ;  great  delegated  fource 
Of  light,  and  life,  and  grace,  and  joy  below!. 

How  Ihall  I  then  attempt  to  fing  of  him  ! 
Who,  light  himfelf.  in  uncreated  light 
Invefted  deep,  dwells  awefully  retir'd 
From  mortal  eye,  or  angel's  purer  ken ; 
Whofe  fingle  fmile  has,  from  the  firft  of  time, 
Fill'd,  o'erflov.'ing,  all  thofe  lamps  of  heaven, 
That  beam  for  ever  through  the  boundlefs  fky  s 
But,  fhould  he  hide  his  face,  th'  aftonifh'd  fun. 
And  all  th'  exticguifh'd  ftars,  would  loofening  reel 
Wide  from  their  fphetes,  and  Chaos  come  again. 

And  yet  was  every  faultering  tongue  of  map. 
Almighty  Father !  filent  in  thy  praife, 
Thy  works  themfelves  would  raife  a  general  voice, 
Ev'n  in  the  depth  of  folitary  woods 
By  human  foot  untrod;  proclaim  thy  power, 
-And  to  the  quire  celeftial  thee  refound, 
Th'  eternal  caufe,  fupport,  and  end  of  all ! 

To  me  be  nature's  volume  bioad-difplay'dj 
And  to  perufc  its  all-inftrudling  page. 
Of,  haply  catching  infpiratioB  theace, 
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Som?  eafy  paffagc,  raptur'd,  to  tranflate, 
My  fole  delight ;  as  through  the  falling  glooms 
Penfive  I  ftray,  or  with  the  rifing  dawn 
On  fancy's  eagle-wing  excurfive  ibar. 

Now,  flaming  up  the  heavens,  the  potent  fun 
Melts  Lnto  limpid  air  the  high-rais'd  clouds. 
And  morning  fogs,  that  hover'd  round  the  hills 
In  party-colour'd  bands ;  till  wide  unveil'd 
The  face  of  nature  ftiines,  from  where  earth  feems, 
Far  ftretch'd  around,  to  meet  the  bending  fphere. 

Half  in  a  blufti  of  cluftering  rofes  loft, 
Dew-drooping  coolnefs  to  the  fliade  retires ; 
There,  on  the  verdant  turf,  or  flowery  bed, 
By  gelid  founts  and  carelefs  rills  to  mufe ; 
While  tyrant  heat,  dlfpreading  through  the  flcy, 
"With  rapid  fway,  his  burning  influence  darts 
On  man,  and  beaft,  and  herb,  and  tepid  flream. 

Who  can  unpitying  fee  the  flowery  race, 
Shed  by  thi  morn,  their  new-flufti'd  bloom  refign, 
Before  the  parching  beam  ?  So  fade  the  fair. 
When  fevers  revel  through  their  azure  veins. 
But  one,  tbe  lofty  follower  of  the  fun, 
Sad  when  he  (its,  fliuts  up  her  yellow  leaves. 
Drooping  all  night ;  and,  when  he  warm  returns, 
Points  her  enamour'd  bofom  to  his  ray. 

Home,  from  his  morning  talk,  the  fvvaln  retreats ; 
His  flock  before  him  ftepping  to  the  fold  : 
While  the  full-udder'd  mother  lows  around 
The  cheerful  cottage,  then  expedliing  food, 
The  food  of  innocence  and  health !  The  daw, 
The  rook  and  magpie,  to  the  grey-grown  oaks. 
That  the  calm  village  in  their  verdant  arms, 
Sheltering,  embrace,  dired  their  lazy  flight ; 
Where. on  the  mingling  boughs  they  fit  embowcr'd, 
All  the  hot  noon,  till  cooler  hours  arife. 
Taint,  underneath,  t!"*  houfehold  fowls  convene; 
And,  in  ajcorner  of  the  buzzing  fliade. 
The  houfe-dog,  with  the  vacant  greyhound,  lies, 
Out-fl:rctch'd,  and  fleepy.     lu  his  {lumbers,  one 
Attacks  the  nightly  thief,  and  one  exults 
O'er  hill  and  dale  ;  till,  waken'd  by  the  wafp, 
They  ftarting  fnap.     Nor  fliall  the  mufe  difdain 
To  let  the  little  noify  furamer-race 
Live  in  her  lay,  and  flutter  through  her  fong : 
Not  mean,  thoueh  fimple ;  to  the  fun  ally'd. 
From  him  they  draw  their  animating  fire. 

Wak'd  by  his  warmer  ray,  the  reptile  young 
Come  wing'd  abroad  ;  by  the  light  air  upborn, 
Lighter,  and  full  of  foul.     From  every  chink. 
And  fecret  corner,  where  they  flept  away 
The  wintery  ftorms ;  or  rifm*;  from  their  tombs. 
To  h  gher  life-,  by  myriads,  forth  at  once. 
Swarming  they  pour  ;  of  all  the  vary'd  hues 
Their  beauty-beaming  parent  can  difclofe. 
Ten  thoufand  forms!  ten  thoufand  different  tribes  1 
people  the  blaze.     To  funny  waters  forae 
By  fatal  inftind:  fly,  where  on  the  pool 
They,  fportive,  wheel;  or,  failing  down  the  fl;ream, 
Are  fnatch'd  immediate  by  the  qulck-ey'd  trout. 
Or  darting  falmon.   Through  the  green-wood  (vlade 
Some  love  to  flray  ;  there  lodg'd,  amus'd  and  fed, 
In  the  frefh  leaf.     Luxurious,  others  make 
The  meads  their  choice,  and  vifit  every  flower, 
And  every  latetit  herb  :  for  the  fweet  taflc, 
To  propagate  their  kinds,  and  where  to  wrap. 
In  what  foft  beds,  their  young  yet  undifclos'd. 
Employs  their  tender  care.     Some  to  the  houfe. 
The  fold,  and  dairy,  hungry,  bend  their  flight; 


Sip  round  the  pail,  or  tafte  the  curdling  cheefe  : 
Oft,  inadvertent,  from  the  milky  ftreara 
They  meet  their  fate  ;  or,  weltering  in  the  bowl. 
With  powerlefs  wings  around  t'nem  wrapt,  expire. 

But  chief  to  heedlefs  flies  the  windov/  proves 
A  conftant  death  ;  where,  gloomily  retir'd. 
The  villain  fpider  lives,  cunning,  and  fierce. 
Mixture  abhorr'd  !  Amid  a  mangled  heap 
Of  carcaies,  in  eager  watch  he  fits, 
O'erlooking  all  his  waving  fnares  around. 
Near  the  dire  cell  the  dreadlefs  wanderer  oft 
Pafles,  as  oft  the  ruffian  fhows  his  front  • 
The  prey  at  lafl;  enfnar'd,  he  dreadful  darts, 
With  rapid  glide,  along  the  leaning  line  ; 
And,  fixing  in  the  wretch  his  cruel  fangs,     [wing 
Strikes  backward,  grimly  pleas'd :    the  fluttering 
And  fliriller  found  declare  extreme  difl:refs. 
And  afk  the  helping  hofpltable  hand. 

Refounds  the  living  furface  of  the  ground: 
Nor  undelightful  is  the  ceafelefs  hum, 
To  him  who  mufes  through  the  woods  at  noon  ; 
Or  drowfy  fliepherd,  as  he  lies  reclin'd. 
With  half-fliut  eyes,  beneath  the  floating  fhadc 
Gf  willows  gray,  dole-crowding  o'er  the  book. 

Gradual,  from  thefe  v/hat  numerous  kinds  de- 
Evading  ev'n  the  microfcopic  eye  !  [fcend. 
Full  Nature  fwarms  vvith  life  ;  one  wondrous  mafs 
Of  animals,  or  atoms  organiz'd, 
Waiting  the  i>itjl  Breath,  when  Parent-Heavca 
Shall  bid  his  fpirit  blow.     The  hoary  fsn, 
In  putrid  fleams,  emits  the  living  cloud 
Of  peuilence.     Through  fubterranean  cells, 
Where  fearching  fun-beams  fcarce  can  find  a  way, 
Earth  animated  heaves.     The  flowery  leaf 
Wants  not  its  foft  inhabitants.     Secure, 
Within  its  winding  citadel,  the  ftone 
Holds  multitudes.     But  chief  the  foreft-boughs. 
That  dance  unnumber'd  to  the  playful  breeze, 
The  downy  orchard,  and  the  melting  pulp 
Of  mellow  fruit,  the  namelefs  nations  feed 
Of  evanefcent  infeds.     Where  the  pool 
Stands  mantled  o'er  with  green,  invifible. 
Amid  the  floating  verdure  millions  ftray. 
Each  liquid  too,  whether  it  pierces,  foothes, 
Inflames,  refrefhes,  or  exalts  the  tafte. 
With  various  forms  abounds.     Nor  is  the  ftream 
Of  pureft  cryftal,  nor  the  lucid  air. 
Though  one  tranfparent  vacancy  it  feems, 
Void  of  their  unfeen  people.     Thefe,  conceal'd 
By  the  kind  art  of  forming  Heaven,  efcape 
The  groffer  eye  of  man  :  for,  if  the  worlds 
In  worlds  enclos'd  fhould  on  his  fenfes  burft. 
From  cates  ambrofial,  and  the  nedar'd  bowl, 
He  would  abhorrent  turn ;   and  in  dead  night, 
When  filence  fleeps  o'ei  all,  be  ftunn'd  with  noife' 

Let  no  prefuming  impious  railer  tax 
Creative  Wifdom,  as  if  aught  was  form'd 
In  vain,  or  not  for  admirable  ends. 
Shall  little  haughty  ignorance  pronounce 
His  works  unwife,  of  which  the  fmalleft  part 
Exceeds  the  narrow  viQon  of  her  mind  i* 
As  if  upon  a  full-proportion'd  dome. 
On  fwelling  columns  heav'd,  the  pride  of  art ! 
A  critic-fly,  whofe  feeble  ray  fcarce  fpreads 
An  inch  around,  with  blind  prefumption  bold, 
Should  dare  to  tax  the  llrucfture  of  the  whole. 
And  lives  the  man  whofe  univerfal  eye 
Has  fwept  at  once  th'  unbound  ;d  fcherae  of  things; 
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MarVd  their  dependence  fo,  and  firm  accord, 
As  with  unfaultcring  accent  to  conclude 
That  this  availeth  nought  ?     Has  any  feen 
Tlie  mighty  chain  of  beings,  lefTsning  down 
From  Infinite  Perfediion  to  the  brink 
Of  dreary  nothing,  dttfolate  abyfs  !     _ 
From  which  aftonilh'd  thought,  recoiling,  turns  ? 
Till  then  alone  let  zealous  praift  afcend, 
And  hymns  of  holy  wonder,  to  that  Power 
Whofe  wifdom  fhines  as  lovely  on  our  minds, 
As  on  our  fmiling  eyes  his  fervant  fun. 

Thick  in  yon  ilream  of  light,  a  thoufand  ways, 
Upward,  and  downward, thwarting,  and  convolv'd, 
The  quivering  nations  fport ;  till,  tempeit-wing'd. 
Fierce  Winter  fweeps  them  from  the  face  of  day. 
Ev'n  fo  luxurious  men,  unheeding,  pafs 
An  idle  fummer  life  in  fortune's  Ihine, 
A  feafon's  glitter  !     Thus  they  flutter  on 
From  toy  to  toy,  from  vanity  to  vice  ; 
Till,  blown  away  by  death,  oblivion  comes 
Behind,  and  flrikes  them  from  the  book  of  life. 

Now  fwarihs  the  village  o'er  the  jovial  mead  : 
The  ruftic  youth,  brown  with  meridian  toil. 
Healthful  and  ftrong ;  full  as  the  fummer  rofe 
Blown  by  prevailing  funs,  the  ruddy  maid, 
Half  naked,  fwelling  on  the  fight,  and  all 
Her  kindled  graces,  burning  on  her  cheek. 
Ev'n  {looping  age  is  here  :  and  infant  hands 
Trail  the  long  rake,  or,  with  the  fragrant  load 
O'ercharg'd,  amid  t'ne  kifsd  oppreffion  roll. 
Wide  flies  the  tedded  grain  ;  all  in  a  row 
Advancing  broad,  or  wheeling  round  the  field, 
They  fpread  their  breathing  harvefl  to  the  fun. 
That  throws  refrefhful  round  a  rural  fmell : 
Or,  as  they  rake  the  green-appearing  ground. 
And  drive  the  dufky  wave  along  the  mead, 
The  ruffet  hay-cock  rifes  thick  behind, 
In  order  gay.     While,  heard  from  dale  to  dale, 
Waking  the  breeze,  refounds  the  blended  voice 
Of  happy  labour,  love,  and  fecial  glee. 

Or  rulhing  thence,  in  one  difTufive  baiid. 
They  drive  the  troubled  flocks,  by  many  a  dog 
Compell'd,  to  where  the  mazy-running  brook 
Forms  a  deep  pool ;  this  bank  abrupt  and  high. 
And  that  fair  fpreading  in  a  pebbled  Ihore. 
Urg'd  to  the  giddy  brink,  much  is  the  toil 
The  clamour  much,  of  men,  and  boys,  and  dogs, 
F.re  the  foft  fearful  people  to  the  flood 
Commit  their  woolly  fides.   And  oft  the  fwain, 
On  fome  impatient  feizing,  hurls  them  in  : 
Embolden'd  then,  nor  helitating  more. 
Fail,  fafl,  the}'  plunge  amid  the  flafiiing  wave. 
And  panting  labour  to  the  fartheft  fliore. 
Repeated  this,  till  the  deep  well-walh'd  fleece 
Jias  drunk  the  flood,  and  from  his  lively  haUnt 
The  trout  is  banifh  'd  by  the  fordid  ftream ; 
Heavy,  artd  dripping,  to  the  breezy  brow- 
Slow  move  the  harmlefs  race ;  where,  as  they  fpread 
Their  fweiling  treafures  to  the  funny  ray, 
Inly  difttirb'd,  and  wond'ring  what  this  wild 
Outrageous  tumult  means,  their  loud  corriplaints 
The  country  fill ;  and,  tofs'd  from  rock  to  rock, 
Incefl^nt  bleatings  run  around  the  hills. 
At  laft,  of  fnbwy  white,  the  gather'd  flocks 
Are  in  the  wattled  pen  innumerous  prefs'd, 
Head  above  head  :  and,  rang'd  in  lufl;y  rows. 
The  fliepherds.  fit,  and  whet  the  founding  flieai-s. 
The  houfewife  waits  to  roll  her  fleecy  ftores, 
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With  all  her  gay-drefl  niaids  attending  round. 
One,  chief  in  gracioUs  dignity  enthron'd. 
Shines  o'er  the  refl,  the  paftoral  queen,  and  rays  . 
Her  fmiles,  fweet-beaming,  on  her  fhepherd-king  ; 
While  the  glad  circle  round  them  yield  their  fouls 
To  fcftive  mirth,  and  wit  that  knows  no  gall. 
Meantime,  their  joyxjus  taflc  goes  on  apace  : 
Some  mingling  fl;ir  the  melted  tar,  and  fome, 
Deep  on  the  new-fliorn  vagrant's  heaving-fide, 
To  ftamphis  matter's  cypher  ready  ftand ; 
Others  th'  unwilling  wether  drag  along  ; 
And,  glorying  in  his  mi^ht,  the  fliurdy  bo^ 
Holds  by  the  twilled  horns  th'  indignant  ram. 
Behold  where  bound,  and  of  its  robe  bereft, 
By  needy  man,  that  all-depending  lord. 
How  meek,  how  patient,  the  mild  creature  lies! 
What  foftnefs  in  its  melancholy  face. 
What  dumb  complaining  innocence  appears ! 
Fear  not;  ye  gentle  tribes,  'tis  not  the  knife 
Of  horrid  flaughter  that  is  o'er  you  waVd; 
No,  'tis  tlie  tender  fwain's  wfell-guide'd  fliears, 
Who  having  now,  to  pay  his  annual  care, 
Borrow'd  your  fleece,  to  you  a  cumbrous  load, 
Will  fend  you  bbunding  to  your  hills  again. 
A  fimple  fcene  !  yet  hence  Britannia  fees 
Her  folid  grandeur  rife  :  hence  file  commands 
Th'  exalted  fl;ores  of  every  brighter  clime. 
The  treafures  of  the  fun  w;ithout  his  rage : 
Hence,  fervent  all,  with  culture,  loil,  and  arts. 
Wide  glows  her  land :  her  dreadful  thunder  hepce 
Rides  o'er  the  waves  fubllme,  and. now,  ev'nnowj 
Impending  hangs  o'er  Gallia's  humbled  coafl: ; 
Hence  rules  ithe  circling  deep,  and  awes  the  world. 

'Tis  raging  noon ;  and,  vertical,  the  fun 
Darts  on  the  head  dire'd  his  ibrceful  rays. 
O'er  heaven  and  earth,  far  as  the  ranging  eye 
Can  fweep,  a  dazzling  deluge  rcig'ns ;  and  all 
From  pole  to  pole  is  undiftinguifli'd  blaiTP^ 
In  vain  the  fight,  dejedled  to  the  grotind. 
Stoops  for  relief ;  thence  hot-afcending  fleams. 
And  keen  refledlion  pain.     Deep  to  the  root 
Of  ve|';etation  parch'd,  the  cleaving  fields 
And  flippery  lawn  an  arid  hiie  difclofe, 
Blafl:  fancy's  bloom,  and  wither  ev'n  the  foul. 
Echo  no  more  rettirns  the  cheerful  fourid 
Of  fharpenirtg  fcythe  :  the  mower  finking  heaps 
O'er  him  the  humid  hay,  with  flowers  perfum'd  ; 
And  fcarce  a  chirping  grafs-hopper  is  heard 
Through  thedumb.mead.     Dift:refsful  nature  pants. 
The  very  fbreams  lock  languid  from  afar ; 
Or,  through  the  unflielter'd  glade,  impatient  feem 
To  hnrl  into  the  covert  of  the  grove. 

All-conquering  heat,  oh,  intermit  thy  wrath ! 
And  on  my  throbbing  temples  potent  thus 
Beam  not  fq  fierce  !  Inceilant  ftill  you  flow, 
Aiad  ftill  another  fervent  flood  facceeds, 
Pour'd  on  the  head  profuTe.     In  vain  I  fijh. 
And  refllefs  turn,  and  look  arouUd  for  night ; 
Night  is  far  off,  and  hotter  hours  approach. 
Thrice  happy  he  !  who,  on  tlie  furilefs  fide 
Of  a  romantic  mountain,  forcfl-crown'd. 
Beneath  the  whole  c'olle(5ied  ibade  reclines : 
Or  in  the  jjelid  caverns,  v/oodbine-v/rousht, 
And  frefli  bedew'd  with  ever-fpouting  ftreams. 
Sits  coolly  calm  ;  v/hile  all  the  world  withotlt, 
Unfatisfied  and  fick,  tofles  in  noon  : 
Emblem  inftrudtive  of  the  virtuous  man, 
Wbo  keeps  his  temper'd  mind  ferei?s  gnd  pure, 
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And  every  paffion  aptly  harmoniz'd, 
Amid  a  jarring  world  with  vice  inflam'd. 

Welcome,  ye  Ihades  !  ye  bowery  tlaickcts,  hail ! 
Ye  lofty  pines  !  ye  venerable  oaks  ! 
Ye  afhes  wild,  refounding  o'er  the  fteep  ! 
Delicious  is  your  flicker  to  the  foul, 
As  to  the  hunted  hart  the  fallying  fpring. 
Or  flrcam  full-flowing,  that  his  fwelling  fides 
I.aves,  as  he  floats  along  the  herbag'd  brink. 
Cool,  through  the  nerves,  your  plealing  comfort 

glides ; 
The  heart  beats  glad ;  the  frefh-expanded  eye 
And  ear  refume  their  watch ;  the  finews  knit ; 
And  life  fhoots  fvvift  through   all   the  lighten'd 
limbs. 
Around  th'  adjoining  brook,  that  purls  along 
The  vocal  grove,  now  fretting  o'er  a  rock. 
Now  fcarcely  moving  through  a  reedy  pool, 
Now  ftarting  to  a  fudden  itream,  and  now 
Gently  diffus'd  into  a  limpid  plain  ; 
A  various  group  the  herds  and  flocks  compofe, 
Rural  confufion !  on  the  grafly  bank 
Some  ruminating  lie ;  while  others  fband 
Half  in  the  flood,  and,  often  bending,  Cp 
The  circling  furface.     In  the  middle  droops 
The  ftrong  laborious  ox,  of  honcfh  front. 
Which  incompos'd  he  Ihakes;  and  from  his  fides 
The  troublous  infedls  lafhes  witli  his  tail, 
Returning;  ftiil.     Amid  his  fubjecfts  fafe, 
Slumbers  the  monarch-fwain  ;  his  carelefs  arm 
Thrown  round  his  head,  on  downy  mofsfuflain'J; 
Here  laid  his  fcrip,  with  wholefome  viands  fill'd; 
There,  liftening  every  noife,  his  watchful  dog. 
Wght  fly  his  flumbers,  if  perchance  a  flight 
Of  angry  gad-flies,  faften  on  the  herd  ; 
That  ftartlLig  fcatters  from  the  fhallow  brook. 
In  fearch  of  lavifh  flream.     Tofling  the  foam, 
Tliey  fcorn  the  keeper's  voice,  and  fcour  the  plain. 
Through  all  the  bright  feverity  of  noon  ; 
While,  from  their  labouring  breafls,  a  hollow  moan 
Proceeding,  runs  low-beUowIng  round  the  hills. 

Oft  in  this  feafon  too  the  horfe,  provok'd. 
While  his  big  finews  full  of  fpirits  fwell. 
Trembling  with  vigour,  in  the  heat  of  blood, 
Springs  the  high  fence ;  and,  o'er  the  field  effus'd, 
D^rts  on  the  gloomy  flood,  with  ftedfaft  eye. 
And  heart  eflrang'd  to  fear :  his  nervous  cheft 
Luxuriant,  and  ere(fl: !  the  feat  of  ftrength  ! 
Bears  down  th'   oppofing  flream  :  quenchlefs  his 
He  takes  the  river  at  redoubled  draughts;  [tliirft  ; 
And  with  wide  noflrils,  fnorting,  fkinis  the  wave. 

"Stiil  let  me  pierce  into  the  midnight  depth 
Of  yonder  grove,  of  wildeft  largcft  growth  : 
That,  forming  high  in  air  a  woodland  quire. 
Nodi,  o'er  the  mount  beneath.     At  every  ftcp, 
■;{3olemn,  and  flow,  the  fnadows  blacker  fall, 
•  And  all  is  aweful  liflening  gloom  around. 

Thefe  are  the  haunts  of  Meditation,  thefc 
The  fcenes  where  ancient  bards  th'  infpiring  breath, 
Ecihitic,  felt ;  and,  from  this  world  retir'd, 
Convers'd  with  angels  and  immortal  forms. 
On  gracioiii  errands  bent :   to  fave  the  fall 
Of  virtue  flruggling  on  the  brink  of  vice ; 
In  waking  whifpers,  and  repeated  dreams, 
*J'o  hint  pure  thought,  and  warn  the  favour'd  foul 
For  future  trials  fated  to  prepare  ; 
To  prompt  the  poet,  who  devoted  gives 
}h$  mufc  to  better  themes ;  to  foothe  the  pangs      i 


Of  dying  worth,  and  from  the  patriot's  breaft 

(Backward  to  mingle  in  detefted  war. 

But  foremoll  when  engag'd)  to  turn  the  death; 

And  numberlefs  fuch  ofiices  of  love 

Daily,  and  nightly,  zealous  to  perform. 

Shook  fudden  from  the  bofom  of  the  Iky, 
A  thoufand  fhapes  or  glide  athwart  the  duflc, 
Or  ftalk  majeftic  on.     Deep-rous'd,  I  feel 
A  facred  terror,  a  fevere  delight,  [thinks, 

Creep  through  my  mortal  frame;   and  thus,  me- 
A  voice,  than  human  more,  th'  abftracfted  ear 
Of  fancy  ftrikes.     "  Be  not  of  us  afraid, 
"  Poor  kindred  man  !  thy  fellow-creatures,  we 
"  From  the  fame  Parent-Power  oitr  beings  drew, 
"  The  fame  our  Lord,  and  laws,  and  great  purfuit. 
"  Once  fome  of  us,  like  thee,  through  ilormy  life, 
"  Toil'd,  tempeft-beaten,  ere  we  could  attain 
"  This  holy  calm,  this  harmony  of  mind, 
"  Where  purity  and  peace  immingle  charms. 
"  Then  fear  not  us ;  but  with  refponfive  fong, 
"  Amid  thefe  dim  recelTes,  undifturb'd 
"  By  noify  folly  and  difcordant  vice, 
"  Of  Nature  ling  with  us,  and  Nature's  God. 
"  'irltre  frequent,  at  the  vifionary  hour, 
"  When  mufing  midnight  reigns  or  filent  noon, 
"  Angelic  harps  are  in  full  concert  heard,       [hill, 
"  And  Voices  chaunting  from  the  wood-crowii'd 
"  The  deepening  dale,  or  inmofl  fylvan  glade  ; 
"  A  privilege  beftow'd  by  us,  alone, 
"  On  Contemplation,  or  the  hallow'd  ear 
"  Of  poet,  fwelling  to  feraphic  flrain." 

And  art  thou,  *  Stanley,  of  that  facred  band  ? ' 
Alas,  for  us  too  foon  I     Though  rais'd  above 
The  reach  of  human  pain,  above  the  flight 
Of  human  joy  ;  yet,  with  a  mingled  ray 
Of  fadlv-pleas'd  remembrance,  muft  thou  feel 
A  mother's  love,  a  mother's  tender  woe  : 
Who  feeks  thee  Hill,  in  many  a  formet  fcene  ; 
Seeks  thy  fair  form,  thy  lovely  beaming  eyes, 
Thy  pleafmg  converfe,  by  gay  lively  fenfe 
Infpir'd  :  where  moral  wifdom  mildly  flione^ 
Without  the  toil  of  art ;  and  virtue  glow'd. 
In  all  her  fmiles,  without  forbidding  pride. 
But,  O  thou  bell  of  parents !  wipe  thy  tears } 
Or  rather  to  parental  nature  pay 
The  tears  of  grateful  joy,  who  for  a  while 
Lent  thee  this  younger  fclf,  tliis  opening  bloom 
Of  thy  cnlighten'd  mind  and  gentle  worth. 
Believe  the  mufe  :  the  wintery  blaft  of  death 
Kills  not  the  buds  of  virtue  ;  no,  they  fpread 
Boneath  the  heavenly  beam  of  brighter  funs, 
Through  cndlefs  ages,  into  higher  powers. 

Thus  up  the  mount,  in  aery  vifion  rapt, 
I  flray,  regardlcfs  whitl'cr  ;  till  the  found 
Of  a  near  fall  of  water  every  fenfe  [ing  bact, 

^\'akes  from  the  charm  of  thought :   fwift-fhrink- 
I  check  my  fteps,  and  A^iew  the  broken  fcene. 

Smooth  to  the  flielving  brink  a  copious  flood 
Rolls  fair,  and  placid  ;  where  coUedled  all, 
In  one  impetuous  torrent,  down  the  fleep 
It  thundering  fhoots,  and  fhaltcs  the  country  round. 
At  firft,  an  azure  flieet,  it  ruflies  broad  ; 
Then  whitening  by  degrees,  as  prorte  it  falls. 
And  from  the  loud-refounding  rocks  below 
Dafti'd  in  a  cloud  of  foam,  it  fends  aloft 


■*  A  young  lai/y,  ivka  died  ai  the  age  of  eighteen}  'i 
the  y/:(ir,i]lZ. 
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~^  hoary  tnift,  and  forms  a  Ciafelefs  fliower. 
>Ior  can  the  tortur'd  wave  here  find  repol'e  : 
.15ut,  raging  ftill  amid  the  fhaggy  rocks, 
Now  flafhes  o'er  the  fcatter'd  fragments,  now 
Afl;jRt  the  hollow  channel  rapid  darts  ; 
And,  falling  faft  from  gradual  flope  to  flope. 
With  wild  infracted  courfe,  tind  leffen'd  roar, 
It  gains  a  fafer  bed,  and  fieals,  at  lail. 
Along  the  mazes  of  the  quiet  vale. 

Invited  from  the  cliff,  to  whofe  dark  brow 
He  clings,  the  lleep-afcending  eagle  foars. 
With  upward  pinions,  through  rhe  flood  of  day  ; 
And,  giving  fall  his  bofom  to  the  blaze. 
Gains  on  the  fun ;  while  all  the  tuneful  race, 
Smit  by  affliftive  noon,  diforder'd  droop. 
Deep  in  the  thicket ;  or,  from  bower  to  bower 
Refponfive,  force  an  interrupted  flrain. 
*rhe  itock-dove  only  through  the  foreft  cooes, 
Alournfully  hoarfe  ;  oft  ceafing  from  his  plaint, 
Short  interval  of  weary  woe  !  again 
The  fad  idea  of  his  murder'd  mate, 
Struck  from  his  fide  by  favage  fowler's  guile, 
Acrofs  his  fancy  comes ;  and  then  refounds 
A  louder  fong  of  forrow  through  the  grove. 

Befide  the  dewy  border  let  me  fit. 
All  in  the  freflinefs  of  the  humid  air ; 
There  in  that  hoUow'd  rock,  grotefqne  and  wild, 
An  ample  chair  mofs-lin'd,  and  over  head 
By  flowering  umbrage  fhaded :  v/here  the  bee 
Strays  diligent,  and  with  th'  extracted  balm 
Of  fragrant  woodbine  loads  his  little  thigh. 

Now,  while  I  tafte  the  fweetnefs  of  the  fhade, 
While  Nature  lies  around  deep-lull'd  in  noon, 
.J^ow  come  bold  fancy,  fpread  a  daring  Sight, 
And  view  the  wonders  of  the  tsrrid  zone: 
Climes  unrelenting  !  with  whofe  rage  compar'd, 
Yon  blaze  is  feeble,  and  yon  fkies  are  cool. 
,   See,  how  at  once  the  bright  effulgent  fun, 
Rifmg  direifl,  fwift  chafes  from  the  fky 
The  fhort-liv'd  twilight ;  and  with  ardent  blaze 
Looks  gaily  fierce  through  all  the  dazzling  air  : 
He  mounts  his  throne  ;  but  kind  before  him  lends, 
IfTuing  from  out  the  portals  of  the  morn. 
The  *  general  breeze,  to  mitigate  his  fire, 
And  breathe  refrefhment  on  a  fainting  world. 
Great  are  the  fcenes,  with  dreadful  beauty  crown'd 
And  barbarous  wealth,  that  fee  each  circling  year, 
Returning  funs  -f-  and  double  fcafons  pafs  : 
Rocks  rich  in  gems,  and  mountains  big  with  mines, 
That  on  the  high  equator  ridgy  rife, 
Whence  many  a  burfting  ftream  auriferous  plays  : 
Majeflic  woods,  of  every  vigorous  green. 
Stage  above  ftage,  high  wavinsj  o'er  the  hills  ; 
Or  to  the  far  horizon  wide  diffus'd, 
A  boundlefs  deep  immenfity  of  fhade. 
Here  lofty  trees,  to  ancient  fong  unknown, 
The  noble  fons  of  potent  heat  and  floods 
Prone  rufhing  from  the  clouds,  rear  high  to  heaven 


*  Which  bloivs  conjiantly  between  the  tropica  from 
the  eaji,  or  the  collateral  points,  the  iiorih-eajl  andj'outh- 
faji ;  caiifed  hy  the  prejfure  of  the  rarejied  air  on  that 
before  it,  according  to  the  diurnal  motion  of  the  fun  from 
fajl  to  ivefi. 

^  \  lit  all  climates  beticeen  the  tropics,  the  fun,  as  he 
fajjes  and  repajfes  in  his  annual  motion,  is  tiviie  »  year 
v:r:i:j:l,  ■zit/^h produces  this  effed, 
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Their  thorny  ftetns,  and  broad  around  thrra  throw 

Meridian  gloom.     Here,  in  eternal  prime, 

Unnumber'd  fruits  of  keen  delicious  tafle 

And  vital  fpirit,  drin'^i  amid  the  chffs. 

And  bur.aing  fands  that  bank  the  ftirubby  vales. 

Redoubled  day,  yet  in  their  rugged  coats 

A  friendly  juice  to  cool  its  rage  contain. 

Bear  me,  Pomona,  to  thy  citron  groves  ; 
To  where  the  lemon  and  the  piercing  lime, 
VVith  the  deep  orange, glowing  through  the  <rreen^ 
Their  li'>hter  glories  blend.     Lay  me  reclin'd 
Beneath  the  fpreading  tamarind  th-'t  fhakes, 
Fann'd  by  the  breeze,  its  fever-cooling  fruit. 
Deep  in  the  night  the  maffy  locufl  iheds       [maze^ 
Qjiiench  my  hot  limbs :  or  lead  me  through  the 
Eiubov/ering  endl^fs,  of  the  Indian  fig  ; 
Or,  thrown  at  gayer  eafe,  on  fome  fair  brow, 
Let  me  behold,  by  breezy  murmurs  cool'd. 
Broad  o'er  ray  head  the  verdant  cedar  wave, 
And  high  palmetos  lift  their  graceful  fliade. 
Or  flretcli'd  amid  thefe  orchards  of  the  fun. 
Give  me  to  drain  the  cocoa's  milky  bowl, 
And  from  the  palm  to  draw  its  freflicning  wine  !- 
More  bounteous  far  than  all  the  frantic  juice 
Which  Bacchus  pours.     Nor,  on  its  fltnder  twigs 
Low-bending,  be  the  full  pomegranate  fcorn'd ; 
Nor,  creeping  throug'n  the  woods,  the  gelid  racr. 
Of  berries.     Oft  in  humble  ftation  dwells 
Unboaftful  worth,  above  faftidious  pomp. 
Witnefs,  thou  beft  Anana,  thou  the  pride 
Of  vegetable  life,  beyond  whate'er 
The  poets  imag'd  in  the  golden  a^c  : 
Quick  let  me  firip  thee  of  thy  tufty  coat. 
Spread  thy  ambrofial  flores,  and  feafl  with  Jove  ? 
From  thefe  the  profpecl:  varies.     Plains  immenfe 
Lie  ftretch'd  below,  interminable  meads 
And  vaft;  favannahs,  where  the  wandering  eye, 
UnSxt,  is  in  a  verdant  ocean  loft. 
Another  Flora  there,  of  holder  hues, 
And  richer  fweets,  beyond  our  gardens  pride, 
Plays  o'er  the  fields,  and  Ihowers  with  fudden  hani 
Exuberant  Spring ;  for  oft  thefe  vallies  Ihift 
Their  green-embroider'd  robe  fi  fiery  brown,. 
And  fwift  to  preen  again,  as  fcorc'ning  funs. 
Or  ftreaming  dews  and  torrent  rains,  prevail. 
Along  theie  lonely  regions,  where  retir'd. 
From  little  feenes  of  art,  great  Nature  dwells 
In  awful  folitude,  and  nought  is  feen 
But  thii  wild  herds  that  own  no  mafter's  ftalli 
Pi'odigious  rivers  roll  their  fattening  feas  : 
On  whofe  luxuriant  herbage,  half  conceal'd, 
I^ike  a  fall'n  cedar,  far  diffus'd  his  train, 
Cas'd  in  green  fcales,  the  crocodile  extends. 
The  flood  difparts  :  behold  !  in  plaited  mail, 
*  Behemoth  rears  his  head.    Glanc'd  from  his  fidcj 
The  darted  fteel  in  idle  fhivers  flies  : 
He  fearlefs  walks  the  plain,  or  feeks  the  hills ; 
Where,  as  he  crops  his  varied  fare,  the  herds. 
In  widening  circle  round,  forget  their  tood. 
And  at  the  harmlefs  ftrangerw'ondering  gaze. 
Peaceful,  beneath  primaeval  trees,  that  calt 
Their  ample  fhade  o'er  Niger's  yellovv  ftream. 
And  where  the  Ganges  rolls  his  fafired  Wave  ; 
Or  mid  the  central  depth  of  blackening  woodsi 
High-rais'd  in  folemn  theatre  around, 


The  Hippopotamus ,  tr  rvver-harjt. 
Nij 
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Leans  the  husfc  elephant ;  vrifeft  of  brutes ! 
O  truly  wile!  with  gentle  might  endow'd, 
-  Though  powerful,  not  deflrudtive  !  Here  he  fees 
Revolving  ages  fvveep  the  changeful  earth, 
And  empires  rife  and  fall ;  regardlefs  he 
Of  what  the  never-reiting  race  of  men 
Proje(ft  :  thrice  happy !  could  he  'fcape  their  guile, 
Who  mine,  from  cruel  avarice,  his  fteps ; 
Or  with  his  tov/ery  grandeur  fvvell  their  ftate, 
T'he  pride  of  kin^s  !  or  elfe  his  ilrength  pervert, 
And  bid  him  rage  amid  the  mortal  fray, 
Aftonifh'd  at  the  madnefs  of  mankind. 

Wide  o'er  the  winding  umbraa;e  of  the  floods, 
JLike  vivid  bloflbms  glowing  from  afar,         [hand, 
Tliick   fwarm  the  brighter  birds.     For  Nature's 
That  vi-ith  a  fportive  vanity  has  deck'd 
Tiie  plumy  nations,  there  her  gayell:  hues 
Profufely  pours.     *  But,  if  flie  bids  them  fhine, 
Array'd  in  all  the  beauteous  beams  of  day, 
Yet,  frugal  ftill,  fhe  humbles  them  in  fong. 
Nor  envy  we  the  ;^audy  robes  they  lent 
Proud  Montezuma's  realm,  whofe  legions  caft 
A  boundlefs  radiance  waving  on  the  fun, 
"While  Philomel  is  ours ;  while  in  our  ftiades. 
Through  the  foft  filence  of  the  liflening  night, 
The  fober-fuited  fongftrefs  trills  her  lay. 

But  come,  my  mufe,  the  defart  barrier  burfl, 
A  wild  expanfe  of  lifelefs  fand  and  fey  : 
And,  fwifter  than  the  toilin.^  caravan. 
Shoot  o'er  the  vale  of  Sennar ;  ardent  climb 
The  Nubian  mountains,  and  the  fecret  bounds 
Of  jealous  Abyffinia  boldly  pierce. 
Thou  art  no  ruffian,  who  beneath  the  mafk 
Of  fecial  commerce  com'fl  to  rob  their  v/ealth  ; 
J^  holy  fury  thou,  blafphemin^  Heaven, 
"With  confecrated  fteei  to  flab  their  peace, 
And  through  the  land,  yet  red  from  civil  wounds, 
To  fpread  the  purple  tyranny  of  Rome. 
Thou,  like  the  harmlefs  bee,  may'ft:  freely  range, 
Trom  mead  to  mead  bright  with  exalted  flowers, 
.Trom  jafmine  grove  to  prove,  may'fl  wander  gay. 
Through  palmy  fliades  and  aromatic  woods. 
That  grace  the  'ilains,  inveft  the  peopled  hills. 
And  up  the  more  than  Alpine  mountains  wave. 
There  on  the  breezy  fummit,  fpreading  fair. 
For  many  a  league  ;  or  on  ftupendous  rocks, 
That  from  the  iun-redouMing  valley  lift, 
Cool  to  the  middle  air,  their  lawny  tops ; 
"Where  palaces,  and  fanes,  and  villas  rife  v 
And  gardens  fmile  around,  and  culter'd  fields ; 
And  fountains  gn/h;  and  carelefs  herds  and  flocks 
Securely  ftrav  ;  a  world  within  itfelf, 
Difdaining  all  affauk  :  there  let  me  draw 
lEthereal  loul,  there  drink  reviving  galesj 
.  Profufely  breathing  from  the  fpicy  }>  roves. 
And  vales  of  fragrance  ;  there  at  diilance  hear 
The  roaring  floods,  and  cataraiSs,  that  fweep 
Trom  difemboweird  earth  the  virgin  gold  ; 
And  o'er  the  varied  landfkip,  refllcfs,  rove, 
Fervent  with  life  of  every  fairer  kind : 
^  land  of  wonders  !  which  the  fnn  ilill  eyes 
"With  ray  direft,  as  of  the  lovely  realm 
JBnamour'd,  and  delighting  there  to  dwell. 


*  In  all  ih:  regions  of  the  torrid  zone,  the  birds, 
thcugh  mere  beaut ful  in  their  pfumage,  are  obferved  to 
it  lefs  melodiiiis  than  curs. 


How  chang'd  the  fcene !    In  blazing  height  of 
noon. 
The  fun,  opprcfs'd,  is  plunj'd  in  thickeft  eloom. 
Still  horror  reigns,  a  dreary  twilight  round. 
Of  ftruaglin/  night  and  day  malignant  mix'd. 
For  to  the  hot  equator  crowding  fafl. 
Where,  highly  rarcfy'd,  the  yielding  air 
Admits  their  ftream,  incelTant  vapours  roll, 
Amazing  clouds  on  clouds  continual  heap'd ! 
Or  whirl'd  tempeftuous  by  the  gufty  wind. 
Or  fiLnt  borne  along,  heavy,  and  flow. 
With  the  big  ftores  of  fleaming  oceans  charg'd. 
Meantime,  amid  thefe  upper  feas,  condens'd 
Around  the  cold  aerial  mountain's  brow. 
And  by  conflifting  winds  together  dafli'd. 
The  thunder  holds  his  black  tremendous  throne  : 
From  cloud  to  cloud  the  rending  lightnings  rage ; 
Till,  in  the  furious  elemental  war 
DilTolv'd;  the  whole  precipitated  mafs 
Unbroken  floods  and  folid  torrents  pours. 

The  treafures  thefe,  hid  from  the  bounded  fearch 
Of  ancient  knowledge ;  whence,  with  annual  pomp^ 
Rich  king  of  floods  !  o'erflows  the  fwelUng  Nile. 
From  his  two  fprings,  m  Gojam's  funny  realm. 
Pure-welling  out,  he  through  the  lucid  lake 
Of  fair  Dambea  rolls  his  infant  ftream. 
There,  by  the  Naiads  nurs'd,  he  fports  away 
His  playlul  youth,  amid  the  fragrant  ifles. 
That  with  unfading  verdure  fmile  around. 
Ambitious,  thence  the  manly  river  breaks ; 
And,  gathering  many  a  flood,  and  copious  fed 
With  all  the  mellow'd  treafures  of  the  iky, 
Winds  in  progrefllve  majefty  along: 
Throughfplendidkingdomsnow devolves  his  maZA, 
Now  wanders  wild  o'er  folitary  trails  *■ 

Of  life-deferted  fand  ;  till,  glad  to  quit 
The  joylefs  defart,  down  the  Nubian  rocks 
From  thundering  flecp  to  fteep,  he  pours  his  urn. 
And  Egypt  joys  beneath  the  fpreading^  wave. 

His  brother  Niger,  too,  and  all  the  floods 
In  which  the  full-form'd  maids  of  Afric  lave 
Their  jetty  limbs  ;  and  all  that  from  the  tracS 
Of  woody  mountains  ftretch'd  through  gorgeous 
Fall  on  Coromandcl's  coaft,  or  Malabar ;  [Ind 

From  *  Menam's  orient  ftream,  that  nightly  ihinefi 
With  infeft-lamps,  to  where  Aurora  flieds 
On  Indus'  fmiling  banks  the  rofy  fliower  : 
All,  at  this  bounteous  feafon,  ope  their  urns. 
And  pour  untoiling  harveft  o'er  the  land. 

Nor  lefs  thy  world,  Columbus,  drinks,  refrefh'd. 
The  lavifli  moifture  of  the  melting  year. 
Wide  o'er  his  ifles,  the  branching  Oronoque 
Rolls  a  brown  deluge  ;  and  the  native  drives 
To  dwell  aloft  on  life-fufKcing  trees. 
At  once  his  dome,  his  robe,  his  food,  and  arms; 
Swell'd  by  a  thoufard  ftreams,  impetuous  hnrl'd 
From  all  the  roaring  Andes,  huge  defcends 
The  miuhty  f  Orellana.     Scarce  the  mufe 
Dares  ftretch  her  wing  o'er  this  enormous  maf$ 
Of  rufhing  water  ;  fcarce  flie  dares  attempt 
The  fealike  Plata  ;  to  whofe  dread  expanfe. 
Continuous  depth,  and  wondrous  length  of  courft. 
Our  floods  are  rills.     With  unabated  force, 

*  The  river  that  runs  through  Siam ;  on  ivhofe 
banks  a  "uafl  multitude  of  thofe  infeSis  called  f re-fits, 
male  a  beautiful  appearance  in  the  nightt 

t  The  river  of  the  Aft-ment- 


SUMMER, 


197 


In  filent  dignity  they  fweep  alonpf, 
And  traverl'e  realms  unknown,  and  blooming  wilds, 
And  fruitlefs  defarts,  worlds  of  foiitude, 
Where  the  fun  fmiks  and  feafons  teem  in  vain, 
Unfeen,  and  unenjoy'd.     Forlltking  tliefe. 
O'er  peopled  plains  they  fair-dilfufive  flow, 
And  many  a  nation  feed,  and  circle  fafe, 
In  their  foft  bofom,  many  a  happy  ifle  ; 
The  feat  of  blamelefs  Pan,  yet  undiilurb'd 
By  Chriflian  crimes  and  Europe's  cruel  fons. 
Thus  pouring  on  they  proudly  feek  the  deep, 
Whofe  vanquifh'd  tide,  recoiling  from  the  fhock. 
Yields  to  the  liquid  weight  of  half  the  globe  ; 
And  Ocean  trembles  for  his  green  domain. 

But  what  avails  this  wondrous  wafte  of  wealth? 
This  gay  profufion  of  luxurious  blifs  ? 
This  pomp  of  nature  ?  what  their  balmy  meads. 
Their  powerful  herbs,  and  Ceres  void  of  pain  ? 
By  vagrant  birds  difpers'^l,  and  wafting  winds, 
What    their    unpianted    fruits  ?    what   the    cool 

draughts, 
Th'  ambrofial  food,  rich  gums,  and  fpicy  health, 
Their  forefts  yield  ?  their  toiling  infe6is  what, 
Their  filky  pride,  and  vegetable  robes  ? 
Ah  !  what  avail  their  fatal  treafures,  hid 
Deep  in  the  bowels  of  the  pitying  earth, 
Golconda's  gems,  and  fad  Potofi's  mines ; 
Where  dwelt  the  gentleft  children  of  the  fun  ? 
What  all  that  Afric's  golden  rivers  roll. 
Her  odorous  woods,  and  fhining  ivory  ftores  ? 
Ill-fated  race !  the  foftening  arts  of  peace, 
Whate'er  the  humanizing  mufes  teach  ; 
The  godlike  v>'ifdom  of  the  temper'd  breafl ; 
Progrcflive  truth,  the  patient  force  of  thought ; 
Invelligation  calm,  whofe  filent  pov/ers  [Heaven; 
Command   the   world;    the    light   that   leads  to^ 
Kind  equal  rule,  the  government  of  laws, 
And  all-protefiing  freedom,  which  alone 
Suftains  the  name  and  dignity  of  man  : 
Thefe  are  not  theirs.     The  pareot-fun  himfelf 
Seems  o'er  this  world  of  flaves  to  tyrannize ; 
And,  with  oppreflive  ray,  the  rofeate  bloom 
Of  beauty  blafling,  gives  the  gloomy  hue, 
And  feature  grofs  :  or  worfc,  to  ruthlefs  deeds, 
Alad  jealoufy,  blind  rage,  and  fell  revenge, 
Their  fervid  fpirit  fires.     Love  dwells  not  there. 
The  foft  regards,  the  tendernefs  of  life. 
The  heart-fiied  tear,  th'  ineffabk  delight 
Of  fweet  humanity  ;  thefe  court  the  beam 
Of  milder  climes ;  in  felfifh  fierce  deCre, 
And  the  v/ildfury  of  voluptuous  fenfe. 
There  loft.     Thi-  very  brute  creation  there 
This  rage  partakes,  andTjurns  with  horrid  fire. 
Lo  !  the  green  ferpent,  from  his  dark  abode, 
Which  ev'n  Imagination  fears  to  tread. 
At  noon  forth-ifl'uing,  gathers  up  Lis  train 
In  orbs  immenfe,  then,  darting  out  anew. 
Seeks  the  refreihing  fount ;  by  which  diffus'd. 
He  throws  his  folds  :  and  while,  with  threatening 

tongue. 
And  deathful  jaws  ereft,  the  monfter  curls 
His  flaming  creft,  all  other  thirft  appal'd. 
Or  Qiivering  flies,  or  check'd  at  diftance  ftands. 
Nor  dares  approach.     But  flill  more  direful  he. 
The  fmall  clofe-lurking  minifler  of  fate, 
Whofe  higji-concodlcd  venom  through  the  veins 
A  rapid  lightning  darts,  arrefting  fwift 
TJie  vital  curieut.    Form'tJ  to  huniblc  pian, 


This  child  of  vengeful  nature  !  There,  fublim'd 
To  fearlefs  lufl:  of  blood,  the  favage  race 
Roam,  licens'd  by  the  fhading  hour  of  guilt. 
And  foul  mifdeed,  when  the  pure  day  has  fhut 
His  iacred  eye.     The  tiger  darting  fierce 
Impetuous  on  the  prey  his  glance  has  doom'd  : 
The  lively  fliining  leopard,  fpeckled  o'er 
With  many  a  fpot,  the  beauty  of  the  vrafle  : 
And,  fcorning  all  the  taming  arts  of  man, 
The  keen  hyena,  fellefl:  of  the  fell. 
Thefe,  ruiTiing  from  th'  inhofpitable  woods 
Of  Mauritania,  or  the  tufted  ifles. 
That  verdant  rife  amid  the  Libyan  wild, 
Innumerous  glare  around  their  ihaggy  king, 
Majeftic,  fta'king  o'er  the  printed  fand  ; 
And,  with  imperious  and  repeated  roars, 
Demand  their  fated  food.     The  fearful  flocks 
Crowd  near  the  guardian  fwain  ;  the  nobler  herds, 
Where  round  their  lordly  bull.  In  rural  eafe. 
They  ruminating  lie,  with  horror  hear 
The  coming  rage.     Th'  av/aken'd  village  ftarts  ; 
And  to  her  fluttering  breall  the  mother  flrains 
Her  thoughtlefs  infant.     From  the  pirate's  den, 
Or  ftern  I^Iorocco's  tyrant  fang  efcap'd. 
The  wretch  half-wiflies  for  his  bonds  again  ; 
While,  uproar  all,  the  v/ildernefs  refounds. 
From  Atlas  eafl:ward  to  the  frighted  Nile. 

Unhappy  he  !  who  from  the  lirfl:  of  joys. 
Society,  cut  ofi^,  is  left  alone 
Amid  this  world  of  death.     Day  after  day. 
Sad  on  thi  jutting  eminence  he  fits, 
And  views  the  main  that  ever  toils  below ; 
Still  fondly  forming  in  the  farthefl;  verge, 
Where  the  round  ether  mixes  with  the  wave. 
Ships,  dim  difcover'd,  dropping  from  the  clouds  ; 
At  evening,  to  the  fctting  fun  he  turns 
A  mournful  eye,  and  down  his  dying  heart 
Sinks  hclplefs ;  vi^hile  the  wonted  roar  is  up. 
And  hifs  continual  through  the  tedious  night. 
Yet  here,  ev'n  here,  into  thefe  black  abodes 
Of  monfters  unappall'd,  from  flooping  Rome, 
And  guilty  Coefar,  liberty  retir'd. 
Her  Cato  following  through  Numidian  wilds ; 
Difdainful  of  Campania's  gentle  plains, 
And  all  the  green  delights  Aufonia  pours; 
When  for  them  ftie  mufbbend  the  fervile  knee. 
And  fawning  take  the  fplendid  robber's  boon. 

Nor  ftop  the  terrors  of  thefe  regions  here. 
Commiflion'd  demons  oft,  angels  of  wrath, 
Let  loofe  the  raging  elements.     Breath'd  hot. 
From  all  the  boundlefs  furnace  of  the  flcy. 
And  the  wide  glittering  wafte  of  burning  fand, 
A  fuflbcating  wind  the  pilgrim  fmites 
With  inftant  death.     Patient  of  thirft  and  toil. 
Son  of  the  defert !  ev'n  the  camel  feels. 
Shot  through  his  wither'd  heart,  the  fiery  blaft. 
Or  from  the  black-red  ether,  burfting  broad. 
Sallies  the  fudden  whirlwind.     Sirait  the  fands, 
Commov'd  around,  in  gathering  eddies  play  : 
Nearer  and  nearer  ftill  they  darkening  come  ; 
Till,  with  the  general  all-involving  ftorra 
Swept  up,  the  whole  continuous  wilds  arife  ; 
And  by  their  noon-day  fount  dejedted  thrown, 
Or  funk  at  night  in  fad  difaftrous  fleep. 
Beneath  defcending  hills,  the  caravan 
Is  buried  deep.     In  Cairo's  crowded  ftreets 
Th'  impatient  merchant,  wondering,  waits  in  vain. 
And  ]\kcta  fadd;ns  »t  the  long  delay.. 
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But  chief  at  fca,  ijfliofe  every  flexile  wave 
Obeys  the  blaft,  th'  aerial  tumult  fvvells. 
In  the  dread  ocean,  undulating  wide, 
Beneath  the  radiant  line  that  girts  the  globe, 
The  circling*Typhon,whirrdfrom  point  to  point, 
Ixhaufling  all  the  rage  of  all  the  Iky, 
And  dire  *  Ecnephia  reign.     Amid  the  heavens, 
Falfely  ferene,  deep  in  a  cloudy  f  fpeck 
iHomprefs'd,  the  mighty  tempeft  brooding  dwells  : 
Of  no  regard,  {live  to  the  ikilful  eye, 
Jiery  and  foul,  the  frnall  prognoftic  hangs 
Aloft,  or  on  the  promontory's  brow 
Jvlufiers  its  force.     A  faint  deceitful  calm, 
A  fluttering  gale  the  demon  fends  before. 
To  tempt  the  fpreading  fail.     Then  down  at  once, 
Precipitant,  defcends  a  mingled  mafs 
Of  roaring  winds,  and  flame,  and  rulhing  floods. 
In  wild  amazement  fix  d  the  failor  ilands. 
Art  is  too  flow :  by  rapid  fate  opprefs'd. 
His  broad-wing'd  veflel  drinks  the  whelming  tide, 
Hid  in  the  bofom  of  the  black  abyfs. 
W'ith  fuch  mad  feas  the  daring  |  Gama  fought. 
Tor  many  a  day,  and  many  a  dreadful  night, 
Incefiaiit,  labouring  round  the  Jlormy  Cape ; 
By  bold  ambition  led,  and  bolder  thirfl 
Of  gold.     For  then  from  ancient  gloom  cmerg'd 
The  riGng  world  of  trade  :  the  genius,  then. 
Of  navigation,  that,  in  hcnelefs  floth, 
Had  flumber'd  on  the  vaft  Atlantic  deep, 
For  idle  ages,  fcarting,  heard  at  lafl 
The  §  Lufitani;in  Prince ;  v.ho,  hcaven-infpir'd, 
To  love  of  ufeful  glory  rous'd  mankind, 
And  in  unbounded  commerce  mix'd  the  world. 

Increafing  ftill  the  terrors  of  thcfe  florms. 
Hi}  jaws  horrific  arm'd  with  threefold  fate, 
Here  dwells  the  direful  fliark.     Lur'd  by  the  fcent 
Of  fteaming  crowds,  of  rank  difeafc,  and  death. 
Behold  !  he  rufhing  cuts  the  briny  flood, 
6wift  as  the  gale  can  bear  the  fliip  along  ; 
And,  fioni  the  partners  of  that  cruel  trade, 
A^Hiich  fpoils  unhappy  Guinea  of  her  fons, 
Demands  his  fliare  of  prey  ;  demands  themfelves. 
The  ftormy  fates  defcend  :  one  death  involves 
Tyrants  and  flaves ;  when   ilrait,  tlieir  mangled 

limbs 
Crafl}ing  at  once,  he  dyes  the  purple  feas 
AVith  gore,  and  riots  in  the  vengeful  meal. 

When  o'er  this  world,  by  equinodlial  rains 
Flooded  immenfe,  looks  out  the  joylefs  fun. 
And  draws  the  copious  fleam  :  from  fwampy  fens, 
Where  putrefatSion  into  life  ferments. 
And  breathes  deflruclive  myriads ;  or  from  woods, 
Impenetrable  Ihades,  receffes  foul. 
In  vapours  rank  and  blue  corruption  wrapt, 
Whofe  gloomy  horrors  yet  no  defperate  foot 
Has  ever  dar'd  to  pierce  ;  then,  wafteful,  forth 


*  Typhon  and  Ecnepbta,  names  of  particular  Jiorms 
%r  hurricanes^  knoivn  only  bel-ween  the  tropics. 

■\  Called  by  Jailors  the  Ox-tye,  being  in  appearance 
at  jirjl  no  bigger. 

\  Vafco  de  Gama,  the  firjl  -who  failed  round  Africa, 
iy  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  to  the  Enjl  Indies. 

§  Don  Henry,  third  fon  to  John  the  Firf,  king  of 
Tcrtugal.  His  Jlrong  genius  to  the  difcovery  of  netv 
etu/ilrits,  luoj  the  chi.ffource  of  all  the  modern  improve- 
'  fhtrts  in  iiaw'gation. 


Walks  the  dire  power  of  peftilent  difeafc. 
A  thoufand  hideous  fiends  her  courfe  attend. 
Sick  nature  blafting,  and  to  heartlefs  woe, 
And  feeble  defolation,  cafting  down 
The  towering  hopes  and  all  the  pride  of  man. 
Such  as,  of  late,  at  Carthagena  quench'd 
The  Britifh  fire.     You,  gallant  Vernon,  faw 
The  miferable  fcene  ;  you,  pitying,  faw 
To  infant-weaknefs  funk  the  warrior's  arm  ; 
Saw  the  deep-racking  pang,  the  ghafl:ly  form, 
The  lip  pale-quivering,  and  the  beamlefs  eye 
No  more  with  ardour  bright :  you  heard  the  groans 
Of  agonizing  fliips  from  Ihore  to  fhore ; 
Fleard,  nightly  plung'd  amid  the  fullen  waves. 
The  frequent  corfe  ;  while,  on  each  other  fix'd. 
In  fad  prefage,  the  blank  affiftants  feem'd. 
Silent,  to  afe,  whom  fate  would  next  demand. 
What  need  I  mention  thofe  inclement  fkies. 
Where,  frequent  o'er  the  fickening  city,  plague, 
The  fiercefl:  child  of  Nemefis  divine, 
Defcends  ?  *  From  Ethiopia's  poifon'd  woods 
From  ftifled  Cairo's  filth,  and  fetid  fields 
With  locuft-armics  putrefying  heap'd. 
This  great  deftroyer  fprung.     Her  awful  rage 
The  brutes  efcape :  Man  is  her  deftin'd  prey, 
Intemperate  man !  and,  o'er  his  guilty  domes, 
She  draws  a  clofe  incumbent  cloud  of  death ; 
Uninterrupted  by  the  living  winds. 
Forbid  to  blow  a  whoicfome  breeze;  and  ftain'd 
\\'ith  many  a  mixture  by  the  fun,  fufTus'd, 
Of  angry  afpedl.     Princely  wifdom,  then, 
Dejefts  his  watchful  eye;  and  from  the  hand 
Of  feeble  juftice,  inefl'eclual,  drop 
The  fword  and  balance  :  mute  the  voice  of  joy. 
And  hufh'd  the  clamour  of  the  bufy  world. 
Empty  the  flreets,  with  uncouth  verdure  clad ; 
Into  the  V.  orfl:  of  deferts  fudden  turn'd 
The  chesrful  haunt  of  men,  unlefs  efcap'd 
From  tlie  doom'd  houfe,  where  matchlefs  horror 

reigns. 
Shut  up  by  barbarous  fear,  the  fmitten  wretch. 
With  frenzy  wild,  breaks  locfe  ;  and,  loud  to  hea- 
Screaming,  the  dreadful  policy  arraigns,  [ven. 

Inhuman,  and  unwife.     The  fullen  door. 
Yet  uninfected,  on  its  cautious  hinge 
Fearing  to  turn,  abhors  foclely  : 
Dependants,  friends,  relations,  love  hirafelf, 
Savag'd  by  woe,  forget  the  tender  tie. 
The  fweet  engagement  of  the  feeling  heart. 
But  vain  their  felfifli  care  :  the  circling  flcy. 
The  wide  enlivening  air,  is  full  of  fate  ; 
And,  flruck  by  turns,  in  folitary  pangs 
They  fall,  unblell:,  untcnded,and  unmourn'd. 
Thus  o'er  the  prcllrate  city  Mack  defpair 
Extends  her  raven  wing  ;  while,  to  complete 
The  fcene  of  defolation,  ftretch'd  around. 
The  grim  guards  ftand,  denying  all  retreat, 
And  give  the  flying  wretch  a  better  death. 

Much  yet  remains  unfung :  the  rage  intenfe 
Of  brazen-vaulted  fkies,  or  iron  fields. 
Where  drought  and  famine  ftarve  the  blaflied  year: 
Fir'd  by  the  torch  of  noon  to  tenfold  rage, 
Th'  infuriate  hill  that  fhoots  the  pillar'd  flame  ; 
And,  rous'd  within  the  fubtcrraiiean  Avorld, 
T  h'  expanding  caithquake,  that  refiillefs  fhakes 


*    Thefe  are  the  c.7vfes  fiippafed  to  be  tkef.r/l  origin  of 
.  th:  Phigue^in  Br.  Mif.d^  elegant  iiii  in  that ftibjsH^ 
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Afpiring  cities  from  their  folid  bafe, 
And  buries  mountains  in  the  flaming  gulf. 
But  'tis  enough;  return,  my  vagrant  mufe  ; 
A  nearer  fcene  of  horror  calls  thee  home. 

Behold,  flow-fettling  o'er  the  lurid  grove 
Unufual  darknefs  broods ;  and  growing  gains 
The  full  pofleflion  of  the  fky,  I'urcharg'd 
With  wrathful  vapour,  from  the  fecret  beds, 
Where  fleep  the  mineral  generations,  drawn. 
Thence  nitre,  fulphur,  and  the  fiery  fpume 
Of  fat  bitumen,  {teaming  on  the  day, 
With  various-tindur'd  trains  of  latent  flame, 
Pollute  the  fky,  and  in  yon  baleful  cloud, 
A  reddening  gloom,  a  magazine  of  fate, 
Ferment;  till,  by  the  touch  ethereal  rous'd, 
The  dafh  of  clouds,  or  irritating  war 
Of  fighting  winds,  while  all  is  calm  below, 
They  furious  fpring.     A  boding  filence  reigns. 
Dread  through  the  dun  expanfe;  fave  the  dull  found 
That  from  the  mountain,  previous  to  the  flcim, 
Rolls  o'er  the  muttering  earth,  difturbs  the  flood, 
And  fliakes  the  foreft-lcaf  without  a  breath. 
Prone,  to  the  loweft  vale,  th'  aerial  tribes 
Defcend  :  the  tempefl-loving  raven  fcarce 
Dares  wing  the  dubious  dufK.     In  rueful  gaze 
The  cattle  ftand,  and  on  the  fcowling  heavens 
Cafl  a  deploring  eye  ;  by  man  forfook, 
Who  to  the  crovv'ded  cottage  hies  him  fail, 
Or  feeks  the  flielter  of  the  downward  cave. 

'Tis  liftening  fear  and  dumb  amazement  all : 
When  to  the  flartled  eye  the  fudden  glance 
Appears  far  fouth,  eruptive  through  the  cloud  ; 
And  following  flower,  in  explolion  vafl, 
The  thunder  raifes  his  tremendous  voice. 
At  firft,  heard  folemn  o'er  the  verge  of  heaven, 
The  tempeft  growls ;  but  as  it  nearer  comes. 
And  rolls  its  aweful  burden  on  the  wind, 
The  lightnings  flalh  a  larger  curve,  and  more 
The  noife  aftounds :  till  over  head  a  flieet 
Of  livid  flame  difclofes  wide  ;  then  fhuts, 
And  opens  wider;  fliuts  and  opens  llill 
Expanfive,  wrapping  ether  in  a  blaze. 
Follows  the  loofen'd  aggravated  roar. 
Enlarging,  deepening,  mingling ;  peal  on  peal 
Crufh'd  horrible,  convulfing  heaven  and  earth. 

Down  comes  a  deluge  of  fonorous  hail, 
Or  prone-defcending  rain.     Wide-rent,  the  clouds 
Pour  a  whole  flood;  and  yet,  its  flame  unquench'd, 
Th'  unconquerable  lightning  fi:ru?p,les  through, 
Ragged  and  fierce,  or  in  red  whirling  balls. 
And  fires  the  moimtains  with  redoubled  rage. 
Black  from  the  ftroke,  above,  the  fmouldering  pine 
Stands  a  fad  fliatter'd  trunk ;  and,  ftretch'd  below, 
A  Hfelefs  group  the  blafted  cattle  lie  : 
Here  the  foft  flocks,  with  that  fiime  harnilefs  look 
They  wore  alive,  and  ruminating  flill 
In  fancy's  eye ;  and  there  the  frowning  bull, 
And  ox  half-rais'd.     Strtick  on  the  caftled  cliff. 
The  venerable  tower  and  fpiry  fane 
Refign  their  aged  pride.     The  gloomy  woods 
Start  at  the  flafli,  and  from  their  deep  recefs, 
Wide-flaming  out,  their  trembling  inmates  fhajce- 
Amid  Carnarvon's  mountains  rages  loud 
The  repercufTive  roar  :  with  mighty  crufli. 
Into  the  flafhing  deep,  from  the  rude  rocks 
Of  Pcnmanmaur  heap'd  hideous  to  the  fky, 
Tumble  the  fmitten  cliffs  ;  and  Snowden's  peak, 
pilToIving,  inftant  yields  his  vrintery  load. 


Far-feen,  the  heights  of  heathy  Cheviot  blaze. 
And  Thule  bellows  through  her  utmoft  ifles. 

Guilt  hears  appall'd,  with  deeply  troubled  thought* 
And  yet  not  always  on  the  guilty  head 
Defcends  the  fated  flafli.     Young  Celadon 
And  his  Amelia  were  a  matchlefs  pair; 
With  equal  virtue  forra'd,  and  equal  grace, 
The  fame,  diffinguiih'd  by  their  fex  alone : 
Hers  the  mild  luflre  of  the  blooming  morn, 
And  his  the  radiance  of  the  rifen  day. 

They  lov'd:  but  fuch  their  guilelefs  paflion  was. 
As  in  the  dawn  of  time  inform'd  the  heart 
Of  innocence,  and  undiflembling  truth. 
Twas  friendfliip  heighten'd  by  the  mutual  wifh, 
Th'  enchanting  hope,  and  fympathetic  glow, 
Beam'd  from  the  mutual  eye.     Devoting  all 
To  love,  each  waa  to  each  a  dearer  felf ; 
Supremely  happy  in  th'  awaken'd  power 
Of  gi'^ing  joy.    Alone,  amid  the  fhades, 
Still  in  harmonious  interccurfe  they  liv'd 
The  rural  day,  and  talk'd  the  flowing  heart. 
Or  fi^h'd  and  look'd  unutterable  things. 

So  pafs'd  their  life,  a  clear  united  ftream, 
By  care  unruffled  ;  till,  in  evil  hour, 
The  tempeft  caught  them  on  the  tender  walk, 
Heedlefs  how  far,  and  where  its  mazes  ftray'd,  - 
While,  with  each  other  bleft,  creative  love 
Still  bade  eternal  Eden  fmile  around. 
Prefaging  infrant  fate,  her  bofom  heav'd 
Unwonted  fighs,  and  ftealing  oft  a  look  ,■: 

Of  the  big  gloom  on  Cek.dcn  her  eye 
Fell  tearful,  wetting  her  diforder'd  cheek. 
In  vain  aiTurlng  love,  and  confidence 
In  heaven,  reprefs'd  her  fear;  it  grew,  and  fho^ik 
Ker  frame  near  diffolution.     He  perceiv'd 
Th'  unequal  conflidl ;  and  as  angels  look 
On  dying  faints,  his  eyes  compafiion  fhed, 
With  love  illumin'd  high.     "  Fear  not,  he  faid, 
"  Sweet  innocence '.  tliou  ftrangej:  to  offence, 
"  And  inward  florm !  he,  who  yon  flcies  involves 
"  ki  frowns  of  darknefs,  ever  fmiles  on  thee 
"  With  kind  regard.     O'er  thee  the  fecret  fhafi: 
"  That  wafhes  at  midnight,  or  th'  undreaded  hour 
"  Of  noon,  flies  harmlefs  :  and  that  very  voice 
"  Which  thunders  terror  through  the  guilty  heart, 
"  Vv''ith  tongues  of  feraphs  whifpers  peace  to  thine. 
"  'Tis  fafety  to  be  near  thee  fare,  and  thus 
"  To  clafp  perfedion  !"  From  his  void  embrace, 
Myfteripus  heaven !  that  moment,  to  the  ground, 
A  blacken'd  corfe,  v.'as  flruck  the  beauteous  maid. 
Rut  v/ho  can  paint  the  lover,  as  he  flood, 
Pierc'd  by  fevere  amazement,  hating  life, 
Speechlefs,  and  fix'd  in  all  the  death  of  woe  1 
So,  faint  refemblance  !  on  the  marble  tomb, 
1  he  well-diiTembled  mourner  ftooping  flands, 
For  ever  filent,  and  for  ever  fad. 

As  from  t!ie  face  of  heaven  the  fl'.atter'd  clouds 
Tumultuous  rpve,  th'  interminable  fky 
Sublimcr  fwells,  and  o'er  the  world  expands 
A  purer  azure.     Through  the  lighten'd  air 
A  hieher  luflre  and  a  clearer  calm, 
DiflTufive,  tremble;  while,  as  if  in  fign 
Of  danger  pafl,  a  glittering  robe  of  joy, 
Set  ofl'  abundant  by  the  yellow  ray, 
Ij'vefls  the  fields;  and  nature  fmiles  reviv'd. 

'Tis  beauty  all,  and  ^ratefijl  fong  around, 
Join'd  to  the  low  of  kine,  and  numerous  bleat 
bi  fli^its  thick-nibbling  through  the  clover'd  val^. 
N  iiij 
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And  fhallthe  hymn  be  marr'd  by  thanklefs  man, 
Moft  favoui'd  ;  who  with  voici;  articulute 
Should  lead  the  chorus  of  tbis  lower  world  ? 
Shall  he,  fo  foon  forgetful  of  tiie  hand 
7hat  hufh'd  the  thunder,  and  ferenes  the  (ley, 
lixtinguifn'd  feel  that  fpark  the  tempeft  wak'd, 
That  fenfe  of  powers  exceeding  far  his  own, 
Ere  yet  his  feeble  heart  has  loft  its  fears'? 

Cheer'd  by  the  milder  beam,  the  fprightly  youth 
Speeds  to  the  well-known  pool,  whofe  cryftal  depth 
J>i  fandy  bottom  fhows.     A  while  he  ftands 
Gazing  th'  inverted  landficip,  half  afraid 
To  meditate  the  blue  profound  below ;     ' 
Then  plunges  headlong  down  the  circling  flood. 
His  ebon  treffes  and  his  rofy  cheek 
Inftant  emerge  ;  and  through  th'  obedient  wave, 
At  eath  fhort  breathing  by  his  lip  repelFd, 
With  arms  and  legs  according  well,  he  makes, 
As  humour  leads,  an  eafy-winding  path : 
Vv''hile,  from  his  polifh'd  fides,  a  dewy  light 
Effvifes  on  the  pleas'dfpetSators  round. 

This  is  the  pureft  exercife  of  health. 
The  kind  refrefher  of  the  Summer  heats  ; 
^or,  when  cold  Winter  keens  the  brightening  flood, 
Would  I  weak-fhivering  linger  on  the  brink. 
Thus  life  redoubles,  and  is  oft  preferv'd. 
By  the  bold  fwimmer,  in  the  fwift  illapfe 
Of  accident  difaftfous.     Hence  the  limbs 
Knit  into  force  ;  and  the  fame  Roman  arm, 
That  i-ofe  viScrious  o'er  the  conquer'd  earth, 
Firft  learn'd,  while  tender,  to  fubdue  the  wave. 
Ev'n  from  the  body's  purity,  the  mind    -  "  '  ' 
Receives  a  fccret  fympathetic  aid. 

Clofe  in  the  covert  of  an  hazel  copfe, 
"Where  winded  into  pleafing  folitude^ 
Runs  out  the  rambling  dale,  young  Damon  f^t 
Penfivr,  and  pierc'd  with  love's  delightful' pangs. 
There  to  the  ftream  that  down  the  dilVant  rocks 
Hbarfe-murmuring  fell,  and  plaintive  breeze  that 
Among  the  bending  willows,  falfely  he       [play'd 
Of  Mufidora's  cruelty  complaih'd. 
She  felt  his  flame  ;  b\it  deep  within  her  breaft. 
In  baCiful  coynefs,  or  in  maiden  pride,' 
The  foft  return  conceal'd,  fave  when  it  ftole 
In  fidelong  glances  fi-om  her  downcaft  eye. 
Or  from  her  fwelling  foul  in  ftifled  fighs, 
Touch'd  by  the  fcene,  no  ftranger  to  his  vows. 
He  fram'd  a  melting  lay,  to  try  her  heaft ;'  ' 
And,  if  an  infant  paflion  ftruggled  there. 
To  call  that  palTion  forth.  •  Thrice  happy  fwain  ! 
A  lucky  chance,  that  oft  decides  the  fate 
Of  mighty  monarchs,  then  decided  thine. 
For,  lo !  conduifled  by  the  laughing  loves, 
This  Cool  retreat  his  Mufidora  fought: 
Warm  in  her  cheek  the  fultry  feafoji  glow'd  ; 
And,  rob'd  in  loofe  array,  flie  came  to  bathe' 
Her  fervent  limbs  in  the  refreflling  flream. 
What  fhall  he  do  ?  In  fweet  confuiion  loft, 
And  dubious  flutterings,  he  a  white  remain'd  : 
A  ptire  ingenuous  elegance  of  foUl,        ' 
A  delicate  refinement,  known  to  few, 
Perplex'd  his  breaft,  and  urg'd  him  to  retire  : 
But  love  forbade.     Ye  prudes  in  virtue,  fay. 
Say,  ye  fevereft,  what  would  you  have  done  ? 
Meantime,  this  fairer  nymph  than  ever  bleft 
Arcadian  ftream,  with  timid  eye  around 
The  banks  furveying,  ftrip'd  her  beauteous  limbs, 
To  tafte  the  lucid  coobcfs  of  the  flood. 


F  TI^OMSON. 

Ah,  then  !  not  Paris  on  the  piny  top 
Of  Ida  pante  I  ftronger,  v.'hen  afide  ' 
The  ri/al-goddeiTes'th;  veil  divine 
Caft  unconrin'd,  and  gave  him  all  their  charms, 
Than,  Damon,  thou  ;  as  from  the  fnowy  leg. 
And  flender  foot,  th'  inverted  ftik  /he  drew ; 
As  the  foft  touch  diffolv'd  the  virgia  zone  ; 
And,    through   the   pr.rtir.g   rcbe,    th'    alternate} 

bre?.ft. 
With  yout'n  wild-throb'oing,  on  thy  lawlefs  gaze 
In  full^luxuriance  rofe.     But,  defperate  youth. 
How  durft  thou  rill;  the  foul  diftracting  view  ; 
As  from  her  naked  limbs,  of  glowing  white, 
Harmonious  fwv'U'd  by  Nature's  iinelt  hand. 
In  folds  loofe -ilci-'Tng  fell  the  fainter  hwn ; 
And  fair-cxpos'd  Ihc  uood,  Ih.-unk  from  herfelf. 
With  fancy  blufliing,  at  the  doiibtful  breeze 
Alarm'd,  and  ftarting  like  the  fenrful  fawn  ? 
Then  to  the  flood  fhe  rufn'd  ;  the  part'-d  flood 
Its  lovely  guell  with  clofing  waves  receiv'd  ; 
And  every  beauty  foftening,  every  grace 
Flufliing  anew,  a  mellow  luftre  ihed  : 
As  ftiines  the  lily  through  the  cryftal  mild ; 
Or  as  the  rofe  amid  the  morning  dew 
Frefh  from  Aurora's  hand,  more  fweetly  glows. 
While  thus  fhe  vVanton'd,  now  beneath  the  wave 
But:'  ill-conceal'd  ;  and  now  with  ftreaming  locks. 
That  half-embrac'd  her  in  a  humid  veil, 
Riftng  again,  the  latent  Damon  drew 
Such  maddening  draughts  of  beauty  to  the  foul, 
As  for  a  while  o'erwhelm'd  his  raptur'd  thought 
With  luxury  too  daring.     Check'd,  at  laft, 
By  love's  refpetSful  modefty,  he  deem'd 
The  theft  profane,  if  aught  profane  to  love 
Can  e'er  be   deem'd ;  and  ftruggling   from  the 

fliade, 
With  headlong  hurry  fled  :  but  firft  thefc  lines, 
Trac'd  by  his  ready  pencil,  on  the  bank 
With  trembling  hand  he  threw.     "  Bathe  on,  my 
"  Yet  unbeheld,  fave  by  the  facred  eye  [fair, 

"  Of  faithful  love  :  I  go  to  guard  thy  haunt, 
"  To  keep  from  thy  r(icefs  each  vagrant  foot, 
"  And  each  licentious  eye."     With  wild  furprife. 
As  if  to  marble  ftruck,  devoid  of  fenfe, 
A  ftupid  moment  motionlefs  fhe  flood  : 
So  ftands  the  ftatue  *  that  enchants  the  world. 
So  bending  tries  to  veil  the  matchlefs  bdaft. 
The  mingled  beauties  of  exulting  Greece. 
Recovering,  fwift  Ihe  flew  to  find  thofe  robes 
Which  blifsful  Eden  knew  not ;  and,  array'd 
In  carelefs  hafte,  th'  alarming  paper  fnatch'd. 
But,  when  her  Damon's  well-known  hand  Ihe  fa'Wj 
Her  terrors  vanifli'd,  and  a  fofter  train 
Of  mixt  emotions,  hard  to  be  dcfcrib'd, 
Her  fudden  bofom  feiz'd  :  ftiamc  void  of  guilt. 
The  charming,  blufli  of  innocence,  efteem 
And  admiration  of  her  lover's  flame. 
By  modefty  exalted  :  ev'n  a  fenfe     '  . 
Of  felf-approving  beauty  ftdle  acrofs 
Her  bufy  thought.    At  length,  a  tender  calm 
Hufh'd  by  degrees  the  tumult  of  her  foul ; 
And  on  the  fprcading  beach,  that  o'er  the  ftreanx 
Incumbent  hung,  fhe  with  the  fylvan  pen  "< 

Of  rural  lovers  this  confcflion  carv'd,  '.     ' 
\\'"hich  foon  her  Damon  kifs'd  with  weeping  joy ; 
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?'  Dear  youth!  fole  judge  of  what  thefe  verfes 

mean, 
f*.  By  fortune  too  much  favour'd,  but  by  love, 
"  Alas  !  not  favour'd  lefs,  be  Hill  as  now 
"  Difcreet :  the  time  may  come  you  need  not  fly.  " 

The  fun  has  loft  his  rage  :  his  downward  orb 
Shoots  nothing  now  but  animating  warmth. 
And  vital  luftre  ,  that,  with  various  ray. 
Lights  up  the  clouds,   thofe   beauteous  robes  of 
Inciffant  roll'd  into  romantic  fliapes,  [heaven. 

The  dream  of  waking  fancy!  Broad  below, 
Cover'd  with  ripening  fruits,  and  fwelling  fall; 
Into  the  perfedl  year,  the  pregnant  earth 
And  all  her  tribes  rejoice.     Now  the  foft  hour 
Of  walking  comes  :  for  him  who  lonely  loves 
Tofeekthe  diftant  hills,  and  there  converfe 
With  Nature  ;  there  to  harmonize  his  heart, 
And  in  pathetic  fong  to  breathe  around 
The  harmony  to  others.     Social  friends, 
Attun'd  to  happy  unifon  of  foul ; 
To  whofe  exalting  eye  a  fairer  world, 
Of  which  the  vulgar  never  had  a  glimpfe, 
Difplays  its  charms;  whofe  minds  are  richly  fraught 
With  philofophic  ftores,  fuperior  light ; 
And  in  whofe  breaft,  enthufiaftic,  burns 
Virtue,  the  fons  of  intereft  deem  romance  ; 
ivlow  caird  abroad,  enjoys  the  falling  day  : 
Now  to  the  verdant  portico  of  woods. 
To  Nature's  vaft  lyceum,  forth  they  walk ; 
By  that  kind  fchool  where  no  proud  mafter  reigns. 
The  full  free  converfe  of  the  friendly  heart. 
Improving  and  improv'd.     Nov/  from  the  w^orld, 
Sacred  to  fweet  retirement,  lovers  fteal, 
And  pour  their  fouls  in  tranfport,  which  the  fire 
Of  love  approving  hears,  and  calls  it  good. 
Which  way,  Amanda,  Ihall  we  bend  our  courfe  ? 
The  choice  perplexes.  Wherefore  ftiould  we  choofe .'' 
All  is  the  fame  with  thee.     Say,  fiiall  we  wind 
Along  the  ftreams  .'  or  walk  the  fmiling  mead  ? 
Or  court  the  foreft  glades?  or  wander  wild 
Among  the  waving  harvefts  .'  or  afcend. 
While  radiant  fummer  opens  all  its  pride, 
Thy  hill,  delightful  Shene  *  ?  Here  let  ns  fweep 
The  boundlefs  landfcape  :  now  the  raptur'd  eye, 
Exulting  fvvift,  to  huge  Augufta  fend, 
Now  to  the  fifter-hiils  f  that  Ikirt  her  plain, 
To  lofty  Harrow  now,  and  now  to  where 
Majeftic  Windfor  lifts  his  princely  brow. 
In  lovely  contraft  to  this  glorious  view 
Calmly  magnificent,  then  will  we  turn 
To  where  the  filver  Thames  firft  rural  grows. 
There  let  the  feafled  eye  unwearied  flray  ; 
Luxurious,  there,  rove  through  the  pendent  woods 
That  nodding  hang  o'er  Harrington's  retreat ; 
And,  ftooping  thence  to  Ham'semboweringwalks, 
Beneath  whofe  Ihades,  in  fpotlefs  peace  retir'd, 
With  h'er  the  pleafing  partner  of  his  heart. 
The  worthy  Queenlberry  yet  l^aments  his  Gay, 
And  pblilh'd  Cornbury  wooes  the  willing  mufe, 
Slow  let  us  trace  the  matchlefs  vale  of  Thames  ; 
Fair  winding  up  to  where  the  mufe's  haunt 
In  Twit'nam's  bowers,  and  for  their  Pope  im- 
plore •  •         . 
The  healing  god  \  ;  to  royal  Hampton's  pile, 

The  old  name  of  Richmond,  ftgnJfying,   in  Saxon, 
ihining  or  fplendor; 
I'  I  Highgate  and  Hamjlead.       \  In  his  lujl  fidr.ffu 


To  Clermont's  terrafs'd  height,  andEflier's  groves, 

Where  in  the  fweeteft  folitude,  embrac'd 

By  the  foft  windings  of  the  filent  Mole, 

From  courts  and  fenates  Pelham  finds  repofc. 

Enchanting  vale!  beyond  whate'er  the  mufe 

Has  of  Achaia  or  Hefperia  funi)^ ! 

O  vale  of  blifs  !  O  foftly-fwelling  hills  ! 

On  which  the  poiver  of  cultivation  lies. 

And  joys  to  fee  the  wonders  of  his  toil. 

Heavens!  what  a  goodly  profped:  fpreads  around,. 
Of  lulls,  and  dales,  and  woods,  and  lawns,  acd 

fpires. 
And  glittering  towns,  and  gilded  ftreams,  till  all 
The  ftretching  landlkip  into  fmoke  decays  ! 
Happy  Britannia  !  Where,  the  queen  of  arts, 
Infpirmg  vigour,  liberty  abroad 
Walks,  unconfin'd,  ev'n  to  thy  fartheft  cots. 
And  fcatters  plenty  with  unfparing  hand. 

Rich  is  thy  foil,  and  merciful  thy  clime  ; 
Thy  ftreams  unfailing  in  the  Summer's  drought; 
Unmatch'd  thy  guardian-oaks  ;  thy  vallies  float 
With  golden  waves :  and  on  thy  mountains  flocks 
Bleat  numberlefs ;  while,  roving  round  their  fide«» 
Bellow  the  blackening  herds  in  lufty  droves. 
Beneath  thy  meadows  glow,  and  rife  unquell'd 
Againft  the  mower's  fcythe.     On  every  hand 
Thy  villas  fhine.  Thy  country  teems  with  wealti; 
And  property  affures  it  to  the  fwain, 
Pleas'd,  and  unwearied,  in  his  guarded  toil. 

Full  are  thy  cities  with  the  fons  of  art ; 
And  trade  with  joy,  in  every  bufy  ftreet. 
Mingling  are  heard  :  ev'n  drudgery  himfelf. 
As  at  the  car  he  fweats,  or  dufty  hews 
The  palace-ftone  looks  gay.    Thy  crowded  port% 
Where  rifing  mafts  an  endlefs  profpedi  yield. 
With  labour  burn,  and  echo  to  the  fhouts 
Of  hurried  failor,  as  he  hearty  waves 
His  laft  adieu,  and,  loofening  every  Iheet, 
Refigns  the  fpreading  vefTel  to  the  wind. 

Bold,   firm,    and  graceful,  are    thy    generous 
youth. 
By  hardfliip  finew'd,  and  by  danger  fir'd. 
Scattering  the  nations  where  they  go ;  and  firil 
Or  on  the  lifted  plain,  or  ftormy  feas. 
Mild  are  thy  glories  too,  as  o'er  the  plans 
Of  thriving  peace  thy  thoughtful  fires  prefide  ; 
In  genius,  and  fubftantial  learning,  high  ; 
For  every  virtue,  every  worth  renown'd ; 
Sincere,  plain-hearted,  hofpitable,  kind ; 
Yet,  like  the  muftering  thunder,  when  provok'4, 
The  dread  of  tyrants,  and  the  fole  refource 
Of  thofe  that  under  grim  oppreflion  groan. 

Thy  fons  of  glory  many  I  Alfred  thine. 
In  whom  the  fplendor  of  heroic  war, 
And  more  heroic  peace,  when  govern'd  well. 
Combine ;  whofe  hallow'd  names  the  virtues  faint, 
And  his  oivn  mufes  love ;  the  heft  of  kings ! 
With  him  thy  Edwards  and  thy  Henrys  fhine. 
Names  dear  to  fame  ;  the  firft  who  deep  iniprefs'i 
On  haughty  Gaul  the  terror  of  thy  arms. 
That  awes  her  genius  ftill.     In  ftaffmen  thou, 
AiiA  patriots,  fertile.     Thine  a  fteady  More, 
Who,  with  a  generous,  though  miftaken  zeal, 
Withftood  a  brutal  tyrant's  rdeful  rage, 
Like  Cato  firm,  Hke  Ariftides  jufl, 
Like  rigid  Cincinnatus  nobly  poor, 
A  dauntlefs  foul  eredl,  who  fmil'd  on  death. 
Frugal  and  wife,  a  Walficgham  'u  thine ; 
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A  Drake,  v.'ho  tnadc  thee  miftrcfs  of  the  deep. 

And  bore  tliy  name  in  thunder  round  tlie  world. 

Then  flani'd  thy  fpirit  high  :  but  -.vho  can  f{Kak 

The  numerous  worthies  of  the  maiden  reign  ? 

In  Raleigh  mark  their  every  glory  mix'd ; 

Raleigh,  the  fcourge  of  Spain !  whr.fe  breaft  with  all 

The  fage,  the  patriot,  and  the  hero,  burn'd. 

Nor  funk  his  vigour,  when  a  coward-reign 

The  warrior  fetter'd,  and  at  laft  refign'd. 

To  glut  the  vengeance  of  a  vanquifh'd  foe. 

Then,  a<51:ive  flill  and  unreftrain'd,  his  mind 

Explor'd  the  vail  enent  of  ages  paft, 

A:id  with  his  prifoa-hours  enrich'd  the  world  ; 

Yet  found  no  times,  in  all  the  long  refearch, 

Sd  glorious,  or  fo  bafe,  as  thofe  he  prov'd. 

In  which  he  conquer'd,  and  in  which  he  bled. 

Kor  can  the  mufe  the  gallant  Sidney  pafs. 

The  plume  of  war  !  with  early  laurels  cro\vn'd, 

The  lover's  myrtle,  and  the  poet's  bay. 

A  Hampden  too  is  thine,  illullrious  land. 

Wife,  ftrenuous,  firm,  of  unfubmittiug  foul, 

\Vho  flem'd  the  tcricnt  of  a  downward  age 

To  Davery  pi'one,  and  bade  thee  rrfe  again, 

In  all  thy  nativ;  pomp  of  freedom  bold. 

Bright,  at  his  call,  thy  age  of  7nen  effulg'd, 

Of  men  on  whom  late  time  a  kindling  eye 

ETiall  turn,  and  tyrants  trcinble  while  they  read. 

Bring  every  fvvcetefl  flower,  and  let  me  ftrcw 

The  grave  whereRufTellies;  whofe  temper'd  blood, 

With  calnieU  cheerfuhiefs  for  thee  reiign'd, 

Stain'd  the  fad  annals  of  a  giddy  reign  ; 

Aiming  at  lawlefs  power,  though  meanly  funk 

In  loofe  inglorious  hiAury.     With  him 

Hio  friend,  the  *  Britifii  CaCTius,  fearlefs  bled ; 

Of  high  determin'd  fpirit,  roughly  brave, 

By  ancient  learning  to  th'  enlighten'd  love 

Pf  ancient  freedom  warm'd.     Fair  they  renown 

In  awcfulyjr«  and  in  noble  hartis  ,- 

£ocn  as  the  light  of  dawning  fcience  fpread 

Tier  orient  ray,  and  wak'd  th?  mufes'  fong. 

Thine  is  a  Bacon  ;  kaplcfs  in  his  choice, 

Unfit  to  ftand  the  civil  ftorm  of  flate, 

And  through  the  fmooth  barbarity  of  courts, 

With  lirm,  but  pliant  virtue,  forward  flill 

To  urge  his  courfe  :  him  for  the  Rudious  fliade 

Kind  Natuic  fcrm'd,  deep,  compre  henfive,  clear, 

Exadl,  and  elegant ;  in  one  rich  foul, 

Plato,  the  Stagyrite,  and  Tully  join'd. 

The  great  deliverer  he  !  Avho  from  the  gloom 

Of  cloifler'd  monks,  and  jargon-teaching  fchpols, 

Led  forth  the  true  philofophy,  there  long 

Held  in  the  magic  chain  of  word»  and  forms. 

And  definitions  void  :  he  led  her  forth. 

Daughter  of  heaven  !  that,  flow-afcending  flill, 

Inveiligating  furc  the  chain  of  things, 

'^'ith  radiant  finger  points  to  heaven  again. 

The  generous  f  Afliley  thine,  the  friend  of  man  ; 

Who  fcann'd  his  nature  with  a  brother's  eye, 

His  weaknefs  prompt  to  fliade  to  raife  his  aim, 

To  touch  the  finer  movements  of  the  mind. 

And  with  the  moral  hcairty  charm  the  heart. 

W'hy  need  1  name  thy  Boyle,  whofc  pious  fearch 

Aniid  the  dark  rcceffes  of  his  works. 

The  great  Creator  fought  ?  And  why  thy  Locke, 

Who  made  the  whole  internal  world  his  own  ? 


*  Algernon  Sidney. 

•}•  Anfhony  Apley  Cooler,  Earl  cf  Bl.iftef jury. 


Let  Newton,  pure  inteUtgencr,  whom  God 
To  mortals  lent,  to  trace  his  boundlefs  works 
From  laws  fublimely  fimple,  fpeak  thy  fame 
In  all  philofophy.     For  lofty  fenfe. 
Creative  fancy,  and  infpedtion  keen 
Through  the  deep  windings  of  the  human  heart, 
Is  not  wild  Shakfpcare  thine  and  Nature's  boaft? 
Is  not  each  great,  each  amiable  mufe 
Of  clafTic  ages  in  thy  Milton  met  ? 
A  genius  univerfal  as  his  theme  ; 
Afionifliingas  C'naos,  as  the  bloom 
Of  blowing  Eden  fair,  as  heaven  fublimc. 
Nor  fhall  my  verfe  that  elder  bard  forget, 
The  gentle  Spenfer,  fancy's  pleafing  fon  ; 
Who,  like  a  copious  river,  pour'd  his  fong 
O'er  all  the  mazes  of  enchanted  ground  : 
Nor  thee,  his  ancient  mafter,  laughing  fage, 
Chaucer,  whofe  native  manners-painting  verfe, 
Well-moraliz'd,  fliines  through  the  Gothic  cloud 
Of  time  and  language  o'er  thy  genius  thrown. 

May  my  fong  foften,  as  thy  daughters  1, 
Britannia,  hail !  for  beauty  is  their  own, 
The  feeling  heai^t,  fimplicity  of  life. 
And  elegance,  and  tafle  :  the  faultlefs  form, 
Shap'd  by  the  hand  of  harmony  ;  the  cheek. 
Where  the  live  crimfon,  through  the  native  white 
Soft-fhooting,  o'er  the  face  diffufes  bloom. 
And  every  namelefs  grace  ;  the  parted  lip. 
Like  the  red  rofc-bud  moifl  with  morning-dew. 
Breathing  delight ;  and,  under  flowing  jet, 
Or  funny  ringlets,  or  of  circling  brown, 
The  neck  flight-fiiaded,  and  the  fwelling  breaft  ; 
The  look  refifllefs,  piercing  to  the  foul. 
And  by  the  foul  inform'd,  when  dreft  in  love 
She  fits  high-fmiling  in  the  confcious  eye. 

Ifland  of  blifs !  amid  the  fubjedh  feas, 
That  thunder  round  thy  rocky  coafls,  fet  up, 
At  once  the  wonder,  terror,  and  delight. 
Of  diflant  nations  ;  whofe  remotcft  fhores 
Can  foon  be  fnaken  by  thy  naval  arm  ; 
Not  to  be  ftiook  thyfclf,  but  all  aflaults 
Baffling,  as  thy  hoar  cliffs  the  loud  fea-wave. 

O  Thou  !  by  whofe  almighty  md  the  fcalc 
Of  empire  rifcs,  or  alternate  falls, 
Send  forth  the  faving  virtues  round  the  land, 
In  bright  patrol :  white  peace,  and  focial  love  ; 
The  tender-looking  charity,  intent, 
On  gentle  deeds, and  fhedding  tears  through  fmiles; 
Undaunted  truth,  and  dignity  of  mind ; 
Courage  compos'd,  and  keen ;  found  temperance. 
Healthful  in  heart  and  look  ;  clear  chaflity,  ^ 
With  blufhes  reddening  as  fhe  moves  along, 
Diforder'd  at  the  deep  regard  fhe  draws  ; 
Rough  induflry  ;  activity  untir'd. 
With  copious  life  inform'd,  and  all  awake  : 
While  in  the  radiant  front,  fuperior  fliines 
That  firfl  paternal  virtue,  public  -zeal  ; 
Who  throws  o'er  all  an  equal  wide  furvey. 
And,  ever  mufing  on  the  common  weal. 
Still  labours  glorious  with  fiome  great  defign. 

Low  walks  the  fun,  and  broadens  by  degrees, 
Jnft  o'er  the  verge  of  day.     The  fhifting  clouds 
Affcmbled  gay,  a  richly-gorgeous  train, 
in  all  their  pomp  attend  his  fetting  throne. 
Air,  earth,  and  ocean  fmile  immenfe.     And  now, 
As  if  his  weary  chariot  fought  the  bowers 
Of  Amphitrite,  and  her  tending  nymphs, 
(So  Grecian  fatlc  fung)  he  dips  his  orb^  ' 
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Now  half-immer&'d ;  and  now  a  golden  curve 
Gives  one  bright  glance,  then  total  difappears. 

For  ever  running  an  inchanted  round, 
Paffes  the  day,  deceitful,  vain,  and  void; 
As  fleets  the  vifion  o'er  the  formful  brain, 
7'his  moment  hurrying  wild  th'  impalTion'd  foul. 
The  next  in  nothing  loft.     'Tis  fo  to  him, 
The  dreamer  of  this  earth,  an  idle  blank  : 
A  fight  of  horror  to  the  cruel  wretch. 
Who,  all  day  long  in  fordid  pleafure  roll'd, 
Himfelf  an  ufelefs  load,  has  fquander'd  vile. 
Upon  his  fcoundrel  train,  what  might  have  cheer'd 
A  drooping  family  of  modeft  worth. 
But  to  the  generous  flill-improving  mind, 
That  gives  the  hopelefs  heart  to  fing  for  joy, 
'DifTufmg  kind  beneficence  around, 
Boafilefs,  as  now  defcends  the  filent  dew  ; 
To  him  the  long  review  of  order'd  life 
Is  inward  rapture,  only  to  be  felt. 

Confefs'd  from  yonder  flow-extinguifli'd  clouds, 
All  ether  foftening,  fober  evening  takes, 
Her  wonted  ftation  in  the  middle  air  ; 
A  thoufandjbddoi'js  at  her  beck.     Firfl  tftis 
She  fends  on  earth  :  then  that  of  deeper  dye 
Steals  foft  behind  ;  and  then  a  Jifc-Jjcr  flill, 
In  circle  following  circle,  gathers  round. 
To  clofe  the  fac2  of  things.     A  frefher  gale 
Begins  to  wave  the  wood,  and  ftir  the  ftream. 
Sweeping  with  fhadowy  guft  the  fields  of  corn  ; 
While  the  quail  clamours  for  his  running  mate. 
Wide  o'er  the  thiflly  lawn,  as  fwclls  the  breeze, 
A  whitening  ftiower  of  vegetable  down 
Amufive  floats.     The  kind  impartial  care 
Of  Nature  nought  diidains  :  thoughtful  to  feed 
Her  loweft  fons,  and  clothe  the  coming  year. 
From  field  to  field  the  feather'd  feeds  ilie  wings. 

His  folded  flock  fecure,  the  fhepherd  home 
Hies,  merry-hearted  ;  and  by  turns  relieves 
The  ruddy  milk-maid  of  her  brimming  pail ; 
The  beauty  whom  perhaps  his  witlefs  heart. 
Unknowing  what  the  joy-miy.t  anguilh  means. 
Sincerely  loves,  by  that  heft  language  fliov;n 
Of  cordial  glances,  and  obliging  deeds. 
Onward  they  pafs,  o'er  many  a  panting  height 
And  valley  funk,  and  unfrequented  ;  where 
At  fall  of  eve  the  fairy  people  tlircng, 
In  various  game,  and  revelry,  to  pafs 
The  fummer-night,  as  village-ftories  tell. 
But  far  about  they  wander  from  the  grave 
Of  him,  whom  his  ungentle  fortune  urg'd 
Againft  his  own  fad  breafi;  to  lift  the  hand 
Of  impious  violence.     The  lonely  tower 
Is  alfo  fhunn'd  ;  whofe  mournful  chambers  hold. 
So  night-ftruck  fancy  dreams,  the  yelling  ghofl:. 

Among  the  crooked  lanes,  on  every  hedge. 
The   glow-worm  lights  his  gem ;  and,  t'nrough 

the  dark, 
A  moving  radiance  twingles.     Evening  yields 
The  world  to  night ;  not  in  her  winter-robe 
Of  mafly  Stygian  woof,  but  loofe  array'd 
In  mantle  dun.     A  faint  erroneous  ray, 
Glanc'd  from  th'  imperfedl  furfaces  of  things. 
Flings  half  an  image  on  the  {training  eye  ; 
While  wavering  woods,  and  villages,  and  flream.s, 
And  rocks,  and  mountains  tops,  that  long  rctain'd 
Th'  afcending  gleam,  are  all  one  fwimming  fcene, 
Uncertain  if  beheld.     Sudden  to  heaven 
■yhen^e  wearv  vifioi:  turns;  where,  leadingfoft 


The  filent  hours  of  love,  with  purcfl:  ray 
Sweet  Venus  fhines ;  and  from  her  genial  rifff, 
When  day-light  fickens  till  it  fprings  afrefh, 
Unrivall'd  reigns,  the  faireft  lamp  of  night. 
As  thus  th'  effulgence  tremulous  I  drink, 
With  cherifh'd  gaze,  the  lambent  lightnings  flioot 
Acrofs  the  flcy ;  or  horizontal  dart 
In  wondrousfnapes  ;  by  fearful  murmuring  crpwds 
Portentous  deem'd.     Amid  the  radiant  orbs. 
That  more  than  deck,  tliat  animate  the  iky. 
The  hfe-infufing  funs  of  other  worlds ; 
I>o  !  from  the  dread  immenfity  of  fpace 
Returning,  with  accelerated  courfe. 
The  nifhiug  comet  to  the  fun  defcends ; 
And  as  he  links  below  the  fliading  earth, 
With  awful  train  projefled  o'er  the  heavens. 
The  gudty  nations  tremble.     But,  above 
Thofe  fuperftitious  horrors  that  enflave 
The  fond  fequacinus  herd,  to  myflic  faith 
And  blind  amazement  prone,  th'  enlighten'd  few, 
Whofe  godlike  minds  philofophy  exalts. 
The  p;loriou3  fl:ranger  hail.     They  feel  a  joy 
Divinely  great ;  they  in  their  powers  exult. 
That  wondrous  force  of  thought,  which  mount- 
ing fpurns 
Tills  duiky  fpot,  and  meafures  all  the  fky  ; 
While,  from  his  far  excurfion  through  the  wilds 
Of  barren  eth:r,  faithful  to  his  time, 
They  fee  the  blazing  wonder  rife  anev,-, 
In  feemin;^  terror  clad,  but  kindly  bent 
To  work  the  will  of  all-fuftaining  Tove  : 
From  his  huge  vapoury  train  perhaps  to  {hake 
Reviving  moifl:ure  on  the  numerous  orbs. 
Through  which  his  long  elHpfis  winds;  perhaps 
To  lend  nev/  fuel  te  declining  funs. 
To  Hixht  up  v/orlds,  and  feed  th'  eternal  fire. 

With  thee,  ferene  philofophy,  with  thee, 
And  thy  brip^hi:  garland,  let  me  crown  my  fongl 
Effufive  fource  of  evidence,  and  truth  ! 
A  luftrc  iheddinj^  o'er  th'  ennobled  mind, 
Stroni^er  than  fummer-noon  ;  and  pure  as  that, 
Whofe  mild  vibrations  foothe  the  parted  foul. 
New  to  the  dav/ning  of  celeftial  day.  [thee. 

Hence  through  her  nou'iih'd  powers,  enlargd  by 
She  fprings  aloft,  v/ich  elevated  pride. 
Above  the  tangling  mafs  of  low  defires,  [wing'd. 
That    bind  the    fluttering:    crowd :    and,   angel- 
The  heights  of  fcience  and  of  virtue  gains. 
Where  all  is  calm  and  clear;  with  nature  round. 
Or  in  the  ftarry  regions,  or  th'  abyfs. 
To  reafon's  and  to  fancy's  eye  difplay'd:  _ 
The  Fir/l  up-tracin'T,  from  the  dreary  void. 
The  cha'in  of  caufes  and  efFecis  to  him, 
The  world-producinc;  Effence,  who  alone 
Pofleffes  being  ;  while  the  LaJ!  receives 
The  whole  majnificence  of  heaven  and  earth. 
And  every  beauty^  delicate  or  bold, 
Obvious  or  more  remote,  with  livelier  fenfe, 
DifFufive  painted  on  the  rapid  mind. 

Tutor'd  by  thee,  hence  poetry  exalts 
Her  voice  to  ages ;  and  informs  the  page 
With  mufic,  image,  fentiment,  and  thought. 
Never  to  die  ! '  the  treafiire  of  mankind  ! 
Their  highefl:  honour,  and  their  trrefl  joy  ! 

Without  thee  what  were  nncnlightf.n'd  man  ? 
A  favaee  roaming  through  the  woods  and  wilds, 
in  queft  of  prey  ;  and  with  th'  unfafhion'd  fur,- 
Rough-clud ;  devoid  of  every  finer  art, 
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And  elegance  of  life.    Nor  happinefs 
Domeftic,  mix'd  of  tendernefs  and  care. 
Nor  moral  excellence,  nor  focial  blifs, 
Nor  guardian  law  were  his ;  nor  various  fkill 
To  turn  the  furrow,  or  to  guide  the  tool 
Mechanic  ;  nor  the  heaven-conduded  prow 
Of  naviication  bold,  that  fearlefs  braves 
The  burning  line,  nor  dares  the  wint'ry  pole  ; 
Mothhr  fevere  of  infinite  delights  ! 
NothinjT,  fave  rapine,  indolence,  and  guile, 
And  woes  on  woes,  a  llill-revolvini^  train ! 
Whofe  horrid  circle  had  made  human  life 
That  non-exiftence  worfe  :  but,  taught  by  thee, 
Ours  are  the  plans  of  policy  and  peace  ; 
To  live  like  brothers,  and  conjundlive  all 
Embelhlh  life.     While  thus  laborious  crowds 
Ply  the  tough  oar,  philofophy  direiSs 
The  ruling  hehn  ;  or  like  the  liberal  breath 
Of  potent  heaven,  invifible,  the  fail 
Swells  out,  and  bears  th'  inferior  world  along. 

Nor  to  this  cvanefcent  fpeck  of  earth 
Poorly  confiii'd,  the  radiant  tra(3:s  on  high 


Are  her  exalted  range  ;  intent  to  gaze 
Creation  through  ;  and,  from  that  full  complex 
Of  never-ending  wonders,  to  conceive 
Of  the  Sole  Beinq;  right,  who  fpoke  the  ivord., 
And  Nature  mov'd  complete.    With  inward  view. 
Thence  on  th'  ideal  kingdom  fwift  fhe  turns 
Her  eye  ;  and  inftant,  at  her  powerful  glance, 
Th'  obedient  phantoms  vanim  or  appear  ; 
Compound,  divide,  and  into  order  Ihift, 
Each  to  his  rank,  from  plain  perception  up 
To  the  fair  forms  of  fancy's  fleeting  train  : 
To  reafon  then,  deducing  truth  from  truth  ; 
And  notion  quite  abftracSl ;  where  firft  begins 
The  world  of  fpirits,  acftion  all,  and  life 
Unfetter'd,  and  unmixt.     But  here  the  cloud, 
So  wills  Eternal  Providence,  fits  deep. 
Enough  for  us  to  know  that  this  dark  flate, 
In  wayward  paflions  loft,  and  vain  purfuits, 
This  infancy  of  being,  camiot  prove 
I'he  final  iffue  of  the  works  of  God, 
By  boundlefs  love  and  perfecS  wifdom  form'd. 
And  ever  rifing  with  the  rifing  mind. 
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The  fubjeft  propofed.  Addreffed  to  Mr.  Onflow.  A  profpe<ft  of  the  fields  ready  for  harvefl^.  Rc- 
fledlions  in  praife  of  induftry  raifed  by  that  view.  Reaping.  A  tale  relative  to  it.  A  harveft  florm. 
Shooting  and  hunting,  their  barbarity.  A  ludicrous  account  of  fox-hunting.  A  view  of  an  or- 
chard. Wall-fruit.  A  vineyard.  A  defcription  of  fogs,  frequent  in  the  latter  part  of  Autumn  : 
whence  a  digreffion,  inquiring  into  the  rife  of  fountains  and  rivers.  Birds  of  fealbn  confidered, 
that  now  fliift  their  habitation.  The  prodigious  number  of  them  that  cover  the  northern  and  weft- 
ern  ifles  of  Scotland.  Hence  a  view  of  the  country.  A  profped:  of  the  difcoloured,  fading  woods. 
After  a  gentle  duflcy  day,  moon-light.  Autumnal  meteors.  Morning  :  to  which  fucceeds  a  calm, 
pure,  fun-Ihiny  day,  fuch  as  ufually  Ihuts  up  the  Seafon.  The  harveft  being  gathered  in,  the  coun- 
try diffolved  in  joy.     The  whole  concludes  with  a  panegyric  on  a  philofophical  country  hfe. 


CiiiowN'r)  with  the  fickle  and  the  wheaten  fheaf, 
While  Autumn,  nodding  o'er  the  yellow  plain, 
Comes  jovial  on  :   the  Doric  reed  once  more. 
Well  pleas'd,  I  tune.  Whatever  the  Wintery  froft 
Nitrous  prepar'd ;  the  various-bloffom'd  fpring 
Put  in  v.hite  promife  forth  :  and  Summer  funs 
Conco(5ted  ftrong,  rufti  boundlefs  now  to  view, 
Full,  perfecSl  aU,  and  fweil  my  glorious  theme. 
Onflow  !  the  mufe,  ambitious  of  thy  name. 
To  grace,  infpire  and  dignify  her  fong. 
Would  from  the  public  voice  thy  gentle  ear 
A  while  engage.     Thy  noble  care  ftie  knows, 
The  patriot  virtues  that  diftend  thy  thought, 
Spread  on  thy  front,  and  in  thy  bofom  glow  ; 
Whilo-liftening  fenates  hang  upon  thy  tongue, 
Devolving  through  the  maze  of  eloquence 
A  roll  of  periods  fweeter  than  her  fong. 
But  ftie  too  pants  for  public  virtue  ;  fhe 
Though  weak  in  power,  yet  ftrong  in  ardent  will) 
Whene'er  her  country  rulhes  on  her  heart, 
Affumes  a  J>older  note,  and  fondly  tries 
1"o  haix  tliC  patriot's  with  the  poet's  flame. 


When  the  bright  virgin  gives  the  beauteous  days, 
And  Libra  weighs  in  equal  fcales  the  year  ; 
From   heaven's  high   cope  the  fierce   effulgence 
Of  parting  Summer,  a  ferener  blue,  [fhook 

With  golden  light  enliven'd,  wide  invefts 
The  happy  world.     Attemper'd  funs  arife, 
Sweet-beam'd,  and  ftiedding  oft  th  rough  lucid  clouds 
A  pleafing  calm ;  while  broad,  and  brown,  below. 
Extenfive  harveft  hang  the  heavy  head. 
Rich,  filent,  deep,  they  ftand  ;  for  not  a  gal^ 
Rolls  its  light  billows  o'er  the  bending  plain  : 
A  calm  for  plenty  !  till  the  ruffled  air 
Falls  from  its  poife,  and  gives  the  breeze  to  blow. 
Rent  is  the  fleecy  mantle  of  the  flcy  ; 
The  clouds  fly  different ;  and  the  fudden  fun 
By  fits  effulgent  gilds  th'  illumin'd  field, 
And'black  by  fits  the  fhadows  fweep  along. 
A  gaily-checker'd  heart-expanding  view. 
Far  as  the  circling  eye  can  fnoot  around. 
Unbounded  tofiing  in  a  flood  of  corn. 

Thefc  are  thy  bleflings,  Induftry  !  rough  power; 
Whom  labour  ftill  attends,  and  rweat,_  and  pain  ^ 
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Tet  the  kind  fourcc  of  every  gentle  art, 

And  all  the  foft  civility  of  life  : 

Raifer  of  human  kind !  by  Nature  caft, 

Naked,  and  helplefs,  out  amid  the  woods 

And  wilds,  to  rude  inclement  elements  ; 

With  various  feeds  of  art  deep  in  the  mind 

Implanted,  and  profufely  pour'd  around 

Materials  infinite  ;  but  idle  all. 

Still  unexerted,  in  th'  unconfcious  breaft, 

Sle^t  the  lethargic  powers ;  corruption  ftill, 

Voiacious,  fwailow'd  what  the  liberal  hand 

Of  bounty  fcatter'd  o'er  the  favage  year  : 

And  fhill  the  fad  barbarian,  roving,  mix'd 

With  beads  of  prey ;  or  for  his  acorn-meal 

Fought  the  fierce  tufky  boar ;  a  Ihivcring  wretch  ! 

Aghafl,  and  comfortlefs,  when  tlie  bleak  north, 

With  Winter  charg'd,  let  the  mixt  tempell  fly, 

Hail,  rain,  and  fnow,  and  bitter-breathing  froft : 

Then  to  the  fhelter  of  the  hut  he  fled ; 

And  the  wild  feafon,  fordid,  pin'd  away. 

For  home  he  had  not ;  home  is  the  refort 

Of  love,  of  joy,  of  peace  and  plenty,  where. 

Supported  and  fupported,  polifh'd  friends, 

And  dear  relations  mingle  into  blifs. 

But  this  rugged  favage  never  felt, 

Ev'n  defolate  in  crowds ;  and  thus  his  dayg 

RoU'd  heavy,  dark,  and  imenjoy'd  along  : 

A  wafte  of  tim; ;  till  induftry  approach'd, 

And  rous'd  him  from  his  miferabie  floth  : 

His  faculties  unfolded  ;  pointed  out 

Where  lavifli  Nature  the  diredling  hand 

Of  Art  demanded  ;  fhow'd  him  how  to  raife 

His  feeble  force  by  the  mechanic  powers. 

To  dig  the  mineral  from  the  vaulted  earth, 

On  what  to  turn  the  piercing  rage  of  fire, 

On  what  the  torrent,  and  the  gather'd  blaft ; 

Gave  the  tall  ancient  forefl:  to  his  axe  ; 

Taught  him  to  chip  the  wood,  and  hew  the  flone. 

Till  by  degrees  the  finifh'd  fabric  rofe  ; 

Tore  from  his  limbs  the  blood-polluted  fur, 

And  wrapt  them  in  the  woolly  veflment  warm. 

Or  bright  in  gloffy  filk,  and  flowing  lawn  ; 

With  wholefome  viands  fiU'd  his  table,  pour'd 

The  generous  glafs  around,  infpir'd  to  wake 

The  life  refining  foul  of  decent  wit : 

Nor  ftop'd  at  barren  bare  neceflity  ; 

But,  dill  advancing  bolder,  led  him  on 

To  pomp,  to  pleafure,  elegance  and  grace ; 

And,  breathing  high  ambition  tlnrough  his  foul. 

Set  fcience,  wifdom,  glory,  in  his  view, 

And  bade  him  be  the  lord  of  all  below. 

Then  gathering  men  their  natural  powers  com.- 
And  form'd  a  public  ;  to  the  general  good  [bih'd 
Submitting,  aiming,  and  condud;ing  all. 
For  this  the  patriot-council  met,  the  full. 
The  free,  and  fairly  reprefcnted  ivhole ; 
For  this  they  plann'd  the  holy  guardian  laws, 
Diftinguifli'd  orders,  animated  arts. 
And,  with  joint  force  opprefllon  chaining,  fet 
Imperial  juflice  at  the  helm  ;  yet  flill 
To  them  accountable  ;  nor  flavifh  dream'd 
That  toiling  millions  muft  refign  their  weal. 
And  all  the  honey  of  their  fearch,  to  fuch 
As  for  thcmfelves  alone  themfelves  have  rais'd. 

Hence  every  form  of  cultivated  life 
In  order  fet,  prote<3:ed,  and  infpir'd, 
Into  perfe<5lion  wrought.     Uniting  all 
Society  grew  numerous,  high,  polite, 
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And  happy.     Nurfe  of  art !  the  city  rear'd 
In  beauteous  pride  her  tower-encircled  head ; 
And,  itretching  ftreet  on  flreet,  by  thoufands  drew. 
From  twining  woody  haunts,  or  the  tough  yew 
To  bows  flrong-ftraining,  her  afpiring  fons. 

Then  commerce  brought  into  the  public  walk 
The  bufy  merchant ;  the  big  warehoufe  built ; 
Rais'd  the  ftrong  crane;    chok'd  up  the  loaded 

flreet 
With  foreign  plenty;  and  thy  flream,  O  Thames, 
Large,  gentle,  deep,  majeftic,  king  of  floods! 
Chofe  for  his  grand  refort.     Gn  either  hand, 
JLike  a  long  wintery  forefl,  groves  of  mafts 
S  hot  up  their  fpires  ;  the  bellying  fheet  between 
Poflefs'd  the  breezy  void  ;  the  footy  hulk 
Steer'd  fluggifh  on  ;  the  fplendid  barge  along 
Row'd,  regular,  to  harmony ;  around. 
The  boat,  light  fkimming,  flretch'd  its  oary  wings; 
While  deep  the  various  voice  of  fervent  toil 
From  bank  to  bank  increas'd ;  whence  ribb'd  with 

oak 
To  bear  the  Britifh  thunder,  black,  and  bold. 
The  roaring  vefll^l  rufli'd  into  the  main. 

Then  too  the  pillar'd  dome,  magnific,  heav'd 
Its  ample  roof;  and  luxury  within  [fmooth, 

Pour'd    out    her   glittering  flores ;    the   canvas 
With  glowin°  life  protuberant,  to  the  view 
Embodied  rofe  ;  the  ftatue  feem'd  to  breathe. 
And  foften  into  flefli,  beneath  the  touch 
Of  forming  art,  imagination-flufti'd. 

All  is  the  gift  of  induflry  ;  whate'er 
Exalts,  embelliflies,  and  renders  life 
Delightful.     Penfive  Winter  cheer'd  by  him 
Sits  at  the  fecial  fire,  and  happy  hears 
Th'  excluded  tempeft  idly  rave  along ; 
His  harden'd  fingers  deck  the  gaudy  Spring ; 
Without  him  Summer  were  an  arid  wafl:e  ; 
Nor  to  th'  autumnal  months  could  thus  tranfinit 
Thofe  full,  mature,  immeafurable  ftores. 
That,  waving  round,  recal  my  wandering  fong. 

Soon  as  the  morning  trembles  o'er  the  Iky, 
And,  unpercciv'd,  unfold|  the  fpreading  day; 
Before  the  ripen'd  field  the  reapers  ftand. 
In  fair  array  ;  each  by  the  lafs  he  loves. 
To  bear  the  rougher  part,  and  mitigate 
By  namelefs  gentle  offices  her  toil. 
At  once  they  flioop  and  fwell  the  lufty  Iheavcs  ; 
While  through  their  cheerful  band  the  rural  talk, 
The  rural  fcandal,  and  the  rural  jefl. 
Fly  harmlefs  to  deceive  the  tedious  time. 
And  fleal  unfelt  the  fultry  hours  away. 
Behind  the  mafler  walks,  builds  up  the  fliocks  ; 
And,  confcious,  glancing  oft  on  every  fide 
His  fated  eye,  feels  his  heart  heave  with  joy. 
The  gleaners  fpread  around,  and  here  and  there. 
Spike  after  fpike,  their  fcajity  harveft  pick. 
Be  not  too  narrow,  hufbandmen  !  but  fling 
From  the  full  fneaf,  with  charitable  ftealth. 
The  liberal  handful.     Think,  oh,  grateful  think  ? 
How  good  the  God  of  harveft  is  to  you; 
Who  pours  abundance  o'er  your  flowing  fields; 
While  thefe  unhappy  partners  of  your  kind 
Wide-hover  round  you  like  the  fowls  of  heaven, 
And  aik  their  humbie  dole.     The  various  turns 
Of  fortune  ponder  ;  that  your  fons  may  want 
What  now,  with  hard  reluftance,  faint,  ye  give. 

The  lovely  young  Lavinia  once  had  friends  j 
And  fortune  finil'd-,  deceitful,  on  her  bixth. 
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For,  in  bcr  helplefs  rears  depriv'd  of  all. 
Of  every  ftay,  fave  innocence  and  heaven, 
iJhe,  -with  her  widov/'d  mother,  feeble,  old, 
And  poor,  liv'd  in  a  cottage,  far  retir'd 
Among  the  windings  of  a  woody  vale  ; 
Ey  i'olitude  and  deep  furrounding  fliadeSj 
But  more  by  baCiful  modefty,  conceal' d. 
Together  thus  they  fliunn'd  the  cruel  fcorn 
Which  virtue,  funk  to  poverty,  would  meet 
From  siddy  paflion  and  low-rninded  pride: 
Alnioil:  on  Nature's  common  bounty  fed  ; 
Like  the  gay  birds  that  fung  them  to  repofe, 
Content,  and  carelefs  of  to-morrow's  fare. 
Her  form  was  frelher  than  the  morning  rofe, 
When  the  dew  wets  its  leaves  ;  unflain  d  and  pure. 
As  is  the  hly,  or  the  mountain  fnow. 
The  modeft  virtues  minpled  in  her  eyes, 
Still  on  the  ground  deje6!;ed,  darting  all 
Their  humid  beams  into  the  blooming  flowers: 
Or  when  the  mournful  tale  her  mother  told. 
Of  what  her  faithlefs  fortune  promis'd  once, 
Thrill'd  in  her  thought,  they,  like  the  dewy  ftar 
Of  evening,  fhone  in  tears.     A  native  grace 
Sat  fair-proportion'd  on  her  polifh'd  limbs, 
Veil'd  in  a  fimple  robe,  their  befl  attire, 
Beyond  the  pomp  of  drefs  ;  for  lovelinefs 
Needs  not  the  foreign  aid  of  ornament, 
But  is,  when  unadorn'd,  adorn'd  the  mofl:. 
Thoughtlefs  of  beauty,  fhe  was  beauty's  ieli, 
Reclufe  amid  the  clofe-embowering  woods. 
As  in  the  hollow  breafh  of  Appenine, 
Beneath  the  fhelter  of  encircling  hills 
A  myrtle  rifes,  far  from  human  eye, 
And  breathes  its  balmy  fragrance  o'er  the  wild ; 
So  flourifh'd  blooming,  and  unfeen  by  all, 
The.fweet  Lavinia;  till, at  length,  compell'd 
By  flrong  neceflity'sfupreme  command, 
W^ith  frnilinu  patience  in  her  looks,  fhe  went 
To  glean  Palemon's  fields.     The  pride  of  fwai&t    ■ 
Palemon  was,  the  generous,  and  the  rich ; 
Who  Ld  the  rural  life  in  all  its  joy 
And  elegance,  fuch  as  Arcadain  fong 
Tranfmits  from  ancient  uncorrupted  times; 
When  tyrant  cuftom  had  not  fhaelded  man, 
But  free  to  follow  nature  was  the  mode. 
He  rhen,  his  fancy  with  autumnal  fctnes 
Amufing,  chanc'd  bcfide  his  reaper-train 
To  walk,  when  poor  Lavinia  drew  his  eye  ; 
Unconfcious  of  her  power,  and  turning  quick 
With  unaffeiSled  blulhes  from  his  gaze  : 
He  faw  her  charming,  but  he  faw  not  half 
The  charms  her  dow  ncaft  modefty  conccal'd. 
'I'hat  very  moment  love  and  chaflie  defire 
Sprung  in  hisbofom,  to  liimfelf  unknown; 
For  flill  the  v.'orld  nrevail'd,  and  its  dread  laugh, 
Which  fcarce  the  firm  phiiofopher  can  fconi, 
Should  his  heart  ov/n  a  gleaner  in  the  field  : 
Aud  thus  in  fccrct  to  his  foul  he  figh'd. 
"  What  pity  !  that  fo  delicate  a  fon'n, 
''  By  beauty  kindled,  where  enlivening  fenfc 
"  And  more  than  vulgar  goodnefs  fecm  to  dwell, 
"  Should  be  devoted  to  the  rude  embrace 
"  Of  fome  indecent  clown  !  She  looks,  methinks, 
"  Of  old  Acafto's  line  ;  and  to  my  mind 
"  Recals  that  patron  of  my  happy  life, 
" .  From  v/hom  my  liberal  fortune  took  its  rife ; 
"  Now  to  the  duft  gone  down  ;  his  houfes,  lands, 
"  And  once  fair-fpreading  family,  diffolv'd. 


"  'Tis  faid  that  in  fome  Ions  obfcure  retreat, 
"  Urg'd  by  remembrance  fad,  and  decent  pridf, 
"  Far  fi-om  thofe  fcenes  which  knew  their  better 
"  His  aged  widow  and  his  daughter  live,       [days, 
"  Whom  yet  my  fruitlefs  fearch  could  never  find. 
"  Romantic  wilh !  would  this  the  daughter  were  1" 

When,  ftri6i  inquiring,  from  herfelf  he  found 
She  was  the  fame,  the  daughter  of  his  friend, 
Of  bountiful  Acafto  ;  who  can  fpeak 
The  mingled  paflions  that  furpris'd  his  heart. 
And  throu<i-h  his  nerves  in  fliivering  tranfport  ran? 
Then  blaz'd  his  fmother'dflame,avow'd,  and  bold? 
And  as  he  view'd  her,  ardent,  o'er  and  o'er. 
Love,  gratitude,  and  pity,  wept  at  once. 
Confus'd,  and  frighten'd  at  his  fudden  tears, 
Her  rifing  beauties  fluflx'd  a  higher  bloom, 
As  thus  Falemon,  pafTionate  and  jufi, 
Pour'd  out  the  pious  rapture  of  his  foul. 

"  And  art  thou  then  Acaflo's  dear  remains  ? 
"  She,  whom  my  reftlefs  gratitude  Jias  fought 
"  So  long  in  vain  ?  O,  heavens !  the  very  fame, 
"  The  foften'd  image  of  my  noble  friend, 
*'  Alive  his  every  look,  his  every  feature, 
"  R'lore  elegantly  touch'd.     Sweeter  than  Spring ! 
"  Thou  fole  furviving  bloflbm  from  the  root 
"  That  nourifh'd  up  my  fortune!  Say,  ah  where, 
"  In  v/hat  fequefter'd  defert,  haft  thou  drawn 
"  The  kindeil  afpesSl:  of  delijhted  heaven  ? 
"  Into  fuch  beauty  fpread,  and  blown  fo  fair; 
"  Though  poverty's  cold  wind,  and  crufhing  rain, 
"  Beat  keen,  and  heavy,  on  thy  tender  years  ? 
"  O  let  me  now,  into  a  richer  foil,  [ftiowers, 

"  Ti-anf plant  thee  fafe  !  where  vernal  funs,  an€ 
"  Diffiife  their  warmeft,  largeft  influence  ; 
"  And  of  my  garden  be  the  pride,  and  joy  ! 
''  III  it  befits  thee,  oh,  it  ill  befits 
"  Acafto's  daughter,  his  whofe  open  ftores, 
"  Though  vaft,  were  little  to  his  ampler  heart, 
"  The  father  of  a  country  thus  to  pick 
"  The  very  refufe  of  thofe  harveft-fields, 
"  Which  from  his  bounteous  friendfhip  I  enjoy. 
"  Then  throw  that  ftiameful  pittance  from  thy 

"  hand, 
"  But  ill  apply'd  to  fuch  a  rugged  talk; 
'=  The  fields,  the  mafter,  all,  my  fair,  are  thine; 
"  If  to  the  various  bleffings  which  thy  houfe 
"  Has  on  me  lavilh'd,  thou  wilt  add  that  blifs,     , 
"  That  dcareft  blifs,  the  power  of  bleffing  thee  !" 

Here  ceas'd  the  youth,  yet  ftill  his  fpeaking  eye 
Exprefs'd  the  facred  triumph  of  his  foul, 
With  confcious  virtue,  gratitude,  and  love. 
Above  the  vulgar  joy  divinely  rais'd. 
Nor  waited  he  reply.     Won  by  the  charm 
Of  goodnefs  irrefiftible,  and  all 
In  fwect  diforder  loft,  ftie  blulh'd  confent. 
The  news  immediate  to  her  mother  brought. 
While,  pierc'd   with  anxious  tlK)uq;ht,  fhe  pin'd 
The  lonely  moments  for  Lavinia's  fate  ;        [away 
Amaz'd,  and  fcarce  believing  what  fhe  heard, 
Joy  feiz'd  her  witlier'd  veins,  and  one  bright  gleam 
Of  fctting  life  fhone  on  her  evening  hours  : 
Not  lefs  cnraptur'd  than  the  happy  pair  ; 
Who  flourifii'd  long  in  tender  blifs,  and  rear'd 
A  numerous  offspring,  lovely  like  themfelves. 
And  good,  the  grace  of  all  the  country  round. 

Defeating;  oft  the  labours  of  the  year, 
The  fuhry  fouth  collefts  a  potent  blaft. 
At  firft,  the  groves  are  fcarcely  f«en  to  ftii? 
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Their  trembling  tops ;  and  a  ftill  murmur  runs 
Along  the  foft-inclining  fields  of  corn. 
But  as  til'  aerial  tcmpcll  fuller  fwells, 
And  in  one  niighty  ftrcam,  invifible, 
Immenfe,  the  whole  excited  atmofphere, 
Impetuous  ruflies  o'er  the  founding  world  : 
Strain'd  to  the  root,  the  Hooping  forcft  pour$ 
A  ruftling  fliower  of  yet  untimely  leaves, 
High-beat,  the  circling  mountains  eddy  in. 
From  the  bare  wild,  the  diflipated  florm. 
And  lend  it  in  a  torrent  down  the  vale. ' 
Expos'd,  and  naked,  to  its  utmoft  rage. 
Through  all  the  fea  oi  harvcfb  rolling  round. 
The  billowy  plain  floats  wide;  nor  can  evada. 
Though  pliant  to  the  biafl,  its  feizing  force  ^ 
Or  whirl'd  in  air,  or  into  vacant  cliaif 
Shook  waiie.     And  fometimes  too  a  barft  of  nun, 
Swept  from  the  biack  horizon,  broad,  defcends 
In  one  continuous  fiood.     Still  over  head 
The  mingling  tempeft  weaves  its  gloom,  and  ftill 
The  deluge  deepens ;  till  the  fields  around 
Lie  funk,  and  flatted,  in  the  fordid  wave. 
Sudden,  the  ditches  fwell ;  die  meadows  fwrim. 
Red,  from  the  fulls,  innumerable  Hreams 
Tumultuous  roar ;  and  high  above  its  banks 
The  river  lift ;  before  whofe  rulhing  tide. 
Herds,  flocks,  and  harvefls,  cottages,  andfwains, 
Roll  min!7;led  down  ;  all  that  the  winds  had  fpar'd 
In  one  wild  moment  ruin'd ;  the  big  hopes. 
And  well-earn'd  treafures  of  the  painful  year. 
Fled  to  fome  eminence,  the  hufbandman 
Helpiefs  beholds  the  miferable  wreck 
Driving  along  ;  his  drowning  ox  at  once 
Delcending,  with  his  labours  fcatter'd  round, 
He  fees ;  and  inftant  e'er  his  fhivering  thought 
Comes  Winter  unprovided,  and  a  train 
Of  clamant  children  dear.     Ye  makers,  then, 
Be  mindful  of  the  rough  laborious  hand, 
That  finks  you  foft  in  elegance  and  cafe  i 
Be  mindful  of  thofe  limbs  in  rufTet  clad, 
Whofe  toil  to  yovirs  is  warmth,  and  graceful  pride; 
And,  oh  !  be  mindful  of  that  fparing  board, 
Which  covers  yours  with  luxury  profufe. 
Makes  your  glafs  fparkle,  and  your  fenj"e  rejoice  ! 
Nor  cruelly  demand  what  the  deep  rains 
And  all-involving  winds  have  fwept  away. 

Here  the  rude  clamour  of  the  fportfman's  joy, 
The  gun  fafl-thundering,  and  the  winded  horn, 
"Would  tempt  the  mufe  to  fing  the  rural  game  : 
How,  in  his  mid-career,  the  fpaniel  firuck. 
Stiff,  by  the  tainted  gale,  with  open  nofe, 
Out-ftretch'd,  and  finely  fenfible,  draws  full. 
Fearful,  and  cautious,  on  the  latent  prey ; 
As  in  the  fun  the  circling  covey  bafk 
Their  varied  plumes,  and  watchful  every  way, 
Through  the  rough  flubble  turn  the  fecret  eye. 
Caught  in  the  meihy  fnare,  in  vain  they  beat 
Their  idle  wings,  entangled  more  and  more; 
Nor  on  the  furges  of  the  boundlefs  air. 
Though  borne  triumphant,  are  they  fafe;  the  gun, 
Glaac'd  jufl,  and  fudden,  from  the  fowler's  eye 
O'ertakes  their  founding  pinions;  and  again, 
Immediate,  brings  them  from  the  towering  wing, 
Dead  to  tha ground';  or  drives  themwide-difpers'd, 
Wounded,  and  wheeling  various,  down  the  wind. 

Thefe  are  not  fubjedls  for  the  peaceful  mufe, 
Nor  will  fhe  flain  with  fuch  her  fpotlefs  fong  ; 
Then  moft  delighted,  vvhcji  flie  fecial  fees 


The  whole  mix'd  ar.imal-creatfoa  round. 
Alive,  and  happy.     "Fis  not  joy  to  her, 
This  falfely-cheerful  barbarous  game  of  dcatl.' ; 
This  rage  of  pleafure,  which  the  reftlefs  yuath 
Awakes,  impatient,  with  the  gkamin-g  morn ; 
When  bealls  of  prey  retire,  that  all  night  long, 
Urg'd  by  necefllty,  had  rang'd  the  dark, 
As  if  their  confcious  ravage  Ihun'd  the  light, 
Afham'd.     Not  fo  the  fttady  tyrant  man. 
Who  with  the  thoughtlefs  mfolence  of  power 
Inflam'd,  beyond  the  mofl  infuriate  wrath 
Of  the  word;  monfter  that  e'er  roam'd  the  wafte^ 
For  fport  alone  puriues  the  cruel  chafe. 
Amid  the  beamings  of  the  gentle  days. 
Upbraid,  ye  ravening  tribes,  our  wanton  rage. 
For  hunger  liindles  you,  and  lawlefs  wantj 
But  laviih  fed,  in  Nature's  bounty  roli'd, 
'I'o  joy  at  anguiih,  and  delight  ixi  blood. 
Is  n  iiat  your  horrid  bofoms  never  knew. 

Poor  is  the  triump'n  o'er  the  timid  hare  ! 
Scar'd  from  the  corn,  and  now  to  fome  lone  feat 
Rcrtir'd  :  the  ruihy  fen ;  the  ragged  furze, 
Stretch'd  o'er  the  fiony  heath  ;  the  ftubble  chapt  3 
The  thifliy  lawn  ;  the  thick  entangled  broom- j 
Of  the  fame  friendly  hue,  the  wither'd  fern  ; 
The  fallow  ground  laid  open  to  the  fun, 
Conco(fiive ;  and  the  nodding  fandy  bank, . 
Hung  o'er  the  mazes  of  the  mountain  brook.    ■ 
Vain  is  hcrbeft  precaution  ;  though  file  fits 
Conceal'd,  with  folded  ears ;  unfleepinjj  eyes. 
By  Nature  rais'd  to  take  th'  horizon  in  ; 
Ajid  head  couch'd  clofe  betwixt  her  hairy  feet. 
In  3.&  to  fpring  away.     The  fcented  dew 
Betrays  her  early  labyrinth ;  and  deep, 
111  fcatter'd  fuUen  openings,  far  behind. 
With  every  breeze  fhe  hears  the  coming  florm. 
But  nciirer,  and  more  frequent,  as  it  loads 
The  fighiug  gale,  fhe  fprings  amaz'd,  and  all 
The  favage  foul  of  game  is  up  at  once ; 
The  pack  full-opening,  various  ;  the  flrrill  hem 
Refounded  from  the  hills ;  the  neighing  fieed. 
Wild  for  the  chafe  ;  and  the  loud  hunter's  fhout; 
O'er  a  weak,  harmlefs,  flying  creature,  all 
Mix'd  in  mad  tumult,  and  difccrdant  joy. 

The  flag,  too.fingled  from  the  herd,  where  long 
He  rang'd  the  branching  monarch  of  the  fhades. 
Before  the  tempefl  drives.     At  firfl,  in  fpeed 
He,  fprightly,  puts  his  faith  ;  and,  rous'd  by  fear. 
Gives  all  his  fwift  aerial  foul  to  flight ; 
Againfl  the  breeze  he  darts,  that  way  the  more 
To  leave  the  lefTening  murderous  cry  behind  : 
Deception  fhort !  though  fleeter  than  the  winds 
Blown  o'er  the  keen-air'd  mountains  by  the  north. 
He  burils  the  thickets,  glances  through  the  glades, 
And  plunges  deep  into  the  wildeft  wood ; 
If  flow,  yet  fure,  adhefive  to  the  track 
Hot-fteaming,  up  behind  him  come  again 
Th'  iniiuman  route,  and  from  the  fhady  depth 
Expel  him,  circling  through  his  every  fhift. 
He  fweeps  the  foreft  oft ;  and  fobbing  fees 
The  glades,  mild  opening  to  the  golden  day ; 
Where,  in  land  contefl,  with  his  butting  friends' 
He  wont  to  ftruggle,  or  his  loves  enjoy. 
Oft  in  the  full-defcending  fiood  he  tries 
To  lofe  the  fcent,  and  lave  his  burning  fides  : 
Oft  feeks  the  herd  ;  the  w  atchiul  herd,  uiarm'd. 
With  felfifli  care  avoid  a  brother's  woe. 

What  fhall  he  dc  ?  His  ones  fo  vi\'id  Jien'cs, 
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So  full  of  buoyant  fpirit,  now  no  more 

Infpire  the  courfe  ;  but  fainting  breathlefs  toil, 

Sick,  feizes  on  his  heart :  he  ftands  at  bay ; 

And  puts  his  laft  weak  refuge  in  defpair. 

The  big  round  tears  run  down  his  dappled  face ; 

He  groans  in  anguifh  ;  while  the  growling  pack, 

Blood-happy,  hang  at  his  fair  jutting  cheft. 

And  mark  his  beauteous  checker'd  fides  with  gore. 

Of  this  enough.     But  if  the  fylvan  youth, 
Whofe  fervent  blood  boils  into  violence, 
Muft  have  the  chafe  ;  behold,  defpifing  flight, 
The  rous'd-up  lion,  refolute,  and  flow. 
Advancing  full  on  the  protended  fpear, 
And  coward-band,  that  circling  wheel  aloof. 
Slunk  from  the  cavern,  and  the  troubled  wood. 
See  the  grim  wolf ;  on  him  his  fliaggy  foe 
Vindiftive  fix,  and  Jet  the  ruffian  die  : 
Or,  growling  horrid,  as  the  brindled  boar 
Grins  fell  deftrudlion,  to  the  monfter's  heart 
Let  the  dart  lighten  from  the  nervous  arm. 

Thefe  Britain  knows  not ;  give,  ye  Britons,  then 
Your  fportive  fury,  pitylefs,  to  pour 
ioofe  on  the  nightly  robber  of  the  fold : 
Him,  from  his  craggy  winding  haunts  unearth' d, 
L,et  all  the  thunder  of  the  chafe  purfue. 
Throw  the  broad  ditch  behind  you ;  o'er  the  hedge 
High-bound,  refiftlefs  ;  nor  the  deep  morafs 
Refufe,  but  through  the  fhaking  wildernefs 
Pick  your  nice  way  ;  into  the  perilous  flood 
Bear  fearlefs,  of  the  raging  inftindl  full ; 
And  as  you  ride  the  torrent,  to  the  banks 
Your  triumph  found  fonorous,  running  round, 
From  rock  to  rock,  in  circling  echoes  toft  ; 
Then  fcale  the  mountains  to  their  woody  tops ; 
Rufli  down  the  dangerous  fteep :  and  o'er  the  lawn 
In  funcy  fwallowing  up  the  fpace  between. 
Pour  all  your  fpeed  into  the  rapid  game. 
For  happy  he  !   who  tops  the  wheeling  chafe  ; 
Has  every  maze  evolv'd,  and  every  guile 
Difclos'd  ;  who  knows  the  merits  of  the  pack  ; 
"Who  faw  the  villain  feiz'd,  and  dying  hard, 
Without  complaint,  though  by  an  hundred  mouths 
Relentlefs  torn  :    O  glorious  he,  beyond 
His  daring  p>eers  !  when  the  retreating  horn 
Calls  them  to  ghoftly  halls  of  gray  renown. 
With  woodland  honours  grac'd  ;  the  fox's  fur, 
Depending  decent  from  the  roof ;  and  fpread 
Round  the  drear  walls,  with  antic  figures  fierce. 
The  ftag's  large  front :  he  then  is  loudeft  heard. 
When  the  night  ftaggers  with  fevcrer  toils, 
With  feats  Theflalian  Centaurs  never  knew. 
And  their  repeated  wonders  (hake  the  dome. 

But  firft  the  fuel'd  chimney  blazes  wide  ; 
The  tankards  foam  ;  and  the  ftrong  table  groans 
Beneath  the  fmoking  furloin,  ftretch'd  immenfe 
From  fide  to  fide  ;  in  which,  with  defperate  knife, 
They  deep  incifion  make,  and  talk  the  while 
Of  England's  glory,  ne'er  to  be  defac'd 
While  hence  they  borrow  vigour  :  or  amain 
Into  the  pafty  plung'd,  at  intervals. 
If  fl;omach  keen  can  intervals  allow, 
Relating  all  the  glories  of  the  chafe. 
Then  fated  Hunger  bids  his  brother  Thirft 
Produce  the  mighty  bowl ;  the  mighty  bowl, 
Swell'd  high  with  fiery  juice,  fleams  liberal  round 
A  potent  gale,  delicious  as  the  breath 
Of  Maia  to  the  love-fick  fliepherdcfs. 
On  violets  difi"us'd,  while  foft  flic  hears 
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Her  panting  fhepherd  ftealing  to  her  arm*. 
Nor  wanting  is  the  brown  October,  drawn, 
Mature  and  perfeft,  from  his  dark  retreat 
Of  thirty  years  ;  and  now  his  honefl:  front 
Flames  in  the  light  refulgent,  not  afraid 
Ev'n  with  the  vineyard's  beft  produce  to  vie. 
To  cheat  the  thirfty  moments,  whift  a  while 
Walks  his  dull  round,  beneath  a  cloud  of  fmoke, 
Wreath'd,  fragrant,  from  the  pipe ;  or  the  quick 
In  thunder  leaping  from  the  box,  awake        [dice^ 
The  founding  gammon  :  while  romp-loving  mifs 
Is  haul'd  about,  in  gallantry  robuft. 
At  laft  thefe  puling  idlenefles  laid 
Afide,  frequent  and  full,  the  dry  divan 
Clofe  in  firm  circle  ;  and  fet,  ardent,  in 
For  ferious  drinking.     Nor  evafion  fly. 
Nor  fober  fhift,  is  to  the  puking  wretch 
Indulg'd  apart ;  but  earneft,  brimming  bowls 
Lave  every  foul,  the  table  floating  round, 
And  pavement,  faithlefs  to  the  fuddled  foot. 
Thus  as  they  fwim  in  mutual  fwill,  the  talk. 
Vociferous  at  once  from  twenty  tongues. 
Reels  faft    from   theme    to  theme;   from  horfcs; 
To  church  or  miftrefs,  politics  or  glioft,     [houndsj 
In  endlefs  mazes,  intricate,  perplex'd. 
Meantime,  with  fuddcn  interruption,  loud, 
Th'  impatient  catch  burfts  from  the  joyous  heart  5 
That  moment  touch'd  is  every  kindred  foul ;        - 
And,  opening  in  a  full-mouth'd  try  of  joy. 
The  laugh,  the  flap,  the  jocund  curfe,  go  round  ; 
While,  from  their  flumbers  fhook,  the  kennel'd 
Mix  in  the  mufic  of  the  day  again.  [hounds 

As  when  the  tempeft,  that  has  vex'd  the  deep 
The  dark  night  long,  with  fainter  murmurs  falls: 
So  gradual  finks  their  mirth.   Their  feeble  tongues, 
Unable  to  take  up  the  cumbrous  word. 
Lie  quite  dllTolv'd.     Before  their  maudlin  eyes. 
Seen  dim,  and  blue,  the  double  tapers  dance. 
Like  the  fun  wading  through  the  mifty  fky. 
Then  Aiding  foft,  they  drop.     Confus'd  above, 
Glafles  and  bottles,  pipes  and  gazetteersj 
As  if  the  table  ev'n  itfelf  was  drunk. 
Lie  a  wet  broken  fcene  ;  and  wide,  below. 
Is  heap'd  the  focial  flaughter  ;  where  aftride 
The  lubber  poivsr  in  filthy  triumph  fits, 
Slumberous,  inclining  ftill  from  fide  to  fide, 
And  fteeps  them  drench'd  in  potent  fleep  till  momi 
Perhaps  fome  dodlor,  of  tremendous  paunch, 
Awful  and  deep,  a  black  abyfs  of  drink, 
Outlives  them  all ;  and  from  his  bury'd  flOck 
Retiring,  full  of  rumination  fad. 
Laments  the  weaknefs  of  thefe  latter  times. 
But  if  the  rougher  fex  by  this  fierce  fport 
Is  hurried  wild,  let  not  fuch  horrid  joy 
E'er  ftain  the  bofom  of  the  Britiih  Fair. 
Far  be  the  fpirit  of  the  chafe  from  them  ! 
Uncomely  courage,  unbefeeming  fkill ; 
To  fpring  the  fence,  to  rein  the  prancing  fteed  ; 
The  cap,  the  whip,  the  mafcuiine  attire  ; 
In  which  they  roughen  to  the  fenfe,  and  all 
The  winning  foftnefs  of  their  fex  is  loft. 
Ill  them  'tis  graceful  to  diffolve  at  woe  ; 
With  every  motion,  every  word,  to  wave 
Quick  o'er  the  kindling  cheek  the  ready  bltifh ; 
And  from  the  fmalleft  violence  to  fhrink 
Unequal,  then  the  lovclicft  in  their  fears ; 
And  by  this  filent  adulation,  foft. 
To  their  protetSlion  more  engaging  man, 
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0  may  their  eyes  no  miferable  fiRht, 

Save  weeping  lovers,  fee !  a  nobler  game, 

Through  love's  enchanting  wiles  purfued,  yet  fled. 

In  chafe  ambiguous.     May  their  tender  limbs 

Float  in  the  loofe  funplicicy  of  drefs ! 

And,  fafhion'd  all  to  harmony,  alone 

Know  they  to  feize  the  captivated  foul, 

In  rapture  warbled  frojn  love-breathing  lips ; 

To  teach  the  lute  to  languiili ;  with  fmooth  ftep, 

Difclofing  motion  in  its  every  charm. 

To  fwim  along,  and  fwell  the  mazy  dance  ; 

To  train  the  foliage  o'er  the  fnowy  lawn  ; 

To  guide  the  pencil,  turn  the  tuneful  page  ; 

To  lend  new  flavour  to  the  fruitful  year, 

And  heighten  Nature's  dainties  :  in  their  race 

To  rear  their  graces  into  fecond  life  ; 

To  give  fociety  its  highefl  tafte  ; 

■Well-ordered  home  man's  beft  delight  to  make  ; 

And  by  fubmiflive  wifdom,  modeft  Ikiil, 

With  every  gentle  care-eluding  art, 

To  raife  the  virtues,  animate  the  blifs, 

And  fweeten  all  the  toils  of  human  life  i 

This  be  the  female  dignity  and  praife. 

Ye  fwains,  now  haiien  to  the  hazel  bank ; 
Where,  dov^fn  yon  dale,  the  vvrildiy-winding  brook 
Fails  hoarfe  from  fteep  to  fteep.     In  clofe  array, 
Fit  for  the  thickets,  and  the  tanglin^;^  fhrub, 
Ye  virgins  come.     For  you  their  iateft  fong 
The  woodlands  raife  ;  the  clufhering  nuts  for  you 
The  lover  finds  amid  the  fecret  fliade  ; 
And,  where  they  burnifti  on  the  topmofl  bough, 
With  a<3:ive  vigour  crufhcs  down  the  tree  ; 
Or  Ihakes  them  ripe  from  the  refignlng  hufk, 
A  glofly  fliower,  and  of  an  ardent  brown, 
As  are  the  ringlets  of  Mehnda's  hair  : 
Melinda  !  form'd  with  every  grace  complete. 
Yet  thefe  r.egle<3;ing,  above  beauty  wife, 
And  far  tranfcending  fuch  a  vulgar  praife. 

Hence  from  the  bufy  joy-refounding  fields, 
In  cheerful  error,  let  us  tread  the  maze 
Of  Autumn,  unconfin'd ;  and  tafte,  reviv'd, 
The  breath  of  orchard  big  with  bending  fruit. 
Obedient  to  the  breeze  and  beating  ray. 
From  the  deep-loaded  bough  a  mellow  fhower 
Inceflant  melts  away.     The  juicy  pear 
Lies,  in  a  foft  profufion,  fcatter'd  round. 
A  various  fweetnefs  fwells  the  gentle  race  ; 
By  Nature's  all-refining  hand  peprar'd  ; 
Of  temper'd  fun,  and  water,  earth,  and  air. 
In  ever-changing  compcfition  mixt. 
Such,  falling  frequent  through  the  chiller  night 
The  fragrant  ftores,  the  wide-projedled  heaps 
Of  apples,  which  the  lufty-handed  year, 
Innumerous,  o'er  the  blufhing  orchard  Ihakes. 
A  various  fpirit,  frelh,  delicious,  keen. 
Dwells  in  their  gelid  pores ;  and,  active,  points 
The  piercing  cyder  for  the  thirfty  tongue : 
Thy  nath'e  theme,  and  boon  infpirer  too, 
Phillips,  Pomona's  bard,  the  fecond  thou 
Who  nobly  durft,  in  rhyme-unfetter'd  verfe, 
With  Britifli  freedom  fing  the  Britifh  fong  : 
How,  from  Silurian  vats,  high-fparkling  wines 
Foam  in  tranfparent  floods ;  feme  ftrong,  to  cheer 
The  wintery  revels  of  the  labouring  hind  ; 
And  tafteful  fome,  to  cool  the  fummer-hours. 

In  this  glad  feafon,  while  his  fweeteft  beams 
The  fun  fheds  equal  o'er  the  meeken'd  day ; 
Oh,  lofe  me  in  the  green  delightful  walks 
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Of,  DoddingtoTi,  thy  feat,  fererte,  and  plain  ; 
Where  finiple  Nature  reigns ;  and  every  view, 
Diffufive,  fpreads  the  pure  Dorfetian  downs,     • 
In  boundlefs  profpe(fl :  yonder  (hagg'd  with  v/ood. 
Here  rich  with  harveft,  and  there  white  with  flocks! 
Meantime  the  grandeur  of  thy  lofty  dome,  ' 

Far-fplendid,  feizes  on  the  ravifli'd  eye. 
New  beauties  rife  with  each  revolving  day  ; 
New  columns  fweil,  and  ftill  the  frefti  Spring  finds 
New^  plants  to  quicken,  and  new  groves  to  green. 
Full  of  thy  genius  all !  the  mufes'  feat :     ' 
Where  in  the  fecret  bower,  and  winding  walk,    -^ 
For  virtuous  Young  and  thee  they  twine  the  bay. 
Here  wandering  oft,  fir'd  with  the  reftlefs  thirft 
Of  thy  applaufe,  I  folitary  court 
Th'  infpiring  breeze  :  and  meditate  the  book 
Of  nature  ever  open  :   aiming  thence, 
Warm  from  the  heart,  to  learn  the  moral  fong. 
Here,  as  I  ftesl  alohg  the  funny  wall,        ' 
Where  Autumn  balks,  with  truit  empurpled  dsep^ 
My pleafmg  theme  continual  prompts  my  thought; 
Prefents  the  downy  peach  :  the  fliining  plumb  ; 
The  ruddy,  fragrant  neclarine  ;  and  datk. 
Beneath  his  ample  leaf,  the  lufcious  fig. 
The  vine  too  here  her  curling  tendrils  fhcots; 
Hangs  out  her  clufcers,  glowing  to  the  fouth  ; 
And  fcarcely  wifhes  for  a  warmer  fky. 
Turn  we  a  moment  fancy's  rapid  flight 
To  vigorous  foils,  and  chmes  of  fair  extent; 
Where,  by  the  potent  fun,  elated  high, 
The  vineyard  fwells  refulgent  ori  the  day ; 
Spreads  o'er  t'ne  vale ;  or  up  the  mountain  climbs, 
Profufe  ;  and  drinks  amid  the  funny  rocks, 
From  cliffy  to  cliff"  increas'd,  the  heighten'd  blaze. 
Low  bend  the  weighty  bouehs.  The  clufters  clear. 
Half  through  the  foliage  feen,  cr  ardent  flame. 
Or  fhine  tranfparent ;  while  pcrfeiflion  breathes 
White  o'er  the  turgent  film  the  living  dev/. 
As  thus  they  brighten  v/ith  exalted  juice, 
Touch'd  into  flavour  by  the  mingling  ray ; 
The  rural  youth,  and  virgins  o'er  the  field, 
Eacii  fond  for  each  to  cull  th'  autumnal  prime, 
Exulting  rove,  and  fpeak  the  vintage  nigh. 
Then  comes  the  cruftiing  fwain  ;  the  country  floats. 
And  foams  unbounded  with  the  maftiy  flood ; 
That  by  degrees  fermented  and  refin'd. 
Round  the  rais'd  nations  pours  the  cup  of  joy  : 
The  claret  fmooth,  red  as  the  lip  we  prefs 
In  fparkiing  fancy,  while  we  drain  the  bowl ; 
The  mellow-tafted  Burgundy  ;  and  quick. 
As  is  the  wit  it  gives  ;  the  gay  Champagne. 

Now,  by  the  cool  declining  year  condens'd, 
Defcend  the  copious  exhalations,  check'd 
As  up  the  middle  iky  unfeen  they  ftole, 
And  roll  the  doubling  fogs  around  the  hill. 
No  more  the  mountain,  horrid,  vaft,  fubhme. 
Who  pours  a  fweep  of  rivers  from  his  fides, 
And  high  between  contending  kingdoms  rears 
The  rocky  long  divifion  fills,  the  view 
With  great  variety ;  but  in  a  night 
Of  gathering  vapour,  from  the  baffled  fenfe 
Sinks  dark  and  dreary.     Thence  expanding  far,    ' 
The  huge  duflt,  gradual,  fwallows  up  the  plain  : 
Vanifh  the  woods ;  the  dim-fecn  river  feems 
Sullen,  and  flow,  to  roll  the  mifty  Avave. 
Ev'n  in  the  height  of  noon  oppfeft,  the  fun 
Sheds  weak,  and  blunt,  his  wide  refrad^^ed  ray  ; 
Whence  glaring  oft,  with  man^  a  broadea'd  orb, 
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He  frights  the  nations.     Indiflindl  on  earth, 
Seen  throu2;h  the  lurbid  air,  beyond  the  life 
Objedls  appear  ;  and,  wilder'd,  o'er  the  walle 
The  fhepherd  ftalks  gigantic.     Till  at  laft 
XVreath'd  dun  around,  in  deeper  circles  flill 
Succellive  clofing,  fits  the  general  fog 
Unbounded  o'er  the  v.-orld ;  and,  mingling  thick, 
A  formlefs  gray  confufion  covers  all. 
As  when  of  old  (fo  fung  the  Hebrew  bard) 
Light,  uncolletfled,  through  the  chaos  urg'd 
Its  infant  way  ;  nor  order  yet  iiad  drawn 
His  lovely  train  from  out  the  dubious  gloom. 
,     Thefe  roving  mifts,  that  conilant  now  begin 
To  fmoke  along  the  hilly  country,  thefe. 
With  weighty  rains,  and  melted  Alpine  fnows, 
The  mountain-cifterns  fill,  thofe  ample  ftores 
Of  water,  fcoop'd  among  the  hollow  rocks ;  [play, 
Whence  gulh  the  ftreams,  the   ceafelefs  fountains 
And  their  unfailing  wealth  the  rivers  draw. 
Some  fages  fay,  that,  where  the  numerous  wave 
Por  ever  lafhes  the  refounding  fhore, 
Drill'd  through  the  fandy  flratum,  every  way, 
The  v/aters  with  th^  fandy  ftratum  rife  ; 
Amid  whofe  angles  infinitely  ftrain'd. 
They  joyful  leave  their  jaggy  falts  behind, 
And  clear  and  fweeten,  as  they  foak  along. 
Nor  Hops  the  reftlefs  fluid,  mounting  flill. 
Though  oft  amidft  th'  irriguous  vale  it  fprings ; 
Bat  to  the  mountain  courted  by  the  fand. 
That  leads  it  darkling  on  in  faithful  maze, 
Far  from  the  parent-main,  it  boils  again 
Frefh  into  day ;  and  all  the  glittering  hill 
Is  brie^ht  with  fpouting  rills.     But  hence  this  vain 
Amufive  dream !  why  fhould  the  waters  love 
To  take  fo  far  a  journey  to  the  hills, 
When  the  fweet  vallies  offer  to  their  toil 
Inviting  quiet,  and  a  nearer  bed  .? 
Or  if,  by  blind  ambition  led  aftray. 
They  mufl  afpire  ;  why  fhould  they  fudden  ftop 
Among  the  broken  mountain's  rufliy  dells. 
And,  ere  they  gain  its  higheft  peak,  defert 
Th'  attraiSive  fand  that  charm'd  their  courfe  fo 
Befides,  the  hard  agglomerating  falts,  [long  .' 

The  fpoil  of  ages,  would  impervious  choke 
Their  fecret  channels ;  or,  by  Aow  degrees. 
High  as  the  hills  protrude  the  fwelling  vales : 
Old  ocean  too,  fuck'd  through  the  porous  globe. 
Had  long  ere  now  forfook  his  horrid  bed, 
And  brought  Deucalion's  watery  times  again. 

Say  then,  where  lurk  the  vaft  eternal  fprings, 
That,  like  creating  Nature,  lie  conceal'd 
From  mortal  eye,  yet  with  their  lavifh  ftores 
Refrefh  the  globe,  and  all  its  joyous  tribes  ? 
O,  thou  pervading  genius,  given  to  man, 
To  trace  the  fecrets  of  the  dark  abyfs, 
O,  lay  the  mountains  bare  !  and  wide  difplay 
Their  hidden  ftrudture  to  th'  aftonilh'd  view  ! 
Strip  from  the  branching  Alps  their  piny  load  ; 
The  huge  incumbrance  of  horrific  woods 
From  the  Afian  Taurus,  from  Imaus  ftretch'd 
Athwart  the  roving  Tartar's  fuUen  bounds ! 
Give  opening  Hemus  to  my  fearching  eye, 
And  high  Olympus  pouring  many  a  flream  ! 
O,  from  the  founding  fummits  of  the  north. 
The  Dofrine  hills,  through  Scandinavia  roll'd 
To  farthcft  Lapland  and  the  frozen  main ; 
From  lofty  Caucafus,  far-feen  by  thofe 
^ko  in  the  Cafpian  and  blaqk  £iuuae  toil ; 
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From  cold  Riphean  rocks,  which  the  wild  Raft 

Believes  the  /tony  girdle  *  of  the  world  ; 

And  all  the  dreadful  mountains,  wrapt  in  florm. 

Whence  wide  Siberia  drav/s  her  lonely  floods  ; 

O,  fweep  th'  eternal  fnows !  hung  o'er  the  deep 

That  ever  works  beneath  his  founding  bafe, 

Bid  Atlas,  propping  heaven,  as  poets  feign, 

His  fubterrancan  wonders  fpread!  unveil 

The  miny  caverns,  blazing  on  the  day, 

Of  Abyffinia's  cloud  compelling  cliiFs, 

And  of  the  bending  Mountains  f  of  the  Moon ! 

O'ertopping  all  thefe  giant  fons  of  earth. 

Let  the  dire  Andes,  from  the  radiant  Hne 

Stretch'd  to  che  ftormy  feas  that  thunder  round 

The  fouthern  pole,  their  hideous  deeps  unfold  I 

Amazing  fcene  !  Behold  !  the  glooms  difclofe, 

I  fee  the  rivers  in  their  infant  beds ! 

Deep,  deep  I  hear  them,  labouring  to  get  free  ! 

I  fee  the  leaning  flrata,  artful  rang'd  ; 

The  gaping  filfures  to  receive  the  rains. 

The  melting  fnows,  and  ever-dripping  fogs. 

Strow'd  bibulous  above  I  fee  the  fands. 

The  pebbly  gravel  next,  the  layers  then 

Of  mingled  moulds,  of  more  retentive  earths, 

The  gutter'd  rocks,  and  mazy-rimning  clefts ; 

That,  while  the  itealing  moifl;ure  they  tranfmit. 

Retard  its  motion,  and  forbid  its  wafle. 

Beneath  th'  inceffant  weeping  of  thefe  drains, 

I  fee  the  rocky  fyphons  flretch'd  immenfe, 

The  mighty  refervoirs,  of  harden'd  chalk, 

Or  ftiff  compacted  clay,  capacious  form'd. 

O'erflowing  thence,  the  congregated  ftores, 

The  cryftal  treafures  of  the  liquid  world, 

Through  the  fl:irr'd  fands  a  bubbling  paflage  burft  5 

And  fwelling  out,  around  the  middle  flcep, 

Or  from  the  bottoms  of  the  bofom'd  hills. 

In  pure  effufion  flow.     United,  thus, 

Th'  exhaling  fun,  the  vapour-burden'd  air, 

The  gelid  mountains,  that  to  rain  condens'd 

Thefe  vapours  in  continual  current  draw. 

And  fend  them  o'er  the  fair-divided  earth. 

In  bounteous  rivers  to  the  deep  again, 

A  focial  commerce  hold,  and  firm  fupport 

The  full-adjufled  harmony  of  things. 

When  Autumn  fcatters  his  departing  gleams, 
Warn'd  of  approaching  Winter,  gather'd,  plaj 
The  fwallow-people  ;  and  tofs'd  wide  around. 
O'er  the  calm  iky,  in  convolution  fwift. 
The  feather'd  eddy  floats;  rejoicing  once. 
Ere  to  their  wintery  flunibers  they  retire  ; 
In  cluflers  clung,  beneath  the  mouldering  bank. 
And  where,  unpicrc'd  by  froft,  the  cavern  fweats. 
Or  rather  into  war.mer  climes  convey'd. 
With  other  kindred  birds  of  feafon,  there 
They  twitter  cheerful,  till  the  vernal  months 
Invite  them  welcome  back ;  for,  thronging,  now 
Innumerous  wings  are  in  commotion  all. 

Where  the  Rliine  lofes  his  majefliic  force 
In  Belgian  plains,  won  from  the  raging  deep, 
By  diligence  amazing,  and  the  ftrong 
Unconquerable  hand  of  liberty, 


*  The  Mufco-j'ttes  call  the  Riphean  Mountains  We- 
lili  Camenypcys,  that  is,  the  great  ftony  girdle;  Be* 
cavfe  they  fuppoji:  ihcm  to  encompafs  the  -whole  earth. 

f  A  range  of  mountains  in  Africa  that  furrouni 
I  alrrop  all  M*n9mitq^a. 
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The  ftork-affembly  meets ;  for  many  a  day, 
Confulting  deep,  and  various,  ere  they  take 
Their  arduous  voyage  through  the  hquid  Iky. 
And  now  their  rout  defign'd,  their  leaders  chofe, 
Their  tribes  adjufted,  clean'd  their  vigorous  wings ; 
And  many  a  circle,  many  a  Ihort  efTay, 
Wheel'd  round  and  round,  in  cohj^regation  full 
The  figur'd  flight  afcends  ;  and,  riding  high 
The  aerial  billows,  mixes  with  the  clouds. 

Or  where  the  northern  ocean,  in  vaft  v/hirls, 
Boils  round  the  naked  nielancholy  ifles 
Of  faireft  Thule,  and  th'  Atlantic  furge 
Pours  in  among  the  flormy  Hebrides ; 
Who  can  recount  what  tranfmigrations  there 
Are  annual  made  ?  what  nations  come  and  go  ? 
And  how  the  living  cloud*  on  clouds  arife  ? 
Infinite  wings !  till  all  the  plume-dark  air 
And  rude  refounding  fhore  are  one  wild  cry. 

Here  the  plain  harmlefs  native  his  fmall  flock, 
And  herd  diminutive  of  many  hues, 
Tends  on  the  little  iiland's  verdant  fwell, 
The  fhepherd's  fea-girt  reign  ;  or,  to  the  rocks 
Dire-clinging,  gathers  his  ovarious  food  ; 
Or  fweeps  the  tifliy  fhore  ;  or  treafures  up 
The  plumage,  rifing  full,  to,  form  the  bed 
Of  luxury.     And  here  a  while  the  rrinfe. 
High  hovering  o'er  the  broad  cerulean  fcene, 
Sees  Caledonia,  in  romantic  view  : 
Her  airy  mountains,  from  the  waving  maiiij 
Invefled  with  a  keen  difFufive  fky, 
Breathiag  the  foul  acute  ;  her  forefts  hugcj 
Incult,  robuft,  and  tall,  by  Nature's  hand 
Planted  of  old  ;  her  azure  lakes  between, 
Pour'd  out  extenfive,  and  of  watery  wealth 
Full ;  winding  deep,  and  greenj  her  fertile  vales; 
With  many  a  cool  tranflucent  brimming  flood 
Walh'd  lovely  from  th?  Tweed  (pure  parentjlrcani 
Whpfe  paftoral  banks  firft  heard  my  Doric  reedj 
With,  fylvan  Jed,  thy  tributary  brook) 
To  where  the  north-inflated  tenipefl.  foams 
O'er  Orca's  Or  Betubium's  higheft  peak  : 
Nurfe  of  a  people,  in  misfortune's  fchool 
Train'd  up  to  hardy  deeds ;  foon  vifited 
By  learning,  when  before  the  Gothic  rage 
She  took  her  weftern  flight.     A  manly  race^ 
Of  unfubmitting  fpirit,  wife,  and  brave  ; 
Who  ft;ill  through  bleeding  ages  fbruggled  hardj 
(As  well  unhappy  Wallace  can  atteft, 
Great  patriot-hero  !  ill-requited  chief !) 
To  hold  a  generous  undiminifh'd  fi:ate ; 
Too  much  ih  vain  !  Hence  of  unequal  bounds 
Impatient,  and  by  tempting  glory  borne 
O'er  every  land,  for  every  lapd  their  life 
Has  flow'd  profufe,  theil  piercing  genius  plann'd. 
And  fwell'd  the  pOmp  of  peace  their  faithful  toil. 
As  from  their  own  clear  north,  in  radiant  ftreams, 
Bright  over  Europe  burfts  the  boreal  morn. 

Oh,  is  there  not  fome  patriot,  in  whofe  power 
That  befl:,  that  godlike  luxury  is  plac'd, 
Of  blefling  thoufands,  thoufands  yet  Unborn, 
Through  late  pofterity  ?  fome,  large  of  foul, 
To  cheer  dejedled  induflry  ?  to  give 
A  double  harveft  to  the  pining  fwain  ? 
And  teach  the  labouring  hind  the  fvveets  of  toll .' 
How,  by  the  fineft  art,  the  native  robe 
To  weave  ;  how,  white  as  Hyperborean  fnow. 
To  form  the  lucid  lawn ;   with  venturous  oar 
How  tP  dafli  wide  the  billow ;  nor  look  on, 


Shamefully  paffive;  while  Batavian  fleets 

Defraud  us  of  the  glittering  finny  fwarms, 

That  heave  our  friths,  and  crowd  upon  our  fhoresj 

How  all-enlivening  trade  to  roufe,  and  wing 

The  profperous  fail  from  every  growing  port, 

Uninjur'd,  round  the  fea-encircled  globe  ; 

And  thus,  in  foul  united  as  in  name. 

Bid  Britain  reign  the  miilrefs  of  the  deep  .' 

Yes,  there  are  fuch.     And  full  on  thee,  Argyll, 
Her  hope,  her  ftay,  her  darling,  and  her  boaft, 
From  her  firfl  patriots  and  her  heroes  fprung. 
Thy  fond  imploring  country  turns  her  eye ; 
In  thee,  with  all  a  mother's  triumph,  fees 
Her  every  virtue,  every  grace  combin'd, 
Her  genius,  wifdom,  her  engaging  turn, 
Her  pride  of  honour,  and  her  courage  try'dj         » 
Calm,  and  intrepid,  in  the  very  throat 
Of  fulphurous  v.'ar;  on  Tenier's  dreadful  field. 
Nor  lefs  the  palm  of  peace  in  wreathes  thy  brow ! 
For,  powerful  as  thy  fword,  from  thy  rich  tongue 
Perfuafion  flows,  and  wins  the  high  debate  ; 
While  mix'd  in  thee  combine  the  charm  of  youth, 
The  force  of  manhood,  and  the  depth  of  age. 
Thee,  Forbes,  too,  whom  every  worth  attends. 
As  truth  fmcere,  as  weeping  friendlhip  kind, 
Thee,  truly  generous,  and  in  filence  great. 
Thy  country  feels  through  her  reviving  arts, 
Plann'd  by  thy  wifdom,  by  thy  foul  inform'd  ; 
And  feldom  has  flie  known  a  friend  like  thee. 
But  fee  the  fading  many-coloured  woods, 
Shade  deeplening  over  fhade,  the  country  round 
Imbrown  ;  a  crowded  umbrage,  dufk,  and  dun, 
Of  every  hue,  from  wan-declining  green 
To  footy  dark.     Thefe  now  the  lonefome  mule, 
Low-whifpering,  lead  into  their  leaf-ftrown  walks,' 
And  give  the  feafon  in  its  latefl:  view. 

Meantime,  light-lhadowing  all,  a  fober  calm 
Fleeces  unbounded  ether  ;  whofe  leafl;  wave 
Stands  tremulous,  uncertain  where  to  turn 
The  gentle  current :  while  illumiu'd  wide. 
The  dewy-lkirted  clouds  imbibe  the  fun. 
And  through  their  lucid  veil  his  foften'd  force 
Shed  o'er  the  peaceful  world.     Then  is  the  time 
For  thofe  whom  wifdom  and  whom  Nature  charm, 
To  fleal  thetafelves  from  the  degenerate  crowd, 
And  foar  above  this  little  fccine  of  things ; 
To  tread  low-thouo;hted  vice  beneath  their  feet ; 
To  foothe  the  throbbing  paflions  into  peace  ; 
And  woo  lone  C>uiet  in  her  filent  walks. 

Thus  folitary,  and  in  penfive  guife, 
Oft  let  me  wander  o'er  the  ruflet  mead, 
And  through  the  fadden'd  grove,  where  fcarce  is 

heard 
One  dying  ftraift,  to  cheer  the  woodman's  toil. 
Haply  fome  widow'd  fongfter  pours  his  plaint. 
Far,  in  faint  warblings,  through  the  tawny  copfe. 
While  congregated  thrufhes,  linnets,  larks, 
And  each  wild  throat,  whofe  artlefs  drains  fo  late 
Swell'd  all  the  mufic  of  the  fwarming  Ihades, 
Robb'd  of  their  tuneful  fouls,  now  fhivering  fit 
On  the  dead  tre^e,  a  dull  defpofident  flock  ; 
With  not  a  brightnefs  waving  o'er  their  plumes. 
And  nought  fave  chattering  difcord  in  their  note. 
O,  let  not,  aim'd  from  fome  inhum^  eye. 
The  gun  the  mufic  of  the  coming  year 
Dcfcroy  ;  and  harmlefs,  unfufpecting  harm. 
Lay  the  weak  tribes  a  miferable  prey. 
In  mingled  murder,  flattering  on  the  ground! 
Oij 
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The  pak  defccndin^  year,  yet  pleafing  flill, 
A  gentler  mood  infpires  ;  for  now  the  leaf 
I/icefli:nt  ruftles  from  the  mournful  grove  ; 
Oft  ftjrtling  fuch  as,  fludious,  walk  below, 
And  flowly  circles  through  the  waving  air. 
But  fhoulJ  a  quicker  breeze  among  the  boughs 
Sob,  o'er  the  fky  the  leafy  deluge  ftreams  ; 
Till  chok'd,  and  matted  with  the  dreary  Ihower, 
The  foreft-walks,  at  every  rifing  gale. 
Roll  wide  the  wither'd  wafte,  and  whiftle  bleak. 
Fled  is  the  blafced  verdure  of  the  fields ; 
And,  fhrunk  into  their  beds,  the  flowery  race 
Their  funny  robes  refign.     Ev'n  what  remain'd 
Of  ftronger  fruits  falls  from  the  naked  tree  ; 
And  woods,  fields,  gardens,  orchards,  all  around 
The  defolated  profped  thrills  the  foul. 

He  comes !  he  comes  !  in  every  breeze  the  power 
Of  philofophic  melancholy  comes  ! 
His  near-approach  the  fudden  ilarting  tear, 
The  glowing  cheek,  the  mild  dejetSed  air. 
The  foften'd  feature,  and  the  beating  heart, 
Pierc'd  deep  v.'ith  many  a  virtuous  pang,  declare. 
O'er  all  the  foul  his  facred  influence  breathes  ! 
Inflames  imagination  ;  through  the  breall 
Infufes  every  tendernefs  ;  and  far 
Beyond  dim  earth  exalts  the  fvvelling  thought. 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  fleet  ideas,  fuch 
As  never  mingled  Vv'ith  the  vulgar  dream, 
Crowd  fall  into  the  mind's  creative  eye. 
As  fall  the  correfpondent  pafTions  rife, 
As  varied,  and  as  high  :  Devotion  rais'd 
To  rapture,  and  divine  aflonifhment ; 
The  love  of  nature  unconfin'd,  and,  chief. 
Of  human  race  ;  the  large  ambitious  wifh, 
To  make  them  blefl; ;  the  Cgh  for  fuffermg  worth 
Loft  in  olifcurity  ;  the  noble  fcorn 
Of  tyrant  pride ;  the  fearlefs  great  refolve  ;     ' 
The  wonder  which  the  dying  patriot  drav/s, 
Infpiring  glory  through  remoteft  time  ; 
Th'  awaken'd  throb  for  virtue,  and  for  fame  ; 
The  fjTnpathies  of  love,  and  friendlhip  dear ; 
With  all  the  facial  offspring  of  the  heart. 

Oh,  bear  me  to  vaft  embowering  fhades, 
To  twihght  groves,  and  vifionary  vales ; 
To  weeping  grottoes,  and  prophetic  glooms  ; 
Where  angel  forms  athwart  the  folemn  duflc 
Tremendous  fweep,  or  feem  to  fweep  along  ; 
And  voices  more  than  human,  through  the  void 
Deep-founding,  feize  th'  enthufiaftic  ear  ! 

Or  is  this  gloom  too   much  ?    Then    lea-l,  ye 
That  o'tr  the  garden  and  the  rural  feat     [powers, 
Prefide,  which  fhining  through  the  cheerful  land 
In  countlefs  numbers  blcft  Britannia  fees ; 
O,  lead  me  to  tlie  wide  extended  walks, 
The  fair  majeftic  paradife  of  Stowe  *  ! 
Not  Perfian  Cyrus  on  Ionia's  fliore 
E'er  faw  fuch  fylvan  fcenes;  fuch  various  art 
By  genius  fir'd,  fuch  ardent  genius  tam'd 
By  cool  judicious  art ;  that,  in  the  fiirife, 
AU-beanteous  Nature  fears  to  be  outdone. 
And  there,  O  Pit%  thy  country's  early  boaft, 
There  let  me  fit  beneath  the  Ihelter'd  flopes, 
Or  in  that  f  Temple  where,  in  future  times. 
Thou  well  fhalt  merit  a  difi;inguifh'd  name ; 


*    The  feat  of  the  Lord  V if  count  Cohham. 
t  7be  Temple  of  Virtue  in  Stetve  Gardens. 
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And,  with  thy  converfe  bleft,  catch  the  laft  fmilcS 
Of  Autumn  beaming  o'er  the  yellow  woods. 
While  there  with  thee  th'  enchanted  round  I  walk, 
The  regulated  wild,  gay  fancy  then 
Will  tread  in  thought  the  groves  of  Attic  land  ; 
Will  from  thy  ftandard  tafte  refine  her  own, 
Correcft  her  pencil  to  the  pureft  truth 
Of  Nature,  or.  the  unimpafiion'd  fhades 
Forfaking,  raife  it  to  the  human  mind. 
Or  if  hereafter  fhe,  withjifler  hand. 
Shall  draw  the  tragic  fcene,  inftrucSl  her  thou. 
To  mark  the  varied  movements  of  the  heart. 
What  every  decent  chara6ter  requires. 
And  every  paflion  fpeaks  :  O,  through  her  ftraiii 
Breathe  thy  pathetic  eloquence  !  that  moulds 
Th'  attentive  fenate,  charms,  perfuades,  exalts. 
Of  honeft  zeal  th'  indignant  lightning  throws. 
And  fhakes  corruption  on  her  venal  throne. 
While  thus  we  talk,  and  through  Elyfian  vales 
Delighted  rove,  perhaps  a  figh  efcapes ; 
V^hat  pity,  Cobham,  thou  thy  verdant  files 
Of  order'd  trees  ihouldft  here  inglorious  range, 
Inftcad  of  fquadrons  flaming  o'er  the  field. 
And  long  embattled  hofts !  when  the  proud  foe. 
The  faithlefs  vain  dillurber  of  mankind, 
Infulting  Gaul,  has  rous'd  the  world  to  war  ; 
When  keen,  once  more,  within  their  bounds  to  prefs 
Thofe  polifli'd  robbers,  thofe  ambitious  flaves. 
The  Britifli  youth  would  hail  thy  wife  command, 
Thy  temper'd  ardor,  and  thy  veteran  flrill. 

The  weftern  fun  withdraws  the  fhorten'd  day ; 
And  humid  evening,  gliding  o'er  the  fky. 
In  her  chill  progrefs,  to  the  ground  condens'd 
The  vajiours  throws.  Where  creeping  waters  ooze. 
Where  marfhes  llagnate,  and  where  rivers  wind, 
Clufter  the  roiling  fogs,  and  fwim  along 
The  duflcy-mantled  lawn.     Mean- while  the  moon 
Full-orb'd,   and   breaking    throug'n   the   fcatter'd 

clouds. 
Shows  her  Ijroad  vifage  in  the  crimfon'd  eaft. 
Turn'd  to  the  fun  diredl,  her  fpotted  difk, 
Where  mountain's  rife,  umbrageous  dales  defcend. 
And  caverns  deep,  as  optic  tube  defcries, 
A'fmaller  earth,  gives  us  his  blase  again, 
Void  of  its  flame,  and  fheds  a  fofter  day. 
Now  through  the  pafling  cloud  fhe  feems  to  floop. 
Now  up  the  pure  cerulean  rides  fublime. 
Wide  the  pale  deluge  floats,  and  ftreaming  mild 
O'er  the  fky'd  mountain  to  the  Ihadewy  vale. 
While  rocks  and  floods  refied  the  quivering  gleam. 
The  whole  air  whitens  with  a  boundlefs  tide 
Of  filver  radiance,  trembling  round  the  world. 

But  when  half  blotted  from  the  Iky  her  light. 
Fainting,  permits  the  fl;arry  fires  to  burn 
With  keener  luftre  through  the  depth  of  heaven ; 
Or  near  extincft  her  deaden'd  orb  appears. 
And  fcarce  appears,  of  fickly  beamlefs  white  ; 
Oft  in  this  feafon,  Cient  from  the  north 
A  blaze  of  meteors  flioots :  enfweeping  firfl: 
The  lower  fKies,  they  all  at  once  converge 
High  to  the  crown  of  heaven,  and  all  at  onci 
Relapfing  quick  as  quickly  reafccnd. 
And  mix,  and  thwart,  extingaifii,  and  renew. 
All  ether  courfing  in  a  maze  of  light. 

From  look  to  look,  contagious  through  the  crowd. 
The  panic  runs,  and  into  wondrous  Ihapes 
Th'  appearance  throws  :   armies  in  meet  array, 
ThroEg'd  with  aiirial  fpears  and  fteeds  of  fire ; 
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Till  the  long  lines  of  full-extended  war 

In  bleeding  fight  commixt,  the  fanguine  fiood 

Rolls  a  broad  flaughter  o'er  the  plains  of  heaven. 

As  thus  they  fcan  the  vifionary  fcene, 

On  all  fides  fwell  the  fuperftitious  din, 

Incontinent ;  and  bufy  frenzy  talks 

Of  blood  and  battle  ;  cities  overturn'd, 

And  late  at  night  in  fwallowing  earthquake  funk, 

Or  hideous  wrapt  in  fierce  afcending  flame  ; 

Of  fallow  famine,  inundation,  ftorm  ; 

Of  peftilence,  and  every  great  dillrefs ; 

Empires  fubvers'd,  when  ruling  fute  has  ftruck 

Th'  unalterable  hour:  ev'n  Nature's  felf 

Is  deem'd  to  totter  on  the  brink  of  time. 

Not  fo  the  man  of  philofophic  eye, 

And  infpedl  fage ;  the  waving  brightnefs  he 

Curious  furveys,  inquifitive  to  know 

The  caufes,  and  materials,  yet  unfix'd, 

Of  this  appearance  beautiful  and  new. 

Now  black,  and  deep,  the  night  begins  to  fall, 
A  fhade  immenfe.     Sunk  in  the  quenching  gloom, 
Magnificent  and  vaft,  are  heaven  and  earth. 
Order  confounded  lies  ;  all  beauty  void  ; 
Diftindlion  loft ;  and  gay  variety 
One  univerfal  blot :  fuch  the  fair  power 
Of  light,  to  kindle  and  create  the  whole. 
Drear  is  the  ftate  of  the  benighted  wretch. 
Who  then,  bewilder'd,  wanders  through  the  dark, 
Full  of  pale  fancies,  and  chimeras  huge  ; 
Nor  vifited  by  one  diredlive  ray. 
From  cottage  ftreaming,  or  from  airy  hall. 
Perhaps,  impatient  as  he  ftumbles  on. 
Struck  from  the  root  of  flirny  rulhes,  blue. 
The  wild-fire  fcatters  round,  or  gather'd  trails 
A  length  of  flame  deceitful  o'er  the  mofs : 
Whither  decoy'd  by  the  fantaftic  blaze. 
Now  loft,  and  now  renew'd,  he  finks  abforpt, 
Rider  and  horfe,  amid  the  miry  gulf : 
While  ftill,  from  day  to  day,  his  pining  wife    ■ 
And  plaintive  children  his  return  await. 
In  wild  conjedture  loft.     At  other  times, 
Sent  by  the  better  genius  of  the  night. 
Innoxious,  gleaming  on  the  horfe's  mane. 
The  meteor  fits;  and  ftiows  the  narrow  path, 
That  winding  leads  through  pits  of  death,  or  elfe 
Inftrucfts  him  how  to  take  the  dangerous  ford. 

The  lengthen'd  night  elaps'd,  the  morning  fliines 
Serene,  in  all  her  dewy  beauty  bright, 
Unfolding  fair  the  laft  autumnal  day. 
And  now  the  mounting  fun  difpels  the  fog ; 
The  rigid  hoar-froft  melts  before  his  beam ; 
And  hung  on  every  fpray,  on  every  blade 
Of  grafs,  the  myriad  dew-drops  twinkle  rounoT 

Ah,  fee,  where  robb'd,  and  murder'd,  in  that  pit 
Lies  the  ftill  heaving  hive  !  at  evening  fnatch'd, 
Beneath  the  cloud  of  guilt-concealjng  night. 
And  fix'd  o'er  fulphur  :  while,  not  dreaming  ill, 
The  happy  people,  in  their  waxen  cells, 
Sat  tending  public  cares,  and  planning  fchemes 
Of  temperance,  for  Winter  poor  ;  rejoic'd 
To  mark,  full  flowing  roimd,  their  copious  ftores. 
Sudden  the  dark  oppreflive  fteam  afcends ; 
And,  us'd  to  milder  fcents,  the  tender  race, 
By  thoufands,  tumble  from  their  honey'd  domes, 
Convolv'd,  and  agonizing  in  the  duft. 
And  was  it  then  for  this  you  roam'd  the  Spring, 
Intent  from  flower  to  flower  ?  for  this  you  toil'd 
Ceafclcfs  the  burning  Summer-heats  away  ? 


For  this  in  Autumn  fearch'd  the  blooming  wafte, 
Nor  loft  one  funny  gleam  ?  for  this  fad  fate  ? 
O,  man  !  tyrannic  lord !  how  long,  how  long. 
Shall  proftrate  nature  groan  beneath  yourrage, 
Awaiting  renovation  ?  when  oblig'd,         _;. 
Muft  you  deftroy  ?  Of  their  ambrofial  food 
Can  you  not  borrow  ;  and,  in  juft  return. 
Afford  them  flielter  from  the  wintery  winds  ^ 
Or,  as  the  fliarp  year  pinches,  with  their  own 
Again  regale  them  on  fome  fmiling  day  ? 
See  where  the  ftony  bottom  of  their  town 
Looks  defolate,  and  wild ;  with  here  and  there 
A  helplefs  number,  who  the  ruui'd  ftate 
Survive,  lamenting  weak,  caft  cut  to  death. 
Thus  a  proud  city,  populous  and  rich. 
Full  of  the  works  of  peace,  and  high  in  joy. 
At  theatre  or  feaft,  or  funk  in  fleep, 
(As  late,  Palermo,  was  thy  fate)  is  feiz'd 
By  fome  dread  earthquake,  and  convulfive  hurl'd 
Sheer  from  the  black  foundation,  ftench  involv'd, 
Into  a  gulf  of  blue  fulphureous  fiame. 

Hence  every  harflier  fight !  for  now  the  day, 
O'er  heaven  and  earth  diffus'd,  grows  warm,  and 
Infinite  fplendor  !  wide  invefting  all.  [h'gh> 

How  ftilJ  the  breeze  !  fave  what  the  filmy  thread? 
Of  dew  evaporate  brufties  from  the  plain. 
How  clear  the  cloudlefs  Iky  !  how  deeply  ting'd 
With  a  peculiar  blue  !  th'  ethereal  arch 
How  fwell'd  immenfe  !  amid  whofe  azure  thron'd 
The  radiant  fun  how  gay  !  how  calm  below 
The  gilded  earth  !  the  harveft-treafures  all 
Now^  gather'd  in,  beyond  the  rage  of  ftorms. 
Sure  to  the  fwain  ;  the  circling  fence  fliut  up  ; 
And  inftant  Winter's  utmoft  rage  defy'd. 
While,  loofe  to  feftive  joy,  the  country  round 
Laughs  with  the  loud  fincerity  of  mirth,     [youth. 
Shook  to  the  wind  their  cares.     The  toil-ftrung 
By  the  quick  fenfe  of  mufic  taught  alone. 
Leaps  wildly  graceful  in  the  lively  dance. 
Her  every  charm  abroad,  the  village-toaft. 
Young,  buxom,  warm,  in  native  beauty  rich. 
Darts  not  unmeaning  looks ;  and,  where  her  eye 
Points  an  approving  fmile,  with  double  force, 
The  cudgel  rattles,  and  the  wrcftler  twines. 
Age  too  ftiines  out ;  and,  garrulous,  recounts 
The  feats  of  youth.    Thus  they  rejoice  ;  nor  think 
That,  with  to-morrow's  fun,  their  annual  toil 
Begins  again  the  never-ceafing  round. 

Oh,  knew  he  but  his  happinefs,  of  men 
The  happieft  he  !  who,  far  from  public  rage. 
Deep  in  the  vale,  with  a  choice  fctv  retir'd. 
Drinks  the  pure  pleafures  of  the  rural  life,     [gate. 
What  though  the  dome  be  wanting,  whofe  proud 
Each  morning,  vomits  out  the  fneaking  crowd 
Of  flatterers  falfe,  and  in  their  turn  abus'd  ? 
Vile  intercourfe !  What  though  the  glittering  robe, 
Of  every  hue  reflecfted  light  can  give. 
Or  floating  loofe,  or  ftiff  with  mazy  gold. 
The  pride  and  gaze  of  fools!   opprefs  him  not  ? 
What  though,  from  utmoft  land  and  fea  purvey'd. 
For  him  each  rarer  tributary  life 
Bleeds  not,  and  his  infatiate  table  heaps 
With  luxury  and  death  .''  v.  hat  though  his  bowl 
Flames  not  with  coftly  juice  :  nor  funk  in  beds. 
Oft  oi  gay  care,  he  tofies  out  the  night, 
.  Or  meks  the  thoughtlefs  hours  in  idle  ftate  ? 
What  though  he  knows  not  thofe  fantaftic  joys^^ 
That  ftill  aniufe  the  wanton,  ftill  deceive ; 
0  iij 
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A  face  of  plcafure,  tut  a  heart  of  pain ; 

Their  hollow  moments  undelighted  all  ? 

Sure  peace  is  his  ;  a  folid  life,  eftrang'-d 

To  difappointment,  and  fallacious  hop?  : 

Rich  in  content,  in  nature's  bounty  rich, 

In  herbs  and  fruits ;  whatever  greens  the  Spring, 

"U'hen  heaven  deicends  in  ihowers ;  or  "bends  the 

bough 
When  Summer  reddens,  and  when  Autumn  beams; 
Or  in  the  winter  y  glebe  whatever  lies 
Conceal'd,  and  fattens  with  the  richeit  fap  : 
Thete  are  not  wanting ;  nor  the  milky  drove, 
Luxuriant,  fpread  o'er  all  the  lowing  vale  ; 
Nor  bleating  mountains;  nor  the  chide  of  flreams, 
And  hum  of  bees,  inviting  fleep  fmcere 
Into  the  guiltlefs  breaft,  beneath  the  fliade, 
Or  thrown  at  large  amid  the  fragrant  hay  ; 
Nor  aught  befides  of  profpeft,  grove,  or  fong, 
Dim  grottoes,  gleaming  lakes,  and  fountains  clear. 
Here  too  dwells  fimple  truth  ;  plain  innocence ; 
UnfuUied  beauty  ;  found  unbroken  youth, 
Patient  of  labour,  with  a  little  pleas'd  ; 
Health  ever  blooming  ;  unambitious  toil ; 
Calm  contemplation,  and  poetic  cafe. 

Let  others  brave  the  flood  in  queft  of  gain. 
And  beat,  for  joylefs  months,  the  gloomy  wave. 
Let  fuch  as  deem  it  glory  to  deftroy, 
Rufh  into  blood,  the  fack  of  cities  feek ; 
tJnpierc'd,  exulting  in  the  widow's  wail. 
The  virgin's  Ihriek,  and  infant's  trembling  cry. 
Let  fome  far  diftant  from  their  native  foil, 
Urg'd  or  by  want  or  liarden'd  avarice. 
Find  other  lands  beneath  another  fun. 
Let  this  through  cities  work  his  eager  way. 
By  regal  outrage  and  eftabliih'd  guile. 
The  focial  fenfe  extintS  ;  and  that  ferment 
^ad  into  tumult  the  feditious  herd, 
Or  melt  them  down  to  flavery.     Let  thefe 
Infnare  the  wretched  in  the  toils  of  law, 
Fomenting  difcord,  and  perplexing  right, 
An  iron  race  1  and  tbafe  of  fairer  front,    ' 
But  equal  inhumanity,  in  courts, 
iDelufive  pomp,  and  dark  cabals,  delight ; 
Wreathe  the  deep  bow,  diffufe  the  lying  fmile, 
And  tread  the  weary  labyrinth  of  ftate. 
While  he,  from  all  the  ftormy  paflions  free 
That  reftlefs  men  involve,  hears,  and  but  hears, 
At  diftance  fafe,  the  human  ten^peft  roar. 
Wrapt  clofc  in  confcious  peace.    The  fall  of  kings. 
The  rage  of  nations,  and  the  crufli  of  ftates, 
Move  not  the  man,  who,  from  the  world  efcap'd, 
Jn  flill  retreats,  and  flowery  folitudes, 
To  nature's  voice  attends,  from  month  to  month. 
And  day  to  day,  through  the  revolving  year  ; 
Admiring,  fees  her  in  her  every  Ihape  ; 
feels  all  her  fweet  emotions  at  his  heart ; 
Takes  what  fhe  liberal  gives,  nor  thinks  of  more. 
He,  wTien  young  Springprotrudestheburfting  gems, 
Marks  the  firfl  bud,  and  fucks  the  healthful  gale 
Into  his  frelhen'd  foul ;  her  genial  hours 


He  full  enjoys  ;  and  not  a  beauty  blows. 

And  not  an  opening  bloffom  breathes  in  vain.. 

In  Summer  he,  beneath  the  living  fhade. 

Such  as  o'er  frigid  Tcmpe  wont  to  wave. 

Or  Hemus  cool,  reads  what  the  mufe,  of  thefe. 

Perhaps,  has  in  immortal  numbers  fung ; 

Or  what  fhe  dictates  writes :  and  oft,  an  eye 

Shot  round,  rejoices  in  the  vigorous  year. 

When  Autumn's  yellow  luflre  gilds  the  world. 

And  tempts  the  fickled  fwain  into  the  field, 

Seiz'd  by  the  general  joy,  his  heart  diilends 

W^ith  gentle  throws;  and  through  the  tepid  gleams 

Deep  muiing,  then  he  b^Jl  exerts  his  fong. 

Ev'n  Winter,  wild  to  him,  is  full  of  blifs. 

The  mighty  tempeft,  and  the  hoary  wafte. 

Abrupt,  and  deep,  ftretch'd  o'er  the  buried  earth. 

Awake  to  folemn  thought.     At  night  the  flties, 

Difclos'd,  and  kindled,  by  refining  frofl. 

Pours  every  luftre  on  th'  exalted  eye, 

A  friend,  a  book,  the  Healing  hours  fecurc. 

And  mark  them  down  for  wifdom.  AVithfwift  wing, 

O'er  land  and  fea  imagination  roams ; 

Or  truth,  divinely  breaking  on  his  mind. 

Elates, his  being,  and  unfolds  his  powers; 

Or  in  his  breaft  heroic  virtue  burns. 

The  touch  of  kindred  too  and  love  he  feels; 

The  modeft  eye,  whofe  beams  on  his  alone 

Ecftatic  fhine ;  the  httle  flrong  embrace 

Of  prattling  childi-en,  twin'd  around  his  neck, 

And  emulous  to  pleafe  him,  calling  forth 

The  fond  parental  foul.  '  Nor  purpofe  gay, 

Amnfement,  dance,  or  fong,  he  flernly  fcoms ; 

For  happinefs  and  true  phiJofophy 

Are  of  the  focial  ftill,  and  fmilfng  kind. 

This  is  the  life  which  thefe  who  fret  in  guilt. 

And  guilty  cities,  never  knew ;  the  life. 

Led  by  primeval  ages,  uncorrupt, 

When  angels  dwelt,  and  God  himfclf,  with  man ! 

Oh,  Nature  !  all-fufficient !  over  all ! 
Enrich  me  with  the  knowledge  of  thy  works  \ 
Snatch  me  to  heaven ;  thy  rolling  wonder  there. 
World  beyond  world,  in  infinite  extent, 
Profufely  fcatter'd  o'er  the  blue  immenfe. 
Show  me  ;  their  motions,  periods,  and  their  law», 
Give  me  to  fcan  ;  through  the  difclofing  deep 
Light  my  blind  way  ;  the  mineraly?r(7/a  there ; 
Thraft,  blooming,  thence  the  vegetable  world ; 
O'er  that  the  rifing  fyftem,  more  complex. 
Of  animals ;  and  higher  ftill,  the  mind. 
The  varied  fcene  of  quick-compounded  thought^ 
And  where  the  mixing  paflions  endlefs  fliift ; 
Thefe  ever  open  to  my  ravifli'd  eye  ; 
A  fearch,  the  flight  of  time  can  ae'er  exliauft ! 
But  if  to  that  unequal ;  if  the  blood. 
In  fluggifli  ftreams  about  xny  heart,  forbid 
That  hef  ambition  ;  under  clofing  fhades. 
Inglorious,  lay  me  by  the  lowly  brook. 
And  whifper  to  my  dreams.     From  thee  begin. 
Dwell  all  on  thee,  with  thee  conclude  my  fong ; 
And  let  mc  never,  never  ftray  from  thee ! 


Vr    I     N    T    H    R. 
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"The  Argument, 


The  fubjed  propofed.  Addrefs  to  the  Earl  of  Wilmington.  Firft  approach  of  Winter.  According 
to  the  natural  courfe  of  the  oeafon,  various  ft> urns  defcribed.  Rain.  Wind,  Snow.  The  drivhig 
of  the  fnows  :  a  man  perifhing  among  them  ;  whence  reflecSlions  on  the  wants  and  miferies  of  hu-> 
man  life.  The  wolves  defcending  from  the  Alps  and  Apennines.  A  Winter  Evening  defcribed  :  as 
fpent  by  philofophers ;  by  the  country  people ;  in  the  city,  hroft  A  view  of  Winter  within  the 
Polar  Circle.    A  thaw.    The  whole  concluding  with  moral  refle<aions  on  a  future  llate. 


See,  Winter  comes,  to  rule  the  varied  year, 
Sullen  and  fad,  with  all  liis  rifing  train : 
Vapours,and  clouds,  and florms.  Eetliefe  my  theme, 
Thefe  !  that  exalt  the  foul  to  folcmn  thought, 
And  heavenly  mufing.  Welcome,  kindred  glooms! 
Congenial  horrors,  hail !  with  fi"cquent  foot, 
Pleas'd  have  I,  in  my  cheerful  morn  of  life, 
When  nurs'd  by  carelefs  folitude  I  liv'd. 
And  fung  of  Nature  witl^  unceafing  joy, 
Pleas'd  have  I  wander'd  throughyour  rough  domain; 
Trod  the  pure  virgin-fnows,  myfelf  as  pure ; 
Heard  the  winds  roar,  and  the  big  torrent  burfl ; 
Or  feen  the  deep  fermenting  tempeft  brevv'd. 
In  the  grim  evening  fky.     Thus  pafs'd  the  time. 
Till  through  the  lucid  chambers  of  the  fouth 
JLook'dout  thejoyous  Spring,look'dout,and  fmil'd- 

To  thee,  the  patron  of  her  frjl  eflay. 
The  mufe,  O  Wilmington  !  renews  her  fong. 
Since  has  flie  rounded  the  revolving  year': 
Skim'd  the  gay  Spring ;  on  eagle-pinions  borne, 
Attempted  through  the  Summer-blaze  to  rife  ; 
Then  fwept  o'er  Autumn  with  the  fliadovvy  gale; 
And  now  among  the  wintery  clouds  again, 
Roll'd  in  the  doubling  ftorm,  flie  tries  to  foar  ; 
To  fwell  her  note  with  all  the  rufhing  winds  ; 
To  fuit  her  founding  cadence  to  the  iioods ; 
As  is  her  theme,  her  numbers  wildly  great : 
Thrice  happy  !  could  fhe  fill  thy  judging  ear 
With  bold  defer  iption,  and  with  manly  thought.. 
Nor  art  thou  fkill'd  in  aweful  fchemes  alone. 
And  how  to  make  a  mighty  people  thriv?  : 
But  equal  goodnefs,  found  integrity, 
A  firm  unfliaken  uncorrupted  foul 
Amid  a  Hiding  age,  and  burning  firong. 
Not  vainly  blazing  for  thy  country's  weal, 
A  fteady  Ipirit  regularly  free  ; 
Thefe,  each  exalting  each,  the  ftatefman  light 
Into  the  patriot ;  thefe,  the  public  hope 
And  eye  to  thee  converting,  bid  the  mufe 
Record  v/hat  envy  dares  not  flattery  call. 

Now  when  the  cheerlefs  empire  of  the  fey 
To  Capricorn  the  Centaur  Archer  yields. 
And  fierce  Aquarius  (lains  th'  inverted  year  ; 
Hung  o'er  the  fartheft  verge  of  heaven,  the  fun 
Scarce  fpreads  through  ether  the  dejefted  day. 
Faint  are  his  gleams,  and  ineffedlual  flioot 
His  ftruggling  rays,  in  horizontal  lines. 
Through  the  thick  air;  as,  cloth'd  in  cloudy  ftorm. 
Weak,  wan,  and  broad,  he  fkirts  the  fouthern  flcy; 
And,  foon-deifcnding,  to  the  long  dark  night, 


Wide-fhadin^  ail,  the  proftratc  world  refigns. 
Nor  is  the  night  unwilh'd;  while  vital  heat, 
Light,  life,  and  joy,  the  dubious  day  forfake. 
Meantime,  in  fable-cincfture,  fhadows  vail, 
Deep-ting'd  and  damp,  and  congregated  clouds, 
And  all  the  vapoury  turbulence  of  Iheaven, 
Involve  the  face  of  thm^'S.     Thus  Winter  falls, 
A  heavy  gloom  oppreffive  o'er  the  world, 
ThroUjih  nature  fhedding  influence  malign, 
And  roufes  up  the  feeds  uf  dark  difeafe. 
The  foul  of  man  dies  in  him,  loathing  life. 
And  black  with  more  than  melancholy  views. 
The  cattle  droop ;  and  o'er  the  furrow'd  land, 
Frelh  from  the  plough,  the  dun  difcolour'd  flocks,  ] 
Untendcd  fpreadmg,  crop  the  wholefome  root. 
Along  the  v>'oods,  along  the  moorifh  lens. 
Sighs  the  fad  genius  of  the  coming  ftorm  ; 
And  up  among  the  loofe  disjointed  cliffs. 
And  fradlur'd  mountains  wild,  the  brawling  bi'oolt 
And  cave,  prefageful,  fend  a  hollow  moan, 
Refounding  long  in  liflening  fancy's  ear. 

Then  conies  the  father  of  the  tempefl  forth, 
Wrapt  in  black  glooms.  Firfl  joylefs  rains  obfcurs 
Drive  through  the  mingling  Ikies  with  vapour  foul; 
Dafh  on  the  mountain's  brow,  and  lliake  the  woods. 
That  grumbling  wave  below.    Th'  unfightly  plain 
Lies  a  brown  deluge  ;  as  the  low-bent  clouds 
Pour  flood  on  flood,  yet  unexhaufled  flill 
Combine,  and  deepening  into  night  fhut  up 
The  day's  fair  face.     The  wanderers  of  heaven, 
Each  to  liis  home,  retire  ;  fave  thefe  that  love 
To  take  their  paftime  in  the  troubled  air, 
Or  Ikignming  flutter  round  the  dimply  pool. 
The  cattle  from  th'  untafted  fields  return. 
And  alk,  with  meaning  lovye,  their  wonted  flalls». 
Or  ruminate  in  the  conti>iUous  fliade. 
Thither  the  houfehold  feathery  people  crowd. 
The  crofted  cock,  with  all  his  female  train, 
Penfive,  and  dripping ;  while  the  cottage-^ind 
Hangs  o'er  th'  enlivening  blaze,  and  taleful  there 
Recounts  his  fimple  frolic :  much  he  talks. 
And  much  he  laughs,  nor  recks  the  florm  that 
Without,  and  rattles  on  his  humble  roof,      [blows 

Wide  o'er  the  brim,  with  many  a  torrent  fwell'dj 
And  the  mix'd  ruin  of  its  banks  o'erfpread. 
At  laft  the  rous'd-up  river  pours  along  : 
Refiftlefs,  roaring,  dreadful,  down  it  comes. 
From  the  rude  mountain,  and  the  mofly  wild. 
Tumbling  through  rocks  abrupt,  and-foundingfarj^ 
Then  o'er  the  fanned  valley  floating  fpreads, 
Q  iiJj 
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Calm,  Cug^ifti,  filent ;  till  again,  conflrain'd 
Between  two  meeting-  hills,  it  burfts  away, 
Where  focks  and  woods  o'erhang  the  turbidftream; 
There  gatherinj^  triple  force,  rapid,  and  deep. 
It  boils,   and    wheels,    and  foams,   and  thunders 
through. 

Nature  !  great  parent !   whofe  unceafing  hand 
Rolls  round  the  Seafons  of  the  changeful  year, 
How  mighty,  how  majeflij,  are  thy  works  ! 
With  what  a  pleafing  dread  they  fvvell  the  foul ! 
That  feesaflonifh'd  !  and  aflonifh'd  fmgs ! 
Ve  too,  ye  winds  !  that  now  begin  to  blow, 
With  boifterous  fweep,  I  raife  my  voice  to  you. 
Where  are  your  {lores,  ye  pov/erful  beings !  fay. 
Where  your  aerial  magaziaes  referv'd. 
To  fvvell  the  brooding  terrors  of  the  ftorm  ? 
In  what  far-dillant  region  of  the  fky, 
Hufh'd  in  deep  filence,  fleep  ye  when  'tis  calm  ? 

When  from  the  pallid  &y  the  fun  defcends, 
With  many  a  fpot,  that  o'er  his  glarinsx  orb 
Uncertain  wanders,  flain'd  ;  red  fiery  fli-eaks 
Begin  to  flufli  around.     The  reeling  clouds 
Stagger  with  dizzy  poife,  as  doubtinjj  yet 
Which  mafter  to  obey  ;  while  rifmg  flow, 
Blank,  in  the  leaden-colour'd  eaft,  the  moon 
Wears  a  wan  circle  round  her  blunted  horns. 
Seen  through  the  turbid  fluiftuating  air, 
The  ftars  obtufe  emit  a  fliiver'd  ray  ; 
Or  frequent  feem  to  ftioot  athwart  the  gloom, 
And  long  behind  them  trail  the  whitcnin;;  blaze. 
Snatch'd  in  fhort  eddies,  plays  the  wither'd  leaf ; 
^nd  on  the  flood  the  dancing  feather  floats. 
With  broaden'd  noftrils  to  the  Ccy  up-turn'd, 
The  confcious  heifer  fnufls  the  fl;crmy  gale. 
Ev'n  as  the  matron,  at  her  nightly  talk. 
With  penfive  labour  draws  the  flaxen  thread, 
The  wafted  taper  and  the  crackling  fl?.me 
Foretel  the  blaft.     But  chief  the  plumy  race. 
The  tenaKts  of  the  flcy,  its  changes  fpeak. 
Retiring  from  the  downs,  where  all  day  long 
They  pick'd  their  fcanty  fare,  a  blackening  train 
Of  clamorous  rooks  thick  urge  their  weary  flight, 
And  feek  the  cloiino;  fhelter  of  the  grove  ; 
Affiduous,  in  his  bower,  the  wailing  owl 
Plies  his  fad  fong.     The  cormorant  on  high 
Wheels  from  the  deep,  and  fcreems  along  the  land. 
Loud  fhrieks  the   fearing  hern ;  and  with  wild 

.    w;ing 
The  circling  fea-fowl  cleave  the  flaky  clouds. 
Ocean,  unequal  prefs'd,  with  broken  tide 
And  blind  commotion  heaves;    while   from  the 

fliore, 
Eat  into  caverns  by  the  reftlefs  wave, 
And  foreft-ruftlint;  mountains,  comes  a  voice, 
That  folemn  founding  bids  the  v/orld  prepare. 
Then  iflues  forth  the  florm  with  fudden  burft. 
And  hurls  the  whole  precipitated  air, 
Down,  in  a  torrent.     On  the  pafljve  main 
Defcends  th'  ethereal  force,  and  with  ftrong  gufl 
Turns  from  its  bottom  the  difcolour'd  deep. 
Through  the  black  night  that  fits  immenfe  around, 
Lafli'd  into  foam,  the  fierce  confliding  brine 
Seems  o'er  a  thoufand  raging  waves  to  burn  : 
Meantime  tltc  mountain-billows  to  the  clouds 
In  dreadful  tumult  fwell'd,  furge  above  furge, 
Burfl  into  chaos  with  tremendous  roar. 
And  anchor'd  navies  from  their  ftations  drive. 
Wild  as  the  winds  acrofs  the  howling  walle 


Of  mighty  waters  :  now  th'  inflated  wave 
Straining  they  fcale,  and  now  inpetuous  fhoot 
Into  the  fecret  chambers  of  the  deep, 
The  wintery  Baltic  thundering  o'er  their  head- 
Emerging  thence.  a3;ain  before  the  breath 
Of  full-exerted  hea'vten  they  wing  their  courfe. 
And  dart  on  diftant  coafts  ;  if  fome  fliarp  rock. 
Or  (lioal  infidious  bteak  not  their  career. 
And  in  loofe  fragments  fling  them  floating  round. 

Nor  lefs  at  land  the  loofen'd  tempefl;  reigns. 
The  mountain  thunders  ;  and  its  fturdy  fons 
itoop  to  the  bottom  of  the  rocks  they  fliade. 
Lone  on  the  midnight  fl:eep,  and  all  aghafl, 
The  dark  way-faring  flranger  breathlefs  toils. 
And,  often  falling, .  climbs  againfl  the  blaft. 
Low  waves  the  rooted  foreft,  vex'd  and  flieds 
What  of  its  tarai.Ti'd  honours  yet  remain  ; 
Dafh'd  down,  and  fcatter'd  by  the  tearing  wind's 
Afliduous  fury,  its  gigantic  limbs. 
Thus  ftruggling  through  the  diflipated  grove. 
The  whirling  tempefl  raves  along  the  plain  ; 
And  on  the  cottage  thatch'd,  or  lordly  roof, 
Keen-faflening,  ibakes  them  to  the  folid  bafe. 
Sleep  frighted  flies ;  and  round  the  rocking  dome. 
For  entrance  eager,  howls  the  favage  blafl;. 
Then  too,  they  fay,  through  all  the  burden'd  air. 
Long  groansare  heard, ftirillfounds,  and  diftantfighs 
That,  utter'd  by  the  demon  of  the  night, 
Warn  the  devoted  wretch  of  woe  and  death. 

Huge  uproar  lords  it  wide.  The  clouds  comituxt 
With  ftars  fwift  gliding  fweep  along  the  Iky. 
All  nature  reels.     Till  Nature's  King,  who  oft 
Amid  tempeftuous  darknefs  dwells  alone, 
And  on  the  wings  of  careering  wind 
Walks  dreadfully  ferene,  commands  a  calm  ; 
Then  ftrait  air,  fea,  and  earth,  are  hufh'd  at  once. 

As  yet  'tis  midnight  deep.     The  weary  clouds, 
Slow-meetin;r,  m-ingle  into  folid  gloom. 
Nov.',  while  the  drowfy  world  lies  loft  in  fleep. 
Let  me  aflbciate  with  the  ferious  night. 
And  Contemplation  her  fedate  compeer  ; 
Let  me  fhake  oiTth'  intrufive  cares  of  day. 
And  lay  the  meddling  fenfes  all  afide. 

Where  now,  ys  lying  vanities  of  life  ! 
Ye  ever-tempting,  ever-cheating  train  ! 
Where  are  you  now  ?  and  what  is  your  amount  ? 
Vexation,  difappointment,  and  remorfe. 
Sad,  fiektning  thoui^ht !  and  yet  deluded  man, 
A  fcene  of  crude  disjointed  vifions  paft. 
And  broken  Dumbers,  riles  ftill  refolv'd. 
With  new-flufti'd  hopes,  to  run  the  giddy  round. 

Father  of  light  and  life  !  thou  Good  fupremc! 
O,  teach  me  what  is  good  1  teach  me  Thyfelf ! 
Save  me  from  folly,  vanity,  and  vice. 
From  every  low  purfuit  !  and  feed  my  foul 
With  knowledge,  confciouspeace, and  virtue  pure; 
Sacred,  fubftantial,  never-fading  blifs ! 

The  keener  tempefts  rife :  and,  fuming  dun 
From  all  the  livid  eaft,  cr  piercing  north. 
Thick  clouds  afcend ;  in  whofe  capacious  womb 
A  vapoury  deluge  lies,  to  fnow  congeal'd. 
Heavy  they  roll  their  fleecy  world  along ; 
And  the  flcy  faddens  with  the  gather'd  ftorm. 
Through  the  hufh'd  air  the  whitening  fliower  de- 
fcends. 
At  firft  thin  wavering ;  till  at  laft  the  flakes 
Fall  broad,  and  wide,  and  faft,  dimming  the  day^ 
With  a  continual  flow.    The  cherilh'd  fields 
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Put  on  their  winter-robe  of  purell  white. 
'Tis  brightncfs  all ;  fave  where  the  new  fnow  melts 
Along  the  mazy  current.     Low,  the  woods 
Bow  their  hoar  head  ;  and,  ere  the  languid  fun 
Faint  from  the  wefl  emits  his  evening  ray, 
Earth's  univerfal  face,  deep  hid,  and  chill. 
Is  one  wide  dazzling  walle,  that  buries  wide 
The  works  of  man._    Drooping,  the  labourer-ox 
Stands  cover'd  o'er' with  fnow,  and  then  demands 
The  fruit  of  all  his  toil.     The  fowls  of  heaven, 
Tam'd  by  the  cruel  feafon,  crov/d  around 
The  winnowing  ftore,  and  claim  thy  little  boon 
Which  Providence  afllgns  them.     One  alone. 
The  red-breaft,  facred  to  the  houfehold  gods, 
Wifely  regardful  of  th'  embroiling  Iky, 
In  joylefs  fields,  and  thorny  thickets,  leaves 
■His  fhivering  mates,  and  pays  to  trufted  man 
His  annual  vifit.    Half-afraid,  he  firft 
Againft  the  window  beats  :  then,  brifk,  alights 
On  the  warm  hearth ;  then,  hopping  o'er  the  floor. 
Eyes  all  the  fmiling  family  aflcance, 
And  pecks,  and  ftarts,  and  wonders  where  he  is  : 
Till,  more  familiar  grown,  the  table-crunibs 
Attradf  his  flender  feet.     The  foodlefs  wilds 
Pour  forth  their  brown  inhabitants.     The  hare, 
Though  timorous  of  heart,  and  hard  befet 
By  death  in  various  forms,  dark  fnares,  and  dogs, 
And  more  unpitying  men,  the  garden  feeks, 
Urg'd  on  by  fearlefs  want.     The  bleating  kind 
Eye  the  bleak  heaven, and  next  the  gliftening earth, 
With  looks  of  dumb  defpair,  then,  fad-difpers'd, 
Dig  for  the  wither' d  herb  through  heaps  of  fnow. 
Now,  fhepherds,  to  your  helplefs  charge  be  ^ipd ; 
BafHe  the  raging  year,  and  fill  their  penns 
With  food  at  will ;  lodge  them  below  the  florm. 
And  watch  them  flridl :  for  from  the  bellowing  eaft, 
la  this  dire  feafon,  oft  the  whirlwind's  wing 
Sweeps  up  the  burthen  of  whole  wintery  plains 
At  one  wide  waft,  and  o'er  the  haplefs  flocks, 
Hid  in  the  hollow  of  two  neighbonring  hills, 
The  bellowy  tempeff  whelms ;  till,  upward  urg'd. 
The  valley  to  a  fhining  mountain  fwells, 
Tipt  with  a  wreath  high-curling  in  the  Iky. 

As  thus  the  fnows  arife  ;  and  foul,  and  fierce. 
All  Winter  drives  along  the  darken'd  air  ; 
In  his  own  loofe-revolving  fields,  the  fwain 
Difafler'd  ffands  ;  fees  other  hills  afcend, 
Of  unknown  joylefs  brow  ;  and  other  fcenes. 
Of  horrid  profpe(ft,  fhag  the  tracklefs  plain  ; 
Nor  find  the  river,  nor  the  foreft,  hid 
Beneath  the  formlefs  wild  ;  but  wanders  on 
From  hill  to  dale,  ftill  more  and  more  affray  ; 
Impatient  flouncing  through  the  drifted  heaps, 
Stung  with  the  thoughts  of  home  ;  the  thoughts  of 

home 
Rufti  on  his  nerves,  and  call  their  vigour  forth 
In  many  a  vain  attempt.     How  fmks  his  foul ! 
What  black  defpair,  what  horror,  fills  his  heart  ! 
When  for  the  dufky  fpot,  which  fancy  feign'd 
His  tufted  cottage  r:fing  through  the  fnow. 
He  meets  the  roughnefs  of  the  middle  waffej 
Far  from  the  track,  and  bleff  abode  of  man  ; 
While  round  him  night  refifflefs  clofes  fafl. 
And  every  tempeft,  howhng  o'er  his  head, 
Renders  the  lavage  wildernefs  more  wild. 
Then  throng  the  bufy  fhapes  nito  his  mind. 
Of  cover'd  pits,  unfathomably  deep, 
A  dire  defcent !  beyond  the  power  of  frofl ; 


Of  faithlefs  bogs  ;  of  precipices  huge, 
Smooth'd  up  with  fnow ;  and,  what  is  land,  un- 
What  water  of  the  Itill  unfrozen  fpring,   [known. 
In  the  loofe  marih  of  folitary  lake. 
Where  the  frefh  fountain  from  the  bottom  boils. 
Thefe  check  his  fearful  fteps;  and  down  he  fmk$ 
Beneath  the  fiielter  of  the  Ihapelefs  drift, 
Thinking  o'er  all  the  bitternefs  of  death, 
Mix'd  with  the  tender  anguifh  nature  Ihoots 
Through  the  wrung  bofora  of  thi;  dying  man. 
His  wife,  his  children,  and  his  friends  unfeen. 
In  vain  for  him  th'  officious  wife  prepares 
The  fire  fair-blazing,  and  the  veftment  warm  j 
In  vain  his  little  children,  peeping  out 
Into  the  mingling  ftorm,  demand  their  fire. 
With  tears  of  artlefs  innocence.     Alas! 
Nor  wife,  nor  children,  more  fhall  he  behold. 
Nor  friends,  nor  facred  home.'     On  every  nervQ, 
The  deadly  winter  feize.3  ;  Ihuts  up  fenfe ; 
And,  o'er  his  inmoft  vitals  creeping  cold. 
Lays  him  along  the  fnows,  a  ftiiFen'd  corfe, 
Stretch'd  out,  and  bleaching  in  the  northern  blafL 

Ah,  little  think  the  gay  licentious  proud, 
Whom  pleafure,  power,  and  affluence  furround; 
They,  who  their  thouglitlefs  hours  in  giddy  mirth, 
And  wanton,  often  cruel,  riot  wafte  ; 
Ah,  httle  think  they,  while  they  dance  along. 
How  many  feel,  this  very  moment,  death 
And  all  the  fad  variety  of  pain. 
How  many  fink  in  the  devouring  flood, 
Or  more  devouring  flame.     How  many  bleed. 
By  Ihameful  variance  betwixt  man  and  man. 
Hov/  many  pine  in  want,  and  dungeon  glooms  ; 
Shut  from  the  common  air,  and  common  ufe 
Of  their  own  limbs.    How  many  drink  the  cup 
Of  baleful  grief,  or  eat  the  bitter  bread 
Of  mifery.    Sore  pierc'd  by  wintery  winds. 
How  many  fhrink  into  the  fordid  hut 
Of  cheerlefs  poverty.     How  many  fiiake 
With  all  the  fiercer  tortures  of  the  mind, 
Unbounded  paflion,  madnefs,  guilt,  remorfe; 
Whence  tumbled  headlong  from  the  height  of  life. 
They  furnifh  matter  for  the  tragic  mufe. 
Ev'n  in  the  vale,  where   »afdom  loves  to  Qwell, 
With  friendfhip,  peace,  and  contemplation  join'd. 
How  many,  rack'd  with  honefl  paflions,  droop 
In  deep  retir'd  diflrcfs.     How  many  ftand 
Around  the  death-bed  of  their  deareft  friends. 
And  point  the  parting  anguifli.  Thought  fondmaft 
Of  thefe,  and  all  the  thoufand  namclefsills. 
That  one  incefllujt  llruggle  render  life. 
One  fcene  of  toil,  of  fullering,  and  of  fate. 
Vice  in  his  high  career  v/ould  ftand  appall'd. 
And  heedlefs  rambling  impulfe  learn  to  think ; 
The  confcious  heart  ot  charity  vi^ould  waniii 
And  her  wide  wifh  benevolence  dilate , 
The  fecial  tear  would  rife,  the  focial  Qgh; 
And  into  clear  perfedtion,  gradual  blifs. 
Refining  ftill,  the  focial  paflions  work. 

And  here  can  I  forget  the  generous  *  band. 
Who,  touch'd  with  human  woe,  redreilive  fearch'd 
Into  the  horrors  of  the  gloomy  jail  ? 
Unpitied,  and  unheard,  where  mifery  moans ; 
Where  ficknefs  pines;  where  thirft  and  hanger 

burn. 
And  poor  misfortune  feels  the  lafli  of  vice.    . 

*   The  Gaol  Commitifs  in  the  year  1 7290 
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While  In  the  land  of  liberty,  the  land 
„  W^hofe  every  Aieet  and  public  meeting  glow 
^  With  open  freedom,  little  tyrants  raj'd  ; 

Snatch'd  the  lean  morfel  from  the  ftarving mouth; 
Tore  from  cold  wintery  limbs  the  tatter'd  weed  ; 
Ev'n  robb'd  them  of  the  lafl;  of  comforts,  fleep  ; 
The  free-born  Briton  to  the  dungeon  chain'd. 
Or,  as  the  lull  of  cruelty  prevail'd, 
At  pleafure  raark'd  him  with  inglorious  flripes ; 
And  crulh'd  out  lives,  by  fecret  oarbarous  ways. 
That  for  their  country  would  have  toii'd,  or  bled. 
O,  great  defign  !  if  executed  well, 
With  patient  care,  and  wifdom-temper'd  zeal. 
Ye  fons  of  mercy  !  yet  refume  the  fearch ; 
Drag  forth  the  legal  monflers  into  light. 
Wrench  from  then-  hands  oppreflion's  iron  rod. 
And  bid  the  cruel  feel  the  pains  they  give. 
Much  ftill  untouch'd  remains ;  in  this  rank  age, 
Much  is  the  patriot's  weeding  hand  requir'd. 
The  toils  of  law,  (what  dark  infidious  men 
Have  cumberous  added  to  perplex  the  truth, 
And  lengthen  fimple  juftice  into  trade) 
How  glorious  were  the  day !  that  faw  thefe  broke. 
And  every  man  within  the  reach  of  right. 

By  wintery  famine  rous'd,  from  all  the  tradl 
Of  horrid  mountains  which  the  fhining  Alps, 
And  wavy  Appenine,  and  Pyrenees, 
Branch  out  flupcndous  into  diflant  lands  ; 
Cruel  as  death,  and  hungi-y  as  the  grave ! 
Burning  for  blood  !  bony,  and  ghaunt,  and  grim  I 
Aflembling  wolves  in  raging  troops  defcend ; 
And,  pouring  o'er  the  country,  bear  along, 
Keen  as  the  north-wind  fweeps  the  glolTy  fnow. 
All  is  their  prize.     They  fallen  on  the  fleed, 
Prefs  him  to  earth,  and  pierce  his  mighty  heart, 
l^or  can  the  bull  his  awful  front  defend, 
Or  fhake  the  murdering  favages  away. 
Rapacious,  at  the  mother's  throat  they  fly. 
And  tear  the  fcreeming  infant  from  her  breail. 
The  godlike  face  of  man  avails  him  nought. 
Ev'n  beauty,  force  divine  !  at  whofe  bright  glance 
The  generous  lion  {lands  in  foften'd  gaze. 
Here  bleeds,  a  haplefs  undiftinguifh'd  prey. 
But  if,  appriz'd  of  the  fevere  attack, 
The  country  be  fhut  up,  lur'd  by  the  fcent. 
On  church-yards  drear  (inhuman  to  relate  ?)■ 
The  difappointed  prowlers  fall,  and  dig 
The  fhrouded  body  from  the  grave  ;  o'er  which, 
jMix'd  with  foul  fliades,  and  frighted  ghofls,  they 
howl. 
Among  thofe  hilly  regions,  where  emhrac'd 
In  peaceful  vales  the  happy  Grifons  dwell . 
Oft,  rufhing  fuddcn  from  the  loaded  cliffs. 
Mountains  of  fnow  their  gathering  terrors  roll. 
From  fleep  to  llecp,  loud  thundering,  down  they 
A  wintery  wafte  in  dire  commotion  all ;       [come. 
And  herds,  and  flocks,  and  travellers,  and  fwains. 
And  fometimes  whole  brigades  of  marching  troops. 
Or  hamlets  flecping  in  the  dead  of  night. 
Are  deep  beneath  the  fmothering  ruin  whelm'd. 

Now,  all  amid  the  rigours  of  the  year. 
In  the  wild  depth  of  Winter,  while  without 
The  ceafelefs  winds  blow  ice,  be  my  retreat, 
Between  the  groaning  forefl  and  the  fhore 
Beat  by  the  boundlefs  multitude  of  waves, 
A  rural,  fhelter'd,  folitary  fcene  ; 
Where  ruddy  fire  and  beaming  tapers  join, 
f  0  cheer  the  gloom.    There  ftudious  kt  nic  fit, 


And  hold  high  converfe  with  the  mighty  dead; 

Sages  of  ancient  time,  as  gods  rever'd. 

As  gods  beneficent,  who  blefl  mankind 

With  arts,  with  arms,  and  humaniz'd  a  world. 

Rous'd  at  th'  infpiring  thought,  I  throw  afide 

The  long-liv'd  volume ;  and,  deep  muling,  hail 

The  fecred  ihades,  that  flovvly-rifing  pafs 

Before  my  wondering  eyes.     Firfl  Socrates^ 

Who,  firmly  good  in  a  corrupted  flate, 

Againfl  the  rage  of  t)Tantsy//;^/f  flood, 

Invincible  !  calm  reafon's  holy  law. 

That  --joL-e  of  God  within  th'  attentive  mindi 

Obeying,  fearlefs,  or  in  life,  or  death : 

Great  moral  teacher !  loi/f/I  of  mankind  ! 

Solon  the  next,  who  built  his  common-wcal 

On  equity's  wide  bafe  ;  by  Under  laics 

A  lively  people  curbing,  yet  undamp'd 

Preferving  flill  that  quick  pecuhar  fire. 

Whence  in  the  laurel'd  field  of  finer  arts, 

And  of  bold  freedom,  they  unequal'd  Ihone, 

The  pride  of  fmiling  Greece,  and  human-kind. 

Lycurgus  then,  who  bow'd  beneath  the  force 

of  ftricfteft  difcipHne,  fcoerely  ivife. 

All  human  paflions.     Following  him,  I  fee. 

As  at  Thermopylae  he  glorious  fell, 

The  firm  •  devoted  chief,  who  prov'd  by  deeds 

The  hardell  leffon  which  the  other  taught. 

Then  Ariflides  lifts- his  honeft  front; 

Spotlefs  of  heart,  to  whom  th'  unflattering  voice 

Of  freedom  gave  the  noblell  name  of  Juft ; 

In  pure  majeftic  poverty  rever'd  ; 

who,  ev'n  his  glory  to  his  country's  weal 

Submitting,  fwell'd  a  haughty  f  rival's  fame. 

Rear'd  by  his  care,  of  foftcr  ray  appears 

Cimon  fweet-Toid'd  ;  whofe  genius,  rifing  flrong. 

Shook  off  the  load  of  young  debauch ;  abroad 

The  fcourge  of  Perfian  pride,  at  home  the  friend 

Of  every  worth  and  every  fplendid  art ; 

Modefl,  and  fimple,  in  the  pomp  of  wealth. 

Then  the  lafl  worthies  of  declining  Greece, 

Late  call'd  to  glory,  in  unequal  times, 

Penfive,  appear.     The  fair  Corinthian  boaft, 

Timoleon,  happy  temper  !  mild  and  firm. 

Who  wept  the  brother,  while  the  tyrant  bled. 

And,  equal  to  the  bell,  the  \  Theban  pair, 

Whof-  virtues  in  Ijeroic  concord  join' d. 

Their  country  rais'd  to  freedom,  empire,  fame. 

He  too,  with  whom  Athenian  honour  funk ; 

And  left  a  mafs  of  fordid  lees  behind, 

Phocion  the  good  ;  in  public  life  fevcrc, 

To  virtue  flil!  inexorably  firm; 

But  when,  beneath  his  low  illuTLrious  roof. 

Sweet  peace  and  liappy  wifdom  fmooth'd  his  brow, 

Not  freindftiip  foftcr  was,  nor  love  more  kind. 

And  he,  the  lajl  of  old  Lycurgus'  fons. 

The  generous  vi(9Jm  to  that  vain  attempt, 

Tofave  a  rotten  jiate,  Agis,  who  faw 

Ev'ii  Sparta's  felf  to  fervile  avarice  funk. 

The  two  Achaian  heroes  clofe  the  train : 

Aratus,  who  a  while  relum'd  the  foul 

Of  fondly  lingering  liberty  in  Greece  : 

And  he  her  darling  as  her  latcfl  hope. 

The  gallant  Philopoemen  ;  who  to  arms 

Turn'd  the  luxurious  pomp  he  could  not  ci^e.j^^ 


*  LeoniJas.  f   Thent'iflacles^ 

\  I'elofidas  and  Epamnmias^ 
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©r  toiling  in  his  farm,  a  fimple  fwam ; 
Or,  bold  and  flcilful,  thundering  in  the  field. 
Of  rougher  front,  a  mighty  people  cpme  ! 
A  race  of  heroes  1  in  thofe  virtuous  times 
Which  knew  no  ftain^  fave  that  with  partial  flame 
Their  dearejl  country  they  too  fondly  lov'd  : 
Her  better  founder  firft,  the  light  of  Rome, 
Numa,  who  foften'd  her  rapacious  fons  : 
Servius  the  King,  who  laid  the  folid  bafe 
On  which  o'er  earth  the  vaf  republic  fpread* 
Then  the  great  confuls  venerable  rife. 
The  *  public  father  who  the  private  quell'd, 
As  on  the  dread  tribunal  fternly  fad. 
He,  whom  his  thanklefs  country  could  not  lofc, 
Camillus,  only  vengeful  to  his  foes. 
Fabricius,  fcorner  of  all-conquering  gold  ; 
And  Cincinnatus,  awful  from  the  plough. 
Thy  t  willing  vidim,  Carthage,  burfling  loofe 
From  all  that^pleading  Nature  could  oppofe. 
From  a  whole  city's  tears,  by  rigid  taith 
Imperious  call'd,  and  honour's  dire  command. 
Scipio,  the  o;eHtle  chief,  humanely  brave, 
Who  foon  the  race  of  fpotlefs  glory  ran, 
And,  warm  in  youth,  to  tht  poetic fhade^ 
With  Friendfliip  and  Philofophy  retir'd. 
TuUy,  whofe  powerful  eloquence  a  while 
Reftrain'd  the  rapid  htc  ofrufhing  Rome. 
Unconquer'd  Cato,  virtuous  is  extreme. 
And  thou,  unhappy  Brutus,  kind  of  heart, 
Whofe  fteady  arm,  by  awful  virtue  urg'd, 
Lifted  the  Komznfieel  againft  thy  frietid. 
i'houfands  befides  the  tribute  of  a  verfe 
Demand  ;  but  who  can  coant  the  ftars  of  heaven  ? 
Who  fing  their  influence  on  this  lower  world  ? 
Behold,  who  yonder  comes  !  in  fober  flate. 
Fair,  mild,  and  flrong,  as  is  a  vernal  fun  : 
'Tis  Phoebus  felf,  or  elfe  the  Mantuan  fwam  ! 
Great  Homer  too  appears,  of  daring  wing, 
Parent  of  fong  !  and  equal  by  his  fide. 
The  Britifh  mufe;  join'd  hand  in  hand  they  walk, 
Darkling,  full  up  the  middle  fteep  to  fame. 
Nor  abfent  are  thofe  fhades,  whofe  fkilful  touch 
Pathetic  drew  th'  impaffion'd  heart,  and  charm'd 
Tranfported  Athens  with  the  moral  fcene : 
Nor  thofe  who,  tuneful,  wak'd  th'  enchanting  lyre. 

Firfl  of  your  kind  !  fociety  divine  ! 
Still  vifit  thus  my  nights,  for  you  referv'd, 
And  mount  my  fearing  foul  to  thoughts  like  yours, 
Silence,  thou  lonely  power !  the  door  be  thine  ; 
See  on  the  hallow'd  hour  that  none  intrude. 
Save  a  few  chofen  friends,  who  fometimcs  deign 
To  blefs  m*  humble  roof,  with  fenfe  refin'd, 
I,earning  digefted  well,  exalted  faith, 
Unftudy'd  wit,  and  humour  ever  gay, 
Or  from  the  mufe's  hill  will  Pope  defcend, 
To  raife  the  facred  hour,  to  bid  it  fmile, 
And  with  the  focial  fpirit  warm  the  heart  ? 
Fpr  though  not  fweeter  his  own  Homer  fmgs. 
Yet  is  his  life  the  more  endearing  fong. 

Where  art  thou,  Hammond  ?  thou  the  dar'ing 
pride, 
The  friend  and  lover  of  the  tuneful  throng  ! 
Ah,  why,  dear  youth,  in  all  the  blooming  prime 
Of  vernal  genius,  where  difclofmg  faft 
Each  adive  worth,  each  manly  virtue  lay, 


*  Marcus  Junius  Bruti/s.  f  Regulus. 


Why  wert  thou  ravlfh'd  from  our  hope  fo  foon  ? 
What  now  avails  that  noble  thirfl;  of  fame. 
Which  flung  thy  fervent  breaft?   that  treafur'4 

ftore  , 

Of  knowlvdge,  early  gain'd  ?  that  eager  zeal 
To  ferve  thy  country,  glowing  in  the  band 
Of  youthful  patriots,  who  fuflain  her  name  ? 
What  no'.v,  alas  !  that  life-difTufing  charm 
Of  fprightly  wit  ?  that  rapture  for  the  mufe. 
That  heart  of  friendfhip,  and  that  foul  of  joy, 
Which  bade  with  foftf.ft  light  thy  virtues  fmile  ? 
Ah!  only  flio^v'd,  to  check  our  fond;purfuits, 
And  teach  our  humbled  hopes  that  life  is  vain  ! 

Thus  in  fome  deep  retirement  would  I  pafs 
The  winter-gloorcs,  with  friends  of  pliant  foul, 
Or  blithe,  or  folemn,  as  the  theme  infpir'd  ; 
With  them  would  fearch,  if  Nature's  boundkf« 

frame  ,     r    •  l 

Was  call'd,  late  rifing  from  the  void  of  night. 
Or  fprung  dcrnul  from  th'  Eternal  Mind ; 
Its  life,  its' laws,  its  progrefs  and  its  end. 
Hence  larger  profpeds  of  the  beauteous  whole- 
Would,  gradual,  open  on  our  opening  minds ; 
And  each  diffufive  harmony  unite 
In  full  perfedion  to  th'  aftonilh'd  eye. 
Then  would  we  try  to  fcan  the  moral  -world. 
Which,  though  to  us  it  feems  embroil'd,  moves  OA 
In  higher  order  ;  fitted,  and  impell'd, 
By  Wil'dom'sfineft  hand,  and  iffuing  all 
\n  general  good.    The  fage  hiftoric  mufe 
Should  next  condu6t  us  through  the  deeps  of  time:, 
Show  us  how  empire  grew,  declin'd,  and  fell. 
In  fcatter'd  ftates  ;  what  makes  the  nations  fmilc. 
Improves  their  foil,  and  gives  them  double  funs  i 
And  why  they  pine  beneath  the  brighteft  fkies. 
In  Nature's  richeft  lap.     As  thus  we  talk'd. 
Our  hearts  would  burn  within  us,  would  inhale 
The  portion  of  divinity,  that  ray 
Of  pureft  heaven,  which  lights  th«  pubhc  foul 
Of  patriots,  and  of  heroes.     But  if  doom'd. 
In  powerlefs  humble  fortune,  to  rcprefs 
Thefe  ardent  rifmgs  of  the  kindling  foul ; 
Then,  ev'n  fuperior  to  ambition,  we 
Would  learn  the  private  virtues  how  to  glide 
Through  fliades  and  plains,  along  the  fmootheft 
Of  rural  life;  or  fnatch'd  away  by  hope,      [ftreaM 
Through  the  dim  fpaces  of  futurity. 
With  earneft  eye  anticipate  thofe  fcenes  _ 
Of  happinefs,  and  wonder  ;  where  the  mind. 
In  endlefs  growth  and  infinite  afcent, 
Rifes  from  ftate  to  ftate,  and  world  to  world. 
But  when  with  thefe  the  feribus  thought  is  foil  d, 
We,  fhifting  for  relief,  would  play  the  llrapes 
Of  frolic  fancy  ;  and  inceflant  form 
Thofe  rapid  pidures,  that  affembled  tram 
Of  fleet  ideas,  never  join'd  before, 
Whence  lively  wit  excites  to  gay  furpnfe ; 
Or  folly-painting  humour,  grave  himfelf, 
Calls  laughter  forth,  dcep-fliaking  every  nerve. 

Meantime  the  village  roufes  up  the  fire  ; 
While  well  attefted,  and  as  well  believ'd, 
Heard  folemn,  goes  the  goblin-flory  round ; 
Till  fuperftitious  horror  creeps  o'er  all. 
Or,  frequent  in  the  founding  hall,  they  wake 
The  rural  gambol.     Ruftic  mirth  goes  round ; 
The  fimple  joke  that  takes  the  fhepherd's  heart, 
Eafily  pleas'd  ;  the  long  loud  laugh,  fincere  ; 
The  kifs,  fnatch'd  bafty  from  the  fidc-Iong  mui 
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On  purpofc  guardlefs,  or  pretendisp  ileep  : 
The  leap,  the  flap,  the  haul ;  and,  ftiook  to  notes 
Of  native  mufic,  the  refpondent  dance. 
Thus  jocund  fleets  with  them  the  winter-night. 
The  city  fwarms  intenfe.     The  public  haunt, 
Full  of  each  theme,  and  warm  witli  mixt  difcourfe 
Hums  indiltinci.     The  fens  of  riot  flow 
Down  the  loofe  ftream  of  falfe  enchanted  joy, 
To  fwift  deftrudlion.    On  the  rankled  foul 
The  gaming  fury  fall ;  and  in  one  gulf 
Of  total  ruin,  honour,  virtue,  peace, 
Friends,  families,  and  fortune,  headlong  fink. 
Up-fprings  the  dance  along  the  hghted  dome, 
Mix'd,  and  evolv'd,  a  thoufand  fprightly  ways. 
The  glittering  court  effufes  every  pomp; 
The  Circle  deepens :  beani'd  from  gaudy  robes, 
Tapers,  and  fparkling  gems,  and  radiant  eyes, 
A  loft  effulgence  o'er  the  palace  waves  : 
While,  a  gay  infeft  in  his  fummer-ftiine, 
The  fop,  light-fluttering,  fpreads  his  mealy  wings. 
Dread  o'er  the  fcene,  the  ghoft  of  Hamlet  ftalks; 
Othello  rages  ;  poor  Monimia  mourns; 
And  Belvidi^ra  pours  her  foul  in  love. 
Terror  alarms  the  breafl: ;  the  comely  tear 
Steals  o'er  the  cheek  :  or  elfe  the  comic  mufe 
Holds  to  the  world  a  picture  of  itfcif. 
And  raifep  fly  the  fair  impartial  laugh. 
Sometimes  fhe  lifts  her  llrain,  and  paints  the  fcenes 
Of  beauteous  life  ;  whate'er  can  deck  mankin-'. 
Or  charm  the  heart,  in  generous  *  Eevil  fliow'd. 

O,  thou,  whofe  wifdom,  folid  yet  refin'd, 
Whofe  patriot-virtues,  and  confummate  Ikill 
To  touch  the  finer  fprings  that  move  the  world, 
Join'd  to  v.-hate'er  the  graces  can  befl^ow. 
And  all  Apollo's  animating  fire. 
Give  thee,  with  pleafmg  dignity,  to  fliine 
At  once  the  guardian,  ornament,  and  joy. 
Of  polifli'd  life  ;  permit  the  rural  mufe, 
O  Chefterfield,  to  grace  with  thee  her  fono- ! 
Ere  to  the  fliades  again  flie  humbly  flies, 
Indulge  her  fond  ambition,  in  thy  train, 
(For  every  mufe  has  in  thy  train  a  place) 
To  mark  thy  various  fuli-accompliih'd  mind  : 
To  mark  that  fpirit,  which,  with  l^rivVn/corn, 
Rejefts  th'  allurements  of  corrupted  power ; 
That  elegant  poUtenefs,  which  excels, 
Ev'n  in  the  judgment  of  prefumptuous  France, 
The  boafl;ed  manners  of  her  Ihining  court ; 
That  wit,  the  vivid  energy  of  fenfe, 
The  truth  of  nature,  which,  with  Attic  point. 
And  kind  well-tcmper'd  fatire,  fmoothly  keen. 
Steals  through  the  foul,  and  without  pain  corredts. 
Or,  rifing  thence  with  yet  a  brighter  flame, 
O,  let  me  hail  thee  on  fome  glorious  day. 
When  to  the  lifl:ening  fenate,  ardent,  crowd 
Britannia's  fons  to  hear  her  pleaded  caufe. 
Then  dreft;  by  thee,  more  amiably  fair. 
Truth  the  foft  robe  of  mild  perfuafion  wears : 
Thou  to  aff,  nting  reafon  giv'ft  again 
Her  own  enlighten'dthoughts;caii'dfrom  the  heart, 
Th'  obedient  paflions  on  thy  voice  attend ; 
And  ev'n  rcludant  party  feels  a  while 
Thy  gracious  power  :  as  through  the  varied  maze 
Of  eloquence,  now  fmooth,  now  quick,  now  ft;rong. 
Profound  and  clear,  you  roll  the  copious  flood. 

*   A  charaBer  in   the   Confcious  Lovers,  •written  by 
fSir  Richard  Sferlt, 


To  thy  lov'd  haunt  return,  my  happy  mufe : 
For  now,  behold,  the  joyous  winter-days, 
Frofty,  fucceed  ;  and  through  the  blue  ferene. 
For  fight  too  fine,  th'  ethereal  nitre  flies ; 
Killiiig  infedtious  damps,  and  the  fpent  air 
Storing  afrefh  with  elemental  life. 
Clofe  crowds  the  fhining  atmoiphcre  ;  and  binds 
Our  fl:rengchen'd  bodies  in  its  cold  embrace, 
Confl;ringent ;  feeds,  and  animates  our  blood  ; 
Refines  our  fpirits,  through  the  new-ftrung  nerves, 
In  fvvifter  failles  darting  to  the  brain  ;  , 

Where  fits  tie  foul,  intenfe,  collecfted,  cool. 
Bright  as  the  flcies,  and  as  the  feafon  keen. 
All  nature  feels  the  renovating  force 
Of  Vi^inter,  only  to  the  thoughtlefs  eye 
In  ruin  feen.     The  froll-concoded  glebe 
Draws  in  abundant  vegetable  foul. 
And  gathers  vigour  for  the  coming  year. 
A  flronger  glow  fits  on  the  lively  cheek 
Of  ruddy  fire  :  and  luculent  along  ^ 

The  purer  rivers  flow  ;  their  fullen  deeps, 
Tranfparent,  open  to  the  Ihepherd's  gaze. 
And  murmur  hoarfer  at  the  fixing  frolt.       [ftores 
What  art  thou,  frofl .''  and  whence  are  thy  keea 
Deriv'd,  thou  fecrer  all-invading  power, 
Whom  ev'n  th'  illufive  fluid  cannot  fly  f 
Is  not  thy  potent  energy,  unfeen, 
Myriads  of  little  falts,  or  hook'd,  or  fliap'd 
Like  double  wedges,  and  diffus'd  immcufe 
Through  water,  earth,  and  ether  ?  Hence  at  eve, 
Steam'd  eager  from  the  red  horizon  round, 
M^ith  the  fierce  rage  of  Winter  deep  fuffus'd, 
An  icy  gale,  oft  Ihifting,  o'er  the  pool 
Breathes  a  biue  film,  and  in  its  mid  career 
Arrcfts  the  bickering  ftream.     The  loofen'd  ice. 
Let  down  the  fkiod,  and  half  diflblv'd  by  day, 
Ruftles  no  more  ;  but  to  the  fedgy  bank 
Fall  grows,  or  g.ithcrs  round  the  pointed  ftonCj 
A  cryllal  pavement ,  by  the  breath  of  heaven 
Cemented  firm ;  till,  feiz'd  from  fhore  to  fhorc. 
The  V,  hole  imprifon'd  river  growls  below. 
Loud  rings  the  frozen  earth,  and  hard  refle<S« 
A  double  noife  ;  while,  at  his  evening  watch. 
The  village  doi^  deters  the  nightly  thief; 
The  heifer  lov.  s  ;  the  difl:ant  water-fall 
Swells  in  the  breeze ;  and,  with  the  hafty  tread 
Of  travfUer,  the  hollow-founding  plain 
Shakes  from  afar.     The  full  ethereal  round. 
Infinite  worlds  difclofing  to  the  view, 
.■^hines  o\it  inttnfely  keen  ;  and,  all  one  cope 
Of  ftarry  glitter,  glows  from  pole  to  pole. 
From  pole  to  pole  the  rigid  influence  Alls, 
Through  the  flill  night,  inccfiant,  heavy,  ftrong. 
And  feizcs  nature  faft.     It  freezes  on  ; 
Tin  morn,  late-rifing  o'er  the  drooping  world. 
Lifts  her  pale  eye  unjoyous.     Then  appears 
The  various  labour  of  the  filcnt  night : 
Prone  from  the  dripping  cave,  and  dumb  cafcade, 
Whofe  idle  torrents  only  feem  to  roar. 
The  pendent  icicle  ;  the  froft-work  fair. 
Where  tranfient  hues  and  funcy'd  figures  rife  ; 
W:de-fpoutcd  o'er  the  hill,  the  frozen  brook, 
A  livid  traift,  cold-gleaming  on  the  morn ; 
The  forefl;  bent  beneath  the  plumy  wave  ; 
And  by  the  frofl  refin'd  the  whiter  fnow, 
Incrufted  hard,  and  founding  to  the  tread 
Of  early  fhepherd,  as  he  penfive  feeks 
His  pining  flock,  or  from  the  mountain  top,  • 
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HeasM-witli  the  flippery  furface,  fwift  defcends. 

On  blithfonie  frolics  bent,  the  youthful  fvvains, 
"While  every  work  of  man  is  laid  at  reft, 
i'ond  o'er  the  river  crowd,  in  various  fport 
And  revelry  diffolv'd  ;  where  mixing  glad, 
Happiefl  of  all  the  train  !  the  raptur'dboy 
Laflaes  the  whirling  top.     Or,  where  the  Rhine 
Branch'd  out  in  many  a  long  canal  extends, 
From  every  province  fvrarming,  void  of  care, 
JBatavia  rufhes  forth ;  and  as  they  fweep. 
On  founding  flcates,  a  thoufand  different  ways. 
In  circling  poife,  fwift  as  the  winds,  along. 
The  thcn.gay  land  is  madden'd  all  to  joy. 
Nor  lefs  the  northern  courts,  wide  o'er  the  fnow, 
Pour  a  new  pomp.     Eager,  on  rapid  fleds. 
Their  vigorous  youth  in  bold  contention  wheel 
The  long-rciounding  courfe.     Meantime,  to  raife 
The  manly  flrife,  with  highly  blooming  charms, 
Flulh'd  by  the  feafon,  Scandinavia's  dames. 
Or  Ruffia's  buxom  daughters  glow  around. 

Pure,  quick,  and  fportful,  is  the  wholefome  day; 
But  foon  elaps'd.     The  horizontal  fun, 
JSi'oad  o'er  the  fouth,  hangs  at  his  utmoft  noon  : 
And,  ineffeftual,  flrikes  the  gelid  cliff : 
His  azure  glofs  the  mountain  fcill  maintains, 
Nor  feels  the  feeble  touch.     Perhaps  the  vale 
Relents  a  while  to  the  refledied  ray ; 
Or  from  the  forefl  falls  the  clufter'd  fnow. 
Myriads  of  gems,  that  in  the  waving  gleam 
Gay-twinkle  as- they  fcatter.     Thick  around 
Thunders  the  fport  of  thofe,  who  with  the  gun, 
And  dog  impatient  bounding  at  the  {hot, 
Wcrfe  than  the  feafon,  defolate  the  fields ; 
And,  adding  to  tJie  ruins  of  the  year, 
Diftrefs  the  footed  or  the  feather'd  game. 

But  vvliat  is  this  ?  Our  infant  Winter  finks, 
Divefled  of  his  grandeur,  fhould  our  eye 
Aftonifh'd  ftioot  into  the  frigid  zone; 
Where,  for  relentlefs  months,  continual  night 
Holds  o'er  the  glittering  walle  her  ftarr)'  reign. 

There,  through  the  prifon  of  unbouiided  wilds, 
Barr'd  by  the  hand  of  Nature  from  efcape. 
Wide-roams  the  RuITian  exile.     Nought  around 
Strikes  his  fad  eye,  but  deferts  loft  in  fnow  ; 
And  heavy-loaded  groves ;  and  folid  floods, 
That  ftretch,  athwart  the  folitary  vaft, 
Their  icy  horrors  to  the  frozen  main  ; 
And  cheerlefs  towns  far-diftant,  never  blefs'd, 
Save  when  its  annual  conrfe  the  caravan 
Bends  to  the  golden  coaft  of  rich  *  Cathay, 
With  news  of  human-kind.  Yet  there  life  glows; 
Yet  cherifti'd  there,  beneath  the  fliining  v.afte, 
The  furry  nations  harbour  :  tipt  with  jet. 
Fair  ermines,  fpotlefs  as  the  fnows  they  prefs ; 
Sables,  of  gloffy  black  ;  and  dark-embrown'd, 
Or  beauteous  freakt  with  many  a  mingled  hue, 
Thoufands  befides,  the  coftly  pride  of  courts. 
There,  warm  together  prefs' d,  the  trooping  deer 
Sleep  on  the  new-fall'n  fnows  ;  and,  fcarce  his  head 
Rais'd  o'er  the  h'lapy  wreath,  the  branching  ellc 
Lies  flumbering  fullen  in  the  white  abyfs. 
The  ruthlefs  hunter  v/ants  nor  dogs  nor  toils, 
Nor  with  the  dread  of  founding  bows  he  drives 
The  fearful  flying  race  ;  with  ponderous  clubs, 
As  weak  againft  the  mountain  heaps  they  pufh 
Their  beating  breaft  in  vain,  and  piteous  bray, 


The  old  name  for  China, 


He  lays  them  quivering  on  th'  enfanguin'd  fnows. 
And  with  loud  fliouts  rejoicing  bears  them  home. 
There  through  the  piny  foreft  half-abforpt, 
Rough  tenant  of  thefe  Ihades,  th:  fhapelefs  bear, 
With  dangling  ice  all  horrid,  ftalks  forlorn  ; 
Slow-pac'd,  and  fourer  as  the  ftorms  increafe, 
He  makes  his  bed  beneath  th'  inclement  drift. 
And,  with  ftern  patience,  fcorning  weak  complaint. 
Hardens  his-  heart  againft  affailing  want.  * 

Wide  o'er  the  fpacious  regions  of  the  north, 
That  fees  Booes  urge  his  tardy  wain, 
A  boifterous  race,  by  frofty  *  Caurus  pierc'd. 
Who  little  pleafure  know,  and  fear  no  pain. 
Prolific  fwarm.     They  once  relum'd  the  flame 
Of  loft  mankind  in  polifti'd  flavery  funk,     [fweep 
Drove  martial  f  horde  on  horde,  with  dreadful 
Refiftlefs  rufhing  o'er  th'  enfeebled  fouth. 
And  gave  the  vanquiili'd  world  another  form. 
Not  fuch  the  fons  of  Lapland  :   wifely  they 
Defpife  th'  infenfate  barbarous  trade  of  war  ; 
They  a&  no  more  than  fimple  nature  gives. 
They  love  their  mountains,  and  enjoy  their  ilorrasL. 
No  falfe  defircs,  no  pride-created  wants, 
Diftmb  the  peaceful  current  of  their  time  ; 
And  through  the  reftlefs  ever-tortur'd  maze 
Of  pleafure,  or  ambition,  bid  it  rage.  [tents. 

Their  rein-deer  form  their  riches.     Thefe  their 
Their   robes,   their  beds,  and   all   their   homely 

wealth 
Supply,  their  wholfome  fare,  and  cheerful  cups. 
Obfequious  at  their  call,  the  docile  tribe 
Yield  to  the 'fled  their  necks,  and  whirl  them  fwifc 
O'er  hill  and  dale,  heap'd  into  one  expanfe 
Of  marbled  fnow,  as  far  as  eye  can  fweep 
With  a  blue  cruft  of  ice  unbounded  glaz'd. 
By  dancing  meteors  then,  that  ceafelefs  ihakc 
A  waving  blaze  refra(5ted  o'er  the  heavens. 
And  vivid  moons,  and  ftars  that  keener  play 
With  double  luftre  from  the  gloffy  wafte, 
Ev'n  in  the  depth  of  Polar  Night,  they  find 
A  wondrous  day :  enough  to  light  the  chafe. 
Or  guide  their  daring  fteps  to  Finland  fairs. 
Wifh'd  Spring  returns  ;  and  from  the  hazy  fouth. 
While  dim  Aurora  flowly  moves  before. 
The  welcome  fun,  juft  verging  up  at  firft. 
By  fmall  degrees  extends  the  fwelling  curve  ! 
Trll  feen  at  large  for  gay  rejoicing  months. 
Still  round  and  round,  his  fpiral  courfe  he  winds. 
And  as  he  nearly  dips  his  flaming  orb, 
Wheels  up  again,  and  reafcends  the^iky. 
In  that  glad  feafon  from  the  lakes  and  floods, 
Where  pure  Niemi's  \  fairy  mountains  rife. 
And  fring'd  with  rofes  §  Tenglio  rolls  his  flrcam, 

*    The  north-iveji  iL'ind. 

■f    The  •waiiHering  Si^ythiaii-dtrns. 

^  Al.  de  Mauperti'h,  in  his  book  on  the  figure  of 
the  earth,  after  havir.r  dfcrihed  the  beautiful  lake  and 
mountain  of  Niemi  in  Lapland,  fays,—"  From  this 
"  height  tve  had  opportunity  fevcral  times  to  fee  thofe 
"  "vapours,  rife  from  the  lake,  'which  th,-  people  of  the 
"  country  call  Haltios,  and  •which  they  deem  to  be  the 
"  guardian  fpiri's  ofthem'-.ttntaint.  We  had  been  frighted 
"  iviih fortes  tf  hears  thai  haunted  this  place,  but  faiu 
"  none.  It  feemed  rather  a  place  of  refort  for  fairiet 
"  and  genii, than  bears.'^ 

§  The  fame  author  obfer'ues-^"  I  -was  furprifedto 
"  fee  upon  the  batiks  of  this  river  (the  Tenglio)  rofes  of 

Gs  lively  a  red  as  ar-y  that  are  in  our  gardens,'^ 
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They  draw  the  copious  fry.    With  thefe,  at  eve, 

They  cheerful  loaded  to  their  tents  repair ; 

Where,  all  day  long  in  ufeful  care  employ'd. 

Their  kind  unblemifti'd  wives  the  fire  prepare. 

Thrice  happy  race  !  by  poverty  fecur'd 

From  legal  plunder  and  rapacious  power  :     _ 

In  whom  fell  intereft  never  yet  has  fown     [knew 

The  feeds  of  vice :  whofe  fpotlefs  fwains'  ne'er 

Injurious  deed,  nor,  blafted  by  the  breath 

Of  faithlefs  love,  their  blooming  daughters  woe. 

Still  preffing  on,  beyond  Tornea's  lake. 
And  Hecla  flaming  through  a  wafte  of  fnow, 
And  fartheft  Greenland,  to  the  pole  itfelf, 
't\'"here,  failing  gradual,  life  at  length  goes  out. 
The  mufe  expands  her  folitary  flight ; 
And,  hovering  o'er  the  wild  ftupendous  fcerie< 
Beholds  new  feas  beneath,  another  flcy  *. 
Thron'd  in  his  palace  of  cerulean  ice, 
Here  Winter  holds  his  unrejoicing  court ; 
And  through  his  airy  hall  tne  loud  mifrule 
Of  driving  tempcfl  is  for  ever  heard  : 
Here  the  grirri  tyrant  meditates  his  Wrath  ; 
Here  arms  his  winds  tvith  all-fubduing  froft  ; 
Moulds  his  fierce  hail,  and  treafures  up  his  fnows, 
With  which  he  now  opprefles  half  the  globe. 

Thence  winding  eaftward  to  the  Tartar's  coafl:. 
She  fweeps  the  howling  margin  of  the  main  ; 
Where  undiflbiviiig,  from  the  firft  of  time. 
Snows  fwell  on  fnows  amazing  to  the  flcy ; 
And  icy  mountains  high  on  mountains  pil'd, 
Seem  to  the  fliiveriiig  failor  from  afar, 
Shapelefs  and  white,  an  atmofphere  of  clouds. 
Projedted  hue,  and  horrid,  o'er  the  furge, 
Alps  frov.'n  on  Alps ;  or  crufhing  hideous  down, 
As  if  old  Chaos  was  again  return'd, 
Wide-Tend  the  deep,  and  fliake  the  folid  pole. 
Ocean  itfelf  no  longer  can  refifl. 
The  binding  fury ;  but,  in  all  its  fage 
Of  tempefl  taken  by  the  boundlefs  froft, 
Is  many  a  fathom  to  the  bottom  chain'd. 
And  bid  to  roar  no  more  :  a  bleak  expar.fe, 
Shagg'd  o'er  with  wavy  rocks,  cheerlefs  and  void 
Of  every  life,  that  from  the  dreary  months 
Flies  confcious  fouthward.     Miferable  they  ! 
Who,  here  entangled  in  the  gathering  ice. 
Take  their  laft  look  of  the  defcending  fun  ; 
While,  full  of  death,  and  fierce  with  tenfold  frofl:. 
The  long  long  night,  incumbent  o'er  their  heads. 
Falls  horrible.     Such  v/as  the  Briton's  f  fate. 
As  vf'ithf.rjl  prow,  ''what  have  not  Britons  dar'd!) 
He  for  the  paffage  fought,  attempted  fince 
So  much  in  vain,  and  feeming  to  be  flmt 
By  jealous  Nature  with  eternal  bars. 
In  thefe  fell  regions,  in  Arzina  caught. 
And  to  the  ftony  deep  his  idle  fliip 
Immediate  feal'd,  he  with  his  haplefs  crew. 
Each  full  exerted  at  his  feveral  talk. 
Froze  into  fliatues  •,  to  the  cordage  glued 
The  failor,  and  the  pilot  to  the  helm.  [ftream 

Hard  by  thefe  fliores,  where  fcarce  his  freezing 
Rolls  the  wild  Oby,  live  the  laft  of  men ; 
And  half-enliven'd  by  the  diftant  fun. 
That  rears  and  ripens  man,  as  well  as  plants. 
Here  human  nature  wears  its  rudcfl:  form. 


*   The  other  hemifphere. 

t  Sir   Hugh    JV'illoutthby,  fcr.t  hy  ^fep  ^lixalislh 
te  dUcDver  (be  north-tiji  ['°-£iig'!- 


Deep  from  the  piercing  feafon  fimk  in  caves, 
Here  by  dull  fires,  and  with  unjoyous  cheer. 
They  waile  the  tediou3  gloom.     Immers'd  in  furs, 
Doze  the  grofs  race.    Nor  fprightly  jeft,  nor  fong. 
Nor  tendernefs  they  know  ;  nor  ought  of  life, 
Beyond  the  kindied  bears,  that  ftalk  without. 
Till  morn  at  length,  her  rofes  drooping  all. 
Sheds  a  long  twilight  brightening  o'er  the  fields^ 
And  calls  the  quiver'd  favage  to  the  chafe. 

What  cannot  acftive  government  perform. 
New-moulding  man  !  wide-ftfetching  from  thefe 
A  people  favage  from  remotefl;  time,  [fliorts, 

A.  huge  neglecSed  empire,  one  vaft  Mind, 
By  Heaven  infpir'd,  from  Gothic  darknefs  call'd. 
Imsiortal  Peter  !  firft  of  monarchs !  he 
His  ftubborn  country  tam'd,  her  rocks,  her  fens, 
Her  floods,  her  feas,  her  ill-ffibmitting  fons ; 
And  while  the  fierce  barbarian  he  fubdued, 
To  more  exalted  foul  he  rais'd  the  man. 
Ye  Ihades  of  ancient  heroes,  ye  who  toil'd 
Through  long  fucceflive  ages  to  build  up 
A  labouring  plan  of  ftate,  behold  at  once 
The  wonder  done  !  behold  the  matchlefs  prince  ! 
Who  left  his  native  throne,  where  reign'd  till  then 
A  mighty  ftiadow  of  unreal  power  ; 
Who  greatly  fpurn'd  the  flothful  pomp  of  courts; 
And,  roaming  every  land,  in  every  port 
His  fceptre  laid  afide,  with  glorious  hand. 
Unwearied  plying'  the  mechanic  tool, 
Gather'd  the  feeds  of  trade,  of  ufeful  arts, 
Of  civil  wifdom,  and  of  martial  flcill. 
Charg'd  with  the  ftorf  3  of  Europe,  home  he  goctf ; 
Then  cities  rife  amid  th'  illumin'd  wafte; 
O'er  joylefs  deferts  fmiles  the  rur?.l  reign  ; 
Far  diftant  flood  to  flood  is  fecial  join'd  ; 
Th'  aftonifu'd  Euxine  hears  the  Baltic  roar  ; 
Proud  navies  ride  on  feas  that  never  foam'd 
With  daring  keel  before  ;  and  armies  ft  retch 
Each  ivay  their  dazzling  files,  reprcfljug  here 
The  frantic  Alexaiider  of  the  north, 
Arid  awing  there  ftern  Othman's  fliriftking  fons; 
Sloth  flies  the  land,  and  ignorance,  and  vice. 
Of  old  diftionour  proud :  it  glows  around. 
Taught  by  the  royal  hand  that  rons'd  the  whole, 
One  fcene  of  arts,  of  arms,  of  rifing  trade  : 
For  what  his  wifdom  plann'd,  and  power  enforc'd. 
More  potent  ftill,  his  great  example  fhow'd. 

Muttering,  the  winds  at  eve,  with  blunted  point. 
Blow  hollow-bluftering  from  the  fouth^   Subdued, 
The  froft  refolves  into  a  trickling  thaw. 
Spotted  the  mountains  fliine ;  loofe  fleet  defcends. 
And  floods  the  country  round.     The  rivers  fwell. 
Of  bonds  impatient.     Sudden  from  the  hills, 
O'er  rocks  and  woods,  in  broad  brown  cataradls, 
A  thoufand  fnow-fed  torrents  ftioot  at  once  ; 
And,  where  they  ruih,  the  wide-refoundingplaia 
Is  left  one  flimy  wafte.     Thofe  fuUen  feas. 
That  vrafti'd  th'  ungenial  pole,  will  reft  no  more 
Beneath  the  ftiackles  of  the  mighty  north ; 
But,  roufing  all  their  waves,  refiftlefs  heave. 
Arid  hark  !  the  lengtlicuing  roar  continuous  runs 
Athwart  the  rifted  deep  :  at  once  it  burfts. 
And  piles  a  thoufand  mountains  to  the  clouds. 
Ill  fares  the  bark  with  trembling  wretches  charg'd^ 
That,  toft  amid  the  floating  fragments,  moorj 
Beneath  the  ftielter  of  an  icy  iflc. 
While  night  o'erwhelms  the  fea,  and  horror  looks 
More  horrible.    Crtn  human  fvrce  endure 
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hrii'  affembied  mifchiefs  that  befiege  them  round  ? 
Heart-gnawing  hunger,  fainting  wearinefs, 
The  roar  of  winds  and  waves,  the  crufti  of  ice, 
Now  ceafing,  now  renew'd  with  louder  rage, 
And  in  dire  echoes  bellowing  round  the  main. 
More  to  embroil  the  deep,  leviathan 
And  his  unwieldy  train,  in  dreadful  fport, 
Tempeft  the  loofen'd  brine,   while  through  the 
Far  from  the  bleak  inhofpitable  fliore,        [gloom. 
Loading  the  winds,  is  heard  the  hungry  hf)wl 
Of  famifli'd  monflers,  there  awaiting  wrecks. 
Yet  providence,  that  cver-ifaiing  eye. 
Looks  down  with  pity  on  the  feeble  toil 
Of  mortal*  loft  to  hope,  and  lights  them  fafe. 
Through  all  this  dreary  labyrinth  of  fate. 

'Tisdone!  dread  Winter  fpreads  his  latefhgloonrs, 
And  reigns  tremendous  o'er  the  conquer'd  year. 
How  dead  the  vegetable  kingdom  lies  [ 
How  dumb  the  tuneful !  Horror  wide  extends 
His  defolate  domain.     Behold,  fond  man  ! 
§ee  here  thy  pi(ftur'd  life  ;  pafs  fome  few  years. 
Thy    flowering    Spring,    thy    Summer's    ardent 
Thy  fober  Autumn  fading  into  age,        [ftrength. 
And  pale  concluding  Winter  comes  at  laft, 
And'fhuts  the  fcene.     Ah  !  whither  now  are  fled, 
Thofc  dreams  of  greatnefs  ?  thofe  unfolid  hopes 
Of  happinefs  ?  thofe  longings  after  fame  ? 
Thofe  relllefs  cares  ?  thofe  bufy  buftling  days  ? 
Thofe  gay-fpcnt,  feftive  nights  ?    thofe    veering 

thoughts. 
Loft  between  good  and  ill,  that  fhar'd  thy  life ,' 


All  now  are  vanifli'd  !  Virtue  fole  furvives, 

Immortal  never-failing  friend  of  man, 

His  guide  to  happinefs  on  high.     And  fee  ! 

'Tis  come,  the  glorious  morn  !  the  fecond  birth 

Of  heaven  and  earth  !  awakening  Nature  hears 

The  neiv-creating  word,  and  ftarts  to  life. 

In  every  heighten'd  form,  from  pain  and  death 

For  ever  free.      The  great  eUmalfcheme, 

Involving  all,  and  in  a  perfeS  ivhoh 

Uniting,  as  the  profpedl  wider  fpreads. 

To  reafon's  eye  refin'd  clears  up  apace. 

Ye  vainly  wife  !  ye  blind  prefumptuous !  now. 

Confounded  in  the  duft,  adore  that  Power, 

And  Wifdom,  oft  arraigri'd  :  fee  now  the  caufe. 

Why  unaffuming  worth  in  fecret  Kv'd, 

And  dy'd,  negledted  :  Athj  the  good  man's  fhare 

In  life  was  gall  and  bitternefs  of  foul : 

Why  the  lone  widow  and  her  orphans-  pin'd 

In  ftarving  foHtude  ;  while  luxury, 

In  palaces,  lay  ftraining  her  low  thought. 

To  form  unreal  wants  :  why  heaven-born  truth. 

And  moderation  fair,  wore  the  red  marks 

Of  fuperftition's  fcourge  :  why  licens'd  pain 

That  cruel  fpoiler,  that  embofom'd  foe, 

Imbitter'd  all  our  blifs.     Ye  good  diftreft! 

Ye  noble  few  !  who  here  unbending  ftand 

Beneath  life's  preffure,  yet  bear  up  a  while, 

And  what  your  bounded  view,  which  only  faw 

A  little  part,  deem'd  evil,  is  no  more  : 

The  ftorms  of  wintery  time  will  quickly  pafs^ 

Apd  one  unbounded  Spring  encircle  all. 


HYMN. 


These,  as  they  change.  Almighty  Father,  thefe, 
Are  but  the  varied  God.     The  rolling  year 
Is  full  of  thee.     Forth  in  the  pleafmg  Spring 
Thy  beauty  walks,  thy  tendernefs  and  love. 
Wide  flufli  the  fields ;  the  foftening  air  is  balm  ; 
Echo  the  mountains  round  ;  the  foreft  fmiles  ; 
And  every  fenfe,  and  every  heart,  is  joy. 
Then  comes  thy  glory  in  the  Summer  months, 
With  light  and  heat  refulgent.     Then  thy  fun 
Shoots  full  perfection  through  the  fvvelling  year  : 
And  oft  thy  voice  in  dreadful  thunder  fpeaks  ; 
And  oft  at  dawn,  deep  noon,  or  falling  eve. 
By  brooks  and  groves,  in  hollow-whifpering  gales. 
Thy  bounty  fhines  in  Autumn  unconfin'd. 
And  fpreads  a  common  feaft  for  all  that  lives. 
In  Winter  awful  thou  !  with  clouds  and  ftorms 
Around  thee  thrown,  tempeft  o'er  tempeft  roll'd, 
Majeftic  darknefs  !  on  the  whirlwind's  wing, 
Riding  fublime,  thou  bidft  the  world  adore. 
And  humbleft  nature  with  thy  northern  blaft. 

Myfterious round!  what  flcill,  what  force  divine, 
Deep  felt,  in  thefe  appear !  a  (imple  train. 
Yet  fo  deUghtful  mixt  with  fuch  kind  art, 
Such  beauty  and  beneficence  combin'd  ; 
Shade,  unperceiv'd,  fo  foftening  into  fhadc ; 


And  all  fo  forming  an  harmonious  whole  ; 
That,  as  they  ftili  fucceed,  they  ravifti  ftill. 
But  wandering  oft,  with  brute  unconfcious  g3.ze, 
Man  marks  not  thee,  marks  not  the  mighty  hand, 
That  ever-bufy  wheels,  the  filent  foheres ; 
Works  in  the  fecret  deep  ;  fhoots,  fteaming, thence 
The  fair  profufion  that  o'erfpreads  the  Spring  : 
Flings  from  the  fun  diredh  the  flaming  day  ; 
Feeds  every  creature  ;  hurls  the  tempeft  forth; 
And,  as  on  earth  this  grateful  change  revolves. 
With  tranfport  touches  all  the  fprings  of  life. 

Nature  attend !  join  every  living  foul. 
Beneath  the  fpacious  temple  of  the  iky, 
In  adoration  join  ;  and,  ardent,  raife 
One  general  fong  !  to  him,  ye  vocal  gales, 
Breathefoft,v;hofe  fpirit  in  your  freftinefs  breathes: 
Oh,  talk  of  him  in  folitary  glooms  ! 
Where,  o'er  the  rock,  the  fcarcely  waving  pine 
Fills  the  brown  ftiade  with  a  religious  awe. 
And  ye,  whofe  bolder  note  is  heard  afar, 
Who  ftiake  th'  aftonilh'd  world,  Uft  high  to  heavca 
Th'  impetuous  fong,  and  fay  from  whom  you  rage. 
His  praife,  ye  brooks,  attune,  ye  trembling  rilis  } 
And  let  me  catch  it  as  I  mufe  along. 
Ye  headlong  torrents,  rapid,  and  profound 
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Ye  fofter  floods,  that  lead  the  humid  maze 
Along  the  vale  ;  and  thou,  majeftic  main, 
A  fecret  world  of  wonders  in  thyfelf, 
Sound  his  Aupendous  praife  ;  whofe  greater  voice 
Or  bids  you  roar,  or  bids  your  roarings  fall. 
Jjoft-roll  your  incenfe,  herbs  and  fruits,  and  flowers. 
In  mingled  clouds  to  him  ;  whofc  fun  exalts, 
Whofe  breath  perfumes  you,   and   whofe  pencil 

paints. 
Ye  forefts  bend,  ye  harvefts  wave,  to  him ; 
Breathe  your  flill  fong  into  the  reaper's  heart. 
As  home  he  goes  beneath  the  joyous  moon. 
Ye  that  keep  watch  in  heaven,  as  earth  afleep 
Unconfcious  lies,  efFufe  your  mildeft  beams. 
Ye  conflellations,  while  your  angels  flrike. 
Amid  the  fpangled  iky,  the  filver  lyre. 
Great  fource  of  day  !  beft  image  here  below 
Of  thy  Creator,  ever  pouring  wide, 
From  world  to  world,- the  vital  ocean  round. 
On  nature  write  with  every  beam  his  praife. 
The  thunder  rolls  :  be  hufh'd  the  proflrate  world; 
While  cloud  to  clcud  returns  the  folemn  hymn. 
Bleat  out  afrefh,  ye  hills  :   ye  mcffy  rocks. 
Retain  the  found :  the  broad  refponfive  lovve. 
Ye  vallies,  raife ;  for  the  Great  Shepherd  reigns ; 
And  his  unfuffertng  kingdom  yet  ■will  come. 
Ye  woodlands  all  awake  ;  a  boundlefs  fong 
Eurft  from  the  groves  !  and  when  the  reftlefs  day 
Expiring,  lays  the  warbling  world  afleep, 
Sweeteft  of  birds  !  fweet  Philomela,  charm 
The   lift;ening  fliades,    and  teach  the  night  his 

praife. 
Ye  chief,  for  whom  the  whole  creation  fmiles. 
At  once  the  head,  the  heart,  and  tongue  of  all, 
Crown  the  great  hymn  '  in  fwarming  cities  vaft, 


Affembled  men,  to  the  deep  organ  join 

The  long-refounding  voice,  oft-breaking  clear, 

At  folemn  paufes,  through  the  fwelling  bafe  ; ' 

And,  as  each  mingling  flame  increafes  each. 

In  one  united  ardor  rife  to  heaven. 

Or  if  you  rather  choofe  the  rural  ihade. 

And  find  a  fane  in  every  fecret  grove  ; 

There  let  the  fiiepherd's  flute,  the  virgin's  lay, 

The  prompting  feraph,  and  the  poet's  lyre. 

Still  ling  the  God  of  Seafons,  as  they  roll. 

For  me,  when  1  forget  the  darling  theme, 

Whether  the  bloflbm  blows,  the  fummer-ray 

RuflTets  the  plain,  injpiring  Autumn  gleams  ; 

Or  Winter  rifes  in  the  blackening  eaft ; 

Be  my  tongue  mute,  my  fancy  paint  no  more, 

And,  dead  to  joy,  forget  my  heart  to  beat. 

Should  fate  command  me  to  the  fartheft  verge 
Of  the  green  earth,  to  diftant  barbarous  climes. 
Rivers  unknown  to  fong  ;  where  firfl  the  fun 
Gilds  Indian  mountains,  or  his  fetting  beam 
Flames  on  th'  Atlantic  ifles  ;  'tis  nought  to  me  : 
Since  God  is  ever  prefent,  ever  felt. 
In  the  void  wafte  as  in  the  city  full ; 
And  where  he  vital  breathes,  there  mufl;  be  joy. 
When  ev'n  at  laft  the  folenan  hour  fliould  come, 
And  wing  my  myfiic  flight  to  future  worlds, 
I  cheerful  will  obey  ;  there,  with  new  powers. 
Will  riling  wonders  fing  :  I  cannot  go 
Where  Univerfal  Love  not  fmiles  rround, 
Sufliaining  all  yon  orbs,  and  all  their  funs ; 
Yvom/eemina  e-vil  flill  educing  ^ooi/. 
And  bitter  thence  again,  and  better  flill. 
In  infinite  progreflion.     But  I  lofe 
Myfelf  in  him,  in  Light  ineffable  ; 
Come  then,  expreflive  Silence,  mufe  his  praife. 


THE  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE, 

AN    ALLEGORICAL    POEM. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

This  poem  being  writ  in  the  manner  of  Spenfer,  the  obfolete  words,  and  a  fimplicity  of  dicfllon  in 
fome  of  the  hnes,  which  borders  on  the  ludicrous,  were  neceffary,  to  make  the  imitation  more  per- 
feiSl:.  And  the  ftyle  of  that  admirable  poet,  as  well. as  the  meaiiire  in  which  he  wrote,  are,  as  it  were, 
appropriated  by  cuftom  to  allegorical  poems  writ  in  our  language  ;  juft  as  in  French  the  Ityle  of  Marot, 
who  lived  under  Francis  I.  has  been  uied  in  tales  and  familiar  epiftles,  by  the  politell  writers  of  the 
age  of  Louis  XIV. 


AN  EXPLANATION  OF  THE  OBSOLETE  WORDS  USED  IN  THIS  POEM. 


ArchimagC^-i/6i  chief  or  grcaUji  of  magicians  or  en- 
chanters, 

Apaid— *-^j/V. 

Appal — affright. 

A  tvfeen'-i-betzucsn. 

A.y~al%ua.ys. 

Bale — -for r 01V,  trouble,  misfortune, 

Benempt — named. 

Blazon — -painting,  difplaying. 

"Breme—cold,  raiu.  , 

dro\— to  fing  fangs  of  joy. 

Caucus — the  north-eajl  ivind. 

Certe^— certainly. 

Dan— a  iv or d  prefixed  to  names, 

Tithlj—fkHfully. 

Depainted — painted. 

Drowfy-head — -droivfinefs. 

'Ez.th-—eafy . 

VAtioom^immediately,  often  afterwards> 

Eke- — afo. 

Fa.Yi— fairies. 

Gear  or  Geer— -furniture,  equipage,  drefs. 

Glaive — -fivord.     (Fr.) 

Glee — "joy,  pleafure, 

Han— Ziaii^. 

Hight — named,  called:  and  fomctimes  it  is  ufed  for 
is  called.     See  ftanza  vii. 

Idlels — Idlenefs . 

Imp — child,  or  offspring ;  frtnt    the  SaxQH  impan,  to 
graft  er  plant. 

¥,t^—for  cafl. 

L,^d— for  led. 

Lea — a  piece  of  land  or  meadonu; 

Libbard-Wir  ojiarf/. 

Lig— .'0  lie. 

LiOfel — a  loofe  idle  fellotu, 

"LtOVAwyg—boiving,  bending). 

Lithe — loofe,  lax. 

NVtVir^mingle. 

Moe— worif. 
Moil — to  labour. 

Mote — mights 
Vol.  IX, 


Muchel  or  Mochel,  much,  great. 

'i^-iX^cAe.i^—nt'uerthelefs, 

Ne — nor. 

Needments — neceffaries. 

Noui'fling — a  child  that  is  nurfed. 

Noyance — harm. 

Prankt — coloured,  adorned gayly. 

Pefdie  (Fr.  par  Dieu) — an  old  oath, 

Prick'd  through  the  forell — rode  through  thtforefit 

Sear- — i/rv,  burnt  up. 

'i^ttx\.-— bright ,  fbining. 

Sidk&v—fure,  furdy. 

Soot — fiveet,  or fiveetly. 

Sooth — -true,  or  truth. 

Stouxid-^^misfcrtune,  pung.  j 

Sweltry — fultry,  confuming  •with  heat, 

Swink — to  labour. 

Smackt — favoured. 

Thrall— y/aw. 

Tranfmew'd — Iransforntd. 

Vild — -vile. 

Unkempt  (Lat.  incomptus)  unadorneii 

Ween — to  think,  be  of  opinion. 

Weeti^/o  kntiv;   to  -cueet,  to  -wit. 

Whilom-i— iTi— tyii/f,  formerly. 

Wight — rnan. 

Wis,  for  Wift — to  knoiv,  think,  onderflancli 

Wonne — (a  noun)  d-Uielling. 

'Wvoks—iiireakti 

N.  B.  The  letter  T  is  frequently  placed  in  the  be- 
ginning of  a  word  by  Spenfer,  to  lengthen  it  a 
lyllable,  and  en  at  the  end  of  a  word,  for  the 
fame  reafon,  as  ivithouten,  cajlen,  &c. 

Yborn — horn. 

Yblent,  or  blent — Mended,  mingled, 

Yc\AA—clad. 
Y clf^eA— called,  named,. 
Yii-Tt— together. 
Ymo  1 1  e  n—m  ilted. 
Yode  (preter  tenfe  of  yedc)  -wtnt, 
P. 
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The  caftle  height  of  nidolence, 

And  its  falfe  luxury  ; 
Where  for  a  little  time,  alas  ! 

We  liv'd  right  jollily. 


O  MORTAL  man,  who  Hveft  here  by  toil. 
Do  not  complain  of  this  thy  hard  eflate  ; 
That  like  an  emmet  thou  muft  ever  moil, 
Is  a  fad  fentence  of  an  ancient  date  ; 
And,  certes,  there  is  for  it  reafon  great ; 
for,  though  fometimes  it  makes  thee  weep  and 

wail. 
And  curfe  thy  flar,  and  early  drudge  and  late, 
Withouten  thfX  would  come  an  heavier  bale, 
1-oofe  life,  unruly  paffions,  and  difeafes  pale. 

In  lowly  dale,  faft  by  a  river's  fide, 

With  woody  hill  o'er  hill  encompafs'd  found, 

A  moft  enchanting  wizard  did  abide, 

Than  whom  a  fiend  more  fell  is  no  where  found. 

It  was,  I  ween,  a  lovely  fpot  of  ground : 

And  there  a  feafon  atween  June  and  May, 

Half  prankt   with  fpring,   with   fummer   half 

imbrown'd, 
A  lifllefs  climate  made,  where,  footh  to  fay, 
Kg  living  wight  could  work,  ne  cared  ev'n  for  play. 

Was  nought  around  but  images  of  refl : 
Sleep-foothing  groves,  and  quiet  lawns  between ; 
And    flowery  beds  that  llumberous  influence 

keft. 
From  poppies  breath'd;   and  beds  of  pleafant 

green, 
Where  never  yet  was  creeping  creature  feen. 
Mean-time    unnumber'd  glittering    ftreamlets 

play'd. 
And  hurl'd  every-where  their  waters  flieen  ; 
That,  as  they  bicker'd  through  the  funny  glade. 
Though  reftlefs  ftill  themfelves,  a  lulling  murmur 

made. 

Join'd  to  the  prattle  of  the  purling  rills, 
Where  heard  the  lowing  herds  along  the  vale. 
And  flocks  loud-bleating  from  the  diftant  hills. 
And  vacant  fhepherds  piping  in  the  dale  : 
And  now  and  then  fweet  Philomel  would  wail. 
Or  flock-doves  plain  amid  the  forefl  deep. 
That  drowfy  ruftled  to 'the  fighing  gale ; 
And  ftill  a  coil  the  grafshopper  did  keep  ; 
Yet  all  thefe  founds  yblent  inclined  all  to  fleep. 

Pull  in  the  paffage  of  the  vale,  above, 
A  fable,  filent,  ^lemn  foreft  ft«ed ; 
3 


Where  nought  but  (hadowy  forms  was  feen  M 

move, 
As  Idlefs  fancy'd  in  her  dreaming  mood : 
And  up  the  hills,  on  either  fide,  a  wood 
Of  blackening  pines,  ay  waving  to  and  fro. 
Sent  forth  a  fleepy  horror  through  the  blood  ; 
And  where  this  valley  winded  out,  below, 
The  murmuring   main  was  heard,  and  fcarcelf 

heard,  to  flow. 

A  pleafing  land  of  drowfy-head  it  was. 
Of  dreams  that  wave  before  the  half-fiiut  eye; 
And  of  gay  caftles  in  the  clouds  that  pafs, 
For  ever  flulhing  round  a  fummer-lky  : 
There  eke  the  foft  delights,  that  witchingly 
Inftil  a  wanton  fweetnefs  through  the  breaft^ 
And  the  calm  pleafures  always  hover'd  nigh  ; 
But  whate'er  fmack'd  of  noyance,  or  unreft. 
Was  far  far  off  expell'd  from  this  delicious  neft. 

The  landfkip  fuch,  infpiring  perfedl  eafe, 
Where  Indolence  (for  fo  the  wizard  bight) 
Clofe-hid  his  caftle  mid  embowering  trees. 
That  half  fhut  out  the  beams  of  Phoebus  bright. 
And  made  a  kind  of  checker'd  day  and  night ; 
A4eanwhile,  unceaCng  at  the  maffy  gate. 
Beneath  a  fpacious  palm,  the  wicked  wight 
Wasplac'd;  and  to  his  lute,  of  cruel  fate,   [irftate. 
And  labour  harlh,  complain'd,  lamenting  man's 

Thither  continual  pilgrims  crowded  ftill, 
From  all  the  roads  of  earth  that  pafs  there  by  : 
For,  as  they  chaunc'd  to  breathe  on  neighbour- 
ing hill. 
The  frefhnels  of  this  valley  fmote  their  eye. 
And  drew  them  ever  and  anon  more  nigh ; 
Till  cluftering  round   th'  enchanter  falfe  they 
Ymolten  with  his  fyren  melody ;  [hung. 

While  o'er  th'  enfeebling  lute  his  hand  he  flung. 
And  to  the  trembling  chords  thefe  tempting  verfcs 
fung  : 

"  Behold  !  ye  pilgrims  of  this  earth,  behold  ! 
"  See  all  but  man  with  unearn'd  pleafure  gay : 
"  See  her  bright  robes  the  butterfly  unfold, 
"  Broke  from  her  wintery  tomb  in  prime  of  May  3 
"  What  youthful  bride  can  equal  her  array  \ 
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**  \'Vho  can  witli  her  for  eafy  pkalure  vie  ? 
"  Fr&ln  nif  ad  to  mead  with  gentle  wing  to  flray, 
"  From  llower  to  flower  on  bahuy  gales  to  fly, 
'*  Is  all  file  has  to  do  teneath  the  radiant  fky. 

"  Behold  the  merfy  mififtrels  of  the  morn, 

"  The  fwarming  Ibngfters  of  the  carek'fs  grove, 

"  Ten  thoufand  throats  !  that  from  the  flower- 

"  ing  thorUj 
"  Hymn  their  good  God,  and  carol  fweet  of 

«  love, 
"  Such  grateful  kindly  raptures  them  emove  : 
"  They  neither  plough,  nor  fow  ;  ne,  fit  for  flail, 
"  E'er  to  the  barn  the  nodding  fheaves  they 

"  drove  ; 
"  Yet  theirs  each  harvefl;  dancing  in  the  gale, 
**  Whatever  crowns  the  hill,  or  fmiles  along  the 

"  vale. 

"  Outeaft  of  niture,  man  !  the  wretched  thrall 
"  Of  bitter  dropping  fweat,  of  fweltry  pain, 
"  Of  cares  that  eat  away  thy  heart  with  gall, 
"  And  of  the  vices,  an  inhuman  train, 
*'  That  all  proceed  from  lavage  thirft  of  gain  ; 
"  For  when  hard-hearted  iHtereft;  firft  began 
"  To  polfon  earth,  Aftrasa  left  the  plain  ; 
"  Guile,  violence,  and  murder  feiz'd  on  man, 
"  And,   for  foft  milky   flreams,  with  blood  the 
"  rivers  ran. 

"  Come,  ye,  who  ftill  the  cumberous  load  of  life 
"  Pufti  hard  up  hill;  but  as  the  fartheft  fleep 
■'  You  trufl  to  gain,  and  put  an  end  to  flrife, 
"  Down  thunders  back  tnc  ftone  with  mighty 

"  fweep, 
'*  And  hurls  your  labours  to  the  valley  deep, 
"  For-ever  vain  ;   come,  and,  withouten  iec, 
"  I  in  oblivion  will  your  forrows  fleep, 
"  Your  cares,  your  toils,  will  fleep  you  in  a  fea 
"  Of  full  delight :  O  come,  ye  weary  wights,  to 

"  me  ! 

«<  With  me,  yoU  need  not  rife  at  early  dawn, 
"  To  pafs  th.=  joylefs  day  in  various  llounds  : 
"  Or,  louting  low,  on  upflart  fortune  fawn, 
•'  And  fell  fair  honour  for  fome  paltry  pounds ; 
"  Or  through  the  city  take  your  dirty  rounds, 

■     "  To  cheat,  and  duti,  and  lyfe,  arid  vilit  pay, 
•'  Now  flattering  bafe,  now  giving  fecretv^^ounds: 
"  Or  proul  in  courts  of  law  for  human  prey, 

"  in  vernal  fenate  thieve,  or  rob  on  broad  highway, 

"  No  cocks,  with  me,  to  ruftic  labour  call, 
"  From  village  on  to  village  founding  clear ; 
"  To  tardy  fwain  no  fhriU-voic'd  matrons  fquall; 
*'  No  dogs,  no  babes,  no  wives,  to  ftun  your  ear; 
"  No  hammers  thump ;    no  horrid  blackfmith 

«  fear, 
"  Ne  noify  tradefmen  your  fw^^et  flumbers  ftart, 
"  With  founds  that  are  a  mifery  to  hear  : 
•»'  But  all  is  calm,  as  would  delight  the  heart 
*'  Of  Sybai-ite  of  old,  dl  natdre,  and  all  art. 

"  Here  nought  but  candour  reigns,  indulgent 

"  eafe, 
"  GOod*tiatur'd   lounging,   fauntering    up   and 

"  down: 
"  They  who  are  pleas'd  therhfelves  muft  always 

«  pleafe  ; 
"  On  others'  ways  they  never  fquint  a  frown, 
"  Ner  heed  what  haps  in  haniiet  cv  in  town : 
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"  Thus,  from  the  luurce  of  tender  indolence, 
"  With  milky  blood  the  hea?t  iS  overflown, 
"  Is  footh'd  and  fweeten'd  by  the  fecial  feiife  ; 
"  For  iiiterefl,  envy,  pride,  and  ftrife  are  banilh'd 
"  hence. 

"  V/hat,  what,  is  virtue,  but  repofe  of  mind, 
"  A  pure  ethereal  calm,  that  kuows,no  ftorm  ^ 
"  Above  the  reach  of  wild  ambition's  wind, 
"  Above  the  paffions  that  this  world  deform, 
"  And  torture  imn,  a  proud  malignant  worm  ? 
"  But  here,  inflcad,  foft  gales  of  p:'.iIion  play,    - 
''  And  gently  Itir  the  heart,  thereby  to  form 
"  A  quicker  fenfe  of  joy  ;  as  breezes  ftray 
"  Acrofs  th'  enliven'd  fkies,  and  make  them  flill 
"  more  gay. 

"  The  befl  of  men  have  ever  lov'd  repofe  : 

"  They  hate  to  mingle  in  the  filthy  fray  ; 

"  Where  the  foul  fours,  and  gradual  rancou# 

"  gtows, 
"  Imbitter'd  hibre  from  peeviih  day  to  day. 
"  Ev'h  thofe  whom  Fame  has  lent  her  faireft  ray, 
"  The  mofl  renowh'd  of  worthy  weights  of  yorej 
"  From  a  tafe  world  at  laft  have  ftol'n  away  : 
"  So  Scipio,  to  the  foft  Cumfeati  ihbte 
''  PvCtiring,  tafted  joy  he  never  knew  before, 

"  But  if  a  little  exercife  you  chufe, 
"  Some  zefc  for  eafe,  'tis  not  forbidden  here. 
*'  Arriid  the  groves  you  may  indulge  th-  mufe^ 
"  Or  tend  the  blooms,  and  deck  the  vernal  yeatj 
"  Or  foftly  ftealing,  with  your  watery  gear, 
"  Along  the  brook,  the  crimfoti  fpbtted  fry 
"  You  inay  delude:  thewhilft,  ahius'd,  yoii  heaf 
"  Now  the  hoarfe  ftrearii,  and  nbw  the  zephyr'3 

"  Attuned  to  the  birds,  ahd  woodland  melody. 

"  O  grievous  folly  !  to  heap  up  eftate, 
"  Lofing  the  days  you  fee  beneath  the  fun  ; 
"  When,  fudden,  comes  blind  unrelenting  fate> 
"  And  gives  th'  untafled  portion  you  have  wohj 
"  With  ruthlefs  toil,  and  many  a  wretch  nndonCj 
"  To  thofe  who  mock  you  gone  to  Pluto's  reign, 
'*  There  with  fad  ghofts  to  pine,  and  fhadows 

"  dun : 
"  But  fure  it  is  of  vanities  mofl  -frain, 
"  To  toil  for  what  you  here  imtoilingrriay  obtain.' 

He  ceas'd.  But  ftill  their  trembling  ears  retain'd 
The<deep  vibrations  of  his  witching  fong  ; 
That,  by  a  kind  of  magic  power,  conftrain'd 
To  enter  in,  pell-mell,  the  liftening  throng. 
Heaps  pour'd  on  heaps,  and  yet  they  flipt  along, 
Ih  filent  eafe  :  as  when  beneath  the  beam 
Of  fummer-moons,  the  diflaht  woods  among. 
Or  by  fome  flood  all  filver'd  with  the  gleam, 
The  foft-embodied  fays  through  airy  portal  flreamJ 

By  the  fmooth  demon  fo  it  order'd  was. 
And  here  his  baneful  bounty  flrfl  began  : 
Though  fome  there  were  who  would  not  furthel^ 

pafs. 
And  his  alluring  baits  fufpefted  han. 
The  wife  dlftruft  the  too  fair  fpoken  man. 
Yet  through  the  gate  they  caft  a  wifliful  eye? 
i^^ot  to  move  on,  perdie,  iS  all  they  can ; 
For  do  their  very  beft  they  cannot  fly. 
But  often  each  way  look,  and  often  forely  £g&. 
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When  this  the  watchful  wicked  wizard  faw, 
With  fudden  fpring  he  leap'd  upon  them  ftrait ; 
And  fooa  as  touch'd  by  his  unhallow'd  paw, 
They  found  themfelves  within  the  curfed  gate  ; 
Full'hard  to  be  repafs'd,  like  that  of  fate. 
Not  flronger  were  of  old  the  giant  crew, 
Who  fought  to  pull  high  Jove  from  regal  flate; 
Though  feeble  wretch  he  feem'd  of  fallow  hue  : 
Certes,  who  bides  his  grafp,  willthatencounter  rue. 

For  whomfoe'er  the  villain  takes  in  hand, 
Their  joints  unknit,  their  fmews  melt  apace  ; 
As  lithe  they  grow  as  any  willow-wand, 
And  of  their  vanifh'd  force  remains  to  trace  : 
So  when  a  maiden  fair,  of  modell  grace, 
In  all  her  buxom  blooming  May  of  charms, 
Is  feiz'd  in  fome  lofel's  hot  embrace. 
She  waxeth  very  weakly  as  flie  warnis. 
Then  fighing  yields  her  uptolove'sdelicious  harms. 

Wak'd  by  the  crowd,  flow  from  his  bench  arofe 
A  comely  full-fpread  porter,  fwoln  with  fleep  : 
His  cahii,  broad,  thoughtlefs  afped  breath'd  re- 

pofe  ; 
And  in  fweet  torpor  he  was  plunged  deep, 
Ne  could  himfcK'from  ceafekfs  yawning  keep  ; 
While  o'er  his  eyes  the  drowfy  liquor  ran. 
Through  which  his  half-wak'd  foul  would  faint- 
ly peep. 
Then  taking  his  black  flafF  he  call'd  his  man. 
And  rous'd  himfelf  as  much  as  roufe  himfelf  he  can. 

The  lad  leap'd  lightly  at  his  mailer's  call. 
Ke  was,  to  weet,  a  little  roguifn  page. 
Save  fleep  and  r<lay  who  minded  nought  at  all, 
Like  moll  the  untaught  ilriplingc,  of  his  age. 
This  boy  he  kept  each  band  to  difengage. 
Garters  and  buckles,  talk  for  him  unfit. 
But  ill-becoming  his  grave  peribnage, 
And  which  his  portly  paunch  Vvould  not  permit. 
So  this  fame  limber  page  to  all  performed  it. 

Meantime  the  mailer-porter  wide  difplay'd 
Great  flore  of  caps,  of  flippers,  and  of  gowns  ; 
Wherewith  he  thofe  that  enter'd  in,  array'd 
JLoofe,  as  the  breeze  that  plays  along  the  downs, 
And  waves  the  fummer-woods  when   evening 

■   frowns. 
O  fair  undrefs,  bell  drefs !  it  checks  no  vein, 
But  every  flowing  limb  in  pleafure  drowns. 
And  heightens   cafe  with  grace.     This   done, 
right  fain. 
Sir  porter  fat  him  down,  and  turn'd  to  fleep  again. 

Thus  eafy  rob'd,  they  to  the  fountain  fped. 
That  in  the  middle  of  the  court  un-threw 
A  Ilream,  high-fpouting  from  its  liquid  bed, 
And  falling  back  again  in  drizzly  dew  .   [drew. 
There  each  deep  draughts,  as  deep  he  thirfled. 
It  was  a  fountain  of  Nepenthe  rare  :         [grew. 
Whence,  as  Dan  Homer  fings,  huge  pleafaunce 
And  fweet  oblivion  of  vile  earthly  care ; 
Fair  gladfcme  waking  thoughts,  and  joyous  dreams 
more  fair. 

This  rite  perform'd,  all  inly  pleas'd  and  flill, 
Withouten  tromp,  was  proclamation  mr.de. 
"  Yc  fons  of  Indolence,  do  what  you  will ; 
«'  And  ^vander  where  yon  lift,  through'  hall  or 
•<  glade ! 
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"  Be  no  man's  pleafure  fftr  another  ftaid  ; 
"  L,et  each  as  likes  him  ball  his  hours  employ", 
"  And  curs'd  he  he  who  minds  his  neighbour'* 

"  trade  ! 
"  Here  dwells  kind  eafe  and  unreproving  joy  : 
"  He  little  merits  blifswho  others  can  annoy." 

Strait  of  thefe  endlefs  numbers,  fwarraing  round. 
As  thick  as  idle  motes  in  funny  ray. 
Not  one  eftfoons  in  view  was  to  be  found. 
But  every  man  flroll'd  off  his  own  glad  way, 
Wide  o'er  this  ample  court's  blank  area, 
With  all  the  lodges  that  thereto  pertain'd, 
No  living  creature  could  be  feen  to  flray ; 
While  folitude  and  perfe(Sl  filence  reign'd  : 
So  that  to  think  you  dreamt  you  almoft  was  con^ 
flrain'd. 

As  when  a  fhepherd  of  the  Hebrid-ifles, 
Plac'd  far  amid  the  melancholy  main, 
(Whether  it  be  lone  fancy  him  beguiles ; 
Or  that  aerial  beings  fometimes  deign 
To  (land  embodied,  to  our  fenfcs  plain) 
Sees  on  the  naked  hill,  or  valley  low. 
The  whilft  in  ocean  Phoebus  dips  his  wain, 
A  vafl  afiembly  moving  to  and  fro ; 
Then  all  at  once  in  air  diffolves  the  wondrousfhow. 

Ye  gods  of  quiet,  and  of  fleep  profound  ! 
Whofe  foft  dominion  o'er  this  caflle  fways. 
And  all  the  widely-filent  places  round, 
Forgive  me,  if  my  trembling  pen  difplays 
What  never  yet  was  fung  in  mortal  lays. 
But  how  Ihall  I  attempt  fuch  arduous  firing, 
I  v/ho  have  fpent  my  nights  and  nightly  days. 
In  this  foul-deadening  place,  loofe-loitering  ? 
Ah!  how  fhall  I  for  this  uprear  my  molted  wing? 

Come  on,  my  mufe,  nor  {loop  to  low  defpair. 
Thou  imp  of  Jove,  touch'd  by  celeflial  fire  ! 
Thou  yet  fhalt  fing  of  war,  and  adlions  fair, 
Whicli  the  bold  fr.iis  of  Britain  will  infpire  ; 
Of  ancient  barc,^  tliou  yet  fliall  fweep  the  lyre  ; 
Thou  yet  fhall  tread  in  tragic  pall  the  llage,. 
Paint  love's  enchanting  woes,  the  hero's  ire. 
The  fages  calm,  the  patriot's  noble  rage,     [age. 
Dafhing  corruption  down  through  every  wortiilcfs 

The  doors,  that  knew  no  fhrill  alarming  bell, 
Ne  curfed  knocker  ply'd  by  villain's  hand, 
Self-open'd  into  halls,  where,  who  can  tell 
What  elegance  and  grandeur  wide  expand 
The  pride  of  Turkey  and  of  Perfia  land  ? 
Soft  quilts  on  quilts,  on  carpets  carpets  fpreaci. 
And  couches  ilretch'd  around  in  feemly  band  ; 
And  endlefs  pillows  rife  to  prop  the  head ; 
So  that  each  fpacious  room  v/asone  full-fwelling-bed. 

And  every  where  huge  covcr'd  tables  flood. 
With   wines   high  flavour'd   and   rich   viands 

crown'd ; 
Whatever  fprightly  juice  or  tafleful  food 
On  the  green  bofom  of  thin  earth  are  found, 
And  all  old  ocean  genders  in  his  round  : 
Some  hand  unfecn  thefe  filcntly  difplay'd, 
Ev'n  undemandcd  by  a  fign  or  found  ; 
You  need  but  v/ifh,  and,  inilantly  obey'd, 
Fair  rang'd  the  dillies  toi'c,  aud  thick  the  glaflc* 

play'd. 
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Here  freedom  reign'd,  without  the  leaft  alloy  ; 
Nor  goffip's  tale,  nor  ancient  maiden's  gall, 
Nor  faintly  fpleen  durft  murmur  at  our  joy, 
And  with  envenom'd  tongue  our  pleafures  pall. 
For  why?  there  was  but  one  great  rule  for  all ; 
To  wit,  that  each  fhou'd  work  his  own  defire, 
And  eat,  drink,  fludy,  fleep,  as  it  may  fall, 
Or  rhelt  the  time  in  love,  or  wake  the  lyre, 
And  carol  what,  unhid,  the  mufes  might  infpire. 

The  rooms  with  coftly  tapeftry  were  hung, 
Where  was  inwoven  many  a  gentle  tale  ; 
Such  as  of  old  the  rural  poets  fung, 
Or  of  Arcadian  or  Sicilian  vale  : 
Reclining  lovers,  in  the  lonely  dale, 
.Pour'd  forth  at  large  the  fweetly-tortur'd  heart ; 
Or,  fighing  tender  paffion,  fwell'd  the  gale. 
And  taught  charm'd  echo  to  refound  their  fmart; 
While  flocks,  woods,  flreams,  around,  repofe  and 
peace  impart. 

Thofe  pleas'd  the  moft,  where,  by  a  cunning 

hand, 
Depainted  v/as  the  patriarchal  age ; 
What  time  Dan  Abraham  left  the  Chaldee  land. 
And  paflur'd  on  from  verdant  flage  to  ftage. 
Where  fields  and  fountains  frefli  could  beil  en- 


Toil  was  not  then.     Of  nothing  took  they  heed, 
But  with  wild  beafts  the  fylvan  war  to  wage, 
And  o'er  vaft  plains  their  herds  and  flocks  to 
feed: 
Bleft  fons  of  Nature  they  !  true  golden  age  indeed ! 

Sometimes  the  pencil,  in  cool  airy  halls, 
Bade  the  gay  bloom  of  vernal  landfcapes  rife, 
Or  autumn's  varied  fliades  imbrown  the  walls  : 
Now  the  black  tempeft  ftrikes  th'  aftonifh'd  eyes, 
Now  down  the  fteep  the  flafhing  torrent  flies ; 
The  trembling  fun  now  plays  o'er  ocean  blue. 
And  now  rude  mountains  frown  amid  the  feies ; 
Whate'er  Lorraine  light-touch'd  with  foftening 
hue. 
Or  favage  Rofa  dafli'd,  or  learned  Pouflin  drew. 

Each  found  too  here,  to  languiftiment  inclin'd, 
Lull'd  the  weak  bofom,  and  induced  eafe. 
Aerial  mufic  in  the  warbling  wind. 
At  didance  riling  oft  by  frnall  degrees, 
Nearer  and  nearer  came,  till  o'er  the  trees 
It  hung,  and  breath'd  fuch  foul-diflblving  airs. 
As  did,  alas !  with  foft  perdition  pleafe : 
Entangled  deep  in  its  enchanting  fnares, 
Thf  liftening  heart  forgot  all  duties  and  all  cares. 

A  certain  mufic,  never  known  before, 
Here  lull'd  the  penfive  melancholy  mind  ; 
Full  eafily  obtain'd.     Behoves  no  more. 
But  fidelong,  to  the  gently-waving  wind, 
To  lay  the  well-tun'd  inlkument  reclin'd; 
From  which,  with  airy  flying  fingers  light. 
Beyond  each  mortal  touch  the  moft  refin'd. 
The  god  of  winds  drew  founds  of  deep  delight : 
Whence,  with  juft  caufe,  the   harp  of  ^olus  it 
hight. 

Ah  me  !  what  hand  can  touch  the  firing  fo  fine  ? 
Who  up  the  lofty  diapafan  roll 
Such  fweet,  fuch  fad,  fuch  folemn  airs  divine, 
Then  let  them  down  again  into  the  foul  J 


Now  riCng  love  they  fann'd;  now  pleafinp  dol- 
Thcy  breath'd,  in  tender  mufings,  through  th^ 

heart ; 
And  now  a  graver  facred  flrain  they  flole,    ■ 
As  when  feraphic  hands  an  hymn  impart : 
Wild-warbling  nature  all,  above  the  reach  of  artt 

Such  the  gay  fplendor,  the  luxurious  flate, 
Of  Caliphs  old,  wh®  on  the  TyiTis'  fliore. 
In  mighty  Bagdat,  populous  and  ;j;reat. 
Held  their  bright    court,  v/here  was  of  ladiei 

ftore  ; 
And  verfe,  love,  mufic,  ftill  the  garland  wore  : 
When  fleep  was  coy,  the  bard  in  waiting  there, 
Chear'd  the  lone  midnight  with  the  mufe's  love ; 
Com.pofing  mufic  bade  his  dreams  be  fair, 
And  mufic  lent  new  gladnefs  to  the  morning  air. 

Near  the  pavilions  where  we  flept,  fWl  ran 
Soft-tinkling  fl;reams,  and  dafhing  waters  fell, , 
And  fobbing  breezes  fi,2;h'd,  and  oft  bei'an 
(So  work'd  the  wizard)  wJntery  ftorms  to  fwell. 
As  heaven  and  earth  they  would  together  mell : 
At  doors  and  windov/s,  threatening  feem'd  to 

call 
The  demons  of  the  tempefi:,  c^rowling  fell, 
Yet  the  leafi:  entrance  found  they  none  at  all ; 
Whence  fweeter  grew  our  fleep,  fecure  in  mairy 

hall. 

And  hither  Morpheus  fcnt  his  kindeft  dreams, 
Raifing  a  world  of  gayer  tindt  and  grace ; 
O'er  which  were  Ihadowy  caft  Elyfian  gleams. 
That  play'd,  in  waving  lights,  from  place  to 

place. 
And  filed  a  rofeate  fmile  on  nature's  face. 
Not  Titian's  pencil  e'er  could  fo  array, 
So  fierce  with  clouds  the  pure  ethereal  fpace  j 
Ne  could  it  e'er  fuch  melting  forms  difplay. 
As  loofe  on  flowery  beds  all  languifhingly  lay. 

No,  fair  illufions  !  artful  phantoms,  no  ! 
My  mufe  will  not  attempt  your  fairy-land : 
She  has  no  colours  that  like  you  can  glow  : 
To  catch  your  vivid  fcenes  too  grofs  her  hand. 
But  fure  it  is,  was  ne'er  a  fubtler  band 
Than  thefe  fame  guileful  angel- feeming  fprights, 
Who  thus  in  dreams,  voluptuous,  foft,  and  bland, 
Pour'd  all  th'  Arabian  Heaven  upon  her  nights. 
And  blefs'd  them  oft  befides  with  more  refin'd 
delights. 

They  were  in  footh  a  mofl;  enchanting  train, 
Ev'n  feigning  virtue;  flcilful  to  unite 
With  evil  good,  and  flrev/  v/ith  pleafure  pain. 
But  for  thofe  fiends,  whom  blood  and  broils  de— 

light ; 
Who  hurl  the  wretch,  as  if  to  hell  outright, 
Down,  dovv'n  black  gulfs,  where  fuUen  waters 

fleep. 
Or  hold  him  clambering  all  the  fearful  night 
On  beetling  cliffs,  or  pent  in  ruins  deep  ; 
They,  till  due  time  fhouid  ferve,   were  bid   far 

hence  to  keep. 

Ye  guardirin  fpirits,  to  whom  man  is  dear. 
From  thefe  foul  demons  fliield   the  midnight 

gloom : 
Angels  of  fancy  and  of  love,  be  near, 
Aiid  g'er  the  blank  of  fleep  diffufe  a  bloom ; 
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^voks  the  farre  J  flis^es  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
And  let  them  virtue  with  a  look  impart: 
But  chief,  a  while,  O  !  lend  us  from  the  tomb 
Thefe  long-loft  friends  for  whom  in  love  we 
finart, 
And  fill  with  pious  awe  and  joy-mixt  woe  the 
heart. 

Or  are  you  fportive — Bid  the  morn  of  youth 
Rif';  to  new  light,  and  beam  afrelh  the  days 
Of  innocence,  fimplicity,  and  truth  : 
To  cares  eftrang'd,  andifianhood's  thorny  w?ys. 
What  tranfport,  to  retrace  our  boyifh  plays, 
Our  eafy  blifs,  when  each  thing  joy  fupply'd; 
The  woods,  the  mountains,  and  the  warbling 

maze 
Of  the  wild  brooks  ! — But,   fondly  wandering 

wide, 
^Ty  raufe,refume  the  talk  that  yet  doth  thee  abide. 

One  great  amufement  of  our  houfehold  was, 
In  a  huge  cryfla!  magic  globe  to  fpy, 
Still  as  you  turn'd  it,  all  things  that  do  pafs 
Upon  this  ant-hill  earth  :  where  conflantly 
Of  idiy-bufy  men  the  reftlefs  fry 
Run  buftling  to  and  fro  with  foolifh  hafte, 
In  fearch  of  pleafure  vain  that  from  them  fly. 
Or  which  obt-ain'd  the  caitiffs  dare  not  tafle : 
.^hen  nothing  is  enjoy'd,  can   there  be  greater 
wafte  ?  " 

"  Of  vanity  the  mirror"  this  was  call'd. 
Here  you  a  muckworm  of  the  town  might  fee, 
At  his  dull  delk,  amid  his  legers  ftall'd, 
JEat  up  with  carking  care  ana  penurie ; 
JVIoft  like  to  carcafe  parch'd  on  gallowrtree. 
"  A  penny  favcd  is  a  penny  got ;" 
Firm  to  this  fcoundrel  maxim  keepeth  he, 
Ne  of  its  rigour  will  he  bate  a  jot, 
Till  it  has  quVnch'd  his  fire,  and  banllh'd  his  pot. 

Strait  froni  the  filth  cf  this  low  grub,  behol^ ! 
Comes  fluttering  forth  a  gaudy  Ipendthrift  heir, 
All  gloffy  gay,  enamel'd  all  with  gold. 
The  filly  tenant  of  the  fummer-air, 
In  folly  lofb,  of  nothing  takes  he  care  ; 
Pimps,  lawyers,  ftewards,  harlots,  flatterers  vile, 
And  thieving  tradefmen  him  among  them  fliare : 
His  father  s  ghoft  from  limbo-lak'=,  the  while, 
Sees  this,'  which  more  damnation  doth  upon  him 
pile. 

This  globe  pouriray'd  the  race  of  learped  men. 
Still  at  their  books,  and  turning  o'er  the  page, 
Backv/ards  and  forwards :  oft  they  fnatch  the 

pen, 
As  if  infpir'd,  and  in  a  Thefpian  rage  ; 
Then  write,  and  blirt,  as  would  your  ruth  en- 
gage-' 
Why,  authors,  all  this  fcrawl^nd  fcrlbbling  fore? 
To  lofe  the  prefent,  gain  the  future  age, 
Praifcd  to  be  when  you  can  hear  no  more, 
^rid'miicK    enrich'd    with   faipe,   whep    ufelefs 
worldly  ftore. 

Then  would  a  fplendid  city  rife  to  view, 
With  carts,  and'cars,  and  coaches,  roaring  all : 
Wifle  ppur'd  abroad  behold  the  giddy  crew  ; 
Ece  how  they  dafh  along  from  wall  to  wall  ! 
At  every  door,  hark  how  they  thundering  call ! 
popd  Lord  I  -whai  can  this  giddy  rout  excite  ? 


Why,  on  each  other  wifh  fell  tooth  to  fall ; 
A  neighbour's  fortune,  fanjc,  or  peace,  to  bligfir , 
And  make  new  tirefome  parties  for    the  coming 
night. 

The  puzzling  fons  of  party  next  appear 'd, 

In  dark  cabals  and  nightly  juntos  met; 

And  now  they  whifper'd  clofe,  now  Ihrugging, 

rear'd 
Th'  important  fhoulder  ;  then,  as  if  to  get 
New  light,  their  twinkling  eyes  were  inward  fet. 
No  fooner  Lucifer  recals  affairs, 
Than  forth  they  various  rufa  in  mi^ty  fret ; 
When,  lo!    pufh'd  up  to   power,  and  crown'd 
their  cares,  [flairs. 

In  comes  another  fett,   and  kicketh  them  dowQ 

But  what  mcfl  fliew'd  the  vanity  of  life, 
Was  to  behold  the  nations  ail  on  fire. 
In  cruel  broils  engag'd,  and  deadly  flrife  : 
Moll  Chriflian  kings,  inflam'd  by  black  defire, 
With  honourable  ruffians  in  their  hire, 
Caufe  war  to  rage,  and  blood  around  to  pour : 
Of  this  fad  work  when  each  begins  to  tire, 
They   fit   them   down  juft   where   they   were 
before,  [reftore. 

Till  for  new  feenes  of  woe  peace  fhall  their  force 

To  number  up  the  thoufands  dwelling  here. 
An  ufelefs  were,  and  eke  an  endlefs  tafic  ; 
From  kmgs,  and  thofe  who  ^t  the  helm  appear, 
To  gipfies  brown  in  fummer-glad.es  who  bafk. 
Yea  many  a  man  perdie  I  could  urimafk, 
Whofe  defk  and  table  make  a  folemn  {how, 
Witfj  tape-ty'd  trafh,  and  fuits  of  fools  that  afk 
For  place  or  penfion  laid  in  decent  row; 
But  thefe  I  paffen  by,  with  uamelefs  numbers  moc.^ 

Of  all  the  gentle  tenants  of  the  place, 
There  was  a  man  of  fpecial  prave  remark : 
A  certain  tender  gloom  o'erfpread  his  face, 
Penfive,  not  fad,  in  thought  involved,  not  dark. 
As  foon  this  man  could  fing  as  morning-lark, 
And  teach  the  noblcfl  morals  of  the  heart : 
But  thefe  his  talents  were  yburied  flark ; 
Of  the  fine  flores  he  nothing  would  impart. 
Which  or  boon  Nature  gave,  or  pature-painting 
Art. 

To  nqontide  fliades  incontinent  he  ran. 
Where  purls  the  brookwithfleep-inviting  found; 
Or  when  Dan  Sol  to  Cope  his  wheels  began, 
Amid  the  broom  he  bafk'd  him  on  the  ground. 
Where  the  wild  thyme  and  camomoil  arc  fouu<^  : 
There  would  he  linger,  till  the  latcfl  ray 
Of  light  fat  trernbhng  on.  the  welkin's  bound  ; 
Then  homeward  through  the  twilight  fhadows 
flray, 
Sauntering  and  flow.  So  had  he  pafTed  many  a  day. 

Yet  not  in  thoughtlefs  flumbcr  v/ere  they  part  ; 

For  oft  the  heavenly  fire,  that  lay  conceal'd 

Beneath  the  fleeping  embers,  mounted  faft. 

And  all  its  native  light  anev/  reveal'd : 

Oft  as  he  travers'd  the  cerulean  field, 

And  markt   the  clouds  that  drove  before  thf 

wind. 
Ten  thcufand  glcricu?  fyllcms  would  he  build. 
Ten  thoufand  grezt  ideas  fiil'd  his  mind ; 
But  wiih  the  clouds  they  fled,  an>i  Ic^t  do  Uii£  b8,» 
hind. 
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\<^ith  him  was  fometimes  join'd,  in  filent  walk, 
(Profoundly  filent,  for  they  never  fpoke) 
One  fhyer  ftill,  who  quite  detefled  talk : 
Oft,  flung  by  fpleen,  at  once  away  he  broke. 
To   groves   of  pine,  and  broad  o'erlhadowing 
There,  inly  thrill'd,  he  wander'd  all  alone,  [oak; 
And  on  himfelf  his  penfive  fury  wroke, 
Ne  ever  ntter'd  word,  fave  when  firft  flione 
The  glittering  flar  of  eve — "  Thank  heaven !  the 
"  day  is  done." 

Here  lurk'd  a  wretch,  who  had  not  crept  abroad 
For  forty  years,  ne  face  of  naortal  feen ; 
In  chamber  brooding  like  a  loathly  toad  : 
And  fare  his  Unen  was  not  very  clean.       [been 
Through  fecret  loop-holes,  that  had  praCtis'd 
Near  to  his  bed,  his  dinner  vile  he  took  ; 
Unkempt,  and  rough,  of  fqualid  face  and  mien, 
Our  caftle's  fliame !  whence,  from  his  filthy  nook. 
We  drove  the  villain  out  for  fitter  lair  to  look. 

One  day  there  chaunc'd  into  thefe  halls  to  rove 
A  joyous  youth  who  took  you  at  firft  fight ; 
Him  the  wild  wave  of  pleafure  hither  drove, 
Before  the  fprightly  tempeft  tofling  hght : 
Certes,  he  was  a  moft  engaging  wight, 
Of  focial  glee,  and  wit  humane,  though  keen, 
Turning  the  night  to  day,  and  day  to  night : 
For  him  the  merry  bells  had  rung,  I  ween. 
If  in  this  nook  of  quiet  bells  had  ever  been. 

But  not  ev'n  pleafure  to  excefs  is  good  : 
What  moft  elates  then  finks  the  foul  as  low  _: 
When  fpring-tide  joy  pours  in  with  copious 

flood. 
The  higher  ftill  th'  exulting  billows  flow. 
The  farther  back  again  they  flagging  go. 
And  leave  us  groveling  on  the  dreary  Ihore  : 
Taught  by  this  fon  of  joy  we  found  it  fo  ; 
Who,  whilft  he  ftaid,  kept  in  a  gay  uproar 

Our  madden'd  caftle  all,  tli'  abode    of  fleep  no 
more. 
As  when  in  prime  of  June  a  burnifh'd  fly,  [along, 
Sprung  from  the  meads,  o'er  which  he  fweeps 
Cheer'd  by  the  breathing  bloom  and  vital  Iky, 
Tunes  up  amid  thefe  airy  halls  his  fong. 
Soothing  at  firft  the  ^ay  repofing  throng : 
And  oft  he  fips  their  bowl;  or,  nearly  drown'd. 
He,  thence  recovering,  drives  their  beds  among. 
And  fcares  their  tender  fleep,  with  trump  pro- 
found ; 

Then  out  again  he  flies,  to  wing  his  mazy  round. 

Another  gueft  there  was,  of  fenfe  refin'd. 
Who  felt  each  worth,  for  every  worth  he  had  ; 
Serene,  yet  warm,  humane,  yet  firm  his  mind, 
As  little  touch'd  as  any  man's  with  bad  : 
Him  through  their  inmoft  walks  the  mufes  lad, 
To  him  the  facred  love  of  nature  lent. 
And  fometimes  would  he  make  our  valley  glad 
When  as  we  found  he  would  not  here  be  pent, 
To  him  the  better  fort  this  friendly  meflage  fent . 

«  Come,  dwell  with  us!    true  fon  of  virtue, 

"  come  ! 
«  But  if,  alas !  we  cannot  thee  perfnade, 
<'  To  lie  content  beneath  our  peaceful  dome,    . 
"  Ne  ever  more  to  quit  our  quiet  glade  ; 
«  Yet  when  at  laft  thy  toils  but  ill  apaid  [Jpark, 
«  Shall  dead  thy  fire,  aad  damp  its  heavenly 
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"  Thou  wilt  be  glad  to  feek  the  rural  fliade, 
"  There  to  indulge  the  mufe,  and  nature  mark: 
«  We  then  a  lodge  for  thee  will  rear   in  Hagley- 
«  Park." 

Here  whilom  ligg'd  th'  Efopus  *  of  the  age  ; 
But  call'd  "by  Fame,  in  foul  ypricked  deep, 
A  noble  pride  reftor'd  him  to  the  ftage. 
And  rous'd  him  like  a  giant  from  his  fleep. 
Ev'n  from  his  flumbers  we  advantage  reap  : 
With  double  force  th'  enliven'dfcene  he  vvaker. 
Yet  quits  not  nature's  bounds.     He  knows  to 

keep 
Each  due  decorum :  now  the  heart  he  fliakes, 
And  now  with  well-urg'd  fenfe  th'   enlighten'd 

judgment  takes. 

A  bard  hear  dwelt,  more  fat  than  bard  befeem? ; 
f  Who,  void  of  envy,  guile,  and  luft  of  gain. 
On  virtue  ftilL  and  nature's  pleafing  themes, 
Pour'd  forth  his  unpremeditated  ftrain  : 
The  v^orld  forfaking  with  a  calm  difdain 
Here  laugh'd  he  carejefs  in  his  eafy  feat ; 
Here  quafF'd  encircled  with  the  joyous  train, 
Oft  moraUzing  fage  ;  his  ditty  fweet 
He  loathed  much  to  write,  n;  cared  to  repeat. 

Full  oft  by  holy  feet  our  ground  was  trod. 
Of  clerks  good  plenty  here  you  mote  efpy. 
A  little,  round,  fat,  oily  man  of  God, 
\Vas  one  I  chiefly  mark'd  abiong  the  fry  : 
He  had  a  roguifti  twinkle  in  his  eye. 
And  ftione  all  glittering  with  ungodly  de-W, 
If  a  tight  damfel  chaunc'd  to  trippen  by  ; 
Which  when  obierv'd,  he  fhrunk  into  his  mew. 
And  ftrait  would  recoiled  his  piety  anew. 

Nor  be  forgot  a  tribe,  who  minded  nought 
(Old  inmates  of  the  place)  but  ftate  affairs  :     • 
They  look'd,  perdie,  as  if  they  deeply  thought  j 
And  on  their  brow  fat  every  nation's  cares. 
The  world  by  them  is  parcell'd  out  in  fliares, 
Wh  n  in  the'hall  of  fmoke  they  congrefs  hold, 
And  tlie  fage  berry  fun-burnt  Mocha  bears 
Has  clear'd  their  inward  eye  :  then,  fmoke-en- 
roll'd. 
Their  oracles  break  forth  myfterious  as  of  old. 

Here  languid  beauty  kept  her  pale-fac'd  cou;-t : 
Bevies  of  dainty  dames,  of  high  degree. 
From  every  quarter  hither  made  refort ; 
Where,  from  grofs  mortal  care  and  bufmefs 

free. 
They  lay,  pour'd  out  in  eafe  and  hixury. 
Or  ftiould  they  a  vain  fliow  of  work  alTume^ 
Alas  !  and  v,e'l-a-day  !  what  can  it  be  ? 
To  knot,  to  twi.l,  to  range  the  vernal  bloom  ; 
But  far  is  caft  the  diftaff,   fpinning-wheel,  and 

loom. 

Their  only  labour  was  to  kill  the  time  ; 

And  labour  dire  it  is,  and  weary  woe. 

They  fit,  they  loll,  turn  o'er  fome  idle  rhyme  ; 

Then,  rifing  fudden,  to  the  glafs  they  go, 

Or  faunter  forth,  with  tottering  ftep  and  flow. 

This  foon  too  rude  an  exercife  they  find ; 

Strait  on  the  couch  their  limbs  again  they  throw. 
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Where  hours  and  hours  they  %hing  lie  reclin'd, 
And  court  the  vapoury  god  foft-brsathing  in  the 
wind. 

Now  muft  I  mark  tlie  villany  we  found, 
But  ah  !  too  late,  as  fliall  eftibons  be  fliewn. 
A  place  here  was,  deep,  dreary,  under  ground  ; 
Where  ftiilour  inmates,  when  unpleafing  grown, 
Difeas'd,  and  loathfome,  privily  were  thrown. 
Far  from  the  light  of  heaven,  they  languilh'd 
Unpity'd  uttering  many  a  bitter  groan ;  [there, 
For  of  thefe  wretches  taken  v.as  lio  care  : 
Fierce  fiends,  and  hags  of  hell,  their  only  nurfes 
were. 

Alas !  the  change  !  from  fcenes  of  joy  and  reft, 
To  this  dark  den,  where  ficknefs  tofs'd  alway. 
Here  lethargy,  with  deadly  fleep  oppreft, 
Stretch'd  on  his  back,  a  mighty  lubbard,  lay. 
Heaving  his  fides,  and  fnored  night  and  day; 
To  ftir  him  from  his  traunce  it  was  not  eath, 
And  his  half-open'd  eyne  he  fhut  ftraitway  : 
He  led,  I  wot,   the  fofteft  way  to  death. 
And  taught  withouten  pain  and  ftrife  to  yield  the 
breath. 

Of  limbs  enormous,  but  withal  unfound, 
Soft  fwoln  and  pale,  here  lay  the  hydropfy : 
Unwieldy  man  ;  with  billy  monftrous  round, 
For  ever  fed  with  watery  fupply  : 
For  ftill  he  drank,  and  yet  he  ftill  was  dry. 
And  moping  here  did  Hypochondria  fit. 
Mother  of  fpleen,  in  robes  of  various  dye, 
Who  vexed  was  full  oft  with  ugly  fit; 
And  fome   her   frantic   deera'd,    and    fome  her 
deem'd  a  wit. 

A  lady  proud  fhe  was,  of  ancient  blood, 
Yet  oft  her  fear  her  pride  made  crouchen  low  : 
She  felt,  or  fancy'd  in  her  fluttering  mood, 
All  the  difeafes  which  the  fpitdes  know. 
And  fought  all  phyfic  which  the  Ihops  beftow, 
And  ftill  new  leaches  and  new  drugs  would  try, 
Her  humour  ever  wavering  to  and  fro  ;       ["cry. 
For  fometimes  ftie  would  laugh,  and  fo'metimes 
Then  fudden  waxed  wroth,  and  all  flie  knew  not 
why. 
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Faft  by  her  fide  a  liftlefs  maiden  pin'd, 
Withach!nghead,andfqueamifhheart-burnings- 
Pale,  bloated,  cold,  fhe  feem'd  to  hate  mankind', 
Yet  lov'd  in  fecret  all  forbidden  things. 
And  here  the  tertian  fhakf.s  his  chilling  wings  ; 
The  fleeplefs   gout   here    counts   the   crowing 

cocks, 
A  wolf  now  gnaws  him,  now  a  ferpent  ftings  ; 
Whilft  apoplexy  cramm'd  intemperance  knocks 
Down  to  the  ground  at  once,  as  butcher  felleth  ox. 
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The  knight  of  arts  and  induftry. 
And  his  atchievcments  fair; 

That  by  h's  caftle's  overthrow, 
Sccur'd  and  crowned  were. 

Escap'd  the  caftle  of  the  fire  of  fin, 

Ah  !  where  fliall  I  fo  fweet  a  dwelling  find  ? 

For  all  around,  without,  and  all  within, 


Nothing  fave  what  delightful  was  and  kind. 
Of  goodncfs  favouring  and  a  tender  mind. 
E'er  rofe  to  view.     But  now  another  ftrai'n 
Of  doleful  note,  alas  !  remains  behind  :       ' 
I  now  mnft  fing  of  pleafure  turn'd  to  pain. 
And  of  the  falfe  enchanter  kdolence  complain. 
Is  there  no  patron  to  prote<ft  the  miife. 
And  fence  for  her  Parnafius'  barren  foil  ? 
To  every  labour  its  reward  accrues, 
And  they  are  fure  of  bread  who  fwink  and  moil  • 
But  a  fell  tribe  th'  Aonian  hive  defpoil. 
As  ruthlefs  v.-Ufps  oft  rob  the  painful  bee  : 
Thus  while  the  laws  not  guard  thatnobleil  toil. 
Ne  for  the  other  Mufes  meed  decree,  ' 

They  praifed  are  alone,  and  ftarve  right  merrily. 
I  care  not.  Fortune,  what  you  me  deny : 
You  cannot  rob  me  of  free  Nature's  grace  • 
You  cannot  fhut  the  windows  of  the  iky. 
Through  which  Aurora  fliows  her  brighten 

ing  face ;  ' 

You  cannot  bar  my  conftant  feet  to  trace 
The  woods  and  lawns,  by  living  ftream,  at  evei 
Let  health  my  nerves  and  finer  fibres  brace. 
And  I  their  toys  to  the  great  children  leave  :' 
Of  fancy,  reafon,   virtue,  nought  can  me  bereave. 
Come  then,  my  mufe,  and  laife  a  bolder  fong  : 
Come,  hg  no  more  upon  the  bed  of  floth. 
Dragging  the  lazy  Iknguid  line  alono-, 
Fond  to  begin,  but  ftill  to  finiih  loth, 
Thy  half-wit  fcrolls  all  eaten  by  the  moth  : 
Arife,  and  fing  that  generous  imp  of  fame. 
Who  with  the  fons  of  foftnefs  nobly  wroth. 
To  Aveep  away  this  human  lumber  came. 
Or  in  a  chofen  fev/  to  roufe  the  Cumbering  flame. 
In  Fairy-land  there  liv'd  a  knight  of  old. 
Of  feature  ftern,  Selvaggio  well  yclep'd, 
A  rough  unpolifli'd  man,  robuft  and  bold, 
Butwondrocs  poor  :  he  neither  fow'dnor  reap'd, 
Ne  ftores  in  fummer  for  cold  winter  heap'd  ; 
In  hunting  all  his  days  away  he  wore  ; 
Nowfcorch'dbyjune.now  in  Novemberfteep'd, 
Now  pinch'd  by  biting  January  fore. 
He  ftill  in  woods  purfued  the  libbard  and  the  boar. 
As  he  one  morning,  long  before  the  dawn, 
Pnck'd  through  the  foreft  to  diflodge  his  prey. 
Deep  m  the  winding  bofom  of  a  lawn, 
With  wood  wild-fring'd,  he  mark'd  a  taper's 

ray. 
That  from  the  beating  rain,  and  wintery  fray. 
Did  to  a  lonely  cot  his  fteps  decoy  ; 
There,  up  to  earn  the  needments  of  the  day. 
He  found  dame  poverty,  nor  fair  nor  coy : 
.Her  he  comprefs'd,  ^nd  fill'd  her  with  a  lufty  boy. 
Amid  the  green-wcod  ftiade  this  boy  was  bred. 
And  grew  at  laft  a  knight  of  muchel  fame. 
Of  adive  mind  and  vigorous  luftyhed. 
The  Knight  of  Arts  and  Induftry  by  name. 
Earth  was  his  bed,  the   boughs   his  roof  did 

frame  ; 
He  knew  no  beverage  but  the  flowing  ftream  ; 
His  tafteful  wcU-earn'd  food  the  fylvan  game. 
Or  the  brown  fruit  with  which  the  woodlands 
teem : 
The  fame  to  him  glad  fummer,  cr  the  winter 
breme. 
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So  pafs'd  his  youthly  morning,  void  of  care, 
Wild  as  the  colts  that  through  the  commons  run ; 
For  him  no  tender  parents  troubled  were. 
He  of  the  foreft  feem'd  to  be  the  fon, 
And  certes  had  been  utterly  undone  ; 
But  that  Minerva  pity  of  him  took, 
With  all  the  gods  that  love  the  rural  wonne, 
That  teach  to  tame  the  foil  and  rule  the  crook ; 
Ne  did  the  facred  nine  difdain  a  gentle  look. 

Of  fertile  genius  him  they  nurtur'd  well, 
In  every  fcience,  and  in  every  art, 
By  which  mankind  tlie  thoughtlcfs  brutes  excel. 
That  can  or  ufe,  or  joy,  or  grace  impart, 
Difclofmg  all  the  powers  of  head  and  heart : 
Ne  were  the  goodly  esercifes  fpar'd. 
That  brace  the  nerves,  or  make  the  limbs  alert, 
And  mix  elaflic  force  with  firmnefs  hard : 
Was  never  knight  on  ground  mote  be  with  him 
compar'd. 

Sometimes,  with  early  morn,  he  mounted  gay 
The  hunter-fteed,  exulting  o'er  the  dale. 
And  drew  the  rofeat  breath  of  orient  day ; 
Sometimes,  retiring  to  the  fecret  vale, 
Yclad  in  fleel,  and  bright  with  burnifli'd  mail. 
He  flrain'd  the  bow,  or  tofs'd  the  founding 

fpear, 
Or  darting  on  the  goal  outftripp'd  the  gale, 
Or  wheel'd  the  chariot  in  its  mid-career, 
Or  ftrenuous  wreftled  hard  with  many  a  tough 
compeer. 

At  other  times  he  pry'd  through  Nature's  ftore, 
Whate'er  fhe  in  th'  ethereal  round  contains, 
Whate'er  fhe  hides  beneath  her  verdant  floor, 
The  vegetable  and  the  mineral  reigns ;    [mains. 
Or  elfe  he  fcann'd  the  globe,  thofe  fmall  do- 
Where  relllefs  mortals  fuch  a  turmoil  keep, 
Its  feas,  its  floods,  its  mountains,  and  its  plains; 
But  more  he  fearch'd  the  mind,  and  rous'd  from 
fleep, 
Thofe  moral  feeds  whence  we  heroic  adtions  reap. 

Nor  would  he  fcorn  to  fl;oop  from  high  purfuits 
Of  heavenly  truth,  and  pradiife  what  ihe  taught, 
Vain  is  the  tree  of  knowledge  without  fruits. 
Sometimes  inhandthefpade  or  plough  he  caught, 
Forth-calling   all    with    which  boon   earth    is 

fraught ; 
Sometimes  he  ply'd  the  {Irong  mechanic  tool, 
Or  rear'd  the  fabric  from  the  fineft  draught ; 
And  oft  he  put  himfelf  to  Neptune's  fchool, 
Fighting  with  winds  and  waves  on  the  vext 

ocean  pool. 

To  folace  then  thefe  rougher  toils,  he  try'd 
To  touch  the  kindling  canvas  into  life  ; 
With  nature  his  creating  pencil  vy'd, 
With  nature  joyous  at  the  mimic  ftrife  : 
Or,  to  fuch  fliapes  as  grac'd  Pygmalion's  wife 
He  hew'd  the  marble ;  or,  with  vari;d  fire, 
He  rous'd  the  trumpet  and  the  martial  fife, 
Or  bade  the  lute  fweet  tendernefs  infpirc,  [lyre. 
Or  verfee  fram'd  that  well  might  wake  Apollo's 

Accomplifli'd  thus  he  from  the  woods  iffued. 
Full  of  great  aims,  and  bent  on  bold  emprife ; 
The  work,  which  long   he  in  his  breall  had 

brew'd. 
Now  to  perform  he  ardent  did  deviTe ; 


To  wit,  a  barbarous  world  to  civilize. 
Earth  was  till  then  a  boundlefs  foreft  wild  5 
Nouc^ht  to  be  feen  but  favage  wood,  and  fldes; 
No  cities  nourifl\'d  arts,  no  culture  fmil'd. 
No  government,  no  laws,  no  gentle  manners  mild. 

A  raq;gcd  wight,  the  worft  of  brutes,  was  man; 
On  his  own  wretched  kind  he,  ruthlefs,  prey'd: 
The  ftrongeft  ftill  the  weakeft  over-ran  ; 
In  every  country  mighty  robbers  fway'd. 
And  guile  and  ruffian  force  were  all  their  trade. 
Ijife  was  a  fcene  of  rapine,  want,  and  woe ; 
Which  this  brave  kniglit,  in  noble  anger,  made 
To  fwear,  he  would  the  rafcal  rout  o'erthrow. 
For,  by  the  powers  divin;,  it  fliould  no  more  be 
fo! 

It  would  exceed  the  purport  of  my  fong. 
To  fay  how  this  bifi  fu,i  from  orient  climes 
Came  beaming  life  and  beauty  all  along, 
Befoie  him  chafing  indolence  and  crimes-. 
Still  as  he  pafs'd,  the  nations  he  fubiimes, 
And  calls  fortli  arts  and  virtues  v/ith  his  ray  ; 
Then   Egypt,  Greece,    and  Rome,    their   gol- 
den times 
Succeflive  had  ;  but  now  in  ruins  gray 
They  lie,  to  flavifli  floth  and  tyranny  a  prey. 

To  crown  his  toils.  Sir  Induftry  then  fpread 
The  fwelling  fail,  and  made  for  Britain's  coafl. 
A  fylvan  life  till  then  the  natives  led. 
In  the  brown  fliades  and  green-wood  foreft  lofl. 
All  carelefs  rambling  where  it  lik'd  them  mofl; : 
Their  wealth  the  wild-deer  bouncing  through 

the  glade ; 
They  lodg'd  at  large,  and  liv'd  at  nature's  coft  ; 
Save  fpear,  and  bow,  withouten  other  aid  ; 
Yet  not  the  Roman  ft.eel  their  naked  breaft;  dif- 

may'd. 

He  lik'd  the  foil,  he  lik'd  the  clement  Ikies, 
He  lik'd  the  verdant  hills  and  flowery  plains. 
Be  this  my  great,  my  chofen  iile  (he  cries). 
This,  whilft  my  labours  liberty  fuftains. 
This  queen  of  ocean  all  affault  difdains. 
Nor  lik'd  he  lefs  the  genius  of  the  land. 
To  freedom  apt,  and  perfevering  pains. 
Mild  to  obey,  and  generous  to  command, 
Temper'd  by  forming  Heaven  with  kindeflfirmeft 
hand. 

Here,  by  degrees,  his  mafter-work  arofe, 
Wiiatever  arts  and  induflry  can  frame  : 
Whatever  finifli'd  agriculture  knows, 
Fair  queen  of  arts!  from  heaven  itfelf  who  came, 
When  Eden  flourifh'd  in  unfpotted  fame  : 
And  ftill  with  her  fweet  innocence  we  find, 

.  And  tender  peace,  and  joys  without  a  name. 
That,  while  they  ravifh,  tranquillize  the  mind : 

Nature  and  art  at  once,  delight  and  ufe  combin'd. 

The  towns  he  quicken'd  by  meclianic  arts. 
And  bade  tlie  fervent  city  glow  with  toil ; 
Bade  focial  commerce  raife  renowned  niarts. 
Join  land  to  land,  and  marry  foil  to  foil. 
Unite  the  poles,  and  without  bloody  fpoil 
Biing  home  of  either  Ind  the  gorgeous  ftoi'es; 
Or,  Ihould  defpotic  rage  the  world  embroil. 
Bade  tyrants  tremble  on  remoteft  fhorcs, 
While  o'er  th'  encircling  deep  Britannia's  thun- 
der roars. 
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The  droopiBjf  mufcs  then  he  weftward  call'd, 
From  the  fam'd  city  by  Propontic  fea, 
What   time    the    Turk   th'   enfeebled  Grecian 
thrall'd ;  [free, 

Thence  from  their  cloifter'd  walks  he  fet  them 
And  brought  them  to  another  Caftalie, 
Where  Ifis  many  a  a  famous  nourfling  breeds  ; 
Or  where  old  Cam  foft-paces  o'er  the  lea 
In  penfive  mood,  and  tun'd  his  Doric  reeds. 
The  wbilft  his  flocks  at  large  the  lonely  Ihepherd 
feeds. 

Yet  the  fine  arts  were  what  he  finilh'd  leaft. 
For  why  ?  They  are  the  quinteflence  of  all, 
The  growth  of  labouring  time,  and  flow  in- 

creaft  ; 
Unlefs,  as  feldom  chances,  it  fhould  fall. 
That  mighty  patrons  the  coy  fillers  call 
Up  to  the  funfliine  of  uncumber'd  eafe,  [thrall. 
Where  no  rude  care  the  mounting  thought  may 
And  where  they  nothing  have  to  do  but  pleafe : 
Ah !    gracious  God !    thou  know'ft  they  alk  no 

other  fees. 

But  now,  alas !  we  live  too  late  in  time  : 
Our  patrons  now  ev'n  grudge  that  little  claim. 
Except  to  fuch  as  fleek  the  foothing  rhyme  ; 
And  yet,  forfcoth,  they  wear  Msecena's  name, 
Poor  fens  of  puft  up  vanity,  not  fame. 
Unbroken  fpirits,  cheer  !  flill,  ftill  remains 
Th'  Eternal  Patron,  Liberty ;  whofe  flame, 
While  Ihe  protedls  !  infpires  the  nobleft  ftrains. 
The  beft,  and  fweetefl  far,  are  toil-created  gains. 

When  as  the  knight  had  fram'd,  in  Britain-land 
A  matchlefs  form  of  glorious  government. 
In  which  the  fovereign  laws  alone  command, 
Laws  'ftablifh'd  by  the  public  free  confcnt, 
W^hofe  majcfty  is  to  the  fceptre  lent ; 
When  this  great  plan,  with  each  dependent  art. 
Was  fettled  firm,  and  to  his  heart's  content. 
Then  fought  he  from  the  toilfome  fcene  to  part. 
And  let  life's  vacant  eve  breathe  quiet  through 
the  heart. 

For  this  he  chofe  a  farm  in  Deva's  vale. 
Where  his  long  allies  peep'd  upon  the  main. 
-In  this  calm  feat  he  drew  the  healthful  gale, 
Here  mix'd  the  chief,  the  patriot,  and  the  fwain. 
The  happy  monarch  of  his  fylvan  train. 
Here,  fided  by  the  guardians  of  the  fold, 
He  walk'd  his  rounds,  and   cheer'd    his  bleft 

domain  : 
His  days,  the  days  of  unftain'd  nature,  roll'd, 
PvCplete  with  peace  and  joy,  like  patriarchs  of  old. 

Witnefs,  ye  lowing  herds,  who  gave  him  milk  ; 
Witnefs,  ye  flocks,  whofe  woolly  vellments  far 
Exceed  foft  India's  cotton,  or  her  C!k  ; 
Witnefs,  with  autumn  charg'd,  the  nodding  car. 
That  homeward  came  beneath  fweet  evenine's 

ftar,  ^ 

Or  of  September  moons  the  radiance  mild. 
O,  hide  thy  head,  abominable  war  : 
Of  crimes  and  ruffian  idlenefs  the  child  ! 
From   heaven    this  life    yfprung,   from  hell  thy 

glories  vild ! 

Nor  from  this  deep  retirement  banilh'd  was 

Th'  amufing  care  of  rural  induftry. 

Still,  as  v.'ith  grateful  change,  the  feafons  pafs, 


New  fcenes  arife,  new  landfidp?  ftrikc  the  eye. 
And  all  th'  enliven'd  country  beautify : 
Gay  plains  extend  where  marihes  flept  before  ; 
O'er  recent  meads  th'  exulting  ftreamlets  fly ; 
Dark  fro^vning  heaths  grow  bright  with  Ceres' 

flore, 
And  woods  imbrown  the  fteep,  or  wave  along 

the  fhore. 

As  nearer  to  his  farm  you  made  approach. 
He  polifli'd  nature  with  a  finer  hand : 
Yet  on  her  beauties  durft  not  art  incroach ; 
'Tis  art's  alone  thefe  beauties  to  expand. 
In  graceful  dance  immingled,  o'er  the  land. 
Pan,  Paleas,  Flora,  and  Pomona  play'd : 
Here  too  brilk  gales  the  rude  wild  common  hni 
An  happy  place  ;  where  free,  and  unafraid. 
Amid  the  flowering  brakes  each  coyer  creature 
flray'd. 

But  in  prime  vigour  what  can  lafl  for  ay  ? 
That  foul-enfeebling  wizard  Indolence, 
I  whilom  fung,  wrought  in  his  works  decay : 
Spread  far  and  wide  was  hu  curs'd  influence  ; 
Of  public  virtue  much  he  duli'd  the  fenfe, 
Ev'n  much  of  private  ;  ate  our  fpirit  out, 
And  fed  our  rank  luxurious  vices :   whence 
The  land  was  overlaid  with  many  a  lout ; 
Not,  as  old  fame  reports,   wife,  generous,  bold« 
and  flout. 

A  rage  of  pleafure  madden'd  everj'  breaft, 
Down  to  the  lowell  lees  the  ferment  ran : 
To  his  licentious  wifli  each  mufl:  be  blefl. 
With  joy  be  fever'd ;  fnatch  it  as  he  can. 
Thus  vice  the  ftandard  rear'd ;  her  arrier-ban 
Corruption  call'd,  and  loud  fhe  gave  the  word, 
"  Mind,  mind  yourfelves  !  why  fliould  the  vul- 

"  gar  man, 
"  The  lacquey  be  more  virtuous  than  his  lord .' 
"  Enjoy  this  fpan  of  life  !  'tis  all  the  gods  afford." 

The  tidings  reach'd  to  where  in  quiet  hall, 
The  good  old  knight  enjoy'd  well-earn'd  repofe. 
"  Come,  come.  Sir  Knight  !   thy  children  on 

"  thee  call : 
"  Come,  fave  us  yet,  ere  ruin  round  us  clofe  ! 
"  The  demon  indolence  thy  toils  o'erthrows." 
On  this  the  noble  colour  ftain'd  his  checks. 
Indignant,  glowingthrough  the  whitening fnows 
Of  venerable  eld  ;  his  eye  fuU-fjieaks 
His  ardent  foul,  and  fioni  his  couch  at  once  he 
breaks. 

1  will  ({he  cry'd),  fo  help  me,  God  !  deflroy 
That  villain,  Archimagc. — His  page  then  flrait 
He  to  him  call'd,  a  fiery-footed  i)oy, 
Bencmpt  difpatch.    "  R'ly  deed  be  at  the  gate  ; 
"  My  bard  attend ;  quick,  bring  the  net  of  fate." 
This  net  was  twilled  by'thc  filters  three  ; 

■  Which  when  once  call  o'er  harden'd  wretch,  toe 
late 
Repentance  comes:  replevy  cannot  be 

From  the  flrong  iron  grafp  of  vengeful  defliny- 

He  came,  the  bard,  a  little  druid-wight. 
Of  wither'd  afpecSl ;  but  his  eye  was  keen. 
With  fv/eetnefs  mix'd.  In  ruflet  brown  bedightj 
As  15  his  *  filler  of  the  copfes  green, 
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He  crept  along,  unprotnifing  of  mien. 
Grofs  he  who  judges  fo.     His  foul  was  fair. 
Bright  as  the  children  of  yon  azure  flieen. 
True  comclinefs,  which  nothing  can  impair, 
Dwells  in  the  mind;  all  elfe  is  vanity  and  glare. 

Come,  (quoth  the  knight)  a  voice  has  reach'd 

mine  ear ; 
The  demon  Indolence  threats  overthrow 
To  all  that  to  mankind  is  good  and  dear  ; 
Come,  Philomelus  •,  let  us  inftant  go, 
O'erturn  his  bowers,  and  lay  his  caftle  low. 
Thofe  men,  thofe  wretched  men !  who  loill  be 

flaves, 
Muft  drink  a  bitter  wrathful  cup  of  woe  : 
•But  fome   there   be,  thy   fong,  as  from  their 

graves. 
Shall  raife.  Thrice  happy  he !  who  without  rigour 

faves. 

IfTuing  forth,  the  knight  beftrode  his  fleed, 
Of  ardent  bay,  and  on  whofe  front  a  ftar 
Shone  blazing  bright;  fprung  from  the  generous 

breed 
That  v^hirl  of  a6live  day  the  rapid  car, 
Ke  pranc'd  along,  difdaining  gate  or  bar. 
Meantime,  the  bard  on  milk-white  palfrey  rode ; 
An  honeft  fober  beaft,  that  did  not  mar 
His  meditations,  but  full  foftly  trode  ; 
ifind  much  they  moraliz'd  as  thus  yfere  they  ycde. 

They  talk'd  of  virtue,  and  of  human  blifs. 
What  elfe  fo  fit  for  man  to  fettle  well  ? 
And  ftill  their  long  refearchcs  met  in  this, 
Thistruth  of  truths, v^hizh.  nothing  can  refel ; 
*'  From  virtue's  fount  the  purefl  joys  out-well, 
»'  Sweet  rills  of  thought  that  cheer  the  confci- 

"  pus  foul ; 
"  While  vice  pours  forth  the  troubled  ftreams 

"  of  hell, 
"  The  -which, howe'cr  difguis'd,  at  laft  with  dole 
«  -vv-ill,  through  the  tortur'dbreaft,  their  fiery  tor- 

"  rent  roll." 

At  length  it  dawn'd,  that  fatal  valley  gay. 
O'er  which  high  wood-cro\vn'd  hills  their  fum- 

mits  rear. 
On  the  cool  height  awhile  our  palmers  flay. 
And  fpite  ev'n  of  themfelves  their  fenfes  cheer ; 
Then  to  the  vizard's  wonne  their  fteps  they  ftcer. 
Like  a  green  ifle,  it  broad  beneath  them  fpred, 
Withgardensround,andwanderingcurrentsclear, 
And  tufted  groves  to  fhade  the  meadow  bed. 
Sweet  airs  and  fong  ;  and  without  hurry  all  feem'd 

glad. 

"  As  God  fhall  judge  me,  knight,  we  mv.ft  for- 

"  give 
(The  half-enraptur'd  Philomelus  cry'd) 
.'.'  The  frail  good  man  deluded  here  to  live, 
"  And  in  th'efe  groves  his  mufmg  fancy  hide. 
"  Ah  !  nought  is  pure.    It  cannot  be  deny'd, 
«  That  virtue  ftill  fome  tinifture  has  of  vice, 
"  And  vice  of  virtue.    What  fhould  then  betide 
"  Eu^that  our  charity  be  not  -qo  nice  ? 
'  f*  Come,  let  us  thofe  we  can  to  real  blifs  entice. 

,      "  Ay,ficker  (quoth  the  knight)  all  flcfli  is  frail, 

"  To  pleafant  fin  and  joyous  dalliance  bcjit ; 

"  But  let  not  brutifii  vice  of  this  avail, 

J?  Aed  tljiiiik  t«  'fc-pe  dcfsrvcd  punilhirisnt; 


"  Juflice  were  cruel  weakly  to  relent ; 
"  From  mercy's  felf  fhe  got  her  facred  glaive  ; 
"  Grace  be  to  thofe  who  can,  and  will,  repent; 
"  But  penance  long,  and  dreary,  to  the  flave, 

«  Who  muft  in  floods  of  fire  his  grofs  foul  fpirit 
"  lave." 
Thus,holdinghighdifcourfe,  they  came  to  where 
The  curfed  carle  was  at  his  wonted  trade  i 
Still  tempting  heedlefs  men  into  his  fnar?. 
In  witching  wife,  as  I  before  have  faid. 
But  when  he  faw,  in  goodly  geer  array'd, 
The  grave  majeftic  knight  approaching  nigh. 
And  by  his  fide  the  bard  fo  fage  and  ftaid, 
His  countenance  fell ;  yet  oft  Iiis  anxious  eye 

Mark'dthem.like-svilyfoxwhorooiledcockdothfpy, 

Nathlefs,  with  ^eign'd  refpeiSl,  he  bade  give  back 
The  rabble-rout,  and  v/elcom'd  them  full  kind ; 
Struck  with  the  noble  twain,  they  were  not  flack 
His  orders  to  obey,  and  fail  behind. 
Then  he  refum'd  his  fong  ;  and  unconfin'd, 
Poiir'd  all  his  mufic,  ran  through  all  his  ftrings  r 
With  magic  duft  their  eyne  he  tiies  to  blind. 
And  virtue's  tender  airs  o'er  weaknefs  flings. 
What  pity  bafe  his  fong  who  fo  divinely  fings  ! 

Elate  in  thought,  he  counted  them  his  own. 
They  li.len'd  fo  intent  with  fix'd  delight : 
But  they  inftead,  as  if  tranfmew'd  to  ;;onc, 
Marvell'd  he  could  with  fuch  fweet  art  unite 
The  lights  and  fhades  of  manners,  wrong  and 

right. 
Meantime,  the  filly  crowd  the  charm  devour, 
Vv  ide  prefTing  to  the  gate.    Swift,  on  the  knight 
He  darted  fierce,  to  drag  him  to  his  bower, 
Who  backening  fhunn'd  his  touch,  for  well  he 

knew  its  power. 

As  in  throng'd  amphitheatre,  of  old. 
The  wary  Rctiarius  trap'd  his  foe  : 
Ev'n  fo  the  knight,  returning  on  him  bold. 
At  once  involv'd  him  in  the  net  ofiuoe, 
Wh  reof  I  mention  made  not  long  ago. 
Enrag'd  at  firl't,  he  fcorn'd  fo  weak  a  jail, 
And  leapt,  and  fie\v,  and  flo'inced  to  and  fro  ; 
But  when  he  found  that  nothing  could  availj 
He  fct  him  felly  down  and  gnaw'd  his  bitter  naiL 

Alarm'd,  th'  inferior  demons  of  the  place 
Rais'd  rueful  ftiricks  and  hideous  yells  around  ; 
Black  ftormy  clouds  deform'd  the  welkin's  face. 
And  from  beneath  was  heard  a  wailin'^  found. 
As  of  infernal  fpric  hts  in  cavern  bound  ; 
A  folemn  fadnefs  every  creature  ilrook, 
And  li.  htnint,s  flafli'd,  and  horror  rock'd  the 
ground  . '  [mifti'd  look, 

Hu;:e  crowds  on  crowds  out-pour  d,  with  blc- 
As  if  on  time's  lati.  veri^e  this  frame  of  things  had 
fl:ook. 

Soon  as  the  fnort  hv'd  tempef>  was  yfpent, 
Steam'd  from  the  ja  .vs  of  vext  Avernus'  hole. 
And  hufti'd  the  hubbub  of  the  rabblement. 
Sir  Induftry  the  firft  calm  moment  :lole. 
"  There  muft  (he  cry'd),  am-dft  fo  vaft  a  lho»l, 
"  Be  fome  who  are  not  tainted  at  the  heart, 
"  Not  poifcii'd  quite  by  this  fame  villain's  bowl: 
"  Come  then,my  bard, thy  her. veniy  fire  impart ; 
"  Touch  foul  with  foul,  till  forth  the  latest  fbiri^ 
."ftaft.". 


3^6 


The  bard  obey'd ;  and  taking  from  his  fide, 
"Where  it  in  feemly  fort  dependin:^  hung, 
His  Britifh  harp,  its  fpeaklng  firings  he  try'd, 
The  y.hich  with  Ikilful  touch  he  defily  ftrung', 
Till  tinkling  in  clear  fymphony  tliey  rung. 
Then,  as  he  felt  the  mufes  come  along, 
Light  o'er  the  chords  his  raptur'd  hand  he  flung, 
And  play'd  a  prelude  to  his  rifing  fong  : 
The  whilft,hke midnight  mute,  ten  thoufands round 
him  throng. 

Thus,  ardent,  burft  his  ftrain. 

"  Ye  helplefs  race, 
Dire-labounng  here  to  fmother  reafon's  ray, 
"  That  lights  our  Maker's  image  in  our  face, ' 
♦'  And  gives  us  wide  o'er  earth  unqueftion'd  fway ; 
-"  What  is  th'  ador'd  Supreme  Perfection,  fay? ' 
"  What,  but  eternal  never-refting  foul, 
"  Almighty  power,  and  all-direding  day  ; 
"  By  whom  each  atom  ftirs,  the  planets  roll ; 
**  Who  fills,  furrounds,  informs,  and  agitates  the 
"  whole. 

«  Come.tothebeamingGod  your  hearts  unfold! 
«  Draw  from  its  fountain  life !  'Tis  thence, alone, 
"  We  can  excel.     Up  from  unfeeling  mold, 
"  To   feraphs  burning   round    th'  Almighty's 

"  throne, 
«  Life  rifing  ftill  on  life,  in  higher  tone, 
"  Perfcdion  forms,  and  with  perfection  bli"-. 
"  In  univerfal  nature  this  clear  fiiown, 
"  Nor  needeth  proof:  to  prove  it  were,  I  wis, 
"  To  prove  the  beauteous  world  excels  the  brute 
"  abyfs, 

.     "  Is  not  the  field,  with  lively  culture  green, 
"  A  fight  more  joyous  than  the  dead  morafs  ? 
"  Do  not  the  ikies,  with  acflive  ether  clean, 
"  And  fann'd  by  fprightly  zephyrs,  far  furpafs 
"  The  foul  November  fogs  and  flumberousmafs, 
"  With  which  fad  nature  veilsherdrooping  face  ? 
"  Does  not  the  mountain-ftrcam,  as  clear  as  glafs, 
"  Gay-dancing  on,  the  putrid  pool  difgrace  ? 

"  Thefameinallholdstrue,butchiefinhumanrace. 
"  It  was  not  by  vile  loitering  in  eafe, 
"  That  Greece  obtain'd  the  brighter  palm  of  art, 
"  That  foft  yet  ardent  Athens  learn'd  to  pleafe,' 
"  To  keen  the  wit,  and  to  fublime  the  htr.rt, 
"  In  all  fupreme  !  complete  in  every  part ! 
"  It  was  not  thence  majeftic  Rome  arofe, 
"  Ando'erthenationsfhookherconqueiingdart: 
"  For  fluggard's  brow  the  laurel  never  grows; 

<'  Renown  is  not  the  child  of  indolent  repofe. 

"  Had  unambitious  mortals  minded  nought, 
"  But  in  loofe  joy  their  time  to  wear  away  ; 
"  Had  they  alone  the  lap  of  dalliance  fought, 
"  Pleas'd  on  her  pillow  their  dull  heads  to  lay, 
"  Rude  Nature's  ftate  had  been  our  ftate  to-day ; 
"  No  cities  e'er  their  towery  fronts  had  rais'd, 
"  No  arts  had  made  us  opulent  and  gay ; 
"  With   brother-brutes   the   human    race    had 

"  graz'd  ; 
«  None  e'er  had  foar'd  to  fame,  none  honour'd 

"  been,  none  prais'd. 

«  Great  Homer's  fong  had  never  fir'd  the  breafl: 
.      «  To  thirft  of  glory,  and  heroic  deeds ; 

«  Sweet  Maro's  mufe,  funk  in  inglorious  refl, 
:'  Had  filcnt  flept  amid  the  Mincian  rccds ; 
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"  The  wits  of  modern  time  had  told  their  b«!ad», 
"  And  monkifli  legends  been  their  only  ftrains- 
"  Our  Milton's  Eden  had  lain  wrapt  in  weeds  ' 
"  Our    Shakfpeare    llroll'd  and  laugh'd    with 

"  Warv/ick  fwains, 
"  Ne  had  my  mafier  Spenfer  charm'd  his  Mulla's 

"  plains. 

"  Dumb  too  had  been  the  fage  hiftoric  mufe 
"  And  perifh'd  all  the  fons  of  ancient  fame  ;' 
"    rhoie  ftarry  lights  of  virtue,  that  diffufe 
"  1  hrough  the  dark  depth  of  time  their  vivid 

"  flame, 
"  Had  all  been  lofl  with  fuch  as  have  lio  name 
^'  Who  then  had  fcorn'd  his  eafe  for  others'  good  ? 
"  Who  then  had  toil'd  rapacious  men  to  tame  ' 
^^  "  Who  in  the  public  breach  devoted  flood, 
"  And  for  his  country's  caufe  been  prodigal  of  blood  > 
^1  But  fliould  your  hearts  to  fame  unfeeling  be. 

If  nglit  I  read,  your  pleafure  all  require  : 
"  Then  hear  how  beft  may  be  obtain'd' this  fee, 
"  How  bell;  enjoy'd  this  nature's  wide  defirc' 
"  Toil,  and  be  glad  !  let  indufiry  infpire 
"  Into  your  qnicken'd  limbsher  buoyant  breath.' 
"  Who  does  not  acSl  is  dead  ;  abforpt  entire 
"  In  miry  floth,  no  pride,  no  joy  he  hath  : 
"  O  leaden-hearted  men,  to  be  in  love  with  death! 
"  Ah  !  what  avail  the  largcft  gifts  of  heaven, 
"  When  drooping  health  and  fpirits  go  amifs  ? 
"  How  taftelefs  then  whatever  can  be  given  ?' 
"  Health  is  the  vital  principle  of  blifs, 
"  And  exercife  of  health.     In  proof  of  this, 
"  Behold  tlie  wretch,  who  flugs  his  hfe  away, 
"  Soon  fvvallow'd  in  difeafe's  fad  abyfs ; 
"  While  he  whom  toil  has  brac'd,  or  manly  play, 
"  Has  light  as  air  each  limb,  each  thought  as  clear 
"  as  day. 

"  O,  who  can  fpeak  the  vigorous  joy  of  health ! 
"  Unclogg'd  the  body,  unobfcur'd  the  mind  : 
"  The  morning  rifes  jjay,  with  plenfing  fl:ealth, 
"  The  temperate  evening  falls  ferene  and  kind. 
"  In  health  the  wifer  brutes  true  gladnefs  find. 
"  Sec !  how  the  younglings  frifk  along  the  meads, 
"  As  May  comes  on,and  wakes  the  balmy  wind; 
"  Rampant  with  life,  their  joy  all  joy  exceeds  : 
"  Yet  what  but  high-firung  health  this  dancing 
"  pleafaunce  breeds  ? 

"  But  here,  inftead,  is  fofler'd  every  ill, 
"  Which  or  diftemper'd  minds  or  bodies  know. 
"  Come  then,  my  kindred  fpirits!  do  not  fpill 
"  Your  talents  here.    This  place  is  but  a  fhow, 
"  Whofe  charms  delude  you  to  the  den  of  woe : 
"  Come,  follow  me,  I  will  direift  you  right, 
"   Where  pleafure'srofes,void  cf  ferpent's,o-row, 
"  Sincere  as  fweet;  come,  follow  thisgood  knight, 
"  And  you  will  blefs  the  day  that  brought  him  to 
"  your  fight. 

"  Some  he  will  lead  to  courts,  and  fome  to  camps ; 
"  To  fenates  fome,  and  public  fage  debates, 
"  Where,bythefolemn  gleam  of  midnight-lamps, 
"  The  world  ispois'd,andmanag'd  mighty  flates; 
"  To  high  difcovery  fome,  that  new-creates 
"  The  face  of  earth  ;  fome  to  the  thriving  mart; 
"  Some  to  the  rural  reign,  and  fofter  fates ; 
"  To  the  fweet  mufes  fome,  who  raife  the  heart; 
«'  All  glory  {hall  be  yoyrs,  all  nature,  and  all  arc' 
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There  are,  I  fee,  who  liften  to  my  lay. 
Who  wretched  figh  for  virtue,  but  defpair. 
All  may  be  done,  (methinks  I  hear  them  fay) 
'  Ev'n  death  defpis'd  by  generous  adtions  fair ; 
'  All,  but  for  thofe  who  to  thefc  bovvers  repair, 
'  Their  every  powei  diflblv'd  in  luxury, 
'  To  quit  of  torpid  fluggifhnefs  the  lair, 
'  And  from  the  pov/erful  arms  of  floth  get  free. 
Tis  rifmg  from  the  dead — Alas! — It  cannot  be ! 

'   Would  you  then  learn  to  diffipate  the  band 
'  Of  thefe  huge  threatening  difficulties  dire, 
That  in  the  weak  man's  way  like  lions  Hand, 
His  foul  appall,  and  damp  his  rifmg  fire  ? 
Refolve,  refolv:,  and  to  be  men  afpire. 
Exert  that  nobleft  privilege,  alone. 
Here  to  mankind  iudulg'd:  control  defire : 
Let  godlike  reafon,  from  her  fovereign  throne, 
"  Speak  the  commanding  word — /  ivill — and  it  is 
"  done. 

"  Heavens!  can  you  then  thus  wafte,  in  Ihame- 

"  fill  wife, 
"  Your  few  important  days  of  trial  here  ? 
•'  Heirs  of  eternity  !  yborn  to  rife 
"  Through  endlefs  ftates  of  beinor,fl:ill  more  near 
"  To  blifs  approaching,  and  perfe6i:ion  clear, 
"  Can  you  renounce  a  fortune  fo  fublime, 
"  Such  glorious  hopes,  your  backward  fteps  to 

"  fleer,  [and  flime  ? 

"  And  roll,  with   vileft  brutes,  through  mud 

"  No  !  no  ! — Your  heaven-touch'd  heart  difdains 

"  the  fordid  crime  !" 

"  Enough!  enough!"   they  cry'd — flrait  from 

the  crowd, 
The  better  fort  on  wings  of  tranfport  fly  : 
As  ■yv'hen  amid  the  lifelefs  fummits  proiid 
Of  Alpine  cliffs,  where  to  the  gelid  Iky 
Snows  pil'd  on  fnows  in  wintery  torpor  lie, 
The  rays  divine  of  vernal  Phoebus  play ; 
Th'  awaken'd  heaps,  in  flreamlets  from  on  high, 

•   Rous'd  into  adtion,  lively  kap  away,    [ing  gay. 

Glad  warbling  through  the  vales,  in  their  new  be- 
Not  lefs  the  life,  the  vivid  joy  ferene. 
That  lighted  up  thefe  new-created  men. 
Than  that  vvhich  wings  th'  exulting  fpirit  clean. 
When,  juft  deliver'd  from  his  flelhly  den, 
It  foaring  leeks  its  native  fkies  agen  : 
How  light  its  effence  i  howunclogg'dits  powers, 
Beyond  the  blazon  of  my  mortal  pen  ! 
Ev'n  fo  we  glad  forfook  thefe  fmful  bowers, 

Ev'n  fuch  enraptur'd  life,  fuch  energy  was  ours. 

But  far  the  greater  part,  with  rage  inflam'd, 
Dire-mutter'd  curfes,  and  blafphem'd  high  Jove. 
"  Ye  fons  of  hate  !   (they  bitterly  exclaim'd) 
"   Whatbroughtyoutothisfeatofpeaceandlove  .'' 
"  While  with'kind  nature,  here  amid  the  o  rove, 
"  We  pafs'd  the  harmlefs  fabbath  of  our  time, 
"  What  to  difturb  it  could,  fell  men,  emove 
"  Your  barbarous  hearts  ?  Is  happinefs  a  crime  ? 
"  Then  do  the  fiends  of  hell  rule  in  yon  heaven 
"  fubliine. 

"  Ye  impious  wretches,"  (quoth  the  knight  in. 

wrath) 
"  Your  happinefs  behold!" — Then  ftrait  a  wand 
He  wav'd,  an  anti-magic  power  that  ha;h, 
Truth  from  illufive  falfchood  to  cojcnmand. 


Sudden  the  landflcip  finks  on  every  hand ; 
The  pure  quick  ftreams  are  marfhypuddlesfound; 
On  baleful  heaths  the  groves  allblacken'd  ftand; 
And,  o'er  thi  weedy  foul  abhorred  ground. 
Snakes,  adders,  toads,eachloathfome  creature  crawls 
around. 

And  here  and  there,  on  trees  by  lightning  fcath'd, 
Unhappy  wights  who  loathed  life  yhung  ; 
Or,  in  frelh  gore  and  recent  murder  bath'd, 
They  weltering  lay ;  or  elfe,  infuriate  flung 
Into  the  gloomy  flood,  while  ravens  fung 
The  funeral  dirge,  they  down  the  torrent  roll'd: 
Thefe,  by  diftemper'd  blood  to  madnefs  fl;ung, 
Had  doom'd  themfelves;  whence  oft,  when  night 
control'd 
The  world,  returninghithertheirfadfpiritshowrd. 

Meantime  a  moving  fcene  was  open  laid;     ' 
That  lazar-houfe,  I  whilom  in  my  lay 
Depainted  have,  its  horrors  deep-difplay'd. 
And  gave  unnumber'd  wretches  to  the  day. 
Who  tofling  there  in  fqualid  mifery  lay. 
Soon  as  of  facred  light  th'  unwonted  fmile 
Four'd  on  thefe  living  catacombs  i;s  ray, 
Throug  h  the  drear  caverns  flretching  many  a, 
mile,  [woes  awhile. 

The  fick  up-rais'd  their  heads,  and  dropp'd  their 

"  O,  heaven  !  (they  cry'd)  and  do  we  once 
"  more  fee  > 

Yon  bleffed  fun,  and  this  green  earth. fo  fair? 
Are  we  from  uoifome  damps  of  peft-houfe  free  ? 
And  drink  our  fouls  the  fweet  ethereal  air  ? 
C,  thou !  or  knight,  or  god !  who  holdefl  there 
That  fiend,  oh,  keep  him  in  eternal  chains! 
But  what  for  us,  the  children  of  defpair, 
Brough  to  the  hrink  of  hell,  what  hope  re 
"  mains  1 
"  Repentance  does  itfelf  but  aggravate  our  pains," 

The  gentle  knight,  who  faw  their  rueful  cafe. 
Let  fall  adown  his  filver  beard  fome  tears. 
"  Ccrtes  (quoth  he),  it  is  hot  ev'n  in  grace, 
"  T'  undo  the  paft,  and  eke  your  broken  years; 
"  Nathlefs,  to  nobler  worlds  repentance  rears, 
"  With  humble  hope,  her  eye  ;  to  her  is  given 
"  A  power  the  truly  contrite  heart  that  cheers; 
"  She  quells  the  brand  by  which  the  rocks  are 
"  riven  ;  [ven. 

"  She  more  than  merely  foftens,  flie  rejoices  hea- 

"  Then  patient  hear  the  fuff"erings   you   have 

"  earn'd, 
"  And  by  thefe  fufferings  purify  the  mind  ; 
"  Let  wifdom  be  by  paft  mifconduct  learn'd ; 
"  Or  pio'.'.s  die,  with  penitence  refign'd, 
"  And  to  a  life  more  happy  and  refin'd, 
"  Doubt  not,  you  Ihall,  new  creatures,  yet  arifc. 
"  Till  then,  you  may  expedb  in  me  to  find 
"  One  who  will  wipe  your  forrow  from  your 

"■  eyes, 
"  One  who  will  foothe  your  pangs,  and  wing  you 

"  to  the  ikies. 

They  filent  heard,  and  pour'd  their  thanks  in 
"  tears.  [tone) 

"  For  you  (refum'd  the  knioht,  with  flerner 

"  Whole  hard  dry  hearts  th'  obdurate  demon 
"  fears, 

"  That  viUain's  gifts  will  coft  you  njany  a  groan  ; 
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"  Tn  dolorous  manfion  long  you  muft  b?moan 
*'  His  fatal  charms,  and  weep  your  ftains  away: 
"  Till,  foft  and  pure  as  infant  j^oodnefs  grown, 
«'  You  feel  a  peiietS:  chaiige.  then,  who  can  fay, 
"  What  grace  may  yet  Ihine  forth  in  heaven's  eter- 
«'  nal  day  ?' 

This  faid,  his  powerful  wand  he  wav'd  anew  : 
Inftant,  a  glorious  anjel-tniin  dtfcends, 
The  charities,  to-wic,of  roiy  hue  ; 
Sweet  love  their  looks  a  gentle  radiance  lends, 
And  with  feraphic  flame  compahlon  blends. 
At  once,  delighted,  to  their  charge  they  fly  : 
When,  lo  !  a  goodly  hofpital  afcends ; 
In  -vvhlch  they  bade  each  lenient  aid  be  nigh, 
That  Gould  the  fick-bed  fmoothe  of  that  fud  com- 
pany. 

It  was  a  worthy  edyfying  fight, 
And  gives  to  human-lcind  peculiar  grace, 
To  fee  kind  hands  attending  day  and  night, 
With  tender  miniilry,  from  place  to  place. 
Some  prop  the  head  ;  fome  from  the  pallid  face 
Wipe  oif  the  faint  ccld  dews  weak  nature  flisds; 
Some  reach  the  healing  draught :    he  vvhilft,  to 

chafe 
The  fear  fuprcme,  around  their  foften'd  beds, 
Some  holy  man  by  prayer  all  opening   heaven 
difprcds. 

Attended  by  a  glad  acclaiming  train. 
Of  thofe  he  refcued  had  from  gaping  hell, 
Then  turn'd  the  knight;  and,  to  his  hall  again 
Soft-pacing,  fought  of  peace  the  moffy  cell ; 
Yet  down  his  cheeks  the  gems  of  pity  fell. 
To  fee  the  helplefs  wretches  tlxat  remain'd, 
There  left  through  delves  and  defertsdire  to  yell; 
Amaz'd,  their  looks  with  pale  difmay  were  fiain'd. 
And  fpreading  wide  their  hands  they  meek  re- 
pentance feign'd. 

But,  ah!  their  fcorned  day  of  grace  was  pafl : 

Por  (horrible  to  tell!)  a  defert  wild 

Before  them  ftretch'd,  bare,  comfortlefs,  and 

vaft; 
With  gibbets,  bones,  and  carcafes  defil'd. 
There  nor  trim  field,  nor  lively  culture  fmil'd  ; 
Nor  waving  fhade  was  feen,  nor  fountain  fair  ; 
But  fands  abrupt  on  fands  lay  loofely  pil'd. 
Through  which  they  floundering  toil'd  with 

painful  care, 
Whilfl  Phcsbus  fmotc  them  fore,  and  fir'd  the 

cloudiefs  air. 

Then,  varying  to  a  jnylefs  land  of  bogs. 
The  fadden'd  country  a  gray  wafle  appear'd ; 
Where  nought  but  putrid  ftreams  and  noifome 
For  ever  hung  on  drizzly  Auftcr's  beard;    [fogs 
Or  clfe  the  ground  by  piercing  Caurus  fear'd, 
Was  jagg'd  with  frofl^  or  heap'd  with  glazed 

fnow : 
'through  tliefe  extremes  a  ceafelefs  round  they 

fteer'd. 
By  cruel  fiends  {till  hurry'd  to  and  fro, 
Saunt  beggary,  and  fcorn,  with  many  hell-hounds 

moC. 

The  firft  was  with  bafe  dunghill  rags  yclad. 
Tainting  the  gale,  ir.  which  they  fluttcr'd  light; 
Of  morbid  hue  his  features,  funk,  and  fad ; 
HIb  hollow  eyne  fliock  forth  a  fickly  light ; 


And  o'er  his  lank  jaw-bone,  in  plttous  pIigH% 
His  black  rnughbeard  was  matted  rank  and  viiej 
Direful  to  fee  !  an  heart-appalliniT  fi.^ht ! 
Meantime  foul  fcurf  and  blotches  him  defile  ; 
And  dogs,  where-e'er  he  went,  flill  barked  ail  the 
while. 

The  other  was  a  fell  defpightful  fiend  : 

Hell  holds  none  wcrfe  in  baleful  bower  below; 

By  pride,  and  w'it,  and  rage,    and    rancour^ 

kecn'd ; 
Of  man  al;ke,  if  good  or  bad,  the  foe  : 
With  nofe  up-turn'd,  he  alv/ays  made  a  fliow 
As  if  he  fnitlt  fonie  naufeous  I'cent ;  his  eye 
Vi'as  cold,  and  keen,  like  blall  from  boreal  fnow  ; 
And  taunts  he  caften  forth  moft  bitterly. 
Such  were  the  twain  that  off  drove   this  ungodly 
fry. 

Ev'n  fo  through  Brentford  town,  a  town  of  mu(£, 
An  herd  of  brifly  fwine  is  prick'd  along; 
The  filthy  bcafls,  that  never  chew  the  cad. 
Still  grunt,  and  fqueak,  and  fing  their  troub- 
lous fong, 
And  oft  they  plunge  themfelves  the  mire  among  t 
But  ay  the  ruthlefs  driver  goads  them  on. 
And  ay  of  barking  dogs  the  bitter  throng 
Makes  them  renew  their  unmelodicus  moan ; 
Ne  ever  find  they  reft  from  their  unrelling  fone. 


TO  MR.  THOMSON, 

On  hit  vrjinijbed plan  of  a   Poem,  called  the   CasTL* 
OF  Indolence,  in  Spenjersjiylc 

BY  DR.  MORELt. 

As  when  the  fi  k-v>'orm,  erft  the  tender  care 
Of  Syrian  maidens,  'gins  for  to  unfold 
From  his  flcek  fides,  that  now  much  flecker  are 
The  gloffy  treafure,  and  foft  threads  of  i;old  ; 
In  various  turns,  and  many  a  winding  fold, 
He  fpins  his  v/eb,  and  as  he  fpins  decays ; 
Till,  within  circles  infinite  enroll'd. 
He  reds  fupine,  imprifon'd  in  the  maze. 
The  which  himfclf  did  make,  the  gathering  «C 
his  days. 

So  thou,  they  fay,  from  thy  prolific  brain, 
A  caftle,  hight  of  indolence,  didft  raife ; 
Where  lifllefs  fprites,  withouten  care  or  pain^ 
In  idle  pleafannCe  fpend  their  jocund  days. 
Nor  heed  rewardful  toil,  nor  feeken  praife. 
Thither  thou  didft  repair  in  lucklefs  hour; 
And  lulled  with  thine  own  enchantirg  lays^ 
Didft  lie  adown,  entranced  in  the  bower, 
The  which  thyfelf  didft  make,  the  gathering  o^ 
thy  power. 

But  Venus,  fuft'ering  not  her  favourite  wonh 
For  ay  to  fleepcn  in  his  filky  tomb, 
Inftruds  him  to  throw  off  his  priftine  form, 
And  the  gay  features  of  a  fly  affume ; 
When,  lo  !  eftfoons  from  the  ftjrroundirlg  gloorti. 
He    vigorous   breaks,    forth    ifluing   from    th; 

wound 
His  horny  beak  had  made,  and  finding  room, 
On  new  plum'd  pinions  flutters  all  aiound, 
And  buzzing  fpcaks  his  joy  in   moft  expreffivc 
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So  may  the  god  of  fdcnce  and  of  wit, 
With  pitying  eye  ken  thee  his  darling  fon  ; 
Shake  from  thy  fatty  fides  tlic  flumberous  fit, 
In  which,  alas  !  thou  art  fo  woe  begon  ! 
Or  with  his  pointed  arrows  goad  thee  on ; 


\       Till  thou  refeeleft  life  in  all  thy  veins ; 
And,  on  the  wings  of  rcfolution, 
lAke  thine  own  hero  dight,  fliefl  o'er  the  plaint, 
Chauncing  his  peerlefs  prail'e  innevcr-dying  ftrains. 


BRITANNIA,   A    POEM. 


"  — —  Et  tantas  audetis  toUere  moles  ? 

"  Quos  ego— fed  niotos  prsftat  componere  fludlus. 

"  Pofl  mihi  non  fimili  pcena  commilfa  luctis. 

"  Maturate  fugam,  rejrique  hsec  dicite  veflro : 

*'  Non  illi  imperium  pelagi,  fajvumque  tridentem, 

"  Sed  mihi  forteni  datum "—  Virg. 


As  en  the  fea-heat  fliore  Britannia  fat, 
Of  her  degenerate  fens  the  faded  fame, 
Deep  in  her  anxious  heart,  revolving  fad  : 
Bare  was  her  throbbing  bofom.  to  the  gale, 
That  hoarfe,  and  hollow,  from  the  bleak  furge  blew ; 
Loofe  flow'd  her  treffes  ;  rent  her  azHre  robe. 
Hung  o'er  the  deep  from  her  majeftic  brow 
She  tore  the  laurel,  and  fhe  tore  the  bay. 
Nor  ceas'd  the  copious  grief  to  bathe  her  cheek  ; 
Nor  ceas'd  her  fobs  to  murmur  to  the  main. 
Peace  difcontented  nigh,  departing,  flretch'd 
Her  dove-like  wings.     And  war,  though  greatly 
rous'd,  [queen 

Yet  mourns  his  fe^ter'd  hands.     While  thus  the 
Of  nations  fpoke  :  and  what  fhe  faid  the  mufe 
Recorded,  faithful,  in  unbidden  verfe. 

Ev'n  not  yon  fail,  that,  from  the  fky-mixt  wave, 
Dawns  on  the  fight,  and  wafts  the  royal  youth*, 
A  freight  of  future  glory  to  my  fhore  ; 
Ev'n  not  the  flattering  view  of  golden  days, 
And  rifing  periods  yet  of  bright  renown, 
Beneath  the  parents,  and  their  endlefs  line 
Through  late  revolving  time,  can  footh  my  rage ; 
While,  unchaflis'd,  th'  infulting  Spaniard  dares 
Infefl;  the  trading  flood,  full  of  vain  war 
Defpife  my  navies,  and  my  merchants  feize  ; 
As,  trufting  to  falfe  peace,  they  fearlefs  roam 
The  world  of  waters  wild  ;  made,  by  the  toil, 
And  liberal  blood  of  glorious  ages,  mine : 
Nor  burfls  my  fleeping  thunder  on  their  head. 
Whence  this  unwonted  patience  ?  this  weak  doubt  ? 
This  tame  befeeching  of  rejedled  peace  ? 
This  meek  forbearance  ?  this  unnative  fear, 
To  generous  Britons  never  known  before  ? 
And  fail'd  my  fleets  for  this ;  on  Indian  tides 
To  float,  inadlive,  with  the  veering  winds  .' 
The  mockery  of  war !  while  hot  difeafe. 
And  floth  diilemper'd,  fwept  off  burning  crowds, 
for  adion  ardent ;  and  amid  the  deep, 
Inglorious,  funk  them  in  a  watery  grave. 

*  Frednkhi 


There  now  they  lie  beneath  the  rolling  flrtod, 
Far  from  their  friends,  and  country  unaveng'd  \ 
And  back  the  drooping  war-fliip  comes  again, 
Difpirited,  and  thin  ;  her  fens  afliam'd 
Thus  idly  to  review  their  native  fhore  ; 
With  not  one  glory  fparkling  in  their  eye, 
One  triumph  on  their  tongue.     A  paflenger, 
The  violated  merchant  comes  along ; 
That  far-fought  wealth,  for  which  the  noxious  gak 
He  drew,  and  fweet  beneath  equator  funs. 
By  lawlcfs  force  detain'd  ;  a  force  that  foon 
Would  melt  away,  and  every  fpoil  refio-n. 
Were  once  the  Britilh  Hon  heard  to  roar. 
Whence  is  it  that  the  proud  Iberian  thus. 
In  their  own  well-alTerted  element, 
Dares  roufe  to  wrath  the  mafl:ers  of  the  main  ? 
Who  told  him,  that  the  big  incumbent  war 
Would    not,  ere  this,  have  roll'd  his  trembling 
In  fmoky  ruin  ?  and  his  guilty  fl:ores,  [ports 

Won  by  the  ravage  of  a  butcher'd  world. 
Yet  unaton'd,  funk  in  the  fwallowing  deep. 
Or  led  the  glittering  prize  into  the  Thames  t 
There  was  a  time  (oh,  let  my  languid  fons 
Refume  their  fpirlt  at  the  roufing  thought !) 
When  all  the  pride  of  Spain,  in  one  dread  fleet, 
Swell'do'er  the  labouringfurge;likeawholeheaveH 
Of  clouds,  wide-roll'd  before  the  boundlefs  breeze. 
Gaily  the  fplendid  armament  along 
Exultant  plough'd,  refletSing  a  red  gleam, 
As  funk  the  fun,  o'er  all  the  flaming  vafl: ; 
Tall,  gorgeous,  and  elate ;  drunk  with  the  drean« 
Of  eafy  conqueft  :  while  their  bloated  war, 
Stretch'd  out  from  iky  to  flcy,  the  gather'd  force 
Of  ages  held  in  its  capacious  womb. 
But  foon,  regardlefs  of  the  cumberous  pomp, 
My  dauntlel's  Britons  came,  a  gloomy  few, 
With  tempefl:  bla^k,  the  goodly  fcene  deform'd, 
And  laid  their  glory  wafte.     The  bolts  of  fate 
Refiftlefs  thunder'd  through  their  yielding  fides  j 
Fierce  o'er  their  beauty  blaz'd  the  lurid  flame  { 
And  feiz'd  in  horrid  grafp,  or  fhatter'd  wide, 
Amid  the  mighty  waters  deep  they  fuuk. 
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Then  too  from  every  promontary  chill, 
Rank  fen,  and  cavern  where  the  wild  wave  works, 
I  fwcpt  confederate  winds,  and  fwell'd  a  ftorm. 
Round  the  giad  ifle,  fnatch'd  by  the  vengeful  blaft. 
The  i'catter'd  remnants  drove  ;  on  the  blind  (helve. 
And  pointed  rock,  that  marks  th'  indented  fhore, 
Reientlefs  dalh'd  wiiere  loud  the  northern  main 
Howls  through  tlie  fra^lurM  Caledonian  ifles. 

Such  were  the  dawnm^s  or  my  v.'atery  reign ; 
But  Tmce  how  vaft.  it  grew,  how  abfolute, 
Zv'n  in  thole  troubled  times,  when  dreadful  Blake 
Aw'd  angry  nations  with  the  Britifh  name, 
JLet  every  humbled  ftate,  let  Europe  fay, 
Sur;ain'd,  and  balanc'd,  by  my  naval  arm. 
Ah,  what  mv.'l  thofe  immortal  fpirits  think 
Of  your  poor  fhifts  ?    Thofe,  for  their  country's 

good 
Who  fac'd  the  blackefl:  danger,  knew  no  fear, 
Ko  mean  fubmiflion,  but  commanded  peace. 
Ah!  how  "with  indignation  muft  they  burn  ! 
(If  aught,  but  joy,  can  touch  ethereal  breafts) 
With  ihame  !  with  grief !  to  fee  their  feeble  fons 
Shrink  trom  that  empire  o'er  the  conquer'd  feas. 
For  v>'hich  tlieir  wifdom  plann'd,  their  councils 

glow'd. 
And  their  veins  bled  through  many  a  toiling  age ! 

Oh,  firfl  of  human  bleflings  !  and  fupreme  ! 
pair  peace  !  how  lovely,  how  delightful  thou  ! 
Ey  whofe  wide  tie,  the  kindred  fens  of  men 
Like  brothers  live,  in  amity  combin'd, 
And  unfufpicious  faith  ;  while  hcneft  toil 
Gives  every  joy,  and  to  thofe  joys  a  right, 
Which  idle,  barbarous  rapine  but  ufurps. 
Pure  is  thy  reign  ;  when,  unaccurs'd  by  blood, 
Kougiit,  fave  the  fwcetnefs  of  indulgent  fhowers, 
Tricklin ;  diftils  into  the  vernant  glebe  ; 
Inflead  of  mangled  carcafes,  fad-feen, 
When  the  blithe  fheaves  lie  fcatter'd  o'er  the  field ; 
When  only  fnining  fhares,  the  crooked  knife, 
And  hooks  imprint  the  vegetable  wound  ; 
When  the  land  blafhes  with  the  rofe  alone. 
The  falling  fruitage  and  the  bleeding  vine. 
Oh,  peace  !  thou  lource,  snd  foul  of  focial  life; 
Beneath  v/hofc  calm  infpiring  influence. 
Science  his  views  enlarges,  art  refines. 
And  fwelling  commerce  opens  all  her  ports; 
Blefl  be  the  man  divine,  who  gives  us  thee  ! 
Who  bids  the  trumpet  hufh  his  horrid  clang. 
Nor  blow  the  giddy  nations  into  rage  ; 
Who  (heaths  tlie  murderous  blade  ;  the  deadly  gun 
Into  the  well-pil'd  armory  returns  ; 
And,  every  vigour  from  the  work  of  death. 
To  grateful  induftry  converting,  makes 
The  country  flourifh,  and  the  city  fmile. 
Unviolated,  him  the  virgin  fmgs  : 
And  him  the  fmlling  mother  to  her  train. 
Of  him  the  (liepherd,  in  the  peaceful  dale, 
Chaunts ;  and,  the  treafures  of  his  labour  fure, 
Th.  hufbandmau  of  him,  as  at  the  plough. 
Or  team,  he  toils.     With  him  the  I'ailor  foothes, 
Beneath  the  trembling  moon,  the  midnight  wave  ; 
And  the  full  city,  warm,  from  (Ireet  to  ftreet, 
And  fhop  to  fhop,  refponfive,  iiafs  of  him  : 
Kor  joys  one  land  alone  ;  his  praife  extends 
Far  as  the  fun  rolls  the  difFufive  day ; 
Far  as  the  breeze  can  bear  the  gifts  of  peace. 
Till  all  the  happy  nations  catch  the  fong. 
What  would  not,  peace !  the  patriot  bear  for  thee  ? 


What  painful  patience  ?  what  inccfifaOt  care  ? 

What  mixt  anxiety  ?  what  (leeplefs  toil } 

Ev'n  from  tlie  rafh  protedled  what  reproach  ? 

For  he  thy  value  knows ;  thy  friendihip  he 

To  human  nature :  but  the  better  thou. 

The  richer  of  delight,  fometimes  tlie  more 

Inevitable  war  ;  when  ruffian  force 

Awakes  the  fury  of  an  injur'd  (late. 

Ev'n  the  good  patient  man,  whom  reafon  rules, 

Rous'd  by  bold  infult,  and  injurious  rage. 

With  (harp  and  fudden  check,  th'  aftonifh'd  fons 

Of  violence  confounds ;  firm  as  his  caufe 

His  bolder  heart ;  in  awful  juftice  clad; 

His  eyes  effulging  a  peculiar  fire ; 

And,  as  he  charges  through  the  proftrate  war. 

His  keen  air  teaches  faithlefs  men,  no  more 

To  dare  the  facred  vengeance  of  the  juft. 

And  what,  my  thoughtlefs  fons,  (hould  fire  you 
more, 
Than  when  your  well-earn'd  empire  of  the  deep     " 
The  leaft  beginning  injury  receives  ! 
What  better  caufe  can  call  your  lightning  forth  ? 
Your  thunder  wake  ?  your  deareft  life  demand  i" 
What  better  caufe,  than  when  your  country  fees 
The  Hy  deftrudlion  at  her  vitals  aim'd  ? 
For,  oh,  it  much  imports  you,  'tis  your  all. 
To  keep  your  trade  entire,  entire  the  force, 
And  honour  of  your  fleets :  o'er  that  to  watch, 
Ev'n  with  a  hand  fevere,  and  jealous  eye. 
In  intercourfe  be  gentle,  generous,  juft. 
By  wifdom  polifh'd,  and  of  manners  fair ; 
But  on  the  fea  be  terrible,  untam'd. 
Unconquerable  fiill ;  let  none  cfcape, 
M'ho  (hall  but  aim  to  touch  your  glory  there. 
Is  there  the  man,  into  the  lion's  den 
Who  dares  intrude,  to  fnatch  his  young  away  ? 
And  is  a  Briton  feiz'd  ?  and  feiz'd  beneath 
The  flimiberiog  terrors  of  a  Britifh  fleet  I 
Then  ardent  rife  !  Oh,  great  in  vengeance  rife  ! 
O'erturn  the  proud,  teach  rapine  to  reflore  : 
And  as  you  ride  fublimely  round  the  world. 
Make  every  veffel  (loop,  make  every  ftate 
At  once  their  welfare  and  their  duty  loiow. 
This  is  your  glory  :  this  your  wifdom  ;  this 
The  native  power  fcr  which  you  v.-ere  defign'd 
By  fate,  when  fate  defign'd  the  firmeft  ftate. 
That  e'er  was  feated  on  the  fubjeeft  fea  ; 
A  ftate,  alone,  where  liberty  ftiould  Hve, 
In  thefe  late  times,  this  evening  of  mankind, 
When  Athens,  Rome,  and  Carthage  are  no  more. 
The  world  almoft  in  flavifli  floth  diffolv'd. 
For  this,  thefe  rocks  around  your  coaft  were  thrown. 
For  this,  your  oaks,  peculiar  harden'd,  (hoot 
Strong  into  fturdy  growth  ;  for  this,  your  hearts 
Swell  with  a  fuUen  courage,  growing  ftill 
As  danger  grows ;  and  ftrength,  and  toil  for  this 
Are  liberal  pour'd  o'er  all  the  fervent  land. 
Then  cherilh  this,  this  unexpanfive  power, 
Undangerous  to  the  public,  ever  prompt. 
By  lavilh  nature  thruft  into  your  hand  : 
And,  unincumber'd  with  the  bulk  immenfe 
Of  conqueft,  whence  huge  empires  rofe,  and  fell 
Se!f-cru(h'd,  extend  your  reign  from  (liore  to  (hore, 
Where-e'er  the  wind  your  high  behefts  can  blow  ; 
And  fix  it  deep  on  tiiis  eternal  bafe. 
For  (hould  the  Aiding  fabric  once  give  way. 
Soon  flacken'd  quit  •,  and  paft  recovery  broke, 
It  gathers  ruia  as  it  rolls  along, 
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Steep  rufliing  down  to  that  devouring  gulf, 

Where  miny  a  mighty  empire  buried  lies. 

And  {hould  the  bi^  redundant  flood  of  trade, 

In  which  ten  thoufand  thoufand  labours  join 

Their  feveral  currents,  till  the  boundlofs  tide 

Rolls  in  a  rndiant  deluge  o'er  the  land  ; 

Should  thk  bright  ftrcam,  the  leaft  infleded,  point 

Its  courfe  another  way,  o'er  other  lands 

1'he  various  treafure  would  refiftlefs  pour. 

Ne'er  to  be  won  again  ;  its  ancient  tra(5l 

Left  a  vile  channel,  defolate  and  dead, 

With  all  around  a  miferable  wafte. 

Not  Egypt,  were,  her  better  heaven,  the  Nile 

Turn'd  in  the  pride  of  flow  ;  when  o'er  his  rocks, 

And  roaring  cataraifts,  beyond  the  reach 

Of  dizzy  vifion  pil'd,  in  one  wide  flafli 

An  Ethiopian  deluge  foams  amain 

(Whence  wonderingfabletrac'dhim  from  the  Iky) ; 

Ev'n  not  that  prime  of  tarth,  where  harvefts  crowd 

On  untill'd  harvefts,  all  the  teeming  vear, 

If  of  the  fat  o'erflowing  culture  robb'd, 

Were  then  a  more  uncomfortable  wild. 

Sterile,  and  void  ;  than,  of  her  trade  depriv'd, 

Britons,  your  boalled  ifle  :  her  princes  funk  ; 

Her  high-built  honour  moulder'd  to  the  duit ; 

TJnnerv'd  her  force  ;  her  fpirit  vanifii'd  quite  ; 

With  rapid  wing  her  riches  fied  away  ; 

Her  unfrequented  ports  alone  the  fign 

Of  what  fhe  was  ;  her  merchants  fcatter'd  wide  ; 

Her  hollow  fhops  Ihut  up  ;  and  in  her  ftreets, 

Her  fields,  v/oods,  markets,  villages,  and  roads. 

The  cheerful  voice  of  labour  heard  no  more. 

Oh,  let  not  then  wafte  luxury  impair 
That  manly  foul  of  toil,  which  firings  your  nerves, 
And  your  own  proper  happinefs  creates  ! 
Oh,  let  not  the  foft,  penetrating  plague  _ 
Creep  on  the  free-born  mind;  and  working  there. 
With  the  Iharp  tooth  of  many  a  new-form'd  want, 
Endlefs,  and  iule  all,  eat  out  the  heart 
Of  liberty  ;  the  high  conception  blaft  ; 
The  noble  fentiment,  th'  impatient  fcorn 
Of  bafe  fubjedion,  and  the  fv.elling  wj.)¥ 


For  general  good,  era2ing  from  the  mind: 
While  nought  fave  narrow  felfiflinefs  fuccceds, 
And  low  defign,  the  fneaking  paffions  all 
Let  loofe,  and  reigning  in  the  rankled  breafV. 
Induc'd  at  laft,  by  fcarce-perceiv'd  degree's, 
Sapping  the  very  frame  of  government. 
And  life,  a  total  difi^olution  comes  ; 
Sloth,  ignorance,  dcjecftion,  flattery,  fear. 
Oppreffion  raging  o'er  the  wafle  he  makes ; 
The  human  being  almoll;  quite  extincS  ; 
And  the  whole  ftate  in  broad  corruption  finks. 
Oh,  Ihun  that  gulf :  that  gaping  ruin  fliun  ! 
And  countlefs  ages  roll  it  far  away 
From  you,  ye  heavcn-belov'd!  may  liberty, 
Tlie  light  of  life,  the  fun  of  human-kind  ! 
Whence  heroes,  bards,  and  patriots  borrow  flame, 
Ev'n  where  the  keen  depreJlive  north  dcfccnds, 
Still  fpread,  exalt,  and  aduate  your  powers  ! 
While  flaviih  fouthern  climates  beam  in  vain  I 
And  may  a  public  fpirit  from  the  throne. 
Where  every  virtue;  fits,  go  copious  forth, 
Live  o'er  tlie  land,  the  finer  arts  infpire. 
Make  thoughtful  fcierice  raife  his  pennve  head. 
Blow  the  frefh  bay,  bid  induftry  rejoice. 
And  the  rough  fons  of  loweft  labour  finile. 
As  when,  profufe  of  fpring,  the  loofen'd  weft 
Lifts  up  the  pining  year,  and  bah-ny  breathes 
Youth,  life,  and  love,  and  beauty  o'er  the  world. 

But  hafle  we  from  thefe  melancholy  lliores, 
Nor  to  deaf  winds  and  waves  our  fruitlcfs  plaint 
Pour  weak  ;  the  country  claims  our  acSive  aid; 
That  let  us  roam  ;  and  v/here  we  find  a  fpark 
Of  public  virtue,  blow  it  into  flame. 
Lo  !  now  my  fons,  the  fons  of  freedom  !  meet 
In  awful  fenate  ;  thither  let  us  fly  ; 
Burn  in  the  patriot's  thought,  flow  from  his  tongue 
In  fearieis  truth ;  myfelf,  transform'd,  prefide, 
And  flied  the  fpirit  of  Britannia  round. 

This  faid  ;  her  fleeting  form,  and  airy  train. 
Sunk  in  the  gale  ;  and  nought  but  ragged  rocks 
Rufii'd  on  tlie  broken  eye  ;  and  nought  was  heard 
But  the  rough  cadence  of  the  dafliiag^  wave. 


Vot.  IX. 
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LIBERTY,    A    POEM, 

IN    FIVE    PARTS. 


TO  HIS  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  FREDERICK 
PRINCE  OF  WALES. 

Sir, 

"^^HEN  I  refleft  upon  that  ready  cpndcfcenfion, 
that  preventing  generofity,  with  which  your  Royal 
Hijjhnefs  received  the  following  poem  under  your 
protedion  ;  I  can  alone  afcribe  it  to  the  recom- 
mendation, and  influence  of  the  fubjedl.  In  you 
the  caufe  and  concerns  of  Liberty  have  fo  zealous 
a  patron,  as  entitles  whatever  may  have  the  leaft 
tendency  to  promote  them,  to  the  diftindtion  of 
your  favour.  And  who  can  entertain  this  de- 
lightful reflexion,  without  feeling  a  pleafure  far 
luperior  to  that  of  the  fondeft  author ;  and  of 
■which  all  true  lovers  of  their  country  mufl  parti- 
cipate ?  To  behold  the  nobleft  difpofitions  of  the 
prince,  and  of  the  patriot,  united:  an  overflowing 
lenevolence,  generofity,  and  candour  of  heart, 
joined  to  an  enlightened  zeal  for  Liberty,  an  inti- 
mate perfuaCcn  that  on  it  depends  the  happinefs 
and  glory  both  of  kings  and  people  :  to  fee  thefc 
Ihining  out  in  public  virtues,  as  they  have  hither- 
to fmiled  in  all  the  focial  lights  and  private  accom- 
plifhmcnts  of  life,  is  a  profpedt  tbat  cannot  but 
infpire  a  general  fentiment  of  fatisf;:(!-i  ion  and  glad- 
ncfs,  move  enfy  to  be  felt  than  exprelTcd. 

If  tlie  following  attempt  to  trace  Liberty,  from 
the  firft  a;.es  down  to  her  ejcellent  eftabhlhment 
in  Great  Britain,  can  at  all  merit  your  apjiroba- 
tion,  and  prove  an  entertainment  to  your  Royal 
Highnefs;  if  it  cr.n  in  any  degree  anfwer  the  dig- 
nity of  the  fahje<ft,  and  of  the  name  under  which 
I  prefrme  to  fbeltet  it;  I  have  my  beft  reward: 
particularly  as  it  alTords  me  an  opportunity  of 
declaring  that  I  am,  with  the  greatell  zeal  and 
refped, 

S  I  R, 

Your  Royal  Highnefs's 

Aloft  obedient 

and  moft  devoted  fervant, 

JAMES  THOMSON-  J 


PART    r. 

ANCIENT  AND   MODERN  ITALY  COMPAREB. 

Contents. 

The  following  Poem  is  thrown  into  the  form  of  a 
Poetical  viiiion.  Its  fcene  the  ruins  of  ancient 
Rome.  The  Goddefs  of  Liberty,  who  is  fup- 
pofed  to  fpeak  through  the  whole,  appears,  cha- 
rafterifed  as  Britifh  Liberty  ;  to  ver.  44.  Gives 
a  view  of  ancient  Italy,  and  particularly  of  re- 
publican Rome,  in  ail  her  magnificence  and  glo- 
ry ;  to  ver.  112.  This  contrafi;ed  by  modern 
Italy  ;  its  vallies,  mountains,  culture,  cities,  peo- 
ple :  the  difference  appearintj  ftrongeft  in  the 
capital  city  Rome  ;  to  ver.  234.  The  ruins  of 
the  great  works  of  Liberty  more  magnificent 
than  the  borrowed  pomp  of  OppreflTion ;  and 
from  them  revived  Sculpture,  Painting,  and  Ar- 
chitedUire  ;  to  ver.  256.  The  old  Romans  apo- 
flrophiztd,  with  regard  to  the  feveral  melan- 
choly changes  in  Italy  :  Horace,  Tully,  and 
Virgil,  with  regard  to  their  Tibur,  Tufculum, 
and  Naples;  to  ver.  287.  That  once  finefl  and 
moll  omanientcd  part  of  Italy,  all  along  the 
coail  of  Baiae,  how  changed  ;  to  ver.  321.  This 
defolation  of  Italy  applied  to  Britain  ;  to  ver. 
344.  Addrefs  to  the  Goddefs  of  Liberty,  that 
fhe  would  deduce  from  the  firft  ages,  her  chief 
eilabllftimcnts,  the  dcfcription  of  which  con- 
ftitute  die  fubjeft  of  the  following  parts  of  thi« 
Poem.  She  aiTents,  and  commands  what  flie 
fays  to  be  fung  in  Britain ;  whofc  happinefs, 
ariCng  from  freedom,  and  a  limited  monar- 
chy, fhe  marks;  to  ver.  391.  An  immediate 
Vifion  attends,  and  paints  her  words.  luvoca* 
tion. 

O  MF  lamented  Talbot !  while  with  thee 
The  mufe  gay  rov'd  the  glad  Hefperian  round. 
And  drew  th'  infpiring  bixath  of  ancient  arts; 
Ah  !  little  thought  flie  her  returning  vcrfe 
Should  fing  our  darling  fubjtct  to  thy  fhade^        ^' 
And  doea  the  rayftic  veil,  from  mortal  beam. 
Involve  thofe  eyes  wiiere  every  virtue  fmil'd, 


LIBERTY^ 


H'ic 


And  all  tfiy  father's  canclid  fpirit  flione  ? 

The  light  of  reafon,  pure,  without  a  cloud  ; 

Full  of  the  generous  heart,  the. mild  regard;      lo 

Honour  difduiiiing  hlemifli,  cordial  faith, 

And  limpid  truth,  that  lool.s  the  very  foul. 

Hut  to  the  death  of  mighty  nations  turn, 

IVIy  llrain  ;.be  therj  ablbrpi  the  private  tear. 

Muling,  I  lay;  warm  from  the  facred  walks,"  15 
Where  at  each  Hep  imagination  burns: 
While  fcatter'd  wide  around,  awful,  aiid  hoar, 
l>ies,  a  vafl  monument,  once-glorious  Rome, 
The  tomb  of  empire  !  ruins  !  that  efface 
Whate'er,  of  finifii'd,  modern  pomp  can  boaft.   ao 

Snatch'd  by  thefe  wonders  to  that  world  where 
Unfetter'd  ranges,  fancy's  magic  hand      [thought 
Led  me  anew  o'er  all  the  folemn  fcene, 
JStill  in  the  mind's  pure  eye  more  folemn  dreft.  24 
When  ftrait,  methought,  the  fair  majeflic  power 
Of  I^iberty  appear'd.     Not,  as  of  old, 
Extended  in  her  hand  the  cap,  and  rod, 
Whofe  flave-enlarging  touch  gave  double. life  : 
But  her  bright  temples  bound  with  Britifn  oak. 
And  naval  honours  nodded  on  her  brow.  30 

Sublime  of  port :  loofe  o'er  her  fhonlder  flow'd 
■  Her  fea-f'reen  robe,  with  conftellations  gay. 
An  illand-goddefs  now  ;  and  her  high  care 
The  queen  of  ifles,  the  miflrefs  of  the  main. 
My  heart  beat  filial  tranfport  at  the  fight ;         35 
And,  as  Ihe  mov'd  to  fpeak,  th'  awakened  mufe 
JLiften'd  intenfe.     A  while  Ihe  look'd  around. 
With  mournful  dye  the  well-known  ruins  mark'd. 
And  then,  her  fighs  reprefling,  thus  be;jan.         39 

Mine  are  thefe  wonders,  all  thou  fee'll  is  mine; 
■But,  ah,  how  chang'd ;  the  faUing  poor  remains 
Of  what  exalted  once  th'  Aufonian  Ihore.  [gloom, 
Look  back  through  time  ;  and,  riling  from  the 
Mark  the  dread  fcene, that  paints  v/hate'er  I  fay. 

The  great  republic  fee!  that  glow'd,  fublime,  45 
With  the  mixt  freedom  of  a  thoufand  ftates  ; 
Rais'd  on  the  thrones  of  kings  her  Curule  Chair, 
And  by  her  Fafces  aw'd  the  fubjedt  world. 
See  bufy  millions  quickening  all  the  land. 
With  cities  throng'd,  and  teeming  culture  high:  50 
•For  Nature  then  fmil'd  on  her  frec-'oorn  fons, 
And  pour'd  the  plenty  that  belongs  to  men. 
Behold,  the  country  cheering,  villas  rife, 
In  lively  profpedl ;  by  the  fecret  lapfe 
Of  brooksnow  loftandftreamsrenown'dinfong:  S5 
Tn  Umbria's  clofing  vales,  or  on  the  brow 
Of  her  brown  hills  that  breathe  the  fcented  gale  : 
On  Baice's  viny  coafl ;  where  peaceful  feas, 
Fann'd  by  kind  zephyrs,  ever  kifs  tlie  fhore  ; 
And  funs  unclouded  lliine,  through  pureft  air:     60 
Or  in  the  fpacious  neighbourhood  of  Rome  ; 
Far-fliining  upward  to  the  Sabine  hills. 
To  Anio's  roar,  and  Tiljur's  olive  fhade ; 
To  where  Prenefle  hfts  her  airy  brow ; 
Or  downward  fpreading  to  the  funny  fhore,       65 
Where  Alba  breathes  the  frefhnefs  of  the  main. 

See  dillant  mountains  leave  their  vallies  dry. 
And  o'er  the  proud  Arcade  their  tribute  pour, 
To  lave  imperial  Rome.     For  ages  laid. 
Deep,  mafly,  firm,  diverging  every  way,  70 

With  tombs  of  heroes  facred,  fee  her  roads  : 
By  various  nations  trod,  and  fuppliant  kings ; 
With  legions  flaming,  or  with  triumph  gay. 

Full  in  the  centre  of  thefe  wondrous  works, 
The  pride  of  earth  !  Rome  in  her  glory  fee  !       75 


Behold  her  deml-gods,  in  fenate  met ; 
All  head  to  counlel,  and  all  heart  to  acS  : 
The  common-weal  infpiring  every  tongue 
With  fervent  eloquence,  unbrib'd,  and  bold  ; 
Ere  tame  corruption  taught  the  fervile  herd       86 
To  rank  obedient  to  a  mafler's  voice. 

Ht;r  forum  fee,  warm,  popular,  and  loud, 
In  trembling  wonder  hufh'd,  when  the  two  fires, 
As  they  the  private  father  greatly  quell'd, 
Stood  up  the  public  fathers  of  the  ftate.  8^ 

See  juftice  judging  there,  in  human  fliape. 
Hark!  how  v.ith  freedom's  voice  it  thunders  high, 
Or  in  foft  murmurs  finks  to  Tully's  tongue. 

Her  tribes,  her  cenfus,  fee ;  her  generous  troops, 
Whofe  pay  was  glory,  and  their  hell  reward.     90 
Free  for  their  country  and  for  me  to  die  ; 
Ere  mercenar)^  murder  grew  a  trade. 

Mark,  as  the  purple  triumph  waves  along. 
The  higheft  pomp  and  loweit  fall  of  life. 

Her  feftive  games,  the  ichool  of  heroes,  fee;  9S 
Her  circus,  ardent  with  contending  youth  ; 
Her  flrcets,  her  temples,  palaces,  and  baths. 
Full  of  fair  forms,  of  beauty's  eldeil-born, 
And  of  a  people  call  in  virtue's  mould 
While  fculpture  lives  around,  and  Afian  hills   lodjf 
Lend  their  beft  ftores  to  heave  the  pillar'd  dome; 
All  that  to  Roman  llrength  the  i'ofter  touch 
Of  Grecian  art  can  join.     But  language  fails 
To  paint  this  fun,  this  centre  of  mankind  ; 
Where  every  virtue,  glory,  treafure,  art,  10^ 

Attracted  ilrong,  in  heighten'd  luitre  met. 

Need  I  the  contrail  mark  ?  unjoyous  view  ! 
A  land  in  all,  in  government,  in  arts. 
In  virtue,  genius,  earth  and  heaven,  revers'd, 
Who  but,  thefe  far-fam'd  ruins  to  behold,         IIS» 
Proofs  of  a  people,  whofe  heroic  aims 
Soar'd  fir  above  the  little  felfilli  fphere 
Of  doubting  modern  life  ;  who  but,  inflam'd 
With  claffic  zeal,  thefe  confecrated  fcenes 
Of  men  and  deeds  to  trace,  Unhappy  land,        II5 
Would  truil  thy  wilds,  and  cities  loofe  of  fway  ? 

Are  thefe  the  vales,  that,  once,  exulting  Hates 
In  their  warm  bofom  fed  ?  the  mountain^  thefe, 
On  whofe  high-blooming  fides  my  fons,  of  old, 
I  bred  to  glory  ?  the  dejedled  towns,  ^  I2<? 

W  here,  mean,  and  fordid,  life  can  fcarce  fubfift, 
Ihe  fcenes  of  ancient  opulence,  and  pomp  ? 

Come  !  by  whatever  facred  name  difguis'd, 
Oppreffion,  come  !  and  in  thy  works  rejoice  ! 
See  nature's  richell  plains  to  putrid  feus  12^ 

Turn'd  by  thy  fury.    From  their  cheerful  bounds, 
See  raz'd  th'  enlivening  village,  farm,  and  feat. 
Firll,  ruj-al  toil,  by  thy  rapacious  hand 
Robb'd  of  his  poor  reward,  refign'd  the  plough  ; 
And  now  he  dares  not  turn  the  noxious  glebe.  130 
'Tis  thine  entire.     The  lonely  I'wain  himfelf. 
Who  loves  at  large  along  the  graffy  downs 
His  flocks  to  pallure,  thy  drear  champain  flies. 
Far  as  the  fickening  eye  can  fvveep  around, 
'Tis  all  one  defert,  defolate,  and  gray,  Ijj 

Graz'd  by  the  fullen  buffalo  alone ; 
And  where  the  rank  uncultivated  growth 
Of  rotting  ages  taints  the  pafTmg  gale. 
Beneath  the  baleful  blall  the  city  pines. 
Or  finks  enfeebled,  or  infecSled  burns.  I40 

Beneath  it  mourns  the  foiitary  road, 
Roll'd  in  rude  mazes  o'er  th'  abandon'd  wafle  ; 
While  ancient  wavs,  ingulf 'd,  are  feen  no  more 
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Such  thy  dire  plains,  xkio\x  felf-dejlroyer  .'  foe 
To  human  kind!  Thy  mountains  too,  profufe,  145 
Where  favage  nature  blooms,  feem  their  fad  plaint 
To  raife  againfl:  thy  dsfolating  rod. 
There  on  the  breezy  brow,  where  thriving  ftates, 
And  famous  cities,  once,  to  the  pleas'd  fun, 
Far  other  fcencs  of  rifmg  culture  fpread,  150 

Pale  fnine  thy  ragged  towns.     Neglected  round. 
Each  harveft  p'nes ;  the  Uvid,  lean  produce 
Of  heartiefs  labour  :  while  thy  hated  joys. 
Not  proper  pleafure,  lift  the  lazy  hand. 
Better  to  fink  in  floth  the  woes  of  life,  155 

Than  wake  their  rage  with  unavailing  toil. 
Hence  drooping  art  almoft  to  nature  leaves 
The  rude  unguided  year.     Thin  wave  the  gifts 
Of  yellow  Ceres,  thin  the  radiant  bluih 
Of  orchard  reddens  in  the  warmeft  ray.  1 60 

To  weedy  wildnefs  run,  no  rural  wealth 
(Such  as  diftators  fed)  the  garden  pours. 
Crude  the  wild  olive  flows,  and  foul  the  vine  ;• 
Nor  juice  Coecubian,  nor  Falernian,  more. 
Streams  life  and  joy,  fave  in  the  mufe's  bowl.  165 
Unfeconded  by  art,  the  fplnning  race 
Draw  the  bright  thread  in  vain,  and  idly  toil. 
•in  vain,  forlorn  in  wilds,  the  citron  blows  ; 
And  flowering  plants  perfume  the  defert  gale. 
Through  the  vile  thorn  the  tender  myrtle  twines. 
Inglorious  droops  the  laurel,  dead  to  fong,        171 
And  long  a  ftranger  to  the  hero's  brow.       [fields, 

Nor   half  thy  triumph  this :   caft,  from  brute 
Into  the  haunts  of  men  thy  ruthlefs  eye. 
There  buxom  plenty  never  turns  her  horn  ;     175 
The  grace  and  virtue  of  exterior  life, 
No  clean  convenience  reigns ;  ev'n  fleep  Itfelf, 
Lcaft  delicate  of  powers,  reluftant,  there, 
Lays  on  the  bed  impure  his  heavy  head. 
Thy  horrid  walk  !  dead,  empty,  unadorn'd,     180 
See  ftreets  whofe  echoes  never  know  the  voice 
Of  cheerful  hurry,  commerce  many-tongu'd, 
And  art  mechanic  at  his  various  talk. 
Fervent,  employ'd.     Mark  the  defponding  race. 
Of  occupation  void,  as  void  of  hope  ;  185 

Hope,  the  glad  ray,  glanc'd  from  Eternal  Good, 
That  life  enlivens,  and  exalts  its  powers, 
M'ith  veiws  of  fortune — madnefs  all  to  them  ! 
By  thee  relentlefs  feiz'd  their  betters  joys, 
To  the  foft  aid  of  cordial  airs  they  fly,  190 

Breathing  a  kind  oblivion  o'er  their  woes, 
And  love  and  mufic  melt  their  fouls  away, 
from  feeble  juflice  fee  how  raih  revenge. 
Trembling,  the  balance  fnaches  ;  and  the  fword. 
Fearful  himfelf,  to  venal  ruffians  gives.  195 

Sec  where  God's  altar,  nurfing  murder,  ftands, 
With  the  red  touch  of  dark  afTaflins  flain'd. 

But  chief  let  Rome,  the  mighty  city  !  fpeak 
The  full-exerted  genius  of  thy  reign. 
Behold  her  rife  amid  the  lifelefs  wafie,  200 

Expiring  nature  all  corrupted  round  ; 
while  the  lone  Tybcr,  through  the  defert  plain. 
Winds  his  wafle  flores,  and  fuJen  fvi-eeps  along. 
Patch'd  from  my  fragments,  in  unfolid  pomp, 
Mark  how  the  temple  glares;  and,  artful drell,  205 
Amufive,  draws  the  fuperftitious  train. 
Alark  how  the  palace  lifts  a  lying  front, 
Concealing  often,  in  magnific  jail, 
Proud  want ;  a  deep  unanimated  gloom  ! 
And  oft  adjoining  to  the  drear  abode  aio 

Of  mifcry,  whofe  melancholy  walls 
6 


Seem  its  voracious  grandeur  to  reproach. 

Within  the  city  bounds,  the  defert  fee. 

See  the  rank  vine  o'er  fubterranean  roofs. 

Indecent,  fpread;  beneath  whofe  fretted  gold     21 J 

It  once,  exulting,  fiow'd.   The  people  mark, 

Matchlef?,  while  nr'd-by  me  ;  to  public  good 

Inexorably  firm,  jufl:,  generous,  brave. 

Afraid  of  nothing  but  unworthy  life. 

Elate  with  glory,  an  heroic  foul  220 

Known  to  the  vulgar -breaft :  behold  them  now 

A  thin  defpairing  number,  all-fubdued. 

The  Haves  of  flaves,  by  fuperftition  fool'd, 

By  vice  unmann'd  and  a  licentious  rule, 

in  guile  ingenious,  and  in  murder  brave.  225 

Such  in  one  land,  beneath  the  fame  fair  clime, 

Thy  fons,  opprefiion,  are;  and  fuch  were  mine. 

Ev'n  with  thy  labour'd  pomp,for  whofe  vain  {how 
Deluded  thoufan.Is  ftarve  ;  all  age-b.grim'd. 
Torn,  robb'd  and  fcatter'dinunnumber'dfacks,  230 
And  by  the  tempeft  of  tv/o  thoufand  years 
Continual  fhaken,  let  my  ruins  vie. 
Thefe  roads  that  yet  the  Roman  hand  aflert. 
Beyond  the  weak  repair  of  modern  toil , 
Thefe  fracflur'd  arches,  that  the  chiding  ftream  235 
No  more  delighted  hear  ;  thefe  rich  remains 
Of  marbles  now  unltnown,  where  fliines  imbib'd 
Each  parent  ray  ;  thefe  mafiy  columns,  hew'd 
From  Afric's  fartheft  fhore  :  one  granite  all, 
Thefe  obelifks  high-towering  to  the  fky,  240 

Myfterious  mark'd  with  dark  Egyptian  lore ; 
Thefe  endlefs  wonders  that  this, fiicred  ivay 
Iliumine  ftill,  and  confecrate  to  fame ; 
Thefe  fountains,  vafes,  urns,  and  ftatues,  charg'd 
With  the  fine  ftores  of  art-com.pleting  Greece.  245 
Mine  is,  befidSs,  tl;y  every  later  boaft  : 
Thy  Buonarotis,  thy  Palladios  mine  ; 
And  fKine  the  fair  dcfigns,  which  Raphael's  foul 
O'er  the  live  canvas,  emanating,  breath'd. 

What  v/ould  you  fay, ye  corquerors  of  earth!  250 
Ye  Romans  !  could  you  raife  the  laurel'd  head  ; 
Could  you  the  corntry  fee,  by  feas  of  blood. 
And  the  dread  toil  of  ages,  won  fo  dear  ; 
Your  pride,  your  triumph,  and  fupreme  delight ! 
For  v/hofe  defence  oft,  in  the  doubtful  hour,    255 
You  rufii'd  with  rapture  down  the  gulf  of  fate. 
Of  death  ambitious  !  till  by  aweful  deeds. 
Virtues,  and  courage,  that  amaze  mankind, 
The  queen  of  nations  rofe ;  poffefi  of  all 
■WT. ich  nature,  art,  and  glory  could  befl:ow  :     260 
What  v.-ould  you  fay,  deep  in  the  lad  abyfs 
Of  flavery,  vice,  and  unambitious  want. 
Thus  to  behold  her  funk  .'  Your  crowded  plains. 
Void  of  their  cities;  unadorn'd  your  hills;        264 
Uiigrac'd  your  lakes;  your  ports  to  fhips  unknown ; 
Your  lawlefs  floods,  and  your  abandon'd  ftreams: 
Thefe  could  you  know?  thefe  could  ye  love  again.' 
Tiiy  Tibur,  Horace,  could  it  now  infpire 
Content,  poetic  cafe,  and  rural  joy,  269 

Soon  burfcing  into  fong;  while  through  the  grove* 
Of  headlong  Anio,  dafiiing  to  the  vale,  ' 
In  mnny  a  tortur'd  flrcam,you  mus'd  along  ? 
Yen  wild  retreat,  where  fuperftition  dreams. 
Could,  Tully,  you  your  Tufculum  believe  .' 
And  cocld  you  deem  yon  naked  hills,  that  form,  275 
Fam'd  in  old  fong,  the  fiiip-forfaken  bay, 
Your  Formian  fhorc  ?  Once  the  delight  of  earth, 
Where  art  and  nati^re,  ever-fmiling,  join'd 
Ou  the  gay  land  to  lavilh  all  their  ftores.  279 
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How  chang'd,  how  vacant,  Virgil,  wide  around, 
Would  now  your  Naples  feem  ?  Difafter'd  lefs 
By  black  Vefuvius  thundering  o'er  the  coaft. 
His  midnight  earthquakes,  and  his  mining  fires, 
Than  by  defpotic  rage  :  that  inward  gnaws, 
A  native  foe  :  di foreign,  tears  without.  285 

Firft  from  your  flatter'd  Ciefars  this  began  : 
Till,  doom'd  to  tyrants  an  tternal  prey, 
Thin-peopled  fpreads,  at  laft,  the  fyren  plain, 
That  the  dire  foul  of  Hannibal  difarm'd  ; 
And  wrapt  in  weeds  the  Ihore  of  Venus  lies.    290 
There  Baias  fees  no  more  the  joyous  throng; 
Her  bank  all  beaming  with  the  pride  of  Rome : 
No  generous  vines  now  balk  along  the  hills. 
Where  fport  the  breezes  of  the  Tyrrhene  main  ; 
With  baths  and  temples  mix'd,  no  villas  rife ;   295 
Nor,  r.rt  fuflain'd  amid  reliidant  waves, 
Draw  the  cool  murmurs  of  the  breathing  deep. 
No  fpreading  ports  their  facred  arms  extend  : 
No  mighty  moles  the  big  intrnfive  floi-m, 
From  the  calm  flation,  roll  refounding  back.    300 
An  almoll  total  defolation  fits, 
A  dreary  flillnefs,  faddening  o'er  the  coaft  ; 
Where,  when  foft  funs  and  tepid  winters  rofe. 
Rejoicing  crowds  inhal'd  the  balm  of  peace  ; 
Where  city'd  hill  to  hill  reflecfted  blaze  ;  305 

And  where  with  Ceres,  Bacchus  wont  to  hold 
A  genial  ftrifc.     Her  youthful  form,  robuft, 
Ev'n  nature  yields ;  by  fire  and  earthquake  rent : 
Whofe  flately  cities  in  the  dark  abrupt 
Swallow'd  at  once,  or  vile  in  rubbifh  laid,         310 
A  neft  for  ferpents ;  from  the  red  abyfs 
New  hills,  explofive  thrown  ;  the  Lucrine  lake 
A  reedy  pool ;  and  all  to  Cuma's  point. 
The  fea  re-covering  his  ufurp'd  domain, 
And  pour'd  triumphant  o'er  the  bury'd  dome.  315 

Hence,  Britain,  learn;  my  beft-eftabUfhed,  laft, 
-  And  more  than  Greece,  or  Rome,  m-y  fleady  reign ; 
The  land  wherC;  king  and  people  equal  bound 
By  guardian  laws,  my  fuUefl  bleffings  flow  ; 
And  where  my  jealous  unfubmitting  foul,        320 
The  dread  of  tyrants  !  burns  in  every  breaft  : 
Learn  hence,  if  fuch  the  miferable  fate 
Of  an  heroic  race,  the  mafters  once 
'  Of  human-kind;  what,  when  depriv'd  of  me, 
How  grievous  muft  be  thine  ?  In  fpite  of  climes,  325 
Whofe  fun-enliven'd  ether  wakes  the  foul 
To  higher  powers  ;  in  fpite  of  happy  foils. 
That,  but  by  labour's  ilighteft  aid  impell'd,     ■* 
With  treafures  teem  to  thy  cold  clime  unknown  ; 
If  there  defponding  fail  the  common  arts,         330 
And  fuftenance  of  life  -.  could  life  itfelf. 
Far  lefs  a  thoughtlefs  tyrant's  hollow  pomp, 
Subfill  with  thee  ?  Againfl  deprefling  flcies, 
Join'd  to  full-fpread  opprefUon's  cloudy  brow, 
How  could  thy  fpirits hold .'  where  vigour  find,  335 
Forc'd  fruits  to  tear  from  their  unnative  foil  ? 
Or,  ftoring  every  harveft  in  thy  ports. 
To  plough  the  dreadful  all-producing  wave  .' 

Here  paus'd  the  goddefs.    By  the  paufe  alTur'd, 
In  trembling  accents  thus  I  mov'd  my  prayer.  340 
*'  Oh,  firft,  and  moft  benevolent  of  powers  ! 
"  Come  from  eternal  fplendors,  here  on  earth, 
"  Againft  defpotic  pride,  and  rage,  and  luft, 
"  To  fhield  mankind  ;  to  raife  them  to  aflert 
"  The  native  rights  and  honour  of  their  race :  345 
<«  Teach  me  thy  loweft  fubjeft,  but  in  zeal 
*•  Yielding  to  none,  the  progrei's  of  thy  reign, 
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"  And  with  a  ftrain  from  thee  enrich  the  mufc. 

"  As  thee  alone  fhe  ferves,  her  patron,  thou, 

"  And  great  infpirer  be  !  then  will  Ihe  joy,     350 

"  Through  narrow  life  her  lot  and  private  fhade; 

"  And  when  her  venal  voice  fiie  barters  vile, 

"  Or  to  thy  open  or  thy  fecret  foes: 

"  May  ne'er  thofe  facred  raptures  touch  her  more, 

■"  By  flavilh  hearts  unfelt !  and  may  her  fong  2,55 

'•  ^ink  in  oblivion  with  the  namelefs  crew  ! 

"  Vermin  of  ftate  !  to  thy  o'erflowing  light 

"  That  owe  their  being,  yet  betray  thy  caufe." 

Then,  condefccnding  kind,  the  heavenly  power 
Return'd, — "  What  here,  fuggeftsd  by  the  fccne, 
■'  I  flight  unfold,  record  ancl  fing  at  home,        36I 
"  In  that  beft  ifle,  where  (fo  we  fpirits  move) 
"  With  one  quick  effort  of  my  will  I  am. 
"  There  truth,  unliijens'd,  walks  ;  and  dares  accoll 
"  Ev'n  kings  themfelves,  the  monarchs  of  the  free! 
"  Fix'd  on  my  rock,  there,  an  indulp-ent  race 
"   O'er  Britons  wield  the  fceptre  of  tiieir  choice  : 
"  And  there,  to  finilh  what  his  fires  began, 
"  A  prince  behold  !  for  me  who  burns  lincere, 
"  Ev'n  v/ith  a  fubjetft's  zeal.     He  my  great  work 
"  Will  parent  like  fuftain  ;  and  added  give       371 
"  The  touch,  the  graces  and  the  m.ufes  owe. 
"  For  Britain's  glory  fwells  his  panting  breaft  ; 
"  And  ancient  arts  he  emulous  revolves : 
"  His  pride  to  let  the  fmiling  heart  abroad  ;  [man; 
"  Through  clouds  of  pomp,  that  but  conceal  the 
"  To  pleafe  his  pleafure;  bounty  his  delight ; 
"  And  all  the  foul  of  Titus  dwells  in  him." 

Hail,  glorious  theme  !  but  how,  alas  !  fhall  verfe. 
From  the  crude  ftores  of  mortal  language  drawn,  380 
How  faint  and  tedious,  fing,  what,  piercing  deep, 
The  goddefs  flafli'd  at  once  upon  my  foul. 
For,  clear  precifion  all,  the  tongue  of  gods, 
Is  harmony  itfelf ;  to  every  ear 
Ff*.iiliar  known,  lil«e  light  to  every  eye.  385 

Ivleantime  difclofing  ages,  as  fhe  fpoke. 
In  long  fucceflion  pour'd  their  empires  forth  ; 
Scene  after  fcene,  the  human  dr^ma  fpread ; 
And  ftill  th'  embodied  pifiure  rote  to  fioht. 

Oh  thou,  to  whom  the  mufes  owe  their  flame; 
Who  bid'ft,  beneath  the  pole,  Parnaffus  rife,    39I 
And  Hippocrene  flow  ;  with  thy  bold  eale, 
The  ilriking  force,  the  lightning  of  thy  thought. 
And  thy  ftrong  phrafe,  that  rolls  profound,  and 

clear ; 
Oh,  gracious  goddefs  !  re-infpire  my  fong  ;      395 
While  I,  to  nobler  than  poetic  fame 
Aff  Iring,  thy  commands  to  Britons  bear. 


Notes  on  the  preceding  Poem.  ~"  • 

Ver.  83.     L.  J.  Brutus,  and  Virginius. 

Ver.  242.     Via  Saera. 

Ver.  247.  M.  Angelo  Buonaroti,  Palladio,  and 
Raphael  d'Urbino  ;  the  three  great  modern  mafteri 
in  fculpture,  architeAure,  ^.nd  painting. 
,  Ver.  273.  Tufculum  is  reckoned  to  have  ftood 
at  a  place  now  called  Grotta  Ferrata,  a  convent  of 
monks. 

Ver.  276.  The  bay  of  Mola  (anciently  For- 
miae)  into  which  Homer  brings  Ulyfles  and  his 
companions.     Near  Formiae  Cicero  had  a  villa. 

Ver.  284.  Naples  then  under  the  Auftrian  go- 
vernment. • 

QJJ9 


»4p 


THE   WORKS    OF   THOMSON. 


Ver.  a88.  Canipagna  Felice,  adjoining  to  Ca- 
|)ua. 

Ver.  290.  The  coaft  of  Baise,  which  was  for- 
merly adorned  with  the  works  mentioned  in  the 
Tollo win"- lines;  and  where,  amidft  many  magni- 
ficent ruins,  thofe  of  a  temple  ere(5ted  to  Venus 
arc  ftill  to  be  feen. 

Ver.  303.  All  along  this  coaft  the  ancient  Ro- 
jnans  had  their  winter  retreats;  and  feveral  po- 
toulous  cities  ftood. 


PART  II.     GREECE. 


Contents. 

J^iberty  traced  from  the  paftoral  ages,  and  the  firft 
■■  uniting  of  neighbouring  families  into  civil  go- 
vernment ;  to  ver.  47.  The  feveral  eftablifh- 
ments  of  Liberty,  in  Egypt,  Perfia,  Phosnicia, 
Paleftine,  flightiy  touched  upon,  down  to  her 
great  eflabUfhrnerit  in  Greece;  to  ver.  91. 
Geographical  defcription  of  Greece  ;  to  ver.  113. 
Sparta  and  Athens,  the  two  principal  ftatfes  of 
Greece,  defcribed ;  to  ver.  164.  Influence  of 
Liberty  over  all  the  Grecian  ftates ;  with  regard 
their  government,  their  politenefs,  their  vir- 
tues, their  arts  and  fciences.  The  vaft  fuperi- 
ority  it  gave  them,  in  point  of  force  and  bra- 
Very,  over  the  Perfians,  exemplified  by  the  ac- 
tion of  Thermopyls,  the  battle  of  Marathon, 
and  the  retreat  of  the  ten  thoufand.  Its  full  ex- 
ertion, and  mofb  beautiful  effedts  in  Athens  ;  to 
ver.  216.  Liberty  the  fource  of  free  philofophy. 
The  various  Ichools  which  took  their  rife  from, 
ver.  257.  Enumeration  of  fine  arts  :  eloquence, 
poetry,  mufic,  fculpture,  painting,  and  archi- 
tec^lure ;  the  cffedls  of  Liberty  in  Greece,  and 
brought  to  tlieir  utmoft-periedtion  there;  to 
Ver.  381.  Tranfition  to  the  modern  ftate  of 
Greece;  to  ver.  411.  Why  Liberty  declined, 
and  was  at  laft  entirely  loft  among  the  Greeks ; 
to  ver.  47a,    poncluding  Veflediion. 

Thus  fpoke  the  goddefs  of  the  fearlefs  eye  ; 
And  at  her  voice,  renew'd,  the  vifion  rofe. 

Firft,  in  the  dawn  of  time,  with  eaftern  fwains. 
In  wood$,  and  tents,  and  cottages,  I  liv'd  ; 
While  on  from  plain  to  plain  they  led  their  flocks, 
In  fearch  of  clearer  fpring,  and  frefiier  field. 
Thefe',  as  increafing  families  difclos'd 
The  tender  ftate,  1  taught  an  equal  fway. 
Few  were  offences,  properties,  and  laws. 
Beneath  the  rural  portal,  palm  o'erfprcad,  10 

The  father-ienate  met.     Thefe  juftice  dealt. 
With  rcafon  then  and  equity  the  fame. 
Free  as  the  common  air,  her  prompt  decree ; 
Nor  yet  had  ilain'd  her  fword  with  fubjedt's  blood. 
The  Cmpkr  arts  were  all  their  fimple  wants       15 
Had  urg'd  to  light.     Cut  inftant,  thefe  fupply'd, 
Another  fet  of  fonder  vyants  arole. 
And  other  arts  with  them  of  liner  aim ; 
Till,  f'.-om  reining  want  to  want  impcU'd, 
The  mind  by  thinking  pufh'd  her  latent  powers, 
And  life  began  to  giow,  and  arts  to  Ihine.  31 

At  firft,  on  brutes  alone  the  ruftic  war 
I^aunch'd  the  rude  fpear;  fwift,  as  he  glar'd  along. 
On  the  grim  lion,  or  the  robbei-wolf. 
?0r  then  young  fportiTC  life  was  void  of  toilj     2j 


Demanding  little,  and  with  little  pleas'd  : 

But  when  to  manhood  grown,  and  endlefs  joys. 

Led  on  by  equal  toils,  the  bofom  fir'd  ;    ' 

Lewd  lazy  rapine  broke  primeval  peace. 

And,  hid  in  caves  and  idle  forefts  drear,  30 

From  the  lone  pilgrim  ;;nd  the  wandering  fwain, 

Seiz'dwhathe  durft  not  earn.  Then  brother's  blood 

Firft,  horrid,  fmok'd  on  the  polluted  Ikies. 

Awful  in  juftice,  then  the  burning  youth. 

Led  by  their  tempcr'd  fires,  on  lawlefs  men,      35 

The  laft  worft  monfters  of  the  fhaggy  wood, 

Turn'd  the  keen  arrow,  and  the  fharpen'd  fpear. 

Then  war  grew  glorious.     Heroes  then  arofe  ; 

Who,  fcorning  coward  felf,  for  others  liv'd, 

Toil'd  for  their  eafe,  and  for  their  fafety  bled.  40 

Weft  with  the  living  day  to  Greece  I  came  : 

Earth  fmil'd  beneath  my  beam :  the  mufe before 

Sonorous  flew,  that  low  till  then  in  woods 

Had  tun'd  the  reed,  and  figh'd  the  fhepherds  pain ; 
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But  now,  to  fing  heroic  deeds,  flie  fwell'd 
A  nobler  note,  and  bade  the  banquet  burn. 
For  Greece  my  fons  of  Egypt  1  forfook : 
A  boaftful  race,  that  in  the  vain  abyfs 
Of  fabling  ages  lov'd  to  lofe  their  fource, 
And  with  their  river  trac'd  it  from  the  Ikies. 
While  there  my  laws  alone  defpotic  reign'd. 
And  king,  as  well  as  people,  proud  obey'd  ; 
I  taught  them  fcience,  virtue,  wifdom,  arts  : 
By  poets,  fagcs,  legiflators  fought ; 
The  fchool  of  polilh'd  life,  and  human-kind. 
But  when  myfterious  fuperftition  came. 
And,  with  her  civil  fiftcr  leagu'd,  involv'd 
In  ftudy'd  darknefs  the  defponding  mind  ; 
Then  tyrant  power  the  righteous  fcourge  unloos'd  ; 
For  yielded  reafon  fpeaks  the  foul  a  flave.  60 

Inftead  of  ufeful  works,  like  nature's,  great. 
Enormous,  cruel  wonders  crufh'd  the  land  ; 
And  round  a  tyrant's  tomb,  who  none  defery'd, 
For  one  vile  carcafe  perifh'd  coimtlefs  lives. 
Then  the  great  dragon,  couch'd  amid  his  floods,  6j 
Swell'd  his  fierce  heart,  and  cry'd— "  This  flood  is 

"  mine, 
"  'Tis  I  that  bid  it  flow." — But,  undeceiv'd, 
His  phrenzy  foon  the  proud  blafphemer  felt ; 
Felt  that,  without  my  fertilizing  power. 
Suns  loft  their  force,  and  Niles  o'erflown  in  vaim 
Nought  could  retard  me  :  nor  the  frugal  ftate    71 
Of  rifing  Perfia,  fober  in  extreme, 
Beyond  the  pitch  of  man,  and  thence  revers'd 
Into  luxurious  wafte  :  nor  yet  the  ports 
Of  old  Phoenicia  ;  firft  for  letters  fam'd,  75 

That  paint  the  voice,  and  filent  fpeak  to  fight. 
Of  arts  prime  fource,  and  guardian  !  by  fair  ftars, 
Firft  tempted  out  into  the  lonely  deep  ; 
To  v/hom  I  firft  difclos'd  mechanic  arts. 
The  vi'inds  to  conquer,  to  fubdue  the  waves,       80 
With  all  the  peaceful  power  of  ruling  trade  ; 
Earncft  of  Britain.     Nor  by  thefe  retain'd  ; 
Nor  by  the  nei'/hbouring  land,  whofe  palmy  fliore 
The  filver  Jordan  laves. '    Before  me  lay 
The  promis'd  land  of  arts,  and  urg'd  my  flight.  85 
Hail  nature's  utnioft  boaft,  unrivall'd  Greece  !' 
My  faireft  reign  !  v/here  every  power  benign 
Confpir'd  to  blow  the  flower  of  human-kind, 
And  lavifli'd  all  that  genius  can  infpire. 
Clear  funny  climates,  by  the  breezy  main,  f)C 

Ionian  or  ^gxan,  temper'd  kind, 
Ligtit,  aii.y  foils.     A  country  rich,  aii,J  gay ;    • 
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Sroke  into  hills  with  halmy  odours  crown'd, 
And,  bright  with  purple  harvcft,  joyous  vales,  94 
Mountains  and  ftreams,  where  verfe  fpontaneous 

flow'd  : 
Whence  deeni'd  by  wondering  men  the  feat  of 

gods, 
And  Hill  tlie  mountains  and  the  ftreams  of  fong. 
All  that  boon  nature  could  luxuriant  pour 
Of  high  materials,  and  my  relllefs  arts 
Frame  into  finilh'd  life.     How  many  ftates,      100 
And  cluftering  towns,  and  monuments  of  fame, 
And  fcenes  of  glorious  deeds,  in  little  bounds  ! 
From  the  rough  tra6l  of  bending  mountains,  beat 
By  Adria's  here,  there  by  ^gaan  waves  ; 
To  where  the  deep  adorning  Cyclade  Ifles        105 
In  fhining  profpecft  rife,  and  on  the  fhore 
Of  fartheft  Crete  reibunds  the  Libyan  main. 

O'er  all  two  rival  cities  rear'd  the  brow. 
And  balanc'd  all.     Spread  on  Eurota's  bank, 
Amid  a  circle  of  foft-rifing  hills,  Iio 

The  patient  Sparta  one  :  the  fober,  hard. 
And  man-fubduing  city;  which  no  fiiape 
Of  pain  could  conquer,  nor  of  pleafure  charm. 
Lycurgus  there  built,  on  the  folid  bale 
Of  equal  life,  fo  well  a  temper'd  ftate  ;  1 15 

Where  mix'd  each  government,  in  fuch  juft  poife : 
Each  power  fo  checking,  and  fupporting,  each  ; 
That  firm  for  ages,  and  unmov'd,  it  ftood. 
The  fort  of  Greece  !  without  one  giddy  hour. 
One  (hock  of  fadlion,  or  of  party-rage.  120 

For,  drain'd  the  fprin;:;s  of  wealth,  corruption  there 
JLay  wither'd  at  the  root.     Thrice  happy  land  ! 
Had  not  regie  died  art,  with  weedy  vice 
Confouided,  funk.     But  if  Athenian  arts 
Lov'd  net  tJ:.e  ibil.5  yet  there  the  calm  abode    125 
Of  wifdom,  virtue,  philofophic  eafe, 
Of  manly  fenfe  and  wit,  in  frugal  phrafe 
Confin'd,  and  prefs'd  into  laconic  force. 
There  too,  by  rooting  there  ftill  treacherous  felf. 
The  public  and  the  private  grew  the  fame.       130 
The  children  of  the  nurfing  public  hall. 
And  at  its  table  fed,  for  that  they  toil'd, 
For  that  they  liv'd  entire,  and  ev'n  for  that 
The  tender  mother  urg'd  her  fon  to  die. 

Of  fofter  genius,  but  not  lefs  intent  135 

To  feize  the  palm  of  empire,  Athens  rofe : 
Where,  with  bright  marbles  big  and  future  pomp, 
Hymettus  fpread,  amid  the  fcented  fky. 
His  thymy  treafures  to  the  labouring  bee, 
And  to  botanic  hand  the  ftores  of  health ;         140 
Wrapt  in  a  foul-attenuating  clime. 
Between  Ilyflus  and  CephifTus  glow'd 
This  hive  of  fcience,  fhedding  fweets  divine. 
Of  aiSlive  arts,  and  animated  arms. 
There,  paflionate  for  me,  an  cafy-mov'd,  145 

A  quick,  refin'd,  a  delicate,  humane, 
Enlighten'd  people  reign'd.     Oft  on  the  brink 
Of  ruin,  hurry'd  by  the  charm  of  fpeech, 
Enforcing  hafly  counfel  immature, 
Totter'd  the  ralh  democracy  ;  unpois'd,  Ijo 

And  by  the  rage  devour'd,  that  ever  tears 
A  populace  unequal ;  part  too  rich. 
And  part  or  fierce  with  want  or  abjeft  grown. 
Solon,  at  laft,  their  mild  reftorer,  rofe  : 
Allay'd  the  tcmpeft  ;  to  the  calm  of  laws  155 

Reduc'd  the  fettling  whole  ;  and,  with  the  weight 
Which  the  two  fenates  to  the  public  lent. 
As  with  an  anchor  fix'd  the  driving  ftate. 
Nor  was  my  ibrming  care  to  thefe  confiu'd, 
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For  emulation  through  the  whole  I  potir'd, 

Noble  contention  !  who  rtiould  moft  excel 

In  government  well-pois'd,  adjufted  beft 

To  public  weal :  in  countries  cultur'd  high  : 

In  ornamented  towns,  where  order  reigns. 

Free  fecial  life,  and  polifh'd  manners  fair :  165 

In  exercife,  and  arms ;  arms  only  drawn 

For  common  Greece,  to  quell  the  Perfian  pride  ; 

In  moral  fcience,  and  in  graceful  arts. 

Hence,  as  for  glory  peacefully  they  ftrove. 

The  prize  grew  greater,  and  the  prize  of  all.       17a 

By  conteft  brighten'd,  hence  the  radiant  youth 

Pour'd  every  beam  ;  by  generous  pride  iufiam'd. 

Felt  every  ardour  burn :  their  great  reward  ' 

The  verdant  wreathe,  which  founding  Pifa  gave. 

Hence  flourilh'd  Greece:   and  hence  a  race  o£ 
As  gods  by  confcious  future  times  ador'd  ;     [men. 
In  whom  each  virtue  wore  a  fmiling  air, 
Each  fcience  fhed  o'er  life  a  friendly  hght, 
Each  art  was  nature.     Spartan  valour  lience, 
At  t\\t  fain  d pafs ,  firm  as  an  ifthmus  ftood;       l8c> 
And  the  whole  eaftern  ocean,  waving  far 
As  eye  could  dart  its  vifion,  nobly  check'd. 
While  in  extended  battle,  at  the  field 
Of  Mara+hon,  my  keen  Athenians  drove 
Before  their  ardent  band,  an  hoft  of  flaves.       185' 

Hence  through     the    continsnt    ten   thoufand 
Urg'd  a  retreat,  whofe  glory  not  the  prime  [Greeks 
Of  vi(flories  can  reach.    Deferts,  in  vain,  [knownj 
Oppos'd   their   courfe ;    and     hoftile    lands,    un*- 
And  deep  rapacious  floods,  dire-bank'd  with  death; 
And  mountains,  in  whofe  jaws  deftrudlion  grinn'd 
Hunger,  and  toil ;  Armenian  fnows,  and  ftorms  j 
And  circling  myriads  ftill  of  barbarous  foes.       190 
Greece  in  their  viev/,  and  glory  yet  untouch'd, 
Their  fteady   column  pierc'd  the  fcattering  herds. 
Which  a  whole  empire  pour'd  ;  and  held  its  way 
Triumphant,  by  the  Sage-exalted  Chief 
Fir'd  and  fuftain'd.     Oh,  light  and  force  of  mind, 
Almoft  almighty  in  fcvere  extremes ! 
The  fea  at  laft  from  Colchian  mountains  feen,  200 
Kind-hearted  tranfport  rouni^  their  captains  tnre%v 
The  foldiers  fond  embrace  ;  o'erflow'd  their  eyes, 
With  tender  flooils,  and  loos'd  the  general  voice 
To  cries  refounding  load — The  fea  !  the  fea  ! 

In  Attic  bounds  lience  heroes,  fages,  \/its,      205 
Shone  thick  as  ftars,  the  milky  way  of  Greece  ! 
And  though  gay  wit,  and  pleaCng  grace,  wastlieirsj 
Ail  the  loft  modes  of  elegance  and  eafe  ; 
Yet  was  not  courage  lefs,  the  patient  touch 
Of  toiling' art,  and  difquifi,tion  deep.  2I» 

My  fpirit  pours  a  vigour  through  the  foul, 
Th'  unfetter'd  thought  with  energy  infpires, 
Invincible  in  arts,  in  the  bright  field 
Of  nobler  fcience,  as  in  that  of  arms. 
Athenians  thus  not  lefs  intrepid  burft  215- 

The  bonds  of  tyrant  darknels,  than  they  fpurn'd 
The  Perfian  chains  :   while  through  the  city,  full 
Of  mirthful  quarrel  and  of  witty  -.var, 
Inceffant  ftruggled  tafte  refining  taftc. 
And  friendly  free  difruffion,  cailiug  forth         220 
From  the  fairjewel  truth  its  latent  ray. 
O'er  all  fhone  out  the  great  Athenian  Sage, 
And  father  of  philofcphy  :   the  fun. 
From  v/hofe  white  blaze  em.-rg'd  each  various  fei?: 
Took  various  tints,  but  with  dimin^fli'd  beam.  22^,' 
Tutor  of  Athens  !  he,  in  every  ftreet. 
Dealt  pricelefs  treafure  :  goodnefs  his  delight. 
Wisdom  Ixii  wealth,  and  glory  his  rcwari^ 
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Depp  through  the  human  heart,  with  playful  art, 
His  Gniple  queftion  /lolc  :  a?  into  truth,  230 

And  fcrious  deeds,  he  iinil'd  the  l.iughing  rac;  ; 
Taught  moral  liappy  life,  whata'er  can  biffs,    . 
Or  jirace  mankind ;  and  what  he  taught  he  was. 
Ccmpoonded   high,    though    plain,   his   dodlrine 
In  different  fchools.  The  bold  poetic  phrafe  [broke 
Of  figur'd  Plato  ;  Xenophon's  pure  ftrain,        236 
jLike  the  clear  brook  that  fteals  along  the  vale  ; 
Diflcdiing  trcth,  the  Stagyrite's  keen  eye  ; 
Th'  exalted  Stoic  pride  ;  the  Cynic  fncer  ; 
The  flow-confentinj  Academic  doubt ;  240 

And,  joining  blifs  to  virtue,  the  glad  eafe 
Of  Epicurus,  feldom  underftood. 
They,  ever  candid,  reafon  ftill  oppos'd 
To  reafon  ;  and,  fince  virtue  was  their  aim, 
Each  by  fure  practice  try'd  to  prove  his  way    345 
The  heft.     Then  flood  untouch'd  the  folid  bafe 
Of  Liberty,  the  liberty  of  mind  : 
For  fyflems  yet,  and  foul-enflaving  creeds, 
Slept  with  the  monflers  of  fucceeding  times.    249 
From  prieflly  dai'loiefs  fprung  th'  enlightning  arts 
Of  fire,  and  fword,  and  rage,  and  horrid  names. 

O,  Greece  !  thou  fapient  Kurfe  of  finer  arts ! 
Which  to  bright  fcience  blooming  fancy  bore, 
Be  this  thy  praife,  that  thou,  and  thou  alone, 
In  thefe  hafl  led  the  way,  in  thefe  excell'd,       255 
Crown'd  with  the  laurel  of  affenting  time. 

In  thy  full  lani^uage,  fpeaking  mighty  things ; 
Like  a  clear  torrent  clofe,  or  elfe  diffus'd 
A  broad  maieftic  flream,  and  rolling  on 
Through  all  the  winding  harmony  of  found :   260 
In  it  the  power  of  eloquence,  at  large, 
Breath'd  the  perfuafive  or  pathetic  foul ; 
Still'd  by  degrees  the  democratic  ftorm. 
Or  bade  it  threatening  rife,  and  tyrants  flioolc, 
Flufli'd  at  the  head  of  their  viftorious  troops.   a6j 
In  it  the  Mufe,  her  fury  never  quench'd. 
By  mean  unyielding  phrafe,  or  jarring  found,; 
Her  unconfin'd  divinity  difplay'd  ; 
And,  ftill  harmonious,  form'd  it  to  her  will ; 
Or  foft  deprefs'd  it  to  the  (hepherd's  moan,      270 
Or  rais'd  it  fwelling  to  the  tongue  of  gods. 

Heroic  fong  was  thine  ;  the  Fountain-Bard, 
Whence  each  poetic  flream  derives  its  courfe. 
Thine  the  dread  moral fcene,  thy  chief  delight ! 
Where  idle  fancy  durft  not  mix  her  voice,         275 
When  reafon  fpoke  auguft  ;  the  fervent  heart 
Or  plain'd,  or  florm'd ;    and  in   th'  impafiion'd 
Concealing  art  with  art,  the  poet  funk.  [man, 

This  potent  fchool  of  manners,  but  when  left 
To  lorT^  negledt,  a  land-corrupting  plague,      280 
Was  not  unworthy  deem'd  of  public  care. 
And  boundlefs  coft,  by  thee  ;  whofe  every  fon, 
Ev'n  laft  mechanic,  the  true  taflc  poffefs'd 
Of  what  had  flavour  to  the  nourifli'd  foul. 

The  fweet  enforcer  of  the  poet  s  fli'ain,        285 
Thine  was  the  meaning  mufic  of  the  heart. 
Not  the  vain  trill,  that,  void  of  paflion,  runs 
In  giddy  mazes,  tickling  idle  ears ; 
But  that  deep-fearching  voice,  and  artful  hand, 
To  which  refpondent  fnakes  the  varied  foul.     290 

Thy  fair  ideas,  thy  delightful  forms. 
By  love  imagin'd,  by  the  graces  touch'd. 
The  boaft  of  well-pleas'd  nature  !   Sculpture  feiz'd, 
And  bade  them  ever  fmile  in  Parian  ftone. 
Sele<fting  beauty's  choice,  and  that  again  295 

Exalting,  blending  in  a  perfedl  whole, 


Thy  workmen  left  ev'n  nature's  felf  behind. 
From  thofe  far  different,  whofe  prohfic  hand 
Peoples  a  nation  ;  they  for  years  on  years. 
By  the  cool  touches  of  judicious  toil,  300 

Their  rapid  genius  curbing,  pour'd  at  all 
Through  the  live  features  of  one  breathing  ftone. 
1  here,  beaming  full,  it  Ihone  ;  exprefiing  gods  : 
Jove's  awful  brow,  Apollo's  air  divine. 
The  fierce  atrocious  frown  of  fmew'd  Mars,  305 
Or  the  fly  graces  of  the  Cyprian  queen. 
Minutely  perfedl  all !  Each  dinr .  le  funk. 
And  every  mufcle  fwell'd,  as  nature  taught. 
In  treffes.  braided  gay,  the  marble  wav'd  ; 
Flow'd  in  loofe  robes,  or  thin  tranfparent  veils  ; 
Sprung  into  motion  ;  foften'd  into  flelh ;  3II 

Was  fir'd  to  paflion,  or  refin'd  to  foul. 

Nor  lefs  thy  pencil,  with  creative  touch, 
Shed  mimic  life,  when  all  thy  brightefl:  dames, 
AfTembled,  Zeuxis  in  his  Helen  mix'd.  315 

And  when  Apelles,  who  peculiar  knew 
To  give  a  grace  that  more  than  mortal  fmil'd. 
The  foul  of  beauty  !  call'd  the  queen  of  love, 
Frcfli  from  the  billows,  blufliing  orient  charms. 
Ev'n  fuch  enchantment  then  thy  pencil  pour'd. 
That  cruel-thoughted  war  th'  impatient  torch 
Dafti'd  to  the  ground ;  and,  rather  than  deftroy 
The  patriot  pi<5l:ure,  let  the  city  'fcape. 

Firfl:  elder  fculpture  taught  her  filter  art 
Corredt  defign  ;  where  great  ideas  flione,         325 
And  in  the  fecret  trace  exprefiion  fpoke  : 
Taught  her  the  graceful  attitude  ;  the  turn. 
And  beauteous  airs  of  head  ;  the  native  aft. 
Or  bold,  or  eafy  ;  and,  caft  free  behind. 
The  fwelling  mantle's  well-adjuficd  flow.         330 
Then  the  bright  mufe,  their  eldeft  filler,  canae  ; 
And  bade  her  follow  where  fiie  led  the  way : 
Bade  earth,  and  fea,  and  air,  in  colours  rife ; 
And  copious  acSlion  on  the  canvas  glow  ; 
Gave  her  gay  fable  ;  fpread  invention's  ilore  ;  '^^ 
Enlarg'd  her  view  ;  taught  compofition  high, 
And  juft  arrangement,  circling  round  one  point. 
That  ftarts  to  fight,   binds   and  commands  the' 

whole. 
Caught  from  the  heavenly  mufe  a  nobler  aim, 
And,  fcorning  the  foft  trade  of  mere  delight,  34O 
O'er  all  thy  temples,  porticos,  and  fchools, 
Heroic  deeds  fhe  trac'd,  and  warm  difplay'd 
Each  moral  beauty  to  the  raviih'd  eye. 
There,  as  th'  imagin'd  prefence  of  the  God, 
Arous'd  the  mind,  or  vacant  hours  induc'd       345 
Calm  contemplation,  or  affembled  youth 
Burn'd  in  ambitious  circle  round  the  fage, 
The  living  leflbn  ftole  into  the  heart. 
With  more  prevailing  force  than  dwells  in  words. 
Thefe  roufe  to  glory ;  while,  to  rural  life,        350 
The  fofter  canvas  oft  repos'd  the  foul. 
There  gayly  broke  the  fun-illumin'd  cloud  ; 
The  Icflening  profpedt,  and  the  mountain  blue, 
Vanifli'd  in  air;  the  precipice  frown'd,dire;  354 
White,  down  the  rock,  the  rufliing  torrent  dafti'd  ; 
The  fun  ftione,  trembling,  p'er  the  diflant  main; 
I'he  tempeft  foam'd,  immenfe;  the  driving  ftorm 
Sadden'd  the  flcies,  and,  from  the  doubling  gloom, 
On  the  fcath'd  oak  the  ragged  lightning  fell ; 
In  clofing  fiiades,  and  where  the  current  ftrays. 
With  peace,  and  love,  and  innocence  around,.  361 
Pip'd  the  lone  fliepherd  to  his  feeding  flock : 
Round  happy  parents  fmil'd  younger  their  felves ; 
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And  friends  conversM,  by  death  divided  long. 

I'o  public  virtue  thus  the  fmiling  arts,  365 

Unblemilli'd  handmaids,  ferv'd !  the  graces  they 
To  drefs  this  faireft  Venus.     Thus  rever'd. 
And  plac'd  beyond  the  reach  of  fordid  care, 
The  high  awarders  of  immortal  fame. 
Alone  tor  glory  thy  great  mailers  ftrove  ;         370 
Courted  by  kings,  and  by  contending  ftates 
AiTum'd  the  boafted  honour  of  their  birth. 

In  architedlure  too  thy  rank  fupreme  ! 
That  art  vrhere  moll  magnificent  appears 
The  little  builder  man  ;  by  thee  reiin'd,  375 

And,  fmiling  high,  to  full  perfection  brought. 
Such  thy  fure  rules,  that  Goths  of  every  age, 
Who  fcorn  their  aid,  have  only  loaded  earth 
With  labour'd  heavy  monuments  of  Ihame. 
Not  thofe  gay  domes  tliat  o'er  thy  fplendid  Ihore 
Shot,  all  proportion,  up.     Firft  unadorn'd,       381 
And  nobly  plain,  the  manly  Doric  rofe ; 
Th'  Ionic  then,  with  decent  matron  grace, 
Her  airy  pillar  hcav'd;  luxuriant  lafl, 
The  rich  Corinthian  fpread  her  wanton  wreath. 
The  whole  fo  meafur'd  true,  fo  leffen'd  off      386 
By  fine  proportion,  that  the  marble  pile, 
Form'd  to  repel  the  flill  or  flormy  waflc 
Cf  rolling  ages,  light  as  fabrics  look'd 
That  from  the  magic  wand  aerial  rife.  390 

I'hefe  were  the  wonders  that  illumin'd  Greece, 
From  end  to  end— Mere  interrupting  warm. 
Where  are  they  now .''    (I    cry'd)    fay,  goddefs, 

where  ? 
And  what  the  land  thy  darling  thus  of  old  ? 
Sunk!  file  refum'd :  deep  in  the  kindred glo6m  395 
Of  fuperftition,  and  of  flavery  funk  ! 
No  glory  now  can  touch  their  hearts,  benumb'd 
By  loofe  dejedled  floth  and  ferviie  fear  ; 
No  fcience  pierce  the  darknefs  of  their  minds  ; 
No  nobler  art  the  quick  ambitious  foul  400 

Of  imitation  in  their  breaft  awake. 
Ev'n,  to  fupply  the  needful  arts  of  life, 
Mechanic  toil  denies  the  hopelefs  hand. 
Scarce  any  trace  remaining,  veftige  gray, 
Or  nodding  column  on  the  defert  fhore,  405 

To  point  where  Corinth,  or  where  Athens  flood. 
A  faithlefs  land  of  violence,  and  death ! 
Where  commerce  parleys,  dubious,  on  the  fliore ; 
And  his  wild  impuHe  curious  fearch  reflrains. 
Afraid  to  trull  th'  inhofpitable  clime.  410 

Negle6led  nature  fails  ;  in  fordid  want 
Sunk,  and  debas'd,  their  beauty  beams'  no  more. 
The  fun  himfelf  feems  angry,  to  regard. 
Of  light  unworthy,  the  degenerate  race  ; 
And  fires  them  oft  with  pellilential  rays :         415 
While  earth,  blue  poifon  fteaming  on  the  flcies. 
Indignant,  ftiakes  them  from  her  troubled  fides. 
But  as  from  man  to  man,  fate's  firft  decree, 
Impartial  death  the  tide  of  riches  rolls. 
So  ftates  muft  die,  and  liberty  go  round.  420 

Fierce  was  the  ftand,  ere  virtue,  value,  arts. 
And  the  foul  fir'd  by  me  (that  often,  ftung 
With  thoughts  of  better  times  and  old  renown. 
From  hydra-tyrants  try'd  to  clear  the  land) 
Lay  quite  extin<5l  in  Greece,  their  works  effac'd 
And  grofs  o'er  all  unfeeling  bondage  fpread.    436 
Sooner  I  mov'd  my  much  reludlant  flight, 
Pois'd  on  the  doubtful  wing ;  when  Greece  with 

Greece 
Bmbroil'd  in  foul  contention  fought  no  more 


For  common  glory,  and  for  common  weal :     430 
But,  falfe  to  freedom,  fought  to  quell  the  free; 
Broke  the  firm  band  of  peace,  and  facred  love. 
That  lent  the  whole  irrefragable  force  ; 
And,  as  around  the  partial  trophy  blufii'd, 
Prepar'd  the  way  for  total  overthrow.  43  c 

Then  to  the   Perfian  power,  whofe -pride  they 

fcorn'd. 
When  Xerxes  pour'd  his  millions  o'er  the  land, 
Sparta,  by  turns,  and  Athens,  vilely  fued ; 
Sued  to  be  venal  parricides,  to  fpill 
Their  country's  braveft  blood,  and  on  themfelves 
To  turn  their  matchlefs  mercenary  arms.  441 

Peaceful  in  Sufa,  tlien,  fat  the  great  king ; 
And  by  the  trick  of  treaties,  the  ftill  waftc 
Of  fly  corruption,  and  barbaric  gold, 
Effected  what  his  fteel  could  ne'er  perform.     445 
Profufe  he  gave  them  the  luxurious  draught. 
Inflaming  all  the  land  :  unbalanc'd  wide 
Their  tottering  ftates  ;  their  wild  affemblies  rul'd. 
As  the  winds  turn  at  every  blaft  the  feas  : 
And  by  their  lifted  orators,  whcfe  breath  450 

Still  with  a  faiSlious  ftorm  infected  Greece 
Rous'd  them  to  civil  war,  or  dafli'd  them  down 
To  fordid  peace. — Peace !  that,  when  Sparta  fiioofc 
Ai'tonifli'd  Artaxerses  on  his  throne, 
Gave  up,  fair-fpread  o'er  Afia's  funny  fliore,   455 
Their  kindred  cities  to  perpetual  chains. 
What  could  fo  bafe,  fo  infamous  a  thought 
In  Spartan  hearts  iafpire  ?  Jealous,  they  faw 
Refpiring  Athens  rear  again  her  waUs  ; 
And  the  pale  fiiry  fir'd  them,  once  igain  460 

To  crulh  this  rival  city  to  the  duft. 
For  now  no  more  the  noble  focial  foul 
Of  Liberty  my  families  combin'd;' 
But  by  fhort  views,  and  felfilh  paffions,  broke. 
Dire  as  when  friends  are  rankled  into  foes,       465 
They  mix'd  fevere,  and  wag'd  eternal  war ; 
Nor  felt  they,  furious,  their  exhaufted  force  ; 
Nor,  with  fah'e  glory,  difcord,  madnefs  blind, 
Saw  how  the   blackening  ftorm   from  Thracia 
came.  46a 

Long  years  roll'd  on,  by  many  a  battle  ftain'd. 
The  blufii  and  boaft  of  Fame,  where  courage,  art. 
And  milltitary  glory,  flione  fupreme  : 
But  let  detefting  ages,  from  the  fceoe 
Of  Greece  ieif-mangled,  turn  the  fickening  eye. 
At  laft,  when  bleeding  from  a  thoufand  wounds. 
She  felt  her  fpirits  fail  ;  and  in  the  duft  476 

Her  lateft  heroes,  Nicias,  Conon,  lay, 
Agefilaus,  and  the  Theban  Friends  ; 
The  Macedonian  vulture  mark'd  his  time. 
By  the  dire  fcent  of  Cheronaa  lur'd,  480 

And,  fierce-defcending,  feiz'd  his  haplefs  prey. 

Thus  tame  fubmitted  to  the  victor's  yoke 
Greece,  once  the  gay,  the  turbulent,  the  bold  ; 
Fcr  every  grace,  and  mufe,  and  fcience  born  ; 
With  arts  of  war,  of  government,  elate  ;  /^SJ 

To  tyrants  dreadful,  dreadful  to  the  beft  ; 
Whom  I  myfelf  could  fcarcely  rule :   and  th\js 
The  Perfian  fetters,  that  inthrall'd  the  mind. 
Were  turn'd  to  formal  and  apparent  chains. 

Unlefs  corruption  firft  dejed  the  pride,        490 
And  guardian  vigour  of  the  free-born  foul. 
All  crude  attempts  of  violence  are  vain  ; 
For,  firm  within,  and  while  at  heart  untouch'd. 
Ne'er  yet  by  force  was  freedom  overcome. 
But  foon  as  independence  ftoops  the  head,        495 
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To  vice  enflav'd,  and  vice-created  wants ; 
Then  to  fome  foul  corrupting  hand,  whofe  wafte 
Thefe  heighten'd  wants  with  fatal  bounty  feeds  . 
From  man  to  man  the  flackening  ruin  runs. 
Till  the  whole  flate  unnerv'd  in  flavery  finks.  500 


Notes  to  Part  II. 

Ver.  57.  '  Civil  tyranny. 

Ver.  63.     The  pyramids. 

Ver.  65.     The  tyrants  of  Egypt. 

Ver.  138.  A  mountain  near  Athens. 

Ver.  142.  Two  rivers,  betwixt  which  Athens 
was  fituated. 

Ver.  157.  The  Areopagus,  or  fupreme  court  of 
judicature,  which  Solon  reformed,  and  improved : 
and  the  council  of  four  hundred,  by  him  inftitut- 
ed.  In  this  council  all  affairs  of  ftate  were  deli- 
berated, before  they  came  to  be  voted  in  the  af- 
fembly  of  the  people. 

Ver.  174.  Or  Olympla,  the  city  where  the 
Olympic  games  were  celebrated. 

Ver.  180.  The  ftraits  or  Thermoplyae. 

Ver.  197.  Xenephon. 

Ver.  222.  Socrates. 

Ver.  272.  Hotner. 

Ver.  323.  Wh^n  Demetrius  befieged  Rhodes, 
and  could  have  reduced  the  city,  by  fetting  fire 
to  that  quarter  of  it  where  flood  the  houfe  of  the 
celebrated  Protegenes ;  he  chofe  rather  to  raife 
the  liege,  than  hazard  the  burning  of  a  famous 
pi6lure,  called  Jafyius,  the  malier-piece  of  the 
painter. 

Ver.  442.  So  the  kings  of  Perfia  were  called  by 
the  Greeks. 

Ver.  453.  The  peace  made  by  Antalcidas,  the 
Lacedemonian  admiral,  with  the  Perfians;  by 
•\vhicli  the  Lacedemonians  abandoned  all  the 
Greeks  cflablilhed  in  the  Leffer  Afia  to  the  domi- 
nion of  the  king  of  Perfia. 

Ver.  459.  Athens  had  been  difmantled  by  the 
Lacedemonians  at  the  end  of  the  firfh  Pelopon- 
psfian  war,  and  was  at  this  time  reflored  by  Co- 
Bon  to  its  former  fplendor. 

V«r.  470.  The  Peloponefian  war. 

Ver.  478.  Pelopidas  and  Epaminondas. 

Ver.  480.  The  battle  of  Cheronasa,  in  which 
Pljilip  of  Macedon  utterly  defeated  the  Greeks. 


PART  III.     ROME. 


Contents, 

As  this  part  contains  a  defcription  of  the  ef^^p.blifii- 
ment  of  Liberty  in  Rome,  it  beginswi'.h  a  view  of 
the  Grecian  colonies  fettled  in  the  fouthern  parts 
of  Italy,  which  with  Sicily  conflituted  the  Great 
Crecce  of  the  ancients.  With  tbefe  colonies 
the  fpirit  of  Liberty,  and  of  republics,  fpreads 
over  Italy,  to  ver.  32.     Tranfition  to  Pythago- 

■  ras,  and  his  philofophy ,  which  he  taught  through 
thofe  free  ftates  and  cities,  to  ver.  71.  Amidft 
tlie  many  fmaJl  republics  in  Italy,  Rome  the 
4?lkir.'d  feat  of  Liberty.      Ker   eftablimment 


there  dated  from  the  expulfion  of  the  Tarquinj. 
How  differing  from  that  in  Greece,  to  ver.  88- 
Reference  to  a  view  of  the  Roman  republic 
given  in  the  firft  part  of  this  poem  :  to  mark  its 
rife  and  fall,  the  peculiar  purport  of  this.  Du- 
ring its  firft  ages,  the  greateft  force  of  Liberty 
and  virtue  exerted,  to  ver.  103.  The  fource 
whence  derived  the  heroic  virtues  of  the  Ro- 
mans; Enumeration  of  thefe  virtues.  Thence 
their  fecurity  at  home  ;  their  glory,  fuccefs,  and 
empire  abroad,  to  ver.  226.  Bounds  of  the 
Roman  empire  geographically  defcribed,  to  ver. 
257.  The  ftates  of  Greece  reflored  to  Liberty 
by  Titus  Quintus  Flaminius,  the  highefl  in- 
flance  of  public  generofity  and  beneficence,  to 
ver.  328.  The  lofs  of  Liberty  in  Rome.  Its 
caufes,  progrefs,  and  completion,  in  the  death 
of  Brutus,  to  ver.  485.  Rome  under  the  em- 
perors, to  ver.  513,  From  Rome  the  Goddefs 
of  Liberty  goes  among  the  northern  nations  ; 
where,  by  infufing  into  them  her  fpirit  and  ge- 
neral principles,  fhe  lays  the  ground-work  of 
her  future  eflablilhments ;  fends  them  in  ven- 
geance on  the  Roman  empire,  now  totally  en- 
flaved ;  and  then,  with  arts  and  fciences  in  her 
train,  quits  earth  during  the  dark  ages,  to  ver. 
550.  The  celeflial  regions,  to  which  Liberty  re- 
tired, not  proper  to  be  opened  to  the  view  of 
mortals. 

Here  melting  mix'd  with  air  th'  ideal  forms. 
That  painted  ftill  whate'er  the  goddefs  fung. 
Then  I,  impatient :  "  From  extingilifh'd  Greece, 
"  To  what  new  region  flream'd  the  human  day?** 
She  foftly  fighing,  as  when  zephyr  leaves  5 

Refign'd  to  Boreas,  the  declining  year, 
Refum'd  :    Indignant,  thefe  laft  fcenes  I  fled  ; 
And  long  ere  then,  Leucadia's  cloudy  cliff, 
And  the  Ceraunian  hills  behind  me  thrown, 
All  Latium  flood  arous'd.     Ages  before,  !• 

Great  mother  of  republics  !  Greece  had  pour'd, 
Swarm  2,fter  fwarm,  her  ardent  youth  around, 
On  Afia,  Afric,  Sicily,  they  floop'd. 
But  chiii  on  fair  Hefperia's  winding  fhore  ; 
Where,  from  Lacinium  to  Etrurian  vales,  Ij; 

They  roU'd  increafing  colonies  along. 
And  lent  materials  for  my  Roirtan  reign. 
With  them  my  fpirit  fpread  ;  and  numerous  flates 
And  cities  rofe,  on  Grecian  models  form'd  ; 
As  its  parental  policy,  and  arts,  2<J 

Each  had  imbib'd.     Befides  to  each  aflign'd 
A  guardian  genius,  o'er  the  public  weal, 
Kept  an  uncloftng  eye  ;  try'd  to  iuftain, 
Or  more  fublime,  the  foul  infus'd  by  me : 
And  ftrong  the  battle  rofe,  with  various  wave,  25 
Againil  the  tyrant  demons  of  the  land. 
Thus  they  their  little  wars  and  triumphs  knew  ; 
Their  flows  of  fortune,  and  receding  times. 
But  aJmofl  all  below  the  proud  regard 
Of  flory  vow'd  to  Rome,  on  deeds  intent  30 

That  truth  beyond  the  fliglit  of  fable  bore. 
Not  fo  the  Samian  fage ;  to  him  belongs 
The  brightefl  witnefs  of  recording  fame. 
For  thefe  free  flates  his  native  ifle  forfook. 
And  a  vain  tyrant's  tranfitory  fmile,  35 

He  fought  Crotona's  pure  falubrious  air,  [taught? 
And  tiirough  great  Greece  his  gentle  wifdoni 
Wifdcxn  that  cajjn'd  for  liflcning  years  the  miuJj 
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Nor  eyer  heard  amid  the  ftorm  of  zeal, 

His  mental  eye  firft  launch'd  into  the  deeps       40 

Of  boundlefs  ether ;  where  unnumber'd  orbs, 

Jvlyriads  on  myriads,  through  the  pathlefs  flcy 

■Unerring  roll,  and  wind  their  fleady  v/ay. 

There  he  the  full  confentiiig  choir  beheld  ; 

There  firft  difcern'd  the  facred  band  of  love,     45 

The  kind  attradion,  that  to  central  funs 

Binds  circling  earths,  and  world  with  world  unites. 

Inftrudled  thence,  he  great  ideas  form'd 

Of  the  whole-moving,  all-informing  God, 

The  fun  of  beings  !  beaming  unconfin'd  50 

Light,  life,  and  love,  and  ever-a6i:ive  power  : 

Whom  nought  can  imagCj  and  who  belt  approves 

The  fiient  worfliip  of  the  moral  heart. 

That  joys  in  bounteous  heaven, and  fpreads  the  joy. 

Kor  fcorn'd  the  foaring  fage  to  ftoop  to  life,      ^^ 

And  bound  his  reafon  to  the  fphere  of  man. 

He  gave  the  fouT  yet  reigning  virtues  name  ; 

Infpir'd  the  ftudy  of  the  finer  arts, 

That  civilize  mankind,  and  lavv's  devis'd 

Where  with  enlighten'd  juftice  mercy  mix'd.     60 

He  ev'n,  into  his  tender  fyftem,  took 

Whatever  fhares  the  brotherhood  of  life  : 

He  taught  that  life's  indilToluble  flame. 

From  brute  to  man,  and  man  to  brute  again, 

For  ever  Ihifting,  runs  th'  eternal  round  ;  65 

Thence  try'd  againft  the  blood-polluted  meal, 

And  limbs  yet  quivering  with  fome  kindred  foul, 

To  turn  the  human  heart.     Delightful  truth  ! 

Had  he  beheld  the  living  chain  afcend. 

And  not  a  circling  form,  but  rifing  whole.         70 

Amid  thefe  fmall  republics  one  arofe, 
On  yellow  Tyber's  bank,  almighty  Rome, 
Fated  for  me.     A  nobler  fpirit  warm'd 
Her  fons  ;  and,  rous'd  by  tyrants,  nobler  ftill 
It  burn'd  in  Brutus ;  the  proud  Tarquins  chas'd,  75 
With  all  their  crimes  ;  bade  radiant  eras  rife, 
And  the  long  honours  of  the  conful-line. 

Here,  from  the  fairer,  not  the  greater  plan 
of  Greece  I  vary'd  ;  whofe  unmixing  ftates, 
By  the  keen  foul  of  emulation  pierc'd,  80 

Lo,ig  wag'd  alone  the  bloodlefs  war  of  arts. 
And  their  6eJI  empire  gain'd.     But  to  diffufc 
O'er  fnen  an  empire  was  my  purpofe  now  : 
To  let  my  martial  majefty  abroad  ; 
Into  the  vortex  of  one  flate  to  draw  $5 

The  whole  mix'd  force,  and  liberty,  on  earth  ; 
To  conquer  tyrants,  and  fet  nations  free. 
Already  have  I  given,  with  flying  touch, 
A  broken  view  of  this  my  ampleft  reign. 
Now,  while  its  firft,  laft,  periods  you  furvey,    90 
Mark  how  it  labouring  rofe,  and  rapid  fell. 

When  Rome  in  noon-tide  empire  grafp'd  the 
And,  foon  as  her  refifllefs  legions  fhone,     [world. 
The  nations  ftoop'd  around;  though  then  appear'd 
Her  grandeur  moft,  yet  in  her  dawn  of  power,  95 
By  many  a  jealous  equal  people  prefs'd. 
Then  was  the  toil,  the  mighty  ftruggle  then  : 
Then  for  each  Roman  I  an  hero  told  ; 
And  every  pafTmg  fim,  and  Latian  fcene, 
S^w  patriot  virtues  then,  and  awful  deeds,       100 
That  or  furpafs  the  faith  of  modern  times, 
Gr,  if  behev'd,  with  facred  horror  ftrike. 

For  then,  to  prove  my  moft  exalted  power, 
I  to  the  point  of  full  pprfecftion  pufh'd,  ' 

To  fondnefs  or  enthufiaftic  zeal. 
The  great,  the  reigning  paflion  of  the  free. 
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That  godlike  paffion  ;  which,  the  bounds  of  felf 

Divinely  burfting,  the  whole  public  takes 

Into  the  heart,  enlarg'd,  and  burning  high 

With  the  mix'd  ardor  of  unnumber'd  felves  ;    IIO 

Of  all  who  fafe  beneath  the  voted  laws 

Of  the  fame  parent  ftate,  fratern?,!,  live. 

From  this  kind  fon  of  moral  nature  flow'd 
Virtues,  that  fliiAie  the  light  of  human  kind. 
And,  ray'd  through  Itory,  v/arm  rcmoteft  time.  11^ 
Thefe  virtues  too,  reflefted  to  their  fource, 
Increas'd  its  flame.    The  focial  charm  went  round. 
The  fair  idea,  more  attracitive  ftill. 
As  more  by  virtue  mark'd  ;  till  Romans,  all 
One  band  of  friends,  unconquerable  grew.        T20 
Hence,  when  their  country  rais'd  her  plaintiff 
The  voice  of  pleading  nature  was  notheard;  [voice, 
And  in  their  hearts  the  fathers  throb'o'd  no  more  : 
Stern  to  themfelves,  but  gentle  to  the  whole. 
Hence  fwecten'd  pain,  the  luxury  of  toil ;         125 
Patience,  that  baffled  fortune's  ntmoft  rage  ; 
Higii-minded  hope,  which  at  the  loweft  ebb. 
When  Brennus  conquer'd,  and  when  Cannaj  bled. 
The  braveft  impulfe  felt,  and  fcorn'd  defpair. 
Hence  moderation  a  new  conquefl  gain'd  ;       ijo 
As  on  the  vanqiutli'd,  like  defcending  heaven. 
Their  dewy  mercy  dropp'd,  their  bounty  beam'd, 
And  by  the  labouring  hand  vi^ere  crowns  beftow'd. 
Fruitful  of  men,  hence  hard  laborious  life. 
Which  no  fatigue  can  quell,  no  feafon  pieice.  135 
Hence,  Independence,  with  his  little  pleas'd. 
Serene,  and  felf-fufficient,  like  a  god  ; 
In  whom  corruption  could  not  lodge  one  charm. 
While  he  his  honeft  roots  to  gold  preferr'd  ; 
While  truly  rich,  and  by  his  Sabine  field,  I4» 

The  man  maintain'd,  the  Roman's  fplendor  all 
Was  in  the  public  wealth  and  glory  plac'd  : 
Or  ready,  a  rough  fvvain,  to  guide  the  plough  ; 
Or  elfe,  the  purple  o'er  his  flioulder  thrown. 
In  long  majeftic  flow,  to  rule  the  flate,  145 

With  wifdom's  pureft  eye  ;  or,  clad  in  fteel. 
To  drive  the  fteady  battle  on  the  foe. 
Hence  every  paffion,  ev'n  the  proudelt,  ftoop'd. 
To  common  good  :   Camillus,  thy  revenge  ;  j 
Thy  glory,  Fabius.     All  fubmiflive  hence,        150 
Confuls,  dictators,  {till  refign'd  their  rule. 
The  very  moment  that  the  laws  crdain'd.  [wings. 
Though  conqueft  o'er   them  clapp'd  her  eagle^ 
Her  laurels  'vreath'd,  and  yok'd  her  fnowy  fteeds 
To  the  triumphal  car  ;  foon  as  expir'd  155 

The  late'ft  hour  of  fway,  taught  tp  fubmit 
(A  harder  leflbn  that  than  to  command) 
Into  the  private  Roman  funk  the  chief. 
If  Rome  was  ferv'd,  and  glorious,  carelefs  they  1551 
By  whom,  their  country's  fame  they  deem'd  their 
And,  above  envy,  in  a  rival's  train,  [own  ; 

Sung  the  loud  I'os  by  themfelves  deferv'd. 
Hence  matchlefs  courage.     On  Cremera's  bank. 
Hence  fell  the  Fabii ;  hence  the  Decii  dy'd ; 
And  Curtius  plung'd  into  the  flaming  gulf.       l6^ 
Hence  Regulus  the  wavering  fathers  firm'd. 
By  dreadful  couiuel  never  given  before  ; 
For  Roman  honour  fued,  and  his  own  doom. 
Hence  he  fuftain'd  to  dare  a  death  prepar'd 
By  Punic  rage.     On  earth  his  manly  look        170 
Relentlcfs  fix'd,  he  from  a  lalt  embrace, 
By  chains  polluted,  put  his  wife  afide. 
His  little  children  climbing  for  a  kifs  ;       [friendSj 
Then  dumb  thi-ough  rows  of  weeping  wondering 
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A  new  Illuflriors  exile  !  prefs'd  along.  175 

Nor  lefi  impatient  did  he  pierce  the  crowds 

OppoCng  his  return,  than  if,  efcap'd 

From  long  litigious  fuits,  he  glad  forfook 

The  noify  town  a  while,  and  city  cloud 

To  breathe  Venafrian,  or  Tarentinc  air.  180 

Need  I  thefe  high  particulars  recount  ? 

The  meancfl  bofom  felt  a  thirft  for  fame  ? 

Plight  their  vvorfl  death,  and  fhame  their  only  fear. 

Life  had  no  charms,  nor  any  terrors  fate,        [185 

When  Rome  and  glory  call'd.     But,  in  one  view, 

Mark  the  rare  boaft  cf  thefe  unequali'd  tunes. 

Ages  revclv'd  unfuUy'd  by  a  crime  : 

Aflrea  reiga'd,  and  fcarcely  needed  laws 

To  bind  a  race  elated  with  the  pride 

Of  virtue,  and  difdaining  to  defcend  I90 

To  meannefs,  mutual  violence,  and  wrongs. 

While  war  around  l;hem  rag'd,  in  happy  Rome 

All  peaceful  fmil'd,  all  fave^the  palTmg  clouds 

That  often  hang  on  freedom's  jealous  brow ! 

And  fair  unblemifh'd  centuries  eiaps'd,  195 

When  not  a  Roman  bled  but  in  the  field. 

Their  virtue  fuch,  that  an  unbalanc'd  ftate, 

StiiJ  between  noble  and  plebeian  toft, 

As  flow'd  ?ne  wave  of  fludiuatii.^  power,        [199 

Was  thence  kept  firm,  and  with  triumphant  prow 

Rode  out  the  florms.  Oft  though  the  native  feuds, 

That  from  the  firft  their  conftitution  ftiook, 

(A  latent  ruin,  growing  as  it  grew) 

Stood  on  the  threatening  point  of  civil  war 

Ready  to  rufh  :  yet  could  the  ler^nt  voice       SOJ 

Of  wifdom,  fcothing  the  tumultuous  foul, 

Thofe  fons  of  virtue  calm.  Their  generous  hearts, 

Unpetrify'd  by  felf,  fo  naked  lay. 

And  fenfible  to  truth,  that  o'er  the  rage 

Of  giddy  fadion,  by  opprefTion  fwell'd,  aio 

Prevail'd  a  Smple  fable,  and  at  once 

To  peace  recaver'd  the  divided  ftate. 

But  if  their  often-cheated  hopes  refus'd 

The  foothing  touch ;  ftill,  in  the  love  of  Rome, 

The  dread  diftator  found  a  fure  refource.  aXJ 

Was  fhe  affauked  .'  was  her  glory  flain'd  ? 

One  common  quarrel  wide  inflam'd  the  whole. 

Toes  in  the  forum  in  the  field  were  friends. 

By  focial  danger  bound  ;  each  fond  for  each, 

And  for  their  dearefl  country  ali,  to  die.  220 

.    Thus  up  the  hill  of  empire  Cow  they  toil'd  : 

Till,  the  bold  fummit  gain'd,  the  thoufand  ftate* 

Of  proud  Italia  blended  into  one; 

Then  o'er  the  nations  they  refiftlefs  rufli'd, 

And  touch'd  the  limits  of  the  failing  world.     225 

Let  Fancy's  eye  the  diftant  lines  unite. 
See  that  which  borders  wild  the  v/eftern  main, 
Where  ftorms  at  large  refound,  and  tideDimmenfe: 
From  Caledonia's  dim  cendean  coafi. 
And  moifl  Hibernia,  to  where  Atlas,  lodg'd     230 
Amid  the  refilefs  clouds,  and  leaning  heaven. 
Hangs  o'er  the  deep  that  borrows  thence  its  name. 
Mark  that  oppos'd,  v/hercfirft  the  fpringing  morn 
Her  rofes  fheds,  and  fhakes  around  her  dews : 
From  the  dire  deferts  by  the  Cafpian  lay'd,      235 
To  where  the  Tigris  and  Euphrates,  join'd, 
Impetuous  tear  the  Babylonian  plain  ; 
And  bleft  Arabia  aromatic  breath  ;s. 
See  that  dividing  far  the  wp.ttry  north. 
Parent  of  floods !  from  the  niajeflic  Rhine,      240 
PrunkbyBatavian  meads,  towhcre,fevcn-mouth'd. 


la  Euxine  waves  the  flafhing  Danube  roars ; 
To  where  the  frozen  Tanais  fcarcely  ftirs 
The  dead  Meotic  pool,  or  the  long  Rha, 
In  the  black  Scythian  fea  his  torrent  throws.    245 
Lafl,  that  beneath  the  burning  zone  behold. 
See  where  it  runs,  from  the  deep-loaded  plains 
Of  Mauritania  to  the  Libyan  fands. 
Where  Ammon  lifts  amid  the  torrid  wafte 
A  verdant  ifle,  with  fhade  and  foimtain  frefh  :  25O 
And  farther  to  the  full  Egj'ptian  fhore. 
To  where  the  Nile  from  Ethiopian  clouds. 
His  never-drain'd  ethereal  urn,  defcends. 
In  this  vaft  fpace  what  various  tongues,  and  flates! 
What  bounding  rocks,  and  mountains,  floods  and 
feas  !  .255 

What  purple  tyrants  quell'd,  and  nations  freed  i 

O'er  Greece  defcended  chief,  with  ftealth  divine, 
The  Roman  bounty  in  a  flood  of  day  : 
As  at  her  Llhmian  games,  a  fading  pomp  ! 
Her  fuU-aflem-'oledyouth  innumerous  fwarm'd.  260 
On  a  tribunal  rais'd  Flaminius  fat ; 
A  vidlor  he,  from  the  deep  phalanx  pierc'd 
Of  iron-coated  Macedon,  and  back 
The  Grecian  tyrant  to  his  bounds  repell'd. 
In  the  high  thoughtlefs  gaiety  of  game,  265 

While  fport  alone  their  unambitious  hearts 
PofTefs'd ;  the  fudden  trumpet,  founding  hoarfc, 
Bade  filence  o'er  the  bright  afTembly  reign. 
Then  thus  a  herald  : — "  To  the  flates  of  Greece 
"  The  Roman  people,  unconfin'd,  reftcre  2/0 

"  Their  count.-ies,  cities,  hberties,  and  laws : 
"  Taxes  remit,  and  garrifons  withdraw." 
The  crowd  aftonifh'd  half,  and  half  inform'd, 
Star'd  dubious  round ;  fome  queflion'd,  fome  ex- 
claim'd,  274 

(Like  one  vho  dreaming,  between  hope  and  fear. 
Is  loft  in  anxious  joy)    Be  that  again, 
Be  that  again  proclaim'd,  diilinft,  and  loud. 
Loud,  and  diftindt,  it  was  again  proclaim'd  ; 
And  ftili  as  midnight  in  the  rural  fhade. 
When  the  gale  f.umbers,  they  the  words  devour'd. 
A  while  fevere  amazement  held  them  mute,    281 
Then,  burfting  broad,  the  boundlels  fliout  to  hea- 
ven 
From  many  a  thoufand  hearts  ecftatic  fprung. 
On  every  hand  rebellow'd  to  their  joy 
The  fwelling  fea,  the  rocks,  and  vocal  hills  :     285 
Through  all  her  turrets  ftately  Corinth  fhook; 
And,  from  the  void  above  of  fhatter'd  air, 
The  flitting  bird  fell  breathlefs  to  the  ground. 
What  piercing  blifs  !  how  keen  a  fenfe  of  fame, 
Did  then,  Flaminius,  reach  thy  inmoft  foul !     290 
And  with  what  deep-felt  glory  didft  thou  then 
Efcape  the  fondnefs  of  tranfported  Greece  ! 
Mix'd  in  a  tcmpeft  of  fuperior  joy, 
They  left  the  fports ;  like  Bacchanals  they  flew. 
Each  other  ftraining  in  a  ftridl  embrace,  295 

Nor  ftrain'd  a  flave  ;  and  loud  acclaims  till  night 
Round  the  proconful's  tent  repeated  rung. 
Then,  crown'd  with  garlands,  came   the  feftive 

hours ; 
And  mufic,  fparkling  wine,  and  converfe  warm. 
Their  raptures  wak'd  anew.—"  Ye  gods !  they 
cry'd,  -  300 

"  Ye  guardian  gods  of  Greece  !  And  are  we  free  I 
"  Was  it  not  madnefs  deem'd  the  very  thought  ? 
"  And  is  it  true  ?  How  did  we  purcbafe  chains  ? 
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"  At  what  a  dire  expence  of  kindred  blood  ? 
"  And  are  they  now  difiblv'd?   And  fcarce  one 
"  drop  .  _       305 

"  For  the  fair  firfl:  of  blefiings  have  we  paid  ? 
"  Courage,  and  conducft,  in  the  doubtful  field, 
"  When  rages  wide  the  llorm  of  mingling  war, 
"  Are  rare  indeed ;  but  how  to  gen^irous  ends 
"  To  turn  fuccefs,  and  conqueft,  rarer  flill :       310 
*'  That  the  great  gods  and  Romans  only  know. 
"  Lives  there  on  earth,  almoft  to  Greece  unknown, 
"  A  people  fo  magnanimous,  to  quit 
"  Their  native  foil,  ti-averfe  the  ftormy  deep, 
"  And  by  theirblood  and  treafure,  Ip^nt  for  us,  315 
"  Redeem  our  fiates,  our  liberties,  and  laws  ! 
"  There   does !    there  does !    oh,  favlour   Titus ! 
"  Rome !'  [fouls. 

Thus  through  the  happy  night  they  pour'd  their 
And  in  my  lafl;  refle6led  beams  rejoic'd. 
As  when  the  fliepherd,on  the  mountain  brow,  320 
Sits  piping  to  his  flocks,  and  gameibme  kids ; 
Meantime  the  fun,  beneath  the  green  earth  funk. 
Slants  upward  o'er  the  fcene  a  parting  gleam  : 
Short  is  the  glory  that  the  mountain  gilds, 
Plays  on  the  glittering  flocks,  and  glads  the  fwain ; 
To  weftern  worlds  irrevocable  roll'd,  326 

Rapid,  the  fource  of  light  recals  his  ray. 

Here  interpofing  I. — '•  Oh,  queen  of  men ! 
"  Beneath  whofe  fceptre  in  effendal  rights 
«*  Equal  they  live ;    though  plac'd,  for  common 
"  good,  330 

"  Various,  or  in  fubje6tion,  or  command ; 
*'  And  that  by  common  choice  :  alas !  the  fcene, 
"  With  virtue,  freedom,  and  with  glory  bright, 
*'  Streams  into  blood,  and  darkens  into  woe." 
Thus  fhe  purfued. — Near  this  great  era,  Rome  235 
Began  to  feel  the  fwift  approach  of  fate. 
That  now  her  vitals  gain'd:  ftill  more  and  more 
Her  deep  divifions  kindling  into  rage. 
And  war  with  chains  and  defolaticn  charg'd. 
From  an  unequal  balance  of  her  fons  340 

Thefe  fierce  contentions  fprung;  and,  as  increas'd 
This  hated  inequality,  more  fierce 
They  flam'd  to  tumult.     Independence  fail'd; 
Here  by  luxurious  wants,  by  real  there ; 
And  with  this  virtue  every  virtue  funk,  345 

As,  with  the  Aiding  rock,  the  pile  fuftain'd. 
A  lad  attempt,  too  late,  the  Gra«chi  made, 
To  fix  the  flying  fcale,  and  poife  the  flate. 
On  one  fide  fwell'd  ariftocratic  pride  ; 
With  ufury,  the  villain  !  vrhofe  fell  gripe  350 

Bends  by  degrees  to  bafenefs  the  free  foul ; 
And  luxufjf  rapacious,  cruel,  mean, 
Mother  of  vice  !  while  on  the  ©ther  crept 
A  populace  in  want,  with  pleafure  fir'd  ; 
Fit  for  profcriptions,  for  the  darkeft  deeds,       255 
As  the  proud  feeder  bade :  inconftant,  blind, 
Deferring  friends  at  need,  and  dup'd  by  foes ; 
I^oud  and  feditious,  when  a  chief  infpir'd 
Their  headlong  fury,  but,  of  him  depriv'd. 
Already  flaves  that  lick'd  the  fcourging  hand.  360 

This  firm  republic,  that  againft  the  blaft 
Of  oppofition  rofe  ;  that  (like  an  oak, 
Nurs'd  on  ferocious  Algldum,  whofe  bouglis 
Still  ftronger  flioot  beneath  the  rigid  ax) 
By  lofs,  by  flaughter,  from  the  fteel  itfelf,         365 
Ev'n  force  and  fpirit  drew ;  fmit  with  the  calm. 
The  dead  ferene  of  profperous  fortune,  pin'd. 
Nought  no  rv  her  weighty  legions  could  oppofe ; 


Her  terror  once  on  Afric's  tawny  fliore,  s^y 

Nov/  fmok'd  in  dufi:,  a  ftabling  now  for  wolves;  j 

And  every  dreaded  power  receiv'd  the  yoke. 

Lcfides,  deflrudlive,  from  the  conquer'd  eaft. 

In  the  foft  plunder  came  that  worft  of  plagues. 

That  peililence  of  mind,  a  fever'd  thirfl 

For  the  falfe  joys  which  luxury  prepares,  375 

Unworthy  joys !  that  wafteful  leave  behind 

No  mark  of  honour,  in  refledhing  hour. 

No  fecret  ray  to  glad  the  confciousfoul; 

At  once  involving  in  one  ruin  wealth. 

And  wealth  acquiring  powers :  while  liupid  felf. 

Of  narrow  gufl:,  and  hebetating  fenfe  ^Zx^ 

Devour  the  nobler  faculties  of  blifs. 

Hence  Roman  virtue  flacken'd  into  floth  ; 

Security  relax'd  the  foftening  ftate  ; 

And  the  broad  eye  of  government  lay  clos'd 

No  more  the  laws  inviolable  reic^n'd. 

And  public  weal  no  more :  but  party  rag'd  ;     385 

And  partial  power,  and  licence  unreftrain'd. 

Let  difcord  through  the  deathful  city  loofe. 

Firll,  mild  Tiberius,  on  thy  facred  head  390 

The  fury's  vengeance  fell;  the  firft  whofe  blood 

Had  fince  the  conful's  flain'd  contending  Rome. 

Of  precedent  pernicious  !  with  thee  bled 

Three  hundred  Romans  ;  with  thy  brother,  next. 

Three  thoufand  more ;  till,  into  battles  turn'd  39J 

Debates  of  peace,  and  forc'd  the  trembling  laws, 

The  forum  and  comitia  horrid  grew, 

A  fcene  of  barter'd  power,  or  reeking  gore. 

When,  half-afham'd,  corruption's  thievifh  arts, 

And  ruffian  force  began  to  fap  the  monnds       4OO 

And  majefty  of  laws ;  if  not  in  time 

Reprefs'd  fevere,  for  human  aid  too  fl:rong 

The  torrent  turns,  and  overbears  the  whole. 

Thus  luxury,  diffenfion,  a  mix'd  rage 
Of  boundlefs  pleafure  and  of  boundlefs  wealth,  405 
Want  wifhing  change,  and  wafte  repairing  war. 
Rapine  for  ever  loll:  to  peaceful  toil. 
Guilt  unaton'd,  profufe  of  blood  revenge. 
Corruption  all  avow'd,  and  lawlefs  force. 
Each  heightening  each,  alternate  fhook  the  ftate. 
Meantime  ambition,  at  the  dazzling  head         411 
Of  hardy  legions,  with  the  laurels  heap'd 
And  fpoil  of  nations,  in  one  circling  blaft 
Combin'd  in  various  florm,  and  from  its  bafe 
The  broad  republic  tore.     By  virtue  built,       415 
It  touch'd  the  Ikies,  and  fpread  o'er  ihelter'd  earth 
An  ample  roof:  by  virtue  too  fuftain'd, 
And  balanc'd  fteady,  every  tempeft  fung 
Innoxious  by,  or  bade  it  firmer  ftand. 
But  when,  with  fudden  and  enormous  change,  42O 
The  firft  of  mankind  funk  into  the  laft. 
As  once  in  virtue,  fo  in  vice  extreme, 
This  univcrfal  fabric  yielded  loofe, 
Before  ambition  ftill ;  and  thundering  down, 
At  laft,  beneath  its  ruins  crulli'd  a  world.         425 
A  conquering  people,  to  themfelves  a  prey, 
Muft  ever  fall ;  when  their  vi<3:orious  troops. 
In  blood  and  rapine  favage  grown,  can  find 
No  land  to  fack  and  pillage  but  their  own. 

By  brutal  Marius,  and  keen  Syila,  firft  430 

Effus'd  the  deluge  dire  of  civil  blood, 
Unceafing  woes  began,  and  this,  or  that, 
(Deep-drenching  their  revenge)  nor  virtue  fpar'd, 
Nor  fex,  nor.  age,  nor  quality,  nor  nanne  ; 
Till  Rom.e,  into  an  human  fhambles  turn'd,     435 
Made  dderts  loveIy.=— Oh,  to  well-earn'd  chains 
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Devoted  race  !— If  no  true  Roman  then, 

JS'o  Scsvola  there  wa&j  to  raife  for  me 

A  vengeful  hand  :  was  there  no  father,  robb'd 

Of  blooming  youth  to  prop  his  wither'd  age  ?  440 

No  fon,  a  witnefs  to  his  hoary  fire 

lu  duR.  and  gore  defil'd  ?  no  friend  forlorn  ? 

fio  wretch  that  doubtful  trembled  for  himfelf  ? 

None  brave,  or  wild,  to  pierce  a  monfter's  heart. 

Who,  heaping  horror  round,  no  more  deferv'd  44J 

The  facred  Ihelter  of  the  laws  he  fpurn'd  ? 

No.     Sad  o'er  all  profound  dejedlion  fat ; 

And  hervelefs  fear.     The  flave's  afylum  theirs : 

Or  flight,  ill-judgiuj;,  that  the  timid  back 

Turns  weak  to  fiaiighter ;  or  partaken  guilt.    450 

In  vain  from  Sylla's  vanity  I  drew 

An  unexampled  deed.     The  power  refign'd, . 

And  all  unhop'd  the  common-wealth  reflor'd, 

Amaz  d  the  public,  and  effac'd  his  crimes. 

Throug-h  ftreets  yet  fireaming  from  his  murderous 


hand 
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Unarm'd  he  flray'd,  unguarded,  unaffail'd, 

And  on  the  bed  of  peace  his  at.es  laid  ; 

A  grace,  which  I  to  his  demiflion  gave. 

But  with  him  dy'd  not  the  defpotic  foul. 

Ambition  faw  that  {looping  Rome  could  bear  460 

A  mafter,  «6r  had  virtue  to  be  free. 

Hence,  fcr  fucceeding  years,  my  troubled  reign 

No  certain  peace,  no  fpreading  profpect  knew. 

Deflrudion  gather.'d  round.     Still  the  black  foul, 

Or  of  a  Cataline,  or  RuUus,  fwell'd  465 

"With  fell  deCgns ;  and  all  the  watchful  art 

Of  Cicero  demanded,  all  the  force. 

All  the  flate-wielding  magic  of  his  tongue  ; 

And  all  the  thunder  of  my  Cato's  zeal. 

■With  thefe  I  lingered ;  till  the  flame  anew        470 

Burlt  out  in  blaze  immenfe,  and  wrapt  the  world. 

The  fhameful  contefl  fprung  ;  to  whom  mankind 

Should  yield  the  neck  :    to  Pompey,  who  con- 

ceal'd 
A  rage  impatient  of  an  equa4  name  ; 
Or  to  the  nobler  Ca2far,  on  whofe  brow  475 

O'er  daring  vice  deluding  virtue  fmil'd, 
And  who  no  lefs  a  vain  fuperior  fcorn'd. 
Botli  bled,  but  bled  in  vain.     New  traitors  rofe, 
The  'venal  Will  Li  bought,  the  bafe  hai-e  lords. 
To  thefe  vile  wars  I  left  ambitious  flaves  ;         480 
And  from  Philippi's  field,  from  where  in  duft 
The  laft  of  Romans,  matchlefs  Brutus  !  lay, 
Spread  to  tlie  north  untam'd  a  rapid  wing. 

What  though  the  firft  fmooth  Caefar's  arts  ca- 
refs'd, 
Merit  and  virtue,  fimulating  me  ?  485 

Severely  tender  !  cruelly  humane ! 
The  chain  to  clinch,  and  make  it  fofter  fit 
On  the  new-broken  flill  ferocious  Hate. 
From  the  dark  third,  fuccceding,  I  beheld 
Th'  imperial  monfters  all. — A  race  on  earth     490 
Vindidtive,  fent  the  fcourgc  of  human  kind  ! 
Whofe  blind  profufion  drain'd  a  bankrupt  world  ; 
Whofe  lufl:  to  forming  nature  feems  difgrace  ; 
And  whofe  infernal  rage  bade  every  drop 
Of  ancient  blood,  that  yet  retain'd  my  flame,  495 
^"o  that  of  Pstus,  in  the  peaceful  bath. 
Or  Rome's  affrighted  ftreets,  inglorious  flow. 
But  almoft  juft  the  meanly-patient  death, 
That  waits  a  tyrant's  unprevented  flroke 


More  cordial  felt,  as  in  the  midfl;  it  fprcac! 
Of  {form,  and  horror.     The  delight  of  men  : 
He  who  the  day,  when  his  u'erflowing  hand 
Had  made  no  happy  heart,  concluded  loft ; 
Trajan  and  he,  with  the  mild  fire  and  fon,        £c'- 
His  fon  of  virtue  !  eas'd  awhile  mankind; 
And  arts  reviv'd  beneath  their  gentle  beam. 
Then  was  their  laft  effort :  what  fculpture  rais'd 
To  Trajan's  glory,  following  triumphs  (tole ;  50  S 
And  mix'd  with  Gothic  forms,  (the  chiflLl's  ftiame 
On  that  triumphal  arch,  the  forms  of  Greece. 
Meantime   o'er  rocky  Thrace,  and  the  dcey; 
vales 
Of  gelid  Hemus,  I  purfued  my  flight ; 
And,  piercing  fartheft  Scythia,  weftward  fwept 
Sarmatia,  travers'd  by  a  thoufand  ftreams.         515 
A  fullen  land  of  lakes,  and  fens  immenfe, 
Of  rocks,  refounding  torrents,  gloomy  heaths, 
And  cruel  deferts  black  with  founding  pine  ; 
Where  nature  frowns;  thi^ugh  fometimesinto  fmileg 
Shefoftens;  and  immediate,  at  the  touch  520 

Of  fouthern  gales,  throws  from  the  fudden  glebe 
Luxuriant  pafture,  and  a  wafte  of  flowers. 
But,  rold-compreft„when  the  whole  loaded  heaven 
Defcends  in  fnow,  loft  in  one  white  abrupt, 
Lies  undiflinguifli'd  earth  ;  and,  feiz'dby  froit, 525 
Lakes,  headlong  ftreams,  and  floods,  and  oceans<- 

fleep, 
Yet  there  life  glows  ;  the  furry  millions  there. 
Deep-dig  their  dens  beneath  the  fheltering  fnows  -. 
And  there  a  race  of  men  prolific  fwarms. 
To  various  pain,  to  little  pleafure  us'd  ;  530 

On  whorii,  keen  parching,  beat  Riphaean  winds ; 
Hard  like  their  foil,  and  like  their  climate  fierce. 
The  nurfery  of  nations  ! — Thefe  I  rous'd. 
Drove  land  on  land,  on  people  people  pour'd  ; 
Till  from  almoft  perpetual  night  they  broke,   S2it 
As  if  in  fearch  of  day ;  and  o'er  the  banks 
Of  yidding  empire,  only  flave-fuftain'd; 
ReCftlefs  rag'd,  in  vengeance  urg'd  by  me. 

Long  in  the  barbarous  heart  the  bury'd  feeds    . 
Of  freedom  lay,  for  many  a  wintery  age;  54O 

And  though  my  fpirit  work'd  by  flow  degrees. 
Nought  init  its  pride  and  fiercenefs  yet  appear'd. 
Then  was  the  night  of  time,  that  parted  worlds. 
I  quitted  earth  the  while.     As  when  the  tribes 
Aerial,  warn'd  of  rifing  winter,  ride  545 

Autumnal  winds,  to  warmer  climates  borne? 
So,  arts  and  each  good  genius  in  my  trairi, 
I  cut  the  clofing  gloom,  and  foar'd  to  heaven. 

In  the  'oright  regions  there  of  pureft  day, 
Far  other  fcenes,  and  palaces,  arife,  SS^ 

Adorn'd  profufe  with  other  arts  divine. 
All  beauty  here  below,  to  them  compar'd. 
Would,  like  a  rofe  before  the  mid-day  fun, 
Shrink  up  its  bloflbm  ;  Hke  a  bubble,  break 
The  pafling  poor  maonificence  of  kings.  S5i 

For  there  the  King  of  Nature,  in  full  blaze, 
Calls  every  fplendor  forth ,  and  there  his  court 
Amid  ethereal  powers,  and  virtues,  holds  : 
Angel,  archangel,  tutelary  gods, 
Of  cities,  nations,  empires,  and  of  worlds.         56a 
But  facred  be  the  veil,  that  kindly  clouds 
A  light  too  keen  for  mortals :  wraps  a  veiw 
Too  foftcnins  fair,  for  thofe  that  here  in  duft 
Muft  cheerful  toil  out  their  appointed  years. 


Titus  indeed  gave  one  fhort  eveuing  gleam  ;   joo     A  fenfe  of  higher  life  would  only  damp  565. 
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The  fchciol-boy's  talk^  and  fpoil  his  playful  hours. 
Nor  could  the  child  of  reafon,  feeble  man. 
With  vigour  through  this  hifant  being  drudge  ; 
Did  brighter  worlds,  their  unimagin'd  blifs 
Difcloiing,  dazzle  and  difTolve  his  mind.  5  70 

Notes  on  Part  III. 

"Ver.  7.  The  laft  flruggles  of  Liberty  in  Greece. 

Ver.  15.  A  promontory  in  Calabria. 

Ver.  3a.  Pythagoras. 

Ver.  34.  Samos,  over  which  then  reigned  the 
tyrant  Polycrates. 

Ver.  37.  The  fouthern  parts  of  Italy  and  Si- 
cily, fo  called  becaufe  of  the  Grecian  colonies  there 
fettled. 

Ver.  38.  His  fcholars  were  enjoined  fileiice  for 
five  years, 

Ver.  57.     The  four  cardinal  virtues. 

Ver.  244.  The  ancient  name  of  the  Volga. 

Ver.  245.  The  Cafpian  lea. 

Ver.  264,  The  king  of  Macedonia. 

Ver.  286.  The  Ifthmian  games  were  celebrated 
at  Corinth. 

Ver.  369.  Carthage. 

Ver.  390.  Tib.  Gracchus. 

Ver.  465.  Pub.  Servilius  Rullus,  tribune  of  the 
people,  propofed  an  Agrarian  Law,  in  appearance 
Very  advant?geous  for  the  people,  but  deftrudive 
of  their  liberty ;  and  which  was  defeated  by  the 
eloquence  of  Cicero,  in  his  fpeech  againft  Rullus. 

Ver.  489.  Tiberius. 

Ver.  4'96.  Thrafea  Psetus,  put  to  death  by  Nero. 
Tacitus  introduces  the  account  he  gives  of  his  death 
thus: — "  After  having  inhumanly  flaughtered  fo 
"  many  illuflrious  men,  he  (Nero)  burned  at  laft 
"  with  a  dcfire  of  cutting  off  virtue  itfelf  in  the 
•'  perfon  of  Thrafea,  &c." 

Ver.  505.  Antoninus  Pius,  and  his  adopted  fon 
Marcus  Aurelius,  afterwards  called  Antoninus  Phi- 
iofophus. 

Ver.  511.  Conftantine's  arch,  to  build  which, 
that  of  Trajan  was  dcftroyed,  fculpture  having 
been  then  almoft  entirely  loft. 

Ver.  515.  The  ancient  .Sarmatia  contained  a 
vaft  tracSt  of  country  running  all  along  the  north 
of  Europe  and  Afia. 


PART  IV.    BRITAIN. 

Contents. 

Difference  betwixt  the  ancients  and  moderns  flight- 
ly  touched  upon,  to  ver.  30.  Defcription  of^the 
dark  ages.  The  Goddefs  of  Liberty,  who  dur- 
ing thefe  is  fuppofed  to  have  left  earth,  returns, 
attended  with  Arts  and  Science,  to  ver.  100. 
She  firft  defcends  on  Italy.  Sculpture,  Painting, 
and  Architedlure  fix  at  Rome,  to  revive  thetr 
feveral  arts  by  the  great  models  of  antiquity 
there,  which  many  barbarous  invafions  had  not 
been  able  to  dcftroy.  T  he  revival  of  thefe  arts 
marked  out.  That  fometimes  arts  may  ftourifli 
for  a  while  under  defpotic  governments,  though 
never  the  natural  and  genuine  produdion  of 
them,  to  ver.  254.    i^caruir  j  begins  tp  dawn. 


The  Mufc  and  Science  attend  Liberty,  who  ia 
her  pfogrefs  towards  Great  Britain  raifes  feveral 
free  ftates  and  cities.  Thefe  enumerated,  to  ver. 
381.  Author's  exclamation  of  joy,  upon  feeing 
the  Britifn  feas  and  coafts  rife  in  the  vifion, 
which  painted  wliatever  the  Goddefs  of  Liberty 
faid.  She  refumes  her  narration.  The  Genius 
of  the  Deep  appears,  and,  addreCTmg  Liberty, 
affociates  Great  Britain  into  his  dominion,  to 
ver.  451.  Liberty  received  and  congratulated  by 
Britannia,  and  the  Native  Genii  or  Virtues  of 
the  ifland.  Thefe  defcribed.  Animated  by  the 
prefence  of  Liberty,  they  begin  their  operations. 
Their  beneficent  influence  contrafted  widi  the 
works  and  deluftons  of  oppoftng  demons,  to 
ver.  626.  Concludes  with  an  abftrad  of  the 
Englifli  hiftory,  marking  the  feveral  advances,of 
Liberty,  down  to  her  complete  eftabliflunent  at 
the  Revolution. 

Struck  with  the  rifmg  fcene,  thus  I  amaz'd  : 

"  Ah,  Goddefs,  what  a  change  !  Is  earth  the  fame? 

"  Of  the  fame  kind  the  ruthlefs  race  fhe  feeds  ? 

"  And  does  the  fame  fair  fun  and  ether  fpread 

"  Round  this  vile  fpot  their  all-enlivening  foul  ?  J 

"  Lo  !  beauty  fails  ;  loft  in  unlovely  forms 

"  Of  little  pomp,  magnificence  no  more 

"  Exalts  the  mind,  and  bids  the  pubhc  fmile  : 

"  While  to  rapacious  intereft  glory  leaves 

"  Mankind,  and  every  grace  of  life  is  gone."      19 

To  this  the  power,  whofe  vital  radiance  calls 
From  the  brute  mafs  of  man  an  order'd  world, 

"  Wait  till  the  morning  fhines,  and  from  the 
"  Of  Gothic  darknefs  fprings  another  day.   [depth 
"  True  genius  droops  ;  the  tender  ancient  talle  15 
"  Of  beauty,  then  frefh-blooming  in  her  prime, 
"  But  faintly  trembles  through  the  callous  foul ; 
"  And  grandeur,  or  of  morals,  or  of  life, 
"  Sinks  into  fafe  purfuits,  and  creeping  cares. 
"  Ev'n  cautious  virtue  feems  to  ftoop  her  flight,  2« 
"  And  aged  life  to  deem  the  generous  deeds 
"  Of  youth  romantic.     Yet  in  cooler  thought 
"  Well-reafon'd,  in  refearches  piercing  deep 
"  Through  nature's  works,  in  profitable  arts, 
"  And  all  that  calm  experience  can  difclofe,       2^ 
"  (Slow  guide,  but  fure)  behold  the  world  anew 
"  Exalted  rife,  with  other  honours  crown'd  ; 
"  And,  where  my  fpirit  wakes  the  finer  powers, 
"  Athenian  laurels  ftill  afrefh  fhall  bloom." 

Oblivious  ages  pafs'd  ;  while  earth,  forfook,  3a 
By  her  heft  genii,  lay  to  demons  foul. 
And  unchain'd  furies,  an  abandon'd  prey. 
Contention  led  the  van  ;  firft  fmall  of  fize. 
But  foon  dilating  to  the  fkies  ftie  towers  : 
Then,  wide  as  air,  the  livid  fury  fpread,  3J 

And  high  her  head  above  the  ftormy  clouds,  ' 

She  blaz'd  in  omens,  fvvell'd  the  groaning  winds  j 
With  wild  furmifes,  battlings,  founds  of  war  : 
From  land  to  land  the  maddening  trumpet  blew, 
Andpour'd  her  venom  through  the  heart  of  man.  40 
Shook  to  the  pole,  the  north  obey'd  her  call. 
Forth  rufii'd  the  bloody  power  of  Gothic  war. 
War  againft  human  kind  :   Rapine,  that  led 
Millions  of  raging  robbers  in  his  train  : 
Unliftening,  barbarous  force,  towhonithefword  45 
Is  reafon,  honour,  law  :  the  foe  of  arts 
By  pionfters  follow'd,  hideous  to  behold,       [thefe 
That  claim'd  their  place.  Outrageous  mix'4  wiy» 
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Another  fpecics  of  tyrannic  rule, 

Unknown  before,  whofecancrous  Ciacklesfeiz  d  50 

Th'  envenom'd  foul ;  a  wilder  fury,  Ihe 

Ev'n  o'er  her  elder  filler  tyranniz'd ; 

Or,  if  perchance  agreed,  inflam'd  her  rage. 

Dire  was  her  train,  and  loud ;  the  fable  band, 

Thunderisg,— Submit,  ye  laity  !  ye  profane  !     53 

«  Earth  is  the  Lord's,  and  therefore  ours;  let  kings 

"  Allow  the  common  claim,  and  half  be  theirs  ; 

"  If  not,  behold  !  the  facred  lightning  flies  :" 

Scholaftic  difcord,  with  an  hundred  tongues. 

For  fcience  uttering  jangling  words  obfcure,       60 

Where  frighted  reafon  never  yet  could  dwell : 

Of  peremptory  feature,  cleric   pride. 

Whofe  reddening  cheek  no  contradidbicn  bear: ; 

And  holy  flander,  his  affociate  firm. 

On  whom  the  lying  fpirit  flill  defcends :  6$ 

Mother  of  tortures !  pcrfecuting  zeal, 

High-flalbing  in  her  hand  the  ready  torch, 

Or  poniard  bath'd  in  unbelieving  blood ; 

JHell's  fierceft  fiend  !  of  faintly  brow  demure, 

Affuming  a  celefcial  feraph's  name,  'JO 

While  ftie  beneath  the  blafphemous  pretence 

Of  pleafing  Parent  Heaven,  thzfource  ofloi>e  .' 

Has  wrought  more  horrors,  more  detefted  deeds, 

Than  all  the  reft  combin'd.     Led  on  by  her. 

And  wild  of  head  to  work  her  fell  defigns,         75 

Came  idiot  fuperftition  ;  round  with  ears 

Jfinumerous  ftrow'd,  ten  thoufand  monkilh  forms 

With  legends  ply'd  them,  and  with  tenets,  meant 

To  charm  or  fcare  the  fimple  into  flaves. 

And  poifon  reafon ;  grofs,  ftie  fwaDows  all,         80 

The  moft  abfurd  believing  ever  moft. 

Broad  o'er  the  whole  her  univerfal  night,  ^ 

The  gloom  ftill  doubling,  ignorance  diffus'd. 

Nought  to  be  fecn,  but  vilonary  monks 
To  councils  ftroHing^and  embroihng  creeds ;      85 
Banditti  faints,  difturbing  diftant  lands ; 
And  unknown  nations,  wanderinj  for  a  home. 
All  lay  revers'd  :  the  facred  arts  of  rule 
Turn'd  to  flagitious  leagues  againft  mankind, 
And  arts  of  plunder  more  and  more  avow'd  ;    90 
Pure  plain  devotion  to  a  folemn  farce  ; 
To  holy  dotage  virtue,  ev'n  to  guile, 
To  murder,  and  a  mockery  of  oaths ; 
Lrave  ancient  freedom  to  the  rage  of  flaves, 
Pro-jd  of  their  Hate,  and  fighting  for  their  chains ; 
Dlflionour'd  courage  to  the  bravo's  trade,  96 

To  civil  broil;  and  glory  to  romance. 
Thus  human  life  unhing'd  to  ruin  reel'd. 
And  giddy  reafon  totter'd  on  her  throne. 

Atlaft  Heaven's  heft  inexplicable  fcheme,     100 
Difclofing,  bade  new  brightening  eras  fmile. 
The  high  command  gone  forth,  Arts  in  my  tram. 
And  azure-mantled  fcience,  fwift  we  fpread 
A  founding  pinion.     Eager  pity,  mixt 
With  indignation,  urg'd  her  downward  flight.  105 
On  Latium  firft  we  ftoop'd,  for  doubtful  life 
That  panted,  funk  beneath  unnumber'd  woes. 
Ah,  poor  Italia  !  what  a  bitter  cup 
-  Of  vengeance  haft  thou  drain'd !    Goths,  Vandals, 
Huns, 
Lombards,  barbarians  broke  from  every  land,     1 10 
How  many  a  ruffian  form  haft  thou  beheld  ! 
What  horrid  jargons  heard,  where  rage  alone 
Was  all  thy  frighted  ear  could  comprehend  1 
How  frequent  by  the  red  inhuman  hand,    [blood. 
Yet    warm    with   brother's,    hufloand's,    father's 
Hafl  thou  tky  matrons  and  thy  virgins  fcen 


To  violation  dragg'd,  and  mingled  death ! 
What  conflagrations,  earthquakes,  ravage,  floods, 
Have  turn'd  thy  cities  into  ftony  wilds ; 
And  fuccourlefs,  and  bare,  the  poor  remains      I20 
Of  wretches  forth  to  nature's  common  caft  ! 
Added  to  thefe,  the  ftill  continued  wafte 
Of  inbred  foes,  that  on  thy  vitals  prey, 
And,  double  tyrants,  feize  the  very  foul. 
Where  hadft  thou  treafures  for  this  rapine  all  ? 
Thefe  hungry  myriads  that  thy  bowels  tore, 
Heap'd  fack  on  fack,  and  bury'd  in  their  rage 
Wonders  of  art ;  whence  this  grey  fcene  a  mine 
Of  more  than  gold  becomes  and  orient  gems,  129 
Where  Egypt,  Greece,  and  Rome,  united  glow. 

Here  fcuipture,  painting,  architeiSure,  bent 
From  ancient  models  to  reltore  their  arts, 
Remain'd.     A  little  trace  we  how  they  rofe. 

Amid  the  hoary  ruins  fculpture  firft,  134 

Deep-digging,  from  the  cavern  dark  and  damp. 
Their  grave  for  ages,  bid  her  marble  race 
Spring  to  new  light.     Joy  fparkled  in  her  eyes. 
And  old  remembrance  thrill'd  in  every  thought, 
As  flie  the  pleafing  refurredion  faw. 
In  leaning  lite,  refpiring  from  his  toils  140 

The  well-known  hero,  who  deliver'd  Greece, 
His  ample  cheft,  all  tempefted  with  force. 
Unconquerable  rear'd.     She  faw  the  head, 
Breathing  the  hero,  fmall,  of  Grecian  fize. 
Scarce  more  estenfive  than  the  finewy  neck  ;  145 
The  fpreading  flioulders,  mufcular,  and  broad  ; 
The  whole  a  mafs  of  fwelling  finews,  touch'd 
Into  harmonious  ftiape  ;  flie  faw,  and  joy'd. 
The  yellow  hunter,  Meleager,  rais'd 
His  beauteous  front.and  through  the  finifti'd  whole 
Shows  what  ideas  fmil'd  of  old  in  Greece.        151 
Of  raging  afpedl,  rulh'd  impetuous  forth 
The  Gladiator,     Pitylefs  his  look. 
And  each  keen  finew  brac'd,  the  ftorm  of  war, 
Ruffling,  o'er  all  his  nervous  body  frowns.       155 
The  Dying  Other  from  the  gloom  flie  drew. 
Supported  on  his  ftiorten'd  arm  he  leans. 
Prone  agonizing  ;  with  incumbent  fate. 
Heavy  declines  his  head;  yet  dark  beneath      159 
The  fuff"ering  feature  fullen  vengeance  lowers, 
Shame,  indignation,  unaccomplilb'd  rage. 
And  ftili  the  cheated  eye  expels  his  fail. 
All  conqueft-flufli'd,  from  proilrate  Python,  came 
The  quiver'd  god.     In  graceful  act  he  ftands. 
His  arm  extended  with  the  flacken'd  bow.        1 65 
Light  flows  his  eafy  robe,  and  fair  difplays 
A  manly  foften'd  form.     The  bloom  of  gods 
Seems  youthful  o'er  the  beardlcfs  cheek  to  wave. 
His  features  yet  heroic  ardour  warms  ; 
And  fweet  fubfiding  to  a  native  fmile,  1 7° 

Mixt  with  the  joy  elating  conqueft  gives, 
A  fcatter'd  frown  exalts  his  matchlefs  air. 
On  Flora  mov'd  ;  her  full-proportion'd  limbs 
Rife  through  the  mantle  fluttering  in  the  breeze. 
The  queen  of  love  arofe,  as  from  the  deep        179 
She  fprung  in  all  the  melting  pomp  of  charms. 
Bafliful  ftie  bends,  her  well-taught  look  afide 
Turns  in  enchanting  guife,  where  dubious  mix 
Vain  confcious  beauty,  a  difi'embled  fenfe 
Of  modeft  ftiame,  and  flippery  looks  of  love.    180 
The  gazer  grows  enamour'd,  and  the  ftonc, 
As  if  exulting  in  its  conqueft  fmilcs. 
So  turn'd  each  limb,  fo  fwell'd  with  foftening  art. 
That  the  deluded  eye  the  marble  doubts. 
At  laft  her  utmoft  mafter-piecc  ihe  fcand,       185 
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That  Maro  fir'd ;  the  mifcrable  fire, 

Wrapt  with  his  foils  in  fates  fevereil  grafp. 

The  ferpents,  twifling  round  their  ftiingent  folds 

Inextriciible  tie.     Such  paffion  here, 

Such  agonies,  fuch  bitternefs  of  pain,  190 

Seem  fo  to  tremble  through  the  toitur'd  ftone, 

That  the  touch'd  heart  engroffes  all  the  view. 

Almofl:  unmark'd  the  bed  proportions  pafs. 

That  ever  Greece  beheld  ;  and,  feen  alone, 

On  the  rapt  eye  th'  imperious  pafficns  feize  :  195 

The  father's  double  pangs,  both  for  himfelf 

And  fons  convuls'd  ;  to  heaven  his  rueful  look, 

Imploring  aid,  and  haif-accufing,  raft  ; 

His  fell  defpair  with  indignation  mixt. 

As  the  ftrong  curling  monflers  from  his  fide    200 

His  full  extended  fury  cannot  tear. 

More  tender  touch'd,  with  varied  art,  his  fons 

All  the  foft  rage  of  younger  paflions  fhov7. 

In  a  boy's  helplefs  fate  one  finks  opprefs'd  ; 

While,  yet  unpierc'd,  the  frighted  other  tries  aoj 

His  foot  to  fheal  out  of  the  horrid  twine. 

She  bore  no  more,  but  llrait  from  Gothic  rufl 
Her  chifel  clear'd,  and  duft  and  fragments  drove 
Impetuous  round.     Succefiive  as  it  went, 
Fron\fon  tofon,  with  more  enlivening  touch,  210 
From  the  brute  rock  it  call'd  the  breathing  form  ; 
Till,  in  a  legillator's  awfid  grace 
Drefs'd,  Buonaroti  bid  a  Mofes  rife. 
And,  looking  love  immenfe,  a  Saviour-God. 

Of  thefe  obfervant,  painting  felt  the  fire       115 
Burn  inward.     Then  ecftatic  fhc  diffus'd 
The  canvss,  feiz'd  the  pallet,  with  quick  hand 
The  colours  brew'd  ;  and  on  the  void  expanfe 
Her  gay  creation  pour'd,  her  mimic  Vi"orld. 
Poor  was  the  manner  of  her  eldeft  race,  220 

Barren,  and  dry  ;  juft  ftruggling  from  the  tafie, 
That  had  for  ages  fcar'd  in  cloylters  dim 
The  fupenlitious  herd :  yet  glorious  then 
Were  deem'd  their  works;    where  undevelop'd 

lay 
The  future  wonders  that  enrich'd  mankind,     225 
And  a  new  light  and  grace  o'er  Europe  caft. 
Arts  gradual  gather  ftreams.     Enlarging  this 
To  each  his  portion  of  her  various  gifts 
The  goddefs  dealt,  to  none  indulging  all ; 
No,  not  to  Raphael.     At  kind  diftance  ftill     z^o 
PerfecStion  fcands,  like  happinefs,  to  tempt 
Th'  eternal  chafe.     In  elegant  defign 
Improving  nature  ;  in  ideas  fair, 
Or  great,  extradled  from  the  fine  antique  ; 
In  attitude,  exprefiion,  airs  divine  ;  235 

Her  fons  of  P.ome  and  Florence  bore  the  prize. 
To  thofe  CI  Venice  {he  the  magic  art 
Of  colours  melting  into  colours  gave. 
Theirs  too  it  was  by  one  embracing  mafs         239 
Of  light  and  fliade  that  fettles  round  the  virhole, 
Or  varies  tremulous  from  part  to  part, 
O'er  all  a  binding  harmony  to  throw. 
To  raife  the  picture,  and  repofe  the  fight. 
The  Lombard  fchool  fuccccding,  mingled  both. 

Meantime  dread  fanes,  and  palaces,  around,  245 
Jlear'd  the  magnific  front.     Mufic  again 
Her  univerfal  language  of  the  heart 
Renew'd ;  and,  riling  from  the  plaintive  vale, 
To  the  full  concert  fpread,  and  folemn  quirer  249 

Ev'n  bigots  fmil'd;  to  their  proftdion  took 
Arts  not  their  own,  and  from  them  borrow 'd 
pomp ; 

Vol.  IX. 


For  in  a  tyrant's  garden  thefe  a  while 

May  bloom,  though  freedom  be  their  parent  foil. 

And  now  confeft,  with  gently-gro-'vinjj  gleam, 
Tlie  morning  Ihone,  and  wefi:ward  fiream'd  its 
light,  _  255 

The  mufe  awoke.  Not  fooner  on  the  wing 
Is  the  gay  bird  of  dawn.  Artlefs  her  voice. 
Untaught  and   wild,  yet  warbling   through  the 

woods 
Romantic  lays.     But  as  her  northern  courfe 
Slie,  with  her  tutor  fcience,  in  my  train,  260 

Ardent  purfu'd,  her  ftrains  more  noble  grew  : 
While  reafon  drew  the  plan,  the  heart  inform'd 
The  moral  page,  and  fancy  lent  it  grace. 

Rorne  and  her  circling  deferts  caft  behind, 
1  pafs'd  not  idle  to  my  great  fojourn.  265 

On  Arno's  fertile  plain,  where  the  rich  vine 
Luxuriant  o'er  Etrurian  mountains  roves, 
Safe  in  the  lap  repos'd  of  private  blifs, 
I  fmall republics  rais'd.    Thrice  happy  they!    269 
Had  focial  freedom  bound  their  peace,  and  arts, 
Infl;ead  of  ruling  power,  ne'er  meant  for  them, 
Employed  their  little  cares,  and  fav'd  their  fate. 

Beyond  the  rugged  Apennines,  that  roll 
Far  through  Italian  bounds  their  wavy  tops, 
My  path  too  I  v/ith  public  bleffings  ftrow'd  ;    275 
Free  ftates  and  cities,  where  the  Lombard  plain. 
In  fpite  of  culture  negligent  and  grofs, 
From  her  deep  bofom  pours  unbidden  joys. 
And  green  o'er  all  the  land  a  garden  fpreads. 

The  barren  rocks  themfelves  beneath  my  foot 
Relenting  bloom'd  on  the  Ligurian  ihore.        281 
Thick  fwarming  people  there,  like  emmets,  feiz'd 
Amid  forrounding  cliffs,  the  fcatter'd  fpots. 
Which  nature  left  in  her  defcroying  rage, 
Made  their  own  fields,  nor  figh'd  for  other  lands. 
There,  in  white  profpecl,  frcm  the  rocky  hill,  a86 
Gradual  defcending  to  the  fhelter'd  fhore, 
Ey  me  proud  Genoa's  marble  turrets  rofe. 
And  while  my  genuine  fpirit  warm'd  her  fons, 
Beneath  her  Dorias,  not  unworthy,  fhe  290 

Vy'd  for  the  trident  of  the  narrow  foas. 
Ere  Britain  yet  had  open'd  all  the  main. 

Nor  be  the  then  triumphant  flat^  forgot ;  [ftill. 
Where,  pafh'd  from  piunder'd  earth,  a  remnant 
Infjjir'd  by  me,  through  the  dark  ages  kept     295 
Of  my  cW  Roman  flame  feme  fparks  alive  : 
The  feeming  god-built  city  !  v/hich  my  hand 
Deep  in  tlie  bolbni  fix'd  of  wondering  feas; 
AAonifii'd  mortals fail'd,  with  pleafing  awe, 
Around  the  fea-girt  walls,  by  Neptune  fenc'd,  700 
And  down  the  briny  {lr;et ;  where  on  each  hand, 
Amazing  feen  amid  unliable  waves. 
The  fplendid  palace  ftiines ;  and  rifing  tides, 
The  green  fieps  markisg,  murmur  at  the  door. 
To  this  fair  queen  of  Adria's  ftormy  gulf,         305 
7'he  mart  of  nations  !  long,  obedient  feas 
R.oli'd  all  the  treafure  of  the  radient  Eall: ; 
But  now  no  more.     Than  one  great  tyrant  worfi; 
Whofe  fhar'd  opprciTion  lighten^as  diffus'd) 
Fach  fubjed;  tearing,  many  tyrants  rofe.  319^ 

The  leail  the  proudell.     Jpin'd  in  dark  cabal. 
They  jealous,  watchful,  filent,  and  fevere, 
Caft  o'er  the  whole  indiffoluble  chains: 
The  fofter  fnackles  of  luxurious  cafe 
They  likewife  added,  to  fccure  their  fway.       317 
Thus  Venus  fainter  fliines;  and  commerce  thus. 
Of  toil  impatient,  fiagsthe  drooping  fail. 
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Burftmg,  befides,  hi*  ancient  bounds,  he  took 
A' larger  circle;  found  another  feat, 
Opening   a   thoufand  ports,    and  charm'd   with 
toil,  '320 

Whorj  nothing  can  difmay,  far  other  fons. 

The  mountains  then,  clad  with  cLernai  fnow, 
C'^nfefs'd  my  power.    Deep  as  the  rampant  rocks, 
By  nature  thrown  infuperable  round, 
I  planted  there  a  league  of  friendly  ftates,         2-5 
And  bade  plain  freedom  their  ambition  be. 
There  in  the  vale,  where  rural  plenty  fills,   [horn, 
From  lakes,  and  mead?,  and  furrow'd  fi.^kU,  her 
Chief,  where  the  Leman  pure  emits  the  Rlione, 
Rare  to  be  fe^'n  !  unguilty  cities  rife,  330 

Cities  of  brothers  form'd  :  while  equal  life, 
Accorded  gracious  with  revolving  pow^er, 
Alaintains  them  free  ;  and  in  their  happy  flreets, 
Nor  cruel  deed  nor  m.ifery  is  known, 
Tiv  valour,  faith,  and  innocence  of  life,  235 

Renown'd,  a  rough  laborious  people,  there, 
Xot  only  give  the  dreadful  Alps  to  fmile. 
And  prefs  their  culture  on  retiring  fnows  ; 
But,-  to  firm  order  train'd  and  patient  war, 
I'hey  I'kewife  know,  beyond  the  nerve  remifs 
Of  mercenary  force,  ho'w  to  defend  341 

The  'tafteful  little  their  hard  toil  has  eam'd, 
And  the  proud  arm  of  Bourbon  to  defy. 

Ev'n,  cheer'd  by  me,  their  fhaggy  mountains 
T.Iore  than  or  Gallic,  or  Italian  phins;  [charm 
And  fickening  fancy  oft,  when  abfent  long,  346 
r  in?s  to  behold  tneir  Alpine  viev/s  again  : 
The  ho'low-v.'inding  ftream  :  the  vale,  fair  fpread, 
Amid  an  amphitheatre  of  hills  ;  [fprings  : 

Whence,'   vapour-wiiig'd,    the     fudden    tempefl 
From  ilcep  to  fteep  alcending,  the  gay  train    351 
Of  fogs,  thick-ioli'd  into  romantic  Ihapes  : 
The  flitting  cloud,  agalnft  ihe  funm-iit  dafli'd; 
And,  by  the  fun  illumin'd,  pouring  bright 
A  gemniy  fliower  :  hung  o'er  anw.zing  rocks,  355 
The  mountnin  afh,  and  folemn-fo-inding  pine  : 
1'he  fnow-fed  torrenr,  in  white  mazes  toll, 
Down  to  the  clear  ethereal  lake  below : 
-Vnd,  high  o'er-topping  lAl  the  broken  fcene, 
The  mountain  fading  into  fky;  where  lb incs     360 
'>n  winter  winter  fhivering,  ai:d  whofe  top 
X-icks  from  their  cloudy- magazine  the  fnows. 

From  thefe  defcending,  as  I  wav'd  my  courfe 
O'er  vttfl  Germania,  the  ferocious  nurie 
♦Of  hardy  mer.  ?.nd  hearts  aft'rontlrg  d^ath,       365 
?  grve  fome  favour'd  cities  there  to  lift    • 
A  nobkr  brow,a:>d  through  their  fwarming  ftreets, 
More  bufy,  wealthy,  thcerful,  and  alive, 
"in  each  contented  face  to  \r>r]r  my  feu!.  369 

Th'.ncethe  loud  Baltic  pafring,black  with  ftorm, 
To  wintery  Scandinavia's  nimoft  bound; 
'i'kerc,  I  the  manly  race,  tlie  pareht-liive 
Of  the  mii'd  kingdom's,  form'd  into  a  ftate 
rvfore  regularly  free.     By  keener  air  374 

''heir  genius  purg'd,  and  tcmper'd  hard  by  frofl, 
Ttmpell,  and  toil  their  nerves,  the  fons  of  thofc 
■"  "\^ol'e  only  terror  was  a  bloodlefs  death. 
They  wife,  and  dauntlefs,  ftill  fuftain  my  caufe. 
Vet  there  I  fix'd  not.     Turning  to  the  fouth. 
The  whjfpering  zephyrs  figh'd  ntmydelay.     380 
'    Here  wkh  tiie  {bifted  vifion,  bnriV  my  joy.     • 
"  O  the  dear  prolpeA  !  O  majelUc  view  ! 
•*  t^ec  Bf  jt»ins  empire  !  lo  !  the  v/atsry  vaft 
"  VVidc-v.-,T;esj  Jifiufing  the  ccrulianul.un.     384 


"  And  now,  methinks,  like  clouds  at  diftance  fccn, 

"  Emerging  white  from  deeps  of  stiver,  dawn 

"  My  kindred  "I'fi's:  whence,  wafted  in  the  gale, 

"  'Inelfable,  a  fee;  et  f  .veetnefs  breathes.        [flows 

"  GoddefS;   forgive  ! — iVIy  heart,  furpris'd   o'er- 

"  "With  hiial  fondnefs  for  the  Irnd  yon  blefs."  390 

As  parents  to  u  child  complacent  deign 

Approvance,  the  celeftial  brightnefs  fmil'd  ; 

I'len  thus:  As  o'er  the  wave-refounding  deep, 

To  my  near  reign,  the  happy  ifie,  I  fteer'd 

With  eaiy  wing;  behold !  ^r^m  furge  to  furge,  295 

Stalk'd  the  tremendous  geniiis  of  tlie  deep. 

Around  him  clouds,  in  mingled  tempefl,  hung ; 

Thick-flafliing  meteors  crown'd  his  flarry  head  ; 

And'riady  thunder  redden'd  in  his  hand,         399 

Or  from  it  ftream'd  comprefl;  the  gloomy  cloud. 

Where-e'erhe  look'd,  the  tremblii'gwaves  reccil'd. 

He  needs;  but  ftrike  the  ccnfcious  flood,  and  fliook 

From  fhore  to  fliore,  in  agitation  dire, 

It  works  his  dreadful  will.     To  me  his  voice 

(Lilie  ihathoarfe  blafl  that  round  the  cavern  hcwis, 

Mixt  with  the  murmurs  of  the  failing  main)    '  ■    ■ 

Addrefs'd,  began — By  fate  commiiTion'd,  go, 

"   Aiy  iifter-goddefs  now,  to  yon  blefl  ifle, 

"  Henceforth  the  partner  of  my  rough  domain, 

"  All  my  dread  walks  to  Britons  open  lie.        410 

"  Thofe  that  refulgent,  or  with  rofy  morn, 

"  Or  yellow  evening,  flame;  thofe  that,   profufc 

"  Drunk  by  equator-funs,  feverely  fhine  ; 

"  Or  thofe  that,  to  the  poles  aproaching,  rife 

"  In  billows  roiling  into  Alps  of  ice.  415 

"  Ev'n  yet  untouch'd  by  daring  keel,  be  theirs 

"  The  vail  Pacific  ;  that  on  other  worlds, 

"  Their  future  conquefl:    rolls  refounding  tides. 

"  I-ong  1  maintain'd  inviolate  my  reign  ; 

"  Nor  Alexander's  me,  nor  Casfars  brav'd.      420 

"  Still,  in  the  crook  of  fhore,  the  coward  fail 

"  Till  now  low-crept;  and  peddling  commerce 

ply'd 
"  Betv>"een  near-joining  lands.  For  Briton's,  cliief, 
"  It  was  referv'd,  with  flar-direcfted  prow, 
"  To  dare  the  middie-deep,  and  drive  alTur'd  425 
"  To  diflant  nations  through  the  pathlefs  main, 
"  Chief,  for  their  fearlefs  hearts  the  glory  -vvaits^ 
"  Long  nionths  from  land,  while  the  black  ftormy 
"  Arc  jnd  them  rages,  on  the  groaning  m.all  [night 
"  With  unlhook  knee  to  know  their  giddy  way  ; 
"  To  fing,  unqliell'd,  amid  the  lafliing  wave  ;  431 
"  To  laugh  at  danger.     Theirs  the  triumph  be, 
"  By  deep  invention's  keen  pervading  eye, 
"  The  heart  of  courage,  and  the  hand  of  toil, 
"  Each  conquer'd  ocean  flainingwith  their  blood, 
"  Inllead  of  treafure  robb'd  by  ruffian  war,      436 
«  Round  focial  earth  to  crrtlc  fair  exchange, 
"  And  hind  the  nations  in  a  golden  chain, 
"  To  thefe  I  honour'd  (loop.     Rufning  to  light, 
"  A  race  of  men  behold  !  whofc  daring  deeds  440 
"■  Will  in  renown  exalt  my  namelefs  plains 
"  O'er  ti.cfe  of  fabling  earth,  as  her's  to  mine 
"  In  terror  yield.     Nay,  could  my  favage  heart 
"  Such  glories  check,  their  unfi;bmitt"ng  foul 
"  Would  aH  my  fury  brave,  my  tempefl  climb,  /14s 
"  And  might  in  fpite  of  mc  my  kingdom  force." 
Hire,  waiting  no  reply,  the  (hadowy  power 
Eas'd  the  dark  iky,  and  to  tlie  deeps  return'd  : 
While  the  loud  thunder  rattling  from  his  hand, 
Aiifpicious,  fliook  opponent  Gallia's  fhore.        450 
Of  this  encounter  gkd,  my  w- v  tc  hod 
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I  quick  ptirfued,  that  from  the  Gniling  fea 
Receiv'd  me  joyous.    Loud  acclainvs  were  heard  ; 
And  mufic,  more  than  mortal,  warbling,  fiU'd 
With  plcas'd  aftoniihment  the  labourinT  hind,  455 
Who  lor  a  while  th'  unfinifti'd  furrow  Ten, 
And  let  the  liftening  (leer  i'orget  his  toil. 
Unfcen  by  grofler  eye,  Britannia  breath'd, 
And  her  aerial  train,  thefe  founds  of  joy, 
Pull  of  old  time,  fmce  firit  the  rufiiing  flood,    460 
Urg'd  by  almighty  power,  this  favour'd  ifle 
Turn'd  flafuing  from  the  continent  afide, 
Indented  fhore  to  Ihore  refponfive  flill, 
Its  guardian  flie — The  goddels,  whofe  ftaid  eye 
Beams  the  dark  azure  of  the  doubtful  dawn.  '465 
Her  trcffes,  like  a  flood  of  foften'd  light, 
Through  clouds  imbrown'd,  in  wavino-  circles  play. 
Warm  on  her  cheek  fits  beauty's  brighteJt  role. 
Of  high  demeanour,  flately,  Ihedding  grace 
With  every  motion.    Full  her  rifmg  chell;       470 
And  new  ideas,  from  her  finjlh'd  fiiape, 
Charm'd  fculpture  taking  might  improve  her  art. 
Such  the  fair  guardian  of  an  ifle  that  boafls, 
Profufe  as  vernal  blooms,  the  faireft  dames. 
High-fliining  on  the  promontory's  brovv^,  475 

Awaiting  me,  fhe  flood  ;  with  hope  infiam'd, 
By  my  mixt  fpirit  burning  in  her  ions, 
To  firm,  to  pollfli,  and  exalt  the  ftate. 

The  native  Genii,  round  her,  radiant  fmil'd. 
Courage  of  foft  deportment,  afpedl  calm,  480 

Unboafting,  fuff"ering  long,  and,  till  provok'd, 
As  mild  and  harmlefs  as  the  fporting  child  ; 
Eut,  on  jufl  reafon,  once  his  fury  rous'd. 
No  lion  fprings  mor«  eager  to  his  prey  : 
Blood  is  a  pafljme  ;  and  his  heart,  elate,  485 

Knows  no  deprefling  fear.     That  virtue  known 
By  the  relenting  look,  whofe  equal  heart 
for  others  feels,  as  for  another  feif  : 
Of  various  name,  as  various  objetSls  wake, 
Warm  into  action,  the  Idnd  fenfe  within  :         490 
.  Whether  the  blamelefs  poor,  the  nobly  maim'd, 
The  loft  to  reafon,  the  declin'd  iu  life. 
The  helplefs  young  that  kifs  no  mother's  hand. 
And  the  gray  fecond  infancy  of  age^ 
She  gives  in  public  families  to  live,  495 

A  fight  to  gladd.ni  heav'n  !  whether  flie  flands 
Fair  beckoning  at  the  hofpitable  gate. 
And  bids  tlie  Itrangcr  take  repofe  and  joy : 
Whether,  to  folace  honefl  labour,  flie 
Rejoices  thofe  that  make  the  land  rejoice  ;       500 
Or  whether  to  philofophy,  and  arts, 
(At  once  the  bafis  and  tlie  finifii'd  pride 
Of  government  and  hfe)  fhe  fpreads  her  hand  ; 
Nor  knows  her  gift  prcfufe,  nor  feems  to  know. 
Doubling  her  bounty,  that  flie  gives  at  all.       J05 
Juftice  to  thefe  her  awful  prefence  joia'd. 
The  mother  of  the  flats  !  No  low  revenge, 
No  turbid  paffions  in  bar  breaft  ferment : 
Tender,  fercne,  compaflionate  of  vice. 
As  the  laft  woe  that  can  aiflliSI;  mankind.  510 

She  punifliment  awards;  yet  of  the  good 
More  piteous  flill,  and  of  the  fuffjring  whole, 
Awards  it  firm.     So  fair  her  ;uft  decree. 
That,  in  his  judging  peers,  each  on  himfelf 
Pronounces  his  own  doom.     O,  happy  land  !     51:5 
Where  reigns  alone  this  juftice  of  the  free  ! 
'Mid  the  bright  groupe  iincerity  his  front, 
Diflfufive,  rear'd  ;   his  pure  untroubled  eye 
The  foiini  of  truth.  The  thoughtful  po^Ycr  apart, 
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Now,  penfive,  cafl  on  earth  his  fix'd  regard,    jao 
Now  touch'd  celeflial,  launch'd  it  on  the  flcy. 
The  genius  he  w  hence  Britain  fliines  fupreme, 
1  he  land  of  light,  and  rectitude  of  mind. 
He  too  the  fire  of  fancy  feeds  intcnfe. 
With  all  the  train  of  paflions  thence  deriv'd .    525 
Not  kindling  quick,  a  noily  tranlient  blaze, 
But  gradual,  filent,  lafling,  and  profound. 
Near  jiim  retirement,  pointing  to  the  liiade. 
And  independence  flood :   the  generous  pair, 
'1  hat  iimple  life,  the  q-uiet-wliiipering  grove      c 30 
And  tlie  flill  raptures' of  the  free-born  foal  ' 
To  cates  prefer  by  vhtue  bought,  not  earn'd. 
Proudly  prefer  them  to  the  lervile  pomp. 
And  to  the  hcart-embitter'd  joys  of  flave's. 
Or  fhould  the  latrer,  to  the  public  fetne     '       51? 
Demanded,  quit  his  fylvan  friend  a  \s  hile  ; 
Noujht  can  his  firmhefs  fliake,  noihine  feduce 
His  zeal,  flill  adivc  for  the  comnion\^eal ; 
Nor  flormy  tyrants,  nor  corruption's  tools. 
Foul  niinifler's  dark-working  by  the  force       ^40 
Of  iecret-fapping  gold.     All  their  vile  arts,      '  ' 
1  heh-  fhameful  honours,  their  perfidious  gifts. 
He  greatly  fcorns ;  and,  if  he  mufl  betray 
His  plunder'd  country,  or  his  power  rLfien, 
A  mojiient's  parley  were  eternal  fiianie  :"   '      rAC 
lUuftricus  into  private  life  again. 
From  dirty  lev.es  he  unftain'd  afcendi. 
And  firm  in  fenates  flands  the  patriot's  eround, 
Or  draws  new  vigour  in  tiie  peaceful  fliade. 
Aloof  the  bafliful  virtue  hover'd  coy,  5  ?o 

Proving  by  fvveet  diflruft  diftruflcd  wo;  :h. 
Rough  labour  clos'd  the  train  :  and  in  his  hand 
Rude,  callous,  finew-fwell'd,  and  blcck  with  coil. 
Came  manly  indignation.     Sour  he  fecnis. 
And  more  than  feems,  by  lawful  pride  aflaii'd;  ^  s* 
Yet  kind  at  heart,  and  juft,  and  geneious.  there 
No  vengeance  lurks,  no  pale  infidious  "ali : 
Ev'n  in  the  very  luxury  of  rage,  ° 

He  fofteninir  can  forgive  a  gallantioe  ; 
The  nerve,  fupport,  and  glory  of  the  land  !       560 
Nor  be  religion,  rational  and  free. 
Here  pafs'd  in  filence  ;  whofe  enraptur'd  eye 
Sees  heaven  with  earth  connedlcd,  human  things 
Luik'd  to  divine  :   who  not  from  fervile  fear, 
By  rites  for  forae  weak  tyrant  incenfe  fit,      '  565 
The  god  of  love  adores,  but  from  a  heart 
Effufing  gladnefs,  into  pleafing  awe 
That  now  aflonifii'd  fwells,  now  in  a  cahn 
Of  fearlefs  confidence  that  finlles  ferene ; 
That  lives  devotion,  one  continual  hymn,         57a 
And  then  moft  grateful,  when  Heav'ns  bounty 
Is  right  enjoy'd.  This  ever-cheerful  power    [molt 
O'er  the  rais'd  circle  ray'd  fuperior  day. 
,1  joy "d  to  join  the  virtues  whence  my  reign 
O'er  Albion  was  to  rife.  Each  cheering  each,  575 
And,  like  the  circling  planets  from  the  fun. 
All  borrowing  beams  from  me,  a  heightcn'd  zeal 
Impatiean  fir'd  us  to  commence  our  roils, 
Or  pleafures  rather.     Long  the  pungent  time 
Pafs'd  not  in  mutual  hails :  but,  tlirough  the  land 
Darting  our  light,  we  fiione  the  fogs  away.      j8s 

The  virtues  conquer  with  a  fing'le  look. 
Such  grace,  fuch  beauty,  fuch  victorious  light, 
Live  in  their  prefence,  ftream  in  every  glance, 
'1  hat  the  foul  won,  enamoiir'd,  and  refined,    [58J 
Grows  their  own  image,  pure  ethereal  flame, 
licnci  t!ic  fou]  demons,  that  oppofe  our  reien, 
Ri]  * 
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Would  ftill  from  us  deluded  mortals  wrap  ; 
Or  in  grofi  ftiades  they  drown  the  vifual  ray, 
Or  by  the  fogs  of  prejudice,  where  mix  590 

Falfehood  and  truth  confounded,  foil  the  fenfe 
Vith  vaiu  refrafted  images  of  blifs. 
Eut  chief  around  tlie  court  of  flatter'd  kings 
They  roll  the  dulky  rampart,  wall  o'er  wall 
Of  darknefs  pile,  and  v/ith  th:ir  thickeft  fiiade  595 
Secure  the  throne.  No  favage  Alp,  the  den  [fcene. 
Of  wolves,   and  bears,   and  monilrous  things  ob- 
That  vex  the  fwain,  and  wafte  the  country  round, 
Protedled  lies  beneath  a  deeper  cloud. 
Yet  there  we  fometimes  fend  a  fearching  ray,  600 
As,  at  the  facred  opening  of  the  morn. 
The  prowling  race  retire  ;  fo,  pierc'd  fevere, 
Before  our  potent  blaze  thefe  demons  Cy, 
And  all  their  works  dilfolve.'^The  whifper'd  tale, 
That,  like  the  fabling  Nile,  nofountain  knows.  605 
Pair-fac'd  deceit,  whofe  wily  confcious  eye 
Ne'er  locks  uireci.  The  tongue  that  licks  the  dufl, 
But,  when  it  fafcly  dares,  as  prompt  to  iting  : 
Smooth  crocodile  deflrudion,  whole  fell  tears 
Enfnare.     The  Janus  face  cf  courtly  pride  ;     610 
One  to  fuperiors  heaves  fubniiGive  eyes, 
On  haplefs  worth  the  other  fouls  difdain. 
Cheeks,  that  for  fome  weak  tendernefs,  alone, 
tjome  virtuous  flip,  can  wear  a  blufii.     The  laugh 
Profane,  when  midnight  bov.Is  difclofe  the  heart, 
At  ftarving  virtue,  and  at  virtue's  fools.  616 

Determin'd  to  be  broke,  the  plighted  faith  : 
Nay  more,  the  godlefs  oath,  that  knows  no  ties. 
Soft-buzzing  flander ;  fiiky  moths,  that  eat 
An  honefl  name.  The  harpy  hand,  and  maw,  620 
Of  avaricious  luxury  ;  who  makes 
The  throne  his  fhelter,  venal  laws  his  fort, 
And,T)y  his  fervice,  who  betrays  his  king,     [night 
Now  turn  your  view,  and  mark  from  Celtic 
To  prefent  grandeur  how  my  Britain  rofe.       625 
Bold  were  thofe  Britons,  who,  the  carclefs  fens 
Of  nature,  roam'd  the  foreft-bounds,  at  once 
Their  verdant  city,  high-embowering  fane, 
And  the  gay  circle  of  their  wood-land  wars : 
For  by  the  Druid  taught,  that  death  but  fhlfts  630 
The  vital  fcene,  they  that  prime  fear  defpis'd  ; 
And,  prone  to  rufli  on  Heel,  difdain'd  to  fpare 
An  ill-fav'd  life  that  muft  again  return. 
Erc(5t  from  nature's  hand,  by  tyrant  force, 
And  ftill  more  tyrant  cuftom,  unfubdued.         635 
?^lan  knov/s  no  mafter  fr.ve  creating  Heaven, 
Or  fiich  as  choice  and  common  good  ordain. 
This  general  fenfe,  with  which  the  nations  I 
Promifcuous  fire,  in  Britons  burn'd  Lntenfe, 
Of  future  times  prophetic.     Witnefs,  Rome,     640 
Who  faw'ft  thy  Cafar,  from  the  naked  land, 
Whofe  only  fort  was  Britifh  hearts,  repell'd, 
To  fcek  Pharfalian  wreaths.     Witnefs,  the  toil, 
The  blood  of  ages,  bootlefs  to  fecure, 
Btneath  an  empire's  yoke,  a  ftubborn  ifle,        645 
Difputed  hard,  and  never  quite  fubdued.   [fcorn'd 
The  north  remain'd  untouch'd,  where  thofe  who 
To  Hoop,  rctir'd  ;  and  to  their  keen  effort 
Yielding  at  laft,  recoil'd  the  Roman  power. 
In  vain,  unable  to  fuftain  the  fhock,  650 

From  fea  to  fea  defponding  legions  rais'd 
The  wall  immenfe,  and  yet,  on  fummer's  eve. 
While  fport   his  lambkins  round,  the  Ihepherd's 
Continual  o'er  it  burft  ti;c  northern  ftorm,  [gaze, 
A)  often,  chcck'd,  receded;  tlircatenins  hourle  655 


A  fwift  return.     But  the  devouring  flood 
No  more  endur'd  control,  when,  to  fupport 
The  laft  remains  of  empire,  v.as  recall'd 
The  weary  Roman,  and  the  Briton  lay 
Unnerv'd,  exhaufted,  fpiritlefs,  and  funk.  660 

Great  proof !  how  men  enfeeble  into  flaves. 
The  fword  behind  him  ficilh'd  ;  before  him  roar'dj 
Deaf  to  his  woes,  the  deep.     Forlorn,  around, 
He  roll'd  his  eye,  not  fparkling  ardent  flame. 
As  when  Caradlacus  to  battle  led  665 

Silurian  fv%"ains,  and  Boidicea  taught. 
Her  raging  troops  the  miferies  of  flaves.       [heart 
Then  (iad  relief!)  from  the  bleak  coaft,  that 
The  German  ocean  roar,  deep-blooming,  ftrong, 
And  yellow-hair'd,  the  b!ue-ey'd  Saxon  came.  6;o 
He  came  implor'd,  but  came  with  other  aim 
Than  to  protect.   For  couqueft  and  defence 
Suffices  the  fame  arm.     With  the  fierce  race 
Pour'd  in  a  frefh  invigorating  ftream ; 
Blood,  where  unqucll'd  a  mighty  fpirit  glcw'd.  675 
Rafli  war,  and  perilous  battle,  tlieir  delij^ht ; 
And  immature,  and  red  v/ith  glorious  wounds 
Unpeaceful  death  their  choice  ;  deriving  thence 
A  right  to  feaft,  and  drain  immortal  bowls 
In  Odin's  hall ;  whofe  Mazing  roof  refounds     680 
1  he  genial  uprosr  of  t'.ofe  fhades,  who  fall 
In  deiperate  fight,  or  by  feme  brave  attempt ; 
And  though  more  polilh'd  times  the  martial  creed 
Difown,  yet  ftill  the  fearlefs  habit  lives. 
Nor  were  the  furly  gift;  of  war  their  alL  685 

Wifdom  was  likewife  theirs,  indulgent  laws, 
The  calm  gradations  of  art-narfmg  peace. 
And  matchlefs  orders,  the  deep  bafis  ftill 
On  which  afcends  my  Britifh  reign.     Untam'd 
To  the  refining  fubtleties  of  flaves,  690 

1  hey  brought  an  happy  government  along  ; 
Form'd  by  that  freedom,  which,  with  fecret  voice, 
Impartial  nature  teaches  all  her  fons. 
And  w  hich  of  old  through  the  whole  Scythian  mafs 
I  ftrong  infpir'd.     Monarchical  their  ftate,       695 
But  prudently  confin'd,  and  mingled  wife 
Of  each  harmonious  pow'r  :  only,  too  much 
Imperious  war  into  their  rule  infus'd, 
Prevail'd  their  general-king,  and  chieftain-thanes. 
In  many  a  field,  by  civil  fury  ftain'd,  700 

Bled  the  difcordant  heptarchy  ;  and  long 
(Educing  good  from  ill),  the  battle  groan'd; 
Ere,  blood-cemented,  Anelo-Sasons  faw 
Egbert  and  peace  on  one  united  throne. 

No  fooner  dawn'd  the  fair  difclofing  calm    70J 
Of  brighter  days,  when,  lov/  !  the  north  anew, 
With  ftorniy  nations  black,  on  England  pour'd 
Woes  the  fcvercft  e'er  a  people  felt. 
The  Daniflr  raven,  lur'd  by  annual  prey. 
Hung  o'er  the  land  inceflant.     Fleet  on  fleet    710  ^ 
Of  barbarous  pirates  unremitting  tore 
The  miferable  coaft.     Before  them  ftalk'd, 
Far  fecn,  the  demon  of  devouring  flame  ; 
Rapine,  and  murder,  all  with  blood  befmear'd. 
Without  pr  ear,  or  eye,  or  feeling  heart ;         715 
While  clofe  behind  them  march'd  the  fallowpower 
Of  defolating  famine  who  delights 
In  grafs-gro\vn  cities,  and  in  defert  fields; 
And  purple-fpotted  peftilence,  by  whom 
Ev'n  fricndfhip  fcar'd,  in    fickening   horror  finks 
Each  fecial  fenfe  and  tendernefs  of  life.  721 

Fixing  at  laft,  the  fanguinary  race 
Spread  from  the  Humbcr'*  lov.d-rrfoundirg'fcorej 
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To  v.'here  the  Thames  devolves  his  gentle  maze, 

And  with  fuperior  arm  the  Saxon  aw'd.  735 

But  fuperftition  firft,  and  monkifh  dreanis, 

And  nionk-dire<fted  cloyiler-feeking  kings, 

Had  ate  a\Yay  his  vigour,  ate  away 

His  edge  of  courage,  and  dsprefs'd  the  foul 

Of  conquering  freedom,  which  he  once  refpir'd. 

Thus  cruel  ages  paio'd  ;  and  rare  appear'd        731 

White-mantled  peace,  exulting  o'er  the  vale. 

As  when,  with  Alfred,  from  the  wilds  ihe  came 

To  polic'd  cities  and  proteiled  plains. 

Thus^by  degrees  t!ie  Saxon  empire  funk,  735 

Then  fet  entire  in  Raftings  bloody  field. 

Compendious  war  !   (on  Britains  glory  bent, 
So  fate  ordain'd)  in  that  decifive  day. 
The  haughty  Norman  feiz'd  at  once  an  ifle. 
For  which,  through  many  a  century,  in  vain,  740 
The  Roman,  Saxon,  Dane,  had  toil'd  and  bled. 
Of  Gothic  nations  this  the  final  burft ; 
And,  mix'd  the  genius  of  thefe  people  all, 
Thcfe  virtues  mix'd  in  one  exalted  ftream, 
Here  the  rich  tide  of  Engliih  blood  grew  full.  745 

Awhile  my  fpirit  flept ;  the  land  a  while, 
Affrighted,  droop'd  b.'neath  defpotic  rage. 
Inftead  of  Edward's  equal  gentle  laws, 
The  furious  vicftor's  partial  ^^  ill  prevail'd. 
AH  proftrate  lay ;  and,  in  the  fecret  (hade,        750 
Deep-ftung,  but  fearful,  indignation  gnalli'd 
His  teeth.     Of  freedom,  property,  dcfpoli'd, 
And  of  their  bulwark,  arms ;  with  cafties  crufli'd, 
With  ruffian's  quarter'd  o'er  the  bridled  land ; 
The  fliivering  wretches,  at  the  curfew  found,  755 
Deje(51:ed  fnru^ik  into  their  fordid  beds. 
And,  through  the  mournful  gloom,  of  ancient  times 
Mus'd  fad,  or  dreamt  of  better.     Ev'n  to  feed 
A  tyrant's  idle  fport,  the  pe?,f.'.nts  ftarv'd: 
To  the  wild  herd,  the  pafture  of  the  tame,         760 
The  cheerful  hamlet,  fpiry  tov/n,  was  giv'n. 
And  the  brown  foreft  roughen'd  wide  around. 

But  this  fo  dead,  fo  vile  fubmiffion,  long 
Endur'd  not.    Gathering  force,  my  gradual  flame 
Shook  of  the  mountain  of  tyrannic  fway,  765 

llnus'd  to  bend,  impatient  of  control, 
T'y''''n's  tbemfclves  the  common  tyrant  check'd. 
The  church,  by  kings  intra61:able  and  fierce, 
Deny'd  her  portion  of  the  plunder'd  ftate. 
Or  tempted,  by  the  timorous  and  weak,  770 

To  gain  new  ground,  firll  taught  their  rapine  law, 
The  barons  next  a  nobler  league  began, 
Both  thofe  of  Englifh  and  of  Norman  race, 
In  one  fraternal  nation  blended  now, 
The  nation  of  the  free  !  prefs'd  by  a  band        775 
Of  patriots,  ardent  as  the  fummer's  noon 
That  locks  delighted  on,  the  tyrant  fee  ! 
Mark  !  how  with  feign'd  alacrity  he  bears 
His  ftrong  reluctance  down,  his  dark  revenue. 
And  gives  the  charter,  by  which  life  indeed     780 
Becomes  of  price,  a  glory  to  be  man.       [affirm'd 

Through   this  and  through  fucceeding  reigns 
Thefe  long  contefted  rights,  the  wholefome  winds 
Of  oppofition  hence  began  to  blow. 
And  often  fince  have  lent  the  country  life.       785 
Before  their  breath  corruptions  infeil-blights, 
The  darkening  clouds  of  evil  counfel,  fly  ; 
Or,  fliould  they  founding  fwell,  a  putrid  court, 
^  peftilential  miniftry,  they  purge,  789 

And  ventilated  ftates  renew  their  bloom,     [mix'd 

Tlwugh  with  the    temper'd    monarchy  here 
7 


Ariftocratic  Avay,  the  people  ftiU, 

Flatter'd  by  this  or  that,  as  intereft  lean'd. 

No  full  perfeilion  knew.     For  me  referv'd, 

And  for  my  commons,  was  that  glorious  turn.  79/ 

They  crown'd  my  firft  attempt,  in  lenates  rofe. 

The  fort  of  freedom  !  flow  till  then,  alone. 

Had  work'd  that  general  liberty,  that  foul,     [left 

Which  generous  nature  breathes,  and  which  when 

By  me  to  bondage  was  corrupted  Rome,  800 

I  through  the  northern  nations  wide  diftus'd. 

Hence  many  a  people,  fierce  with  freedom,  rufli'd 

yrom  the  rude  iron  regions  of  the  north, 

To  Lybiaa  deferts  fwarm  protruding  fwarm,  804 

And  pour'd  new  fpirit  tbrough  a  fiavifli  world. 

Yet,  o'er  thefe  Gothic  ftates,  the  king  and  chiefs 

Retain'd  the  high  preregative  of  war. 

And  with  enormous  property  engrofs'd 

The  mingled  power.     But  on  Britannia's  fliore 

Now  prefent,  I  to  raife  my  reign  began  810 

By  raifmg  the  democracy,  the  third 

And  broadeft  bulv/ark  of  the  guarded  ftate. 

Tiien  was  the  fall,  the  perfect  plan  difclos'd 

Of  Britain's  matchlefs  conftitution,  mixt         \ 

Of  mutual  checking  and  fupporting  powers,     8r^ 

King,  Lords,  and  Comm^ons ;  nor  the  name  of  free 

Dcf-rving,  v.hile  the  vaiTdl-many  droop'd  : 

For  fince  the  moment  of  the  whole  they  form, 

So,  as  deprefs'd  or  rais'd,  the  balance  they 

Of  public  welfare  and  of  glory  caft.  820 

Mark  from  this  period  the  continual  proof. 

When  kings  of  narrovk'  geniuF,  minion-rid, 
Neglefting  faithful  worth  for  fav/ning  flaves ; 
Proudly  regardlefs  of  their  people's  plaints. 
And  poorly  pafiive  of  infulting  foes  ;  82? 

Doable,  not  prudent,  obftinate,  not  firm, 
Their  mercy  fear,  neceflity  their  faith  ; 
Inftead  of  generous  fire,  prefnmptuous,  hot, 
Rafa  to  refolve,  and  fiothful  to  perform  ; 
Tyrants  at  once  and  Caves,  im.perious,  mean,  BjO 
To  want  rapacious  joining  fliameful  wafte ; . 
By  counfels  v/eak  and  wicked,  eafy  rous'd 
To  paltry  fchemes  of  abfolute  command, 
To  feek  their  fplendor  in  their  fure  difgracCj 
And  in  a  broken  ruin'd  people  v/ealth :  835 

V/hen  fuch  o'ercaft  the  ftate,  no  bond  of  love. 
No  heart,  no  foul,  no  unity,  no  nerve, 
Combin'd  the  loofe  disjointed  public,  loft 
To  fame  abroad,  to  happinefs  at  home.  83J 

But  when  an  Edward  and  an  Henry  breath' d 
Through  the  charm'd  whole  one  all  exerting  foul : 
Drawn  fympathetic  from  his  dark  retreat, 
When  wide-attraCced  nierit  round  them  glow'd  : 
When  counfeh  jufl:,  extenfive,  generous,  firm. 
Amid  the  maze  of  fcate,  determin'd  kept         845 
Some  ruling  point  in  view :  when  on  the  ftock 
Of  public  good  and  glory  grafted,  fpread 
Theirpalms,  their  laurels; or, if  thence  they  ftray'd. 
Swift  to  return,  and  patient  of  reftraint : 
When  regal  ftate,  pre-eminence  of  place,  8jO 

They  fcorn'd  to  deem  pre-eminence  of  eafe, 
To  be  luxurious  drones,  that  only  rob 
The  bufy  hive  :  as  in  diftinCtion,  power, 
Indulgence,  honour,  and  advantage,  firll ; 
When  tliey  too  claim'd  in  virtue,  danger,  toll,  85J 
Superior  rank ;  with  equal  hand,  prepar'd 
To  guard  the  fubjed,  and  to  quell  the  foe  : 
When  fuch  with  me  their  vital  influence  ftied. 
No  matter'd  grievance,  hopelef*  figh  was  heajd  » 
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Kb  foul  diftniil  through  wary  fcnatesran,       ,?6p 
Confin'd  their  boiuity,  and  their  ardour  quench'd  : 
On  aid,  "unqu'cftion'd,  liberal  aid  was  given  : 
Safe  in  their  ccndud:,  by  their  valour  tir'd. 
Fond  where  they  led  vidtorious  armies  rulh'd  ; 
And  Creffy,  Poitiers,  Agincourt  proclaim         S65 
"What  kings  fupported  by  almighty  love. 
And  people  fir'd  with  liberty,  can  do.- 
Be  veil'd  the  lavage  reigns,  when  kindre\l  rage 
The  numerous  once  Piantagenets  devour'd, 
A  race  to  vengeance  vow'd  !  and  m  hen,  opprefs'd 
JBy  private  feuds,  almoft  extinguifh'd  lay  871 

My  quivering  flame.     But,  in  the  next,  behold  ! 
A  cautious  tyrant  lend  it  oil  anew. 

Proud,  dark,  fiifpicious,  brooding  o'er  his  gold, 
As  how  to  fix  his  throne  he  jealous  caft  875 

His  crafty  views  around ;  pierc'd  with  a  ray, 
Which  on  his  tmiid  mind  1  darted  full. 
He  mark'd  the  barons  of  excefiive  fway. 
At  pleafure  making  and  unmaking  kings ; 
And  hence,  to  cruih  thefe petty  tyrants,plann'd  880 
A  law,  that  let  ther.i,  by  the  filent  waite 
Of  luxury,  their  landed  wealth  d'ffufe, 
A.nd  -with  that  wealth  their  implicated  power. 
By  foft -degrees  a  mighty  change  ehfued,  884 

Iv'n  working  to  thi-  day.  Wuh  ftreams,  deduc'd 
-From  theie  diminiili'd  floods,  the  country  fmil'd. 
As  when  impetuous  from  the  fnow-heap'd  Alps, 
To  vernal  funs  relenting,  pours  the  Rhine  ; 
"While  undivided,  oft,  with  Xvalleful  fv^-eep. 
He  foams  aloKg  ;  but,  through  Batavian  meads  890 
I'ranch'd  into  fair  canals,  indulgent  flows  ; 
Waters  a  thoufand  fields ;  snd  culture,  trade, 
To^yns,  meadows,  gilding  Ihips,  and  villas  mix'd, 
A  rich,  a  wondrous  kndfKip  rifes  round. 

Kis  furious  fon  the  foul-enflaving  chain,        895 
Which  many  a  doating  venerable  aire 
Had  link  by  link  ftrong^twiUcd  round  the  land, 
Shook  off.     No  longer  could  be  bonie  a  power ; 
Prom  heaven  pretended,  to  deceive,  to  void 
.Each  folcmn  tie,  to  plunder  without  bounds,    ^00 
T-Q  curb  the  generous  foul,  to  fool  mankind ; 
And,  wild  at  laft,  to  plunge  into  a  fea 
Of  blood  and  liorror.     The  refurning  light, 
That  firll  through  Wicklifi"  fireak'd  the   yrieftly 
vNow  btn-ft  in  open  day.  Ear'd  to  the  blaze,  [gloom, 
!r  flrth  from  the  haunts  of  fuperllition  cravi^i'd  906 
Her  motly  fons,  fantaftic  figures  all; 
'Atid,  wide-difpers'd,   their  ufelefs  fetid  wealth 
In  graceful  labour  bloom'd,  and  fruits  of  peace. 

Trade,  joinVl  to  thefe,  on  every  fca  difplay'd 
A  daring  canvas,  pour'd  with  every  tide  911 

A  golden  flood.     From  other  worWs  were  roll'd 
The  guilty  glittering  (lores,  whofe  fatal  charms, 
By  the  plain  Indian  happily  defpis'd. 
Yet  work'd  his  woe  ;  ard  to  the  bHTsful  groves. 
Where  nature  llv'd  herfi-if  among  her  fons     '  916 
And  innocence  and  joy  for  ever  dwelt, 
Drew  rage  unknown  to  Pagan  climes  before, 
T'he  worlT:  the  zeal  inflam'd  barbarian  drew. 
Be  no  fuch  horrid  commerce,  Bi  itain,  thine  !    920 
But  want  for  want,  with  mutual  aid,  fuppiy. 

The    commons   thus    enrich'J,    and    powerful 
Againfl  the  barons  weigh'd.   I"!rza  then,  [  grown, 
Amid  thefe  doubtful  motions,  fleady,  ^ave 
The  beam  to  fix.     She  !  like  the  fecret  eye       925 
That  never  clofes  on  a  guarded  world, 
Soibught,  IJo  niaik'd,  fo  feia'd  the  j-.illic  good, 
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That  felf-fupported,  without  one  ttWy-, 

She  aw'd  her  inward,  quell'd  her  circling  foe 

Infpir'd  by  me,  beneath  her  fhekcring  arm, 

In  fpitC  of  raging  unl-verfi'lfzcay. 

And  raging  feas  reprefs'd,  the  Eelgic  flates, 
Pvly  bulwark  on  the  continent,  arofe. 
Matchlefs  in  all  the  fpirit  of  her  days  ! 
With  confidence,  unbounded,  fcarlefs  love        93J 
Elate,  her  fervent  people  waited  gay, 
Cheerful  demanded  the  long-threaten'd  fleet. 
And  dalh'd  the  pride  of  Spain  around  their  ifle. 
Nor  ceas'd  the  Britiih  thunder  here  to  rage  : 
The  d^p,  reclaim'd,  obey'd  its  awful  call ;       940 
In  fire  and  fmoke  Iberian  ports  involv'd. 
The  trembling  foe  ev'n  to  the  centre  Ihook 
Of  their  neVi--conquer'd  world,  and  Ikulking  ftolc 
By  veering  winds  their  Indian  treafure  home. 
Meantime,  peace,  plenty,  juilice,  fcience,  arts,  94J 
With  fofter  laurels  crown'd  her  happy  reign. 

As  yet  uncircumfcrib'd  the  regal  power. 
And  wild  and  vague  preroijative  remain'd, 
A  wide  voracious  gulf,  where  fwaUow'd  oft 
The  helplefs  fuhjsd  lay.     This  to  reduce  950 

To  the  jufi:  limit  was  my  great  effort. 

By  means,  that  evil  feem  to  narrow  man, 
Superior  beings  work  their  myftic  will ; 
From  fi:cJrm  and  trouble  thus  a  fettled  cahn, 
At  lafi;,  effulgent,  o'er  Britannia  fmil'd.  955 

The    gathering   tempeft,  heaven-commifiion'dj 
came. 
Came  in   the  prince,  who,  drunk  with   flattery. 
His  vain  pacific  counfels  rul'd  the  world  ;    [dreamt 
Though  fcorii'd  abroad,  bevv'ilder'd  in  a  maze 
Of  fruitlefs  treaties  ;  while  at  home  enflav'd,    960 
And  by  a  worthkfs  crew  infatiate  drain'd^ 
He  loft  his  people's  confidence  and  love  : 
Irreparable  lofs  !  whence  crowns  become 
An 'inxious  burden.     Years  inglorious  pafs'd  : 
Triumphant   Spain  the  vengeful  draught  enjoy'd  : 
Abandou'd  Frederick  pin'd,and  Raleigh  bled.  966 
Bi't  nothing  that  to  thefe  internal  broils, 
That  rancour,  he  began;  while  lawlcfs  fway 
He,  with  his  ilavifli  dodors,  try'd  to  rear 
On  metaphyfic,  on  enchanted  ground  97{> 

Aild  all  the  mazy  quibbles  of  the  fchools  : 
As  if  for  one,  and  fometimes  for  the  worll. 
Heaven  had  mankind  in  vengeance  only  made. 
Vain  the.  pretence  !  not  fo  the  dire  efi^eA, 
The  fierce,  the  foolilli  difcord  thence  deriv'd    975 
That  tears  the  country  flill,  by  party-rage 
And  miniftcrial  clamour  kept  alive. 
In  action  weak,  and  for  the  wordy  war 
Beft  fitted,  faint  this  prince  purfued  his  claim: 
Content  to  teach  the  fubjedt-herd,  how  great,  980* 
How  facred  he  !  how  defpicabk  they  i 

But  his  unyielding  fon  thcfp  dodVrines  drank. 
With  all  a  bigot's  rage  (who  never  damps 
By  reafoning  his  fire) ;  and  what  they  taught 
Warm,  and  tenacious,  into  pradlice  pufn'd.       985 
Senate.?,  in  vain,  their  kind  reftraint  apply'd  : 
The  more  they  ftruggled  to  fupport  the  laws, 
Hi's  juflice-drcadins:  miniilers  the  more  [check 

Drove  him  beyond  their  bounds.     Tir'd   with  the 
Of  faithful  love,  and  with  tlie  flattery  pleas'd  990 
Of  falfe-defigning  guilt,  the  fountain  he 
Of  public  wifdom  and  of  jullice  fhut. 
Wide  mourn'd  the  land.     Strait  to  the  voted  aid 
Free,  cordial,  hirj^e,  of  ngver-fiiling  fource, 
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With  execration  given,  or  ruth'.els  iqueez'd 
From  an  inftiUed  |Kople,  by  a  band 
Of  the  worft  rutbans,  thofe  of  tyrant  power.    • 
Opprefbon  walk'd  at  lar  a:,  and  pour'd  abroad 
Her  unrelenting  train  .  informers,  fpies,  iooo 

Blood-hounds,  that  fturdy  freedom  to  the  grove 
Pnrfue  ;  projeiftors  of  aegrievin,^  fchcmes 
'Commerce  to  load  for  unprotedled  feas. 
To  fell  the  ftarving  many  to  the  few,  1004 

And  drain  a  thoufind  '■N-dys  th'  exhaufted  land. 
Ev'n  from  that  healing  place,  whence  peace  fliould 
And  gofpel  truth,  inhuman  bigots  flied  [flow, 

Their  poifon  round  ;  and  on  the  vena!  bench, 
Inftead  of  juftice,  pr.rty  held  the  fcale. 
And  violence  the  fword.     Afilided  years,        loio 
Too  patient,  felt  at  lail  their  vengeance  fall. 

Mid  the  low  murmurs  of  fubmilTive  fear 
And  mingled  rage,  my  Hambden  rais'd  his  voice, 
And  to  the  laws  appeai'd  ;  the  laws  no  more 
In  judgment  fat,  bchov'd  fonie  other  ear.       1015 
When  iuftant  from  the  keen  refentive  north, 
By  long  oppreflion  by  religion  rous'd, 
The  gurrdian  army  came.     Beneath  its  ^viug 
Was  caU'd,  though  meant  to  furnifh  hoilile  aid, 
The  more  tiiun  Roman  fenate.  There  a  flame  1020 
Broke  out,  that  clear'd,  ronfuni'd,  renew'd  the  land. 
In  deep  emotion  hurl'd,  nor  Greece,  nor  Rome, 
Indignant  burning  frc  n  a  tyrant's  chain, 
While,  full  of  me,  each  agitated  flrul 
Strung  every  ncrvs,  and  flam'd  in  every  eye,  loaj 
Had  e'er  beheld  luch  light  and  heat  combin'd  ! 
Such  heads  and  hearts  !  fuch  dreadful  zeal,  led  on 
By  calm  majeflic  wifdom,  taught  its  courfe 
What  nuifance  to  devour  ;  fuch  wifdom  fir'd 
With  unabatin^  zeal,  and  aim'd  Pr.cere  tojo 

To  clear  the  weedy  ftate,  reilore  the  Inws, 
And  for  the  future  to  fecure  their  fway. 

This  then  the  ptirpofe  of  my  miideft  fcrs. 
But  man  is  blihd.     A  nation  once  inflam'd 
(Chief,  fhould  the  breath  of  fa(fl;ious  fury  blow, 
With  the  wild  rage  of  mad  enthufiafl  fwell'd)  1036 
Not  eafy  coots  again.     From  brcaft  to  breafl, 
From  eye  to  eye,  the  kindling  pafllons  rr.ix 
In  heighten'd  blase  ;  and,  ever  wife  and  juf!:. 
High  Heaven  to  gracious  ends  direcTts  the  ftorm. 
Thus  to  one  conflagration  Britain  vi'rapt,         1041 
And  by  con^ufion's  lawlefs  fons  dofpoil'd,  [grdund. 
King,  Lords,  and  Commons,  thundering  to  the 
Succeffive,  rufh'd — Lo  !  from  their  afhes  rofe, 
Gay-beaming  radiant  )''cuthj  the  Phoenix-ftate. 

The  grievous  yoke  of  vafialagc,  the  yoke     1046 
•Of  private  life,  lay  by  thof^;  flames  dilToJv'd; 
And,  from  the  waileful,  the  lusurious  king,  [bend. 
Was  purchas'd  that    v/hich  taught  the  young  to 
Stronger  reilor'd<thc  Commons  tax'd  the  whole. 
And  built  on  that  eternal  rock  their  power,     icjl 
The  crown,  6f  its  hereditary  v.'ealth 
JSefpoil'd,  on  fenates  more  dependent  gre:w. 
And  they  more  frequent,  more  affur'd.    Yet  liV'd, 
And  in  full  vigour  ipread  that  bitter, root,      icjj 
The  pafTiye  dgdrinesj  by  their  patrons  firft 
Oppos'd  ferocious,  v/ken  they  touch  themfelvca. 
This  wild  dek'Jive  cant ;  ths  rafh  cabal 
Of  hungry  courtiers,  ravenous  for  prey  ; 
The  bigot,  refllefs  in  a  double  chain  1060 

To  bind  anew  the  land  ;  the  condant  need 
Of  finding  faithkfs  means,  of  fuiftinjj-  forms, 


And  flattering  fenatas,  to  fupply  his  waft?  ; 
lliefe  tore  feme  moments  from  the  carelefs  prince. 
And  in  his  breaft  awak'd  the  kindred  plan.     1065 
By  dangerous  f'^ftnefs  long  he  min'd  his  way  ; 
Ey  fubtie  arts,  diiTimulation  deep  ; 
By  fharingwhat  corniptibn  fliower'd,  profufe  ; 
By  breathing  wide  the  gay  licentious  plague, 
And  pl^-aling  manners,  fitted  to  deceive.  I070 

At  laft  fubfided  the  delirious  joy. 
On  whofe  high  billov/,  from  the  i":untly  reign 
The  nation  drove  too  far.     A  penfion'd  king, 
Againft  his  country  brib'd  by  Gtillic  gold  ; 
The  port  pernicious  fold,  the  Scylla  fmce,        1075 
And  fell  Charybdis  of  the  B'-itilh  feas  j 
Freedom  attack'd  abroad,  with  furer  blow 
To  cut  it  off  at  home  ;  the  faviour -league 
Of  Europe  broke  ;  the  progrefs  ev'n  advanc'd 
Of  univerfal  fway,  which  to  reduce  I080 

Such  feas  of  blijod  and  treafure  Britain  cofl  J 
The  millions,  by  a  generous  people  given. 
Or  fquander'd  vile,  or  to  corrupt,  dilgrace, 
And  awe  the  land  with  forces  net  their  own,  1084 
Employ'd  ;  the  darling  church  heSrfelf  bctray'd  ; 
All  thefe,  broad  glaring,  op'd  the  generui  eye. 
And  wa'^'d  nly  I'pirit,  the  refilling  foul. 

Mild  was,  at  iirfl,  and  half  ^lliani'd,  the  checfe 
Of  fcriates,  fliook  froili  the  fantaftic  dream 
Of  abfolute  fubmiilion,  tenet-i  vile  I  1090 

■Which  flaves  would  blufh   to   Owti,    and  which. 
To  pra6tice,  alwr.ys  honeft  nature  fliock.  [reduc'd 
Not  ev'n  the  maik  remov'd,  and  the  tierce  front 
Of  tyranny  difclos'd  ;  nor  trampled  laws; 
Nor  feia'd  each  badge  of  freedom  through  the  hind ; 
For  Sidney  bleeding  for  th'  unpublilh'd  page  ; 
Nor  on  the  bench  avow'd  corruption  plac'^d, 
And  murderous  rage  iifelf,  in  Jefferios'  form  ; 
Nor  endlefs  aiSts  of  arbitrary  power, 
Cruel  and  falfe,  could  raife  the  public  arm.    ilOO 
Diltruftftil,  fcatter'd,  of  combining  chiefs 
Devoid,  and  dreadihg  blind  rapacious  war, 
The  patient  public  turns  not  till  impcH'd 
To  the  near  verge  of  ruin.     Hence  I  rous'd 
Ihe  bigot  king,  and  li'irried  'atcd  on  II05 

Hij  meafures  immature.     But  chief  his  zeal. 
Out-flaming  Rome  herfelf,  portentous  fcar'd 
The  troubled  nation  :   Mary's  horrid  days 
To  fitncy  bleeding  rofe,  and  the  dire  glare 
Of  Smithfield  lighten'd  in  its  eyes  anew.  IIIO 

Yet  filence  reign'd.     Each  dn  another  fcowl'd 
Ruefid  amazement,  prefiing  down  his  rage  : 
As,  muftering  ven'feance,  the  de;p  thup.<lcr frowns, 
^Vwfuliy  ilill,  waiting  the  high  command 
To  rpring.     Strait  from  his  country  Europe  fav'd, 
To  la\(^- Britannia,  lo  !  my  darling  fon,  ii'i6 

Than  hero  more  !  the  patriot  of  mankind  ! 
limmor:al  Naflau  came.     I  hufh'd  the  deep, 
By  demons  rous'd,  and  bade  the  lifled  v.iads, 
Scill  fliifi.uig  as  behov'd,  with  various  breath,  II20 
Waft  the  deliverer  to  the  longing  ftiore . 
See  !  v.'jde  alive,  the  foaniing  channel  bright 
With  R'/elling  fails,  end  nil  the  pride  of  war, 
Daligh:.iul  view  !  when  jnllice  drav.-s  the  fword  ; 
Aiid,  mark  !  difTufing  ardent  ibul  around,       1125 
Andfweet  contempt  01   deuih,  iviyflreamLng  flag, 
Ev'n  adverfe  n:\vies  bltfs'd  the  bihding-  gale, 
Kept  down  the  glad  acclaim,  and  fllent  joy'd. 
Arriv'd,  the  pomp,  and  not  the  wafte  of  arnn 
His  progrefs  rjiark'd.  The  faint  oppoHno;  hoft  tl^o 
R  iiij 
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For  once,  in  yielding,  their  beft  vltSlory  found, 
And  by  defertion  prov'd exalted  faith; 
AVhile  his  the  bloodlefs  conqueft  of  the  heart, 
Shouts  without  groan,  and  triumph  without  war. 

Then  dawn'd  the  period  deflin'd  to  confine 
The  lurge  of  wild  prerogative,  to  raife  I136 

A  mound  retraining  its  imperious  rage, 
And  bid  the  raving  deep  no  farther  flow. 
Nor  were,  without  that  fence,  the  fwallow'd  flate 
Better  than  Belgian  plains  without  their  dihes, 
Suftaining  weighty  feas.     This,  often  fav'd     II4I 
By  more  than  human  hand,  the  public  law,  [yield 
And  feiz'd  tlie  white-wing'd  moment.  Pleasd  to 
DeftruiSive  power,  a  wife  heroic  prince 
Ev'n  lent  his  aid — Thrice  happy  !  did  they  kiibw 
Their  happincfs,  Britannia's  bounded  kings.    1146 
What   though  not  theirs  the   boaft,  in  dungeon 

glooms. 
To  plunge  bold  freedom ;  or,  to  cheerlefs  wilds. 
To  drive  him  from  the  cordial  face  of  friend  ; 
Or  fierce  to  ftrike  him  at  the  midnight  hour,  II50 
By  mandate  blind,  not  juftice,  that  delights 
To  dare  the  keenefl:  eye  of  open  day. 
What  though  no  glory  to  controul  the  laws, 
And  make  injurious  will  their  only  rule,    [power. 
They  deem   it !   what   though,   tools   of  wanton 
Pelliferous  armies  fwarm  not  at  their  call!     II56 
What  though  they  give  not  a  relentlefs  crew 
Of  civil  furies,  proud  oppreffion's  fangs ! 
To  tear  at  pleafure  the  deje(51:edland, 
With  ftarving  labour  pampering  idle  wafle.    I160 
To  clothe  the  naked,  feed  the  hungry,  wipe 
The  guiltlefs  tear  from  lone  affiiction's  eye  ; 
To  raife  hid  merit,  fet  th'  alluring  light 
Of  virtue  high  to  view ;  to  nourifh  arts, 
Direcft  the  thunder  of  an  injur'd  ftate,  I165 

Make  a  whole  glorious  people  j5ng  for  joy, 
Biefs   human   kind,  and  througli   the  downward 
Of  future  times  to  fpread  that  better  fun      [depth 
Which  lights  up  Eritifh  foul!  for  deeds  like  thefe. 
The  dazzling  fair  career  unbounded  lies;        1170 
While,  (Hill  fuperjor  bhfs  !)  the  dark  abrupt 
Is  kindly  barr'd,  the  precipice  of  ill. 
Oh,  luxury  divine  !  O,  poor  to  this, 
Ye  giddy  glories  of  defpotic  thrones  ! 
By  this,  by  this  indeed,  is  imag'd  Heaven,     1 1 75 
By  boundlefs  good,  without  tlie  power  of  ill. 

And  now  behold  !  exalted  as  the  cope 
That  fwells  immenfe  o'er  many  peopled  earth. 
And  like  it  free,  hiy  fabric  {lands  complete. 
The  palace  of  tiie  laws.  To  the  four  Jieavehs  1180 
Four  gates  impartial  thrown,  unccafing  crowds. 
With  kings  tliemfelves  the  hearty  peafant  mix'd 
Pour  urgent  in.     And  though  to  different  ranks 
Rcfponfive  place  belongs,  yet  equal  fpreads    1 184 
Tlie  flickering  roof  o'er  all ;  while  plenty  flows. 
And  glad  contentment  echoes  round  the  whole. 
Ye  floods,  defcend  !  ye  winds,  confirming,  blow  ! 
Nor  outward  tempeft,  nor  corrofive  time, 
Nought  but  the  felon  undermining  hand 
Df  dark  corruption,  can  its  frame  diflblve,      1190 
And  lay  the  toil  of  ages  in  the  duft. 

Notes  on  Part  IF. 

Ver.  49.     Cluirch  power,    or  ecclefiaftical  ty- 
tanny. 

Ver.  52.     Civil  tyranny. 


Ver.  86.     Crufades. 

Ver.  91.     Corruption  of  the  Church  of  Rome. 

Ver.  94.     Valfalage,  whence  the  attachment  of    " 
clans  to  their  chief.  1 

Ver.  96.     Duelling. 

Ver.  123.     The  hierarchy. 

Ver.  141.     The  Hercules  of  Farnefe. 

Ver.  153.     The  fighting  gladiator. 

Ver.  156.     The  dying  gladiator. 

Ver.  164.     The  Apcilo  of  Belvidere. 

Ver.  175.     The  Venus  of  Medici. 

Ver.  185.  The  groupe  of  Laocoon  and  his  twc 
fons,  deflroyed  by  two  ferpents. 

Ver.  186.     See  -SEneidii.  ver.  199 — 227. 

Ver.  208.    It  is  reported  of  Michael   Angelo 
Buonaroti,  the  moii  celebrated  mailer  of  modern      j 
fculpture,  that  he  wrought  with  a  kind  of  infpira- 
tion,  or  en  thufisfcic  fury,  wliich  produced  the  effed 
here  mentioned. 

Ver.  213,  214.  Efteemed  the  two  fineft  pieces 
of  modern  fculpture. 

Ver.  244.     The  fchool  of  the  Caracci, 

Ver.  266.  The  river  Arno  rvns  through  Florence. 

Ver.  269.  The  republics  of  Florence,  Pifa, 
Lucca,  and  Sienna.  They  formerly  have  had 
verj'  cruel  wars  together,  'out  are  now  all  peace- 
ably fubjecft  to  the  Great  Duke  of  Tufcany,  except 
it  be  Lucca,  which  fliill  maintains  the  form  of  a 
republic. 

Ver.  282.  The  Genoefe  territory  is  reckoned 
very  populous,  but  the  towns  and  villages  for  the 
moil  part  lie  hid  among  the  Apennine  rocks  and 
mountains. 

Ver.  284.  According  to  Dr.  Burnet's  fyfteni 
of  the  deluge. 

Ver.  293.  Venice  was  the  moll  flourifiiing  city 
in  Europe,  with  regard  to  trade,  before  the  paf- 
fage  to  the  Eaft  Indies  by  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope 
and  America  were  d-fcovcred. 

Ver.  294.  Thofe  who  fled  to  fome  marfhes  in 
the  Adriatic  gulf,  from  the  defolation  fpread  over 
Italy  by  an  irruption  of  the  Huns,  firft  founded 
there  this  fam.ous  city,  about  the  beginning  of  the 
fifth  century. 

Ver.  319.    The  main  ocean. 

Ibid.     Great  Britain. 

Ver.  325.     The  Swifs  Cantons. 

Ver.  329.  Geneva,  fituated  on  the  Lacus  Le- 
manus,  a  fmall  ftate,  but  noble  example  of  the 
bleflings  of  civil  and  religious  liberty. 

Ver.  347.  The  Swifs,  after  having  been  long 
abfent  from  their  native  country,  are  feiz'd  with 
fuch  a  violent  defir>;  of  feeing  it  again,  as  afTcvfts 
them  with  a  kind  of  languifliing  indifpofition, 
called  the  Swifs  ficknefs. 

Ver.  366.     The  Hans  Towns. 

Ver.  372.     The  Swedes. 

Ver.  377.     See  note  on  verfe  678. 

Ver.  624.  Great  Britain  was  peopled  by  the 
Celtre,  or  Gauls. 

Ver.  630.  The  Druids,  among  the  ancient 
Gauls  and  Britons,  had  the  care  and  direftion  of 
all  religious  matters. 

Ver.  645.     The  Roman  empire. 

Ver.  647.  Caledonia  inhabited  by  the  Scot* 
and  Pids;  whither  a  great  many  Britons,  who 
would  not  fubmit  to  the  Romans,  retired. 

Ver.  6j».    I'hc  wall   of   Severus  built  upon 
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Ac^rian's  rampart,  wMcli  ran  for  eighty  miles 
tjiiite  crofs  the  country,  from  the  mouth  of  the 
Tyne  to  Solway  fnth. 

Ver.  654,     Irru[;tions  of  the  Scots  and  Picfls. 
Ver.  6jS.     The  Roman  empire   being  mifer- 
ably  torn  by  the  northern  nations,  Britain  v/as  for 
ever  abandoned  by  the  Romans  in  the  year  426 
or  4.7. 

Ver.  6€z.  The  Britons  applying  to  ilLtius  the 
Roman  general  for  afliftance,  thus  exprelfcd  their 
miferable  condition.—-"  W^  know  not  which  way 
"  to  turn  us.  The  barbarians  drive  us  to  fea, 
"  and  the  fea  forces  us  back  to  the  b,<rharians ; 
'*  between  which  we  have  only  the  choice  of  two 
"  deaths,  cither  to  be  fwaliowed  up  by  the  waves, 
"  or  butchered  by  tlie  fword." 

Ver.  66^.  King  of  the  Silures,  famous  for  his 
great  exploits,  and  accounted  the  beit  general 
Great  Britain  had  ever  produced.  The  Silures 
were  eltcemed  the  braveft  and  moll  powerful  of 
all  the  Britons :  they  inhabited  Kerefordfliire, 
Radnorfhire,  Brecknockfiiire,  Moamouthlliire, 
and  Glamorganfhire. 

Ver.  666.  Queen  of  the  Icer.i :  her  ftory  is 
well  known. 

Ver.  67S.  It  is  certain,  that  an  opinion  was 
fixed  and  general  among  them  (the  Goths)  that 
death  was  but  the  entrance  into  another  life ; 
that  all  men  who  lived  lazy  and  una(fi:ive  lives, 
and  died  natural  deaths,  by  ficknefs  or  by  age, 
went  into  vaft  caves  under  ground,  all  dark  and 
miry,  full  of  noifome  creatures  ufual  to  fuch  places, 
and  there  for  ever  grovelled  in  endlefs  ftcnch  and 
mifery.  On  the  contrary,  all  who  gave  them- 
felves  to  warlike  adtioas  and  enterprifes,  to  the 
conqueft-of  their  neighbours  and  the  rtaughter  of 
their  enemies,  and  died  in' battle,  or  of  violent 
deaths  upon  bold  adventures  or  refolutions,  went 
immediately  to  the  vaft  bailor  palace  of  Odin, 
their  god  of  war,  who  eternally  kept  open  houfe 
for  all  fuch  guefts,  where  they  were  entertained 
at  infinite  tables,  in  perpetual  feafts  and  mirth, 
caroufmg  in  bowls  made  of  the  fkuUs  of  their  ene- 
mies they  had  ilain  ;  according  to  the  number  of 
whom,  every  one  in  thefe  raaniio^is  of  pleafure 
Was  the  moil  honoured  ai.d  beft  entertained- 

Sir  W?7i/a;-i  Temple's  E/^hy  on  Heroic.Virtiie. 
Ver.  70 r.  The  feven  kingdoms  of  the  Anglo- 
Sa.^ons,  confidered  as  being  united  into  one  com- 
mon government,  under  a  general  in  chief,  or 
monarch,  and  by  the  means  of  an  affembly  gene- 
ral, or  Wittenagemot. 

Ver.  704.  Egbert,  king  of  Effex.  who,  after 
having  reduced  all  the  other  kingdoms  of  the  hep- 
tarchy under  his  dominion,  was  the  firft  king  of 
England. 

Ver.  709.  A  famous  Danifh  ftandard  was  cal- 
led reafan,  or  raven.  The  Danes  imagined  that, 
before  a  battle,  the  raven  wrought  upon  this 
ftandard  clapt  its  wings  or  hung  down  its  headj 
in  token  of  vidlory  or  defeat. 

Ver.  733.  Alfred  the  Great,  renowned  in  war, 
and  no  lefs  famous  in  peace  for  his  many  excellent 
inftitutions,  particularly  that  of  juries. 

Ver.  736.  The  battle  of  Haftings,  in  which 
Harold  II,  the  laft  of  the  Saxon  kings,  was  flain. 
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and  Willianl  the  Conqfteror  made  himfeli  matter 
of  England. 

Ver.  748.  Edward  III.  the  Confeflbr,  who  re- 
duced the  Weft-Saxon,  Mercian,  and  Danilh  laws 
into  one  body ;  which  from  that  time  became 
common  to  all  England,  under  the  name  of  the 
laws  of  Edward. 

Ver.  755.  The  curfew  bell  (from  the  French 
cowjrefeu)  which  was  rung  every  night  at  eight 
of  the  clock,  to  warn  the  Englifli  to  put  out  th'ei^r 
fires  and  candles,  under  the  penalty  of  a  fevers 
fine. 

Ver.  762.  The  New  Foreft  in  HampHiire;  to 
make  which,  the  country  for  above  thirty  miles 
in  compafs  was  laid  v/.'-vfte. 

Ver.  775.  On  the  jth  of  June,  1215,  King 
John,  met  by  the  barons  on  Ruunemede,  figned 
the  Great  Charter  of  Liberties,  or  Magna  Charta. 
Ver.  7 84.  The  league  formed  by  the  barons, 
during  the  reign  of  John,  in  the  year  1213,  was 
the  firft  confederacy  made  in  England  iii  defetK& 
of  the  nation's  intereft  againft  the  king. 

Ver.  796.  Tlie  commons  are  generally  thought 
to  have  been  firft  reprefented  in  parliament  to- 
v/ards  the  end  of  Henry  the  Third's  reign.  To  a 
parliament  called  in  the  year  1264,  each  county 
was  ordered  to  fend  four  knights,  as  reprefenta- 
tives  of  their  refpedlive  fliires ;  and  to  a  parlia- 
ment called  in  the  year  following,  each  county- 
was  ordered  to  fend,  as  their  reprefentatives,  two 
knights,  and  each  city  and  borough  as  many  ci- 
tizens and  burgefles.  Till  then,  hiftory  makes  no 
mention  of  them  ;  whence  a  very  flrong  argu- 
ment may  be  drawn,  to  fix  the  original  of  the 
houfe  of  commons  to  that  sera. 

Ver.  840.     Edward  III.  and  Henry  V. 
Ver.  865.     Three  famous  battles,    gained   by 
the  Englifli  over  the  French. 

Ver.  868.     During  the  civil  wars,  betwixt  the 
families  of  York  and  Lancafter. 
Ver.  873.     Henry  VII. 

Ver.  879.  The  famous  Earl  of  Warwick,  dur- 
ing the  reigns  of  Henry  VI.  and  Edward  IV.  was 
called  the  King-maker. 

Ver.  881.  Permitting  the  barons  to  alienate 
their  lands. 

Ver.  895.  Henry  VIII. 
Ibid.  Of  papal  dominion. 
Ver.  904.  John  Wickliff,  doclor  of  divinity, 
who,  towards  the  clofe  of  the  fourteenth  century, 
publiflied  dodlrines  very  contrary  to  thofe  of  the 
church  of  Rome,  and  particularly  denying  the 
papal  authority.  His  followers  grew  very  nume- 
rous, and  were  called  Lollards. 

Ver.  ^od.     Suppreffion  of  monaftriei. 
Ver.  912.     The  Spanifli  Weft-Indies. 
Ver.  931.     The  dominion  of  the  hcufe  of  Au- 
ftria. 

Ver.  937.     The  Spanifli  Armada.    Rapin  fays, 
that  after  proper  meafures  had  been  taken,  tlie 
enemy  was  expedled  with  uncommon  alacrity. 
Ver.  057.     James  I. 

Ver  966.  Eleiflor  Palatine,  and  who  had  been 
chofe  king  of  Bohemia,  but  was  ftript  of  all  his 
domiflioiis  and  dignities  by  the  Emperor  Ferdi- 
nand, while  James  the  Firft,  his  father-in-law, 


%6S 


THE   WOUKS    OF  THOMSON. 


being  amufeJ  from  time  to  time,  endeavoured  to 
mediate  a  peace. 

Ver.  97c.'.  The  monftrous,  and  till  then  un- 
heard-of doctrines  of  divine  indefeafible  heredita- 
ry right,  paffive  obedience,  ^c. 

Ver.  975.     The  parties  of  Whig  and  Tory. 

Vcr.  9S3.     Charles  I. 

Ver.  991.     Parliaments. 

Ver.  icej.     Ship-money. 

Ver.  1004.     Monopolies. 

Ver,  ios8.  The  raging  High  Church  fermons 
of  thefe  times,  infpiring  at  once  a  fpirit  of  flavifli 
fubmiffion  to  the  court,  and  of  bitter  perfecution 
againft  thole  whom  they  call  Church  and  State 
Puritans. 

Ver.  1041;.     At  the  Reftoration. 

Ver.  I04''S.     Charles  H. 

Ver.  1049.     Court  of  Wards. 

Ver.  1075.    Dunkirk. 

Ver.  1077.  The  war,  in  conjundlion  with 
France,  againft  the  Dutch. 

Ver.  IC78.     The  triple  alliance. 

Ver.  1 080.     Under  Lewis  XIV. 

Ver.  10S4.  A  ftanding  army,  raifed  without 
the  Gonfent  of  parliament. 

Ver.  1095.     The  charters  of  corporations. 

Ver.  1105.     James  H. 

Ver.  1 1 19.  The  Prince  of  Orange,  in  his  paf- 
to  England,  though  his  fleet  had  been  at  firft  dif- 
perfed  by  a  ftorm,  was  afterwards  extremely  fa- 
voured by  feveral  changes  of  wind. 

Ver.  1 1  22.  Rapin,  in  his  Hiftory  of  England. 
—The  third  of  November  the  fleet  entered  the 
Channel,  and  lay  between  Calais  and  Dover,  to 
flay  for  the  fliips  that  were  behind.  Here  the 
Prince  called  a  council  of  war- — It  is  not  eafy  to 
imagine  what  a  glorious  fliovv  the  fleet  made. 
Five  or  fix  hundred  fliips  in  lb  narrow  a  channel, 
and  both  the  Englifli  ami  French  fliores  covered 
with  numberlefs  fpedlators,  are  no  common  fight. 
For  my  part,  who  was  then  on  board  the  fleet,  I 
own  it  ftruck  me  extremely. 

Ver.  1 1 26.  The  Prince  placed  hirafelf  in  the 
main  body,  carrying  a  flag  with  Englifli  colours, 
and  their  Highnefles'  arms  fumiundcd  \\'ith  this 
motto.  The  Proteftant  Religion  and  the  Liberties 
of  England ;  and  underneath  the  motto  of  the 
houfe  of  Nauflau,  Je  Maintiendrai,  I  will  main- 
tain.   Rapin. 

Ver,  1 1 27.     The  Englifli  fleet. 

Ver.  1 1 30.     The  king's  army. 

Ver.  1 143.  By  the  Bill  of  Rights,  and  the  A(ft 
•f  Succeflion. 

Ver.  1 1 44.    William  HL 


PART  V.     THE  PROSPECT. 
Contents. 

The  Author  addrefles  the  Goddefs  of  Liberty, 
marking  the  happinefs  and  grandeur  of  Great 
Britain,  as  ariflng  from  her  influence ;  to  ver. 
S8.  She  refumes  her  difcourfe,  and  points  out 
the  chief  virtues  which  are  necelVary  to  main- 
ia-in  her  eftaWifliment  there  5  to  ver.  374.   Re 


commends,  as  its  laft  ornament  and  finif] 
fciences,  fine  ait«,  and  public  works.     The 
courageraent  of  thefe  urged  from  the  exan 
of  France,  though  under   a  defpotic    govt 
ment ;    to   ver.    549.      The   whole    conclu 
with    a  profpedl  of  future  times,   given  by  1 
Goddefs  of  Liberty  :  this  defcribed  by  the  A. 
thor,  as  it  pafl'es  in  villon  before  him. 

Here  interpofing,  as  the  goddefs  paus'd  ; — 
"  Oh,  bleft  Britannia  1   in  thy  prefence  bleft, 
"  Thou  guardian  of  mankind  1   whence  fprini 

"  alone, 
"  All  human  grandeur,  happinefs,  and  fame  : 
"  For  toil,  by  thee  protected,  feels  no  pain  ;         ;  • 
"  The  poor  man's  lot  with  milk  and  honey  flows;; 
"  And,  gilded  with  thy  rays,  ev'n  death  looks  gay. 
"  Let  other  lands  the  potent  bleffing  boaft 
"  Qf  more  exalting  funs.     Let  Afia's  woods, 
"  Untended,  yield  the  vegetable  fleece  :  lo 

"  And  let  the  little  infecfl-artift  form, 
'*  On  higher  life  intent,  its  filken  tomb. 
"  Let  wondering  rocks,  in  radiant  birth,  difclofe, 
"  The  various-tinclur'd  children  of  the  fun. 
"  From  the  prone  beam  let  more  delicious  fruits  15 
"  A  flavour  drink,  that  in  one  piercing  tafte 
"  Bids  each  combine.     Let  Gallic  vineyards  burft 
"  With  floods  of  joy ;  with  mild  balfamic  juice 
"  The  Tufcan  olive.     Let  Arabia  breathe 
"  Her  fpicy  gales,  her  vital  gums  dirtil.  79 

"  Turbid  with  gold  let  fouthern rivers  flow;  [maze. 
"  And  orient  floods  draw  foft,  o'er  pearls,  their 
"  Let  Afric  vaunt  her  treafures  ;  let  Peru 
"  Deep  in  her  bowels  her  own  ruin  breed 
"  The  yellow  traitor  that  her  biifs  betray'd, —  aj 
"  Unequall'd  blifs'. — and  to  unequall'd  rage  !      ■" 
"  Yet  nor  the  gorgeous  eafl:,  nor  gulden  fouth, 
"  Nor,  in  full  prime,  that  new-difcover'd  world, 
"  Where  flames  the  falling  day,  in  wealth  and 

"  praife, 
"  Shrill  with  Britannia  vie,  while,  Goddefs,  flie  30 
"  Derives   her  praife  fi^om  thee,    her  matchlefs 

"  charms. 
"  Her  hearty  fruits  the  hand  of  freedom  own; 
"  And,  warm  with  culture,  her  thick  cluftering 

"  fields 
"  Prolific  teem.     Eternal  verdure  crowns 
"  Pier  meads ;  her  gardens  fmile  eternal  fpring.  35 
"  She  gives  the  hunter-horfe,  unqueU'd  by  toil, 
"  Ardent,  to  rufli  into  the  rapid  chafe  : 
"  She,  whitening  o'er  her  downs,  diffufive,  pours 
"  Unnumber'd  flocks:  flie  vi^eaves  the  fleecy  robe, 
"  That  wrap?  the  natiotis  :  flie,  to  lulty  droves,  40 
"  The  richelt  pafture  fpreadsj  and,  hers,  deep- 

"  wave 
"  Autumnal  feas  of  pleafing  plenty  round. 
"  Thefe  her  delights:  and  by  no  baneful  herb, 
"  No  darting  tiger,  no  grim  lion's  glare, 
"  No  fierce-defcending  wolf,  no  I'erpent  roll'd  ^J 
"  In  fpires  immenfe  progrefTive  oVr  the  land, 
"  Difturb'd.     Enlivening  thefe,  add  cities,  full 
"  Of  wealth,  of  trade,  of  cheerful  toiling  crowds  ; 
"  Add  thriving  towns  ;  add  villages  and  farms, 
"  Innumerous  fow'd  along  the  lively  vale,  50 

"  Where  bold  unrivall'd  peafants  happy  dwell ; , 
"  Add  ancient  feats,  with  venerable  o?.ks 
"  JEaibofoa>'d  high,  while  kindred  floods  beIo«y 
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««  Wind  through  the  nsead  ;  and  th.ofe  of  modern 

"  hand, 
*'  More  pompous,  add,  that  fplendid  iliine  afar.  £5 
•'  Need  I  heV  limpid  lakes,  her  rivers  name, 
"  Where  fwarm  the  finny  race  ?   Thee,  chief,  0 

"  Thames  I 
"  On  whofe  each  tide,  glad  with  returning  fails, 
"  Flows  in  nhe  mingled  harveft  of  mankiwd  ?    S9 
'*  And  thee,  thou  Severn,  whofe  prodigious  fwell, 
"  And  waves,  ref^junding,  imitate  the  main  r 
*'  Why  need  I  name  her  deep  capacious  ports, 
"  That  point  around  the  world?  and  why  her  feas? 
♦'  All  ocean  is  her  own,  and  every  land 
"  To  whom  her  ruling  thunder  ocean  bears.      65 
"  She  too  the  mineral  feeds :  th'  obedient  lead, 
♦'  The  warlike  iron,  nor  the  peaceful  lefs, 
"  Forming  of  life  art-civiliz'd  the  bond  ; 
"  And  that  the  Tyrian  merchant  fought  of  old, 
*'  Not  dreaming  then  of  Britain's  brighter  fame. 
"  She  rears  to  freedom  an  undaunted  race  :       'jl 
*'  Compatriot,  zealous,  hofpitable,  kind, 
"  Hers  the  warm  Cambrian  :  hers  the  lofty  Scot, 
"  To  hardfhip  tam'd,  aiflive  in  arts  and  arms, 
"  Fir'd  with  a  reftlefs,  an  impatient  flame,        75 
"  That  leads  him  raptur'd  where  ambition  calls : 
"  And  Englifli  merit  hers;  where  meet,  combin'd, 
"  Whatc'er  high  fancy,  found  judicious  thought, 
"  An  ample  generovis  heart,  undrooping  foul, 
*'  And  firm  tenacious  valour  can  bellow.  So 

*'  Great  nurfe  of  fruits,  of  flocks,  of  commerce, 

She  1  [taught, 

"  Great   nurfe    of  men  !    By   thee,  O  Goddefs, 
*'  Her  old  renown  I  trace,  difclofe  her  fource 
"  Of  wealth,  of  grandeur,  and  to  Britons  fing 
"  A  drain  the  mufes  never  touch'd  before."       8:; 
"  But  how  fliall  thiis  thy  mighty  kingdom  ftand  ? 
*'  On  what  unyielding  bafe  ?  how  fiuilh'd  ihine?" 

At  this  her  eye,  colL^'.ing  all  its  fire. 
Beamed  more  than  humao  ;  and  her  awful  voice, 
Majellic  thus  (l>e  raib'd — "  To  Britons  bear       90 
"  This  clofing  ftrain,  and  with  intenfer  note 
"  Loud  let  it  found  in  their  awaken'd  ear." 

On  virtue  can  alone  ray  kingdom  ftand, 
On  public  virtue,  every  virtue  join'd. 
For,  loft  this  focial  cement  of  mankind,  95 

T'he  greateft  empires,  by  fcarce-felt  degrees, 
"Will  moulder  foft  away  ;  till,  tottering  loole, 
They  prone  at  Jaft  to  total  ruin  rufli. 
Unbiert  by  virtue,  government  a  league 
Becomes,  a  circling  junto  of  the  great,  loa 

To  rob  by  law  ;  religion  mild  a  yoke 
To  tame  the  ftooping  foul,  a  trick  of  ftate 
To  mafk  their  rapine,  and  to  fiiare  the  prey. 
What  are  without  it  fenates,  iave  a  face 
Of  confultation  deep  and  reafon  free,  105 

Whik  the  determiu'd  voice  and  heart  are  fold  ? 
What  boafted  freedom,  fave  a  founding  name  ? 
And  what  election,  but  a  market  vile 
Of  flaves  fclf-barter'd?  Virtue  '.  without  thee, 
There  is  no  ruling  eye,  no  nerve,  in  ftates  ;       no 
War  has  no  vigour,  and  no  fafety  peace  ; 
Ev'n  juftice  warps  to  party,  laws  opprefs, 
Wide  through  the  land  their  weak  protection  fails, 
Firft  broke  the  balance,   and    then  fcorn'd  the 

fword. 
Thus  nations  fink,  fociety  didolves  ;  1 15 

Rapine  and  guile  and  violence  break  loofe, 


Everting  life,  and  turning  love  to  gaul ; 
Man  hates  the  face  of  man,  and  Indian  woods 
And  Libya's  biffing  fands  to  him  are  tame. 

By  thole  three  virtues  be  the  frame  fuftain'd 
Of  Britiih  freedom  :  Independent  life  ;  12  T 

Integrity  in  office  ;  and  o'er  all 
Supreme,  a  paffion  for  the  commonweal.  [gift 

Hall!  Independence,  hail  !   Heaven's  n6xt  beft 
To  tliat  of  life  and  an  immortal  foul  1  125 

The  life  of  life  !  that  to  the  banquet  high 
And  fober  meal  gives  tafte;  to  the  bow'd  roof 
Fair-dream'd  repofe,  and  to  the  cottage  charms. 
Of  public  freedom,  hail,  thou  fecret  fource  ! 
Whofe  Itrearas,  from  every  quarter  confluent,  forn-» 
My  better  Nile,  that  nurl'es  human  life.  131 

By  rills  from  thee  deduc'd,  irriguous,  fed. 
The  private  field  looks  gay,  with  nature's  wealtb 
Abundant  flows,  and  blooms  with  each  delight 
That  nature  craves.     Its  happy  mafter  there,  135 
The  only  free-man,  walks  his  pleafing  round  : 
Sweet-featur'd  peace  attending  ;  feariefs  truth  ; 
Firm  refolution  ;  goodnefs,  blelhug  all 
That  can  rejoice  ;  contentment,  fureft  friend  ; 
Aad,  llill  frelli  ftores  from  nature's  book  deriv'd, 
Philofophy,  companion  ever-new.  142, 

Thcfe  cheer  his  rural,  and  fuftain  or  fire, 
V/hen  into  adtion  cali'd,  his  bufy  hours. 
Meantime  true  judging  moderate  defire, 
Oeconomy  and  tafte,  combin'd,  diredt  14^ 

His  clear  aiTairs,  and  from  debauching  fiends 
Secure  liis  little  kingdom.     Nor  can  thol'e 
Wliom  fortune  heaps,  without  thefe  virtues,  reach 
That  truce  with  pain,  that  animated  eafe, 
That  felf  enjoyment  fpringing  from  within;     150 
That  independence,  adlive,  or  retir'd. 
Which  make  the  foundelt  blifs  of  man  belew  ; 
But,  loft  beneath  the  rubbilTi  of  their  means. 
And  draiu'd  by  wants  to  nature  all  unknown, 
A  wandering,  taftelefs,  gaily. wretched  train,  15.5 
Though  rich,    are   beggars,    and,  though  noble, 
flaves. 

Lo  !  damn'd  to  wealth,  at  what  a  grofs  expence; 
They  purchafe  difappointment,  pain,  and  fliame. 
Inftead  of  hearty,  hofpitable  cheer. 
See  how  the  hall  with  brutal  riot  flows;  160 

While  in  the  foaming  flood,  fermenting,  fteep'd. 
The  country  maddens  into  party-rage. 
Mark  thofe  difgraceful  piles  of  wood  and  ftone  ; 
Thofe  parks  and  gardens,  wlicre,  his  haunts  be« 

trimm'd. 
And  nature  by  prefumptuous  art  opprefs'd,      165 
Thevvoodland  genius  mourns.  See!  the  full  board 
That  ftearas  dilguft,  and  bowls  that  give  no  joy ; 
No  truth  invited  there,  to  feed  the  mind  ; 
Nor  wit,  the  wine  rejoicing  reafon  quaff*. 
Hark  1  how  the  dome  with  infolence  refounds,  lyor 
With  thole  retain'd  by  vanity  to  fcare 
Repofe  and  friends.     To  tyrant  faihion  mark 
The  coftly  worfhip  paid,  to  the  broad  gaze 
Of  fools.     From  ftill  delufive  day  to  day, 
Led  an  eternal  round  of  lying  hope,  175 

See  !  felf-abandon'd,  how  they  ro.im  adrift, 
Dafhd  o'er  the  town,  a  miferablc  wreck ! 
Then  to  adore  fome  warbling  eunuch  turu'd. 
With  Midas'  ears  they  crowd  j  or  to  the  buz 
Ot  mafquerade  unbluliiing  ;  or,  to  Ihow  i8g 

Their  fcoro  of  nature,  at  the  tragic  iceae 
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They  mitthful  fit,  cr  prove  the  comic  true. 
But,  chief,  behold  !  around  the  rattling  board, 
The  civil  robbers  raiig'd  ;  and  ev'n  the  fair, 
_The  tender  fair,  each  fweetnefs  laid  afide,        185 
As  fierce  for  plunder  as  all-licens'd  troops 
In  (bme  fack'd  city.     Thus  diflolv'd  their  wealth, 
Without  one  generous  luxury  difTolv-'d, 
Or  quarter'd  on  it  many  a  ncedlefs  want. 
At  the  throng'd  levee  bends  the  venal  tribe  :  ipo 
With  fair  but  faithlefs  finiles  each  varnilh'd  o'er. 
Each  fmooth  as  thole  that  mutually  deceive, 
And  for  their  falfehood  each  defpifing  each ; 
Till  Lhook  their  patron  by  the  wintery  winds, 
Wide  flies  the  withered fhower,  andleaveshinibare. 
O,  far  fuperior  Afric's  fable  fon?,  196 

By  merchant  pilfer'd,  to  thefe  willing  flaves  I 
And,  rich,  as  unfqueez'd  favourite,  to  them, 
Is  he  who  can  his  virtue  boail  alone  I 

Britons  !  be  firm  ! — nor  let  corruption  fly      2C0 
Twine  round  your  heart  indiiToluble  chains  I 
The  fteel  of  Brutus  burft  the  grofler  bonds 
By  Cxfar  caft  o'er  Rome  ;  but  ftiil  remain'd 
The  foft  enchanting  fetters  of  the  mind, 
And  other  Csefars  rofe.     Determin'd,  hold       205 
Your  independence  ;  for,  that  once  deftroy'd. 
Unfounded,  freedom  is  a  morning  dream, 
That  flits  aerial  from  the  fpreading  eye. 

Forbid  it  Heaven !  that  ever  I  need  urge 
Integrity  in  oftice  on  my  fons  !  210 

Inculcate  common  honour — not  to  rob— 
And  whom  ? — The  gracious,  the  confiding  hand, 
That  laviflily  rewards  ;  the  toiling  poor, 
Whofe  cup  with  many  a  bitter  drop  is  mixt ; 
The  guardian  public  :  every  face  they  fee,        215 
And  every  friend  ;  nay,  in  eifeft,  therafelves. 
As  in  familiar  life,  the  villain's  fate 
Admits  no  cure  ;  fa,  Avhen  a  defperate  age 
At  this  arrives,  I  the  devoted  race 
Indij^nant  fpurn,  and  hopelefs  foar  away.  220 

But,  ah,  too  little  known  to  modern  times  I 
Be  not  the  nobleil  paffion  paft  unfung ; 
That  ray  peculiar  from  unbounded  love 
Effus'd,  which  kindles  the  heroic  foul ; 
Devotion  to  the  public.     Glorious  flame  !        225 
Celeftial  ardour  !  in  what  unlo^own  worlds, 
Profufely  fcatter'd  through  the  blue  immenfe, 
Haft  thou  been  bleffing  myriads,  lince  in  Rome, 
Old  virtuous  Ron-;e,  fo  many  deathlefs  names 
From  thee  their  luftie  drew  ?  fince,  taught  by 
thee,  230 

Their  poverty  put  fplendor  to  the  blufli, 
Pain  grew  luxurious,  and  ev'n  death  delight  ? 
O,  wilt  thou  ne'er,  in  thy  long  period,  look, 
With  blaze  direft,  on  this  my  laft  retreat  ? 

'Tis  not  enough,  from  feif  right  i:nderftood    235 
Reflected,  that  thy  rays  inflame  the  heart : 
Though  virtue  rot  difdains  appeals  to  felf, 
Dread«  not  the  trial ;  all  her  joys  are  true, 
Nor  is  there  any  real  joy  fave  hers. 
Far  Icfs  the  tepid,  the  declaiming  race,  240 

Foes  to  corruption,  to  its  wages  friends. 
Or  thofe  whom  private  paflions,  for  a  while, 
Beneath  my  ftandard  lift,  can  they  fuffice 
To  raife  and  fix  the  glory  of  rny  reign  ? 

An  a<5live  flood  of  univerfal  love  24 J 

Muft  fwell  the  breaft.     Firft,  in  effufion  wide, 
The  relikfs  fpirit  roves  creation  round. 


And  feizes  every  being ;  ftronger  then 

It  tends  to  life,  whate'er  the  kindred  fearch 

Of  blifs  allys:   then,  more  coUedled  ftill,  250 

It  urges  human-kind  :  a  paflion  grown, 

At  laft,  the  central  parent-public  calls 

Its  utmoft  effort  forth,  awakes  each  fenfe. 

The  comely,  grand,  and  tender.     Without  this. 

This  awful  pant,  fliook  from  fublimer  powers  255 

Than  thofe  of  felf,  this  heaven-infus'd  delight, 

This  mortal  gravitation,  rufhing  prone 

To  prefs  the  public  good,  my  fyftem  foon, 

Traverfe,  to  feveral  felfiih  centres  drawn, 

Will  reel  to  ruin:   while  for  ever  fliut  afi'o 

Stand  the  bright  portals  of  defponding  fame. 

From  fordid  felf  ihoot  up  no  fliining  deeds, 
None  of  thofa  ancient  lights,  that  gladden  earth. 
Give  grace  to  being,  and  aroufe  the  brave 
To  juit  ambition,  virtue's  quickening  fire  !       26 x 
Life  tedious  grows,  an  idly-buftling  round, 
Fill'd  up  with  actions  animal  and  mean, 
A  dull  gizette  !  Th'  impatient  reader  fcorns 
The  poor  hiftoric  page  ;  till  kindly  comes 
Oblivion,  and  redeems  a  people's  fliame.  270 

Not  fo  the  times,  when,  emulation-ftung, 
Greece  fhone  in  genius,  fcience,  and  in  arts. 
And  Rome  in  virtues  dreadful  to  be  told  ! 
To  live  was  glory  then  !  and  charm'd  mankind 
Through  the  deep  periods  of  devolving  time,  275 
Thofe,  raptur'd,  copy  ;  thefe,  aftonifh'd,  read. 

True,  a  corrupted  ftate,  with  every  vice 
And  every  meannefs  foul,  this  paffion  damps. 
Who  can,  unfnock'd,  behold  the  cruel  eye  ? 
The  pale  inveigling  fmile  ?  the  ruffian  front  ?  2S3 
The  wretch  abandon'd  to  relentlefs  felf. 
Equally  vile  if  mifer  or  profufe  ? 
Powers  not  of  God,  affiduous  to  corrupt  ? 
The  fell  deputed  t)rant,  who  devours 
The  poor  and  weak  at  du'ance  from  redrefs  ?  2X5 
Delirious  fatfiion  bellowing  loud  my  name  i 
The  falfe  fair-feeming  patriot's  hollow  boaft? 
A  race  refolv'd  on  bondage,  fierce  for  chains. 
My  facred  rights  a  merchandife  alone 
Efteeming,  and  to  work  their  feeder's  will       290 
By  deeds,  a  horror  to  mankind,  prepar'd, 
As  were  the  dregs  of  Romulus  of  old  ? 
Who  thefe  indeed  can  undetefling  fee  I — 
But  who  unpitying  ?  To  the  generous  eye 
Diftrefs  is  virtue  ;  and,  though  felf-betray'd,  2f)5 
A  people  rtruggling  with  their  fate  muft  roufe 
The  hero's  throb.     Nor  can  a  land,  at  once 
Be  loft  to  virtue  quite.     How  glorious  then  ! 
Fit  luxury  for  gods !  to  fave  the  good, 
Protecl  the  feeble,  dafh  bold  vice  afide,  3C0 

Deprefs  the  wicked,  and  restore  the  frail. 
Pofterity,  befides,  the  young  are  pure, 
And  fo:;s  may  tinge  their  father's  cheek  with  (Lame. 

Should  then  the  times  arrive  (which  heaven 
avert.!) 
That  Britons  bend  unnerv'd,  not  by  the  force  305 
Of  arms,  more  generous,  and  more  manly  quell'd. 
But  by  corruption's  foul-dejedling  arts, 
Arts  impudent  and  grofs  !  by  their  own  gold. 
In  part  befto%v'd,  to  bribe  them  to  give  all. 
With  party  raging,  or  immers'd  in  (loth,  310 

Should  they  Britannia's  well-fought  laurels  yield 
To  flily-conquering  Caul;  ev'n  from  her  brow 
Let  her  o\ra  naval  oak  be  bafely  tornj 
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3y  fach  ai  tremble  at  the  fViffening  gale, 
And  nervelefs  (ink  while  others  fuig  rejoic'd.  315 
Or  (darker  profpedl  I  fcarce  one  gleam  behind 
Dilclofing)  Ihoiild  the  broad  corruptive  plague 
Breathe  from  the  city  to  the  fartheft  hut, 
That  fits  ferone  within  the  foreft-lhade  ; 
The  fever'd  people  fire,  inflame  their  wants,  320 
And  their  luyurious  thirft,  fo  gathering  rage. 
That,  were  a  buyer  found,  they  ftand  prepar'd 
To  fell  their  birthright  for  a  cooling  draught. 
Should  fliamelefs  pens  for  plain  corruption  plead; 
The  hir'd  affaflins  of  the  commonweal  '.  325 

Dsem'd  the  declaiming  rant  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
Should  pubhc  virtue  grow  the  public  fcofF, 
Till  private,  failing,  {taggers  through  the  land  : 
Till  round  the  city  loofe  mechanic  want, 
Dire-prowling  nightly,  makes  the  cheerful  haunts 
Of  men  more  hideous  than  Nv.midian  wilds,    331 
Nor  from  its  fury  fleeps  the  vale  in  peace  ; 
And  murders,  horrors,  perjuries  abound  : 
Nay,  till  to  loweft  deeds  the  higheft  Itoop  ; 
'  The  rich,  like  flarving  wretches,  thirft  for  gold; 
And  thofe,  on  whom  the  vernal Ihowers  of  heaven 
All  bounteous  fall,  and  that  prime  lot  beftovv, 
A  power  to  live  to  nature  and  themfelves. 
In  fick  attendance  wear  their  anxious  days, 
With  fortune,  joylefs,  and  with  honours,  mean. 
.Meantime,  perhaps,  profufion  flows  around,     341 
The  wade  of  war,  without  the  works  of  peace  ; 
No  mark  of  millions  in  the  gulf  ablbrpt 
Of  uncreating  vice,  none  but  the  rage 
Of  rous'd  corruption  ftill  demanding  more.       345 
That  very  portion,  which  (by  faithful  (kill 
Employ'd)  might  make  the  fmiling  public  rear 
Her  ornamented  head,  drill'd  through  the  hands 
Of  mercenary  tools,  ferves  but  to  nurfe 
A  locuft-band  within,  and  in  the  bud  350 

Leaves  ftarv'd  each  work  of  dignity  and  ufe. 

I  paint  the  v7or(t.  But  fliould  thefe  times  arrive, 
If  any  nobler  paffion  yet  remain, 
Let  all  my  fons  all  parties  fling  afide, 
Defpife  their  nonfenfe,  and  together  join ;        2iS 
Let  worth  and  virtue  fcorning  low  defpair, 
Exerted  full,  from  every  quarter  fliine, 
Commix'd  in  heightened  blaze.     Light  fiafh'd  to 
Moral,  or  intelledtual,  moreintenfe  [hght, 

By  giving  glows.     As  on  pure  winter's  eve,     360 
Gradual,  the  ftars  eftulge;  fainter,  at  firft, 
They,  (Iraggling,  rife  ;  but  when  the  radiant  hod, 
In  thick  profufion  pour'd,  fliine  out  immenfe, 
Each  cafting  vivid  influence  on  each. 
From  pole  to  pole  a  glittering  deluge  plays,     365 
And  worlds  above  rejoice,  and  men  below. 

But  why  to  Britons  this  fuperfluous  (train  ? — 
Good-nature,  honeft  truth  ev'n  fomewhat  blunt, 
Of  crooked  bafenefs  and  indignant  fcorn, 
A  zeal  unyielding  iu  their  country's  caufe,       370 
And  ready  bounty,  wont  to  dwell  with  them— r 
Nor  only  want — Wide  o'er  the  land  diffus'd, 
In  many  a  bleft  retirement  ftill  they  dwell. 

To  fofter  profpeiSl  turn  we  now  the  view, 
To  laurell'd  fcience,  arts,  and  public  works,     37^ 
That  lend  my  fmifli'd  fabric  comely  pride, 
Grandeur,  and  grace.     Of  fuJlen  genius  he  ! 
Curs'd  by  the  mufes  I  by  the  graces  loath'd  1 
"Who  deems  beneath  the  public's  high  regard 
.Thcfe  laft  enlivening  touches  of  my  reign.        3  Jo 


However  puff'd  with  por^'er,    and  gorg'd  with 
A  nation  be  ;  let  trade  enormous  rife,      [wealth. 
Let  eaft  and  fowth  their  mingled  treafure  pour, 
Till,fwell'd  impetuous,  the  corrupting  flood 
Burft  o'er  the  city,  and  devour  tlie  land :  385 

Yet  thefe  negledled,  thefe  recording  arts. 
Wealth  rots,  a  nuifance  ;   and,  oblivious  funk, 
That  nation  inuft  anovher  Carthage  lie. 
If  not  by  them,  on  monumental  brafs. 
On  fculptur'd  marble,  on  the  deathlefs  page,  390 
Imprelt,  reiiovirn  had  left  no  trace  behind  : 
In  vain,  to  future  times,  thefage  had  thought, 
Tl;e  legiflator  planu'd,  the  hero  found 
A  beauteous  death,  the  patriot  toil'd  in  vain. 
Th'  awarders  they  of  fame's  immortal  wreath,  395 
They  route  ambition,  they  the  mind  exult. 
Give  great  ideas,  lovely  forms  infufe, 
Delight  the  general  eye,  and,  dreft  by  them. 
The  moral  Venus  glows  with  double  charms. 

Science,  my  dole  aflbciate,  (till  attends        403 
Where'er  I  go.    Sometimes,  in  fimple  guife, 
She  walks  the  furrow  with  the  conlul  fwain, 
VVhifpering  unlet ter'd  wifdom  to  the  heart, 
Diredt ;  or,  fometimes,  in  the  pompous  robe 
Of  fancy  dreft,  (he  charms  Athenian  wits,        405 
And  a  whole  fapient  city,  round  her  burns. 
Then  o'er  her  brow  Minerva's  terrors  nod  : 
With  Xenophon,  fomeiiaies,  in  dire  extreme:, 
She  breathes  deliberate  foul,  and  makes  retreat 
Unequall'd  glory:  with  the  Thebaa  fage,        410 
Epaminondas,  firft  and  beft  of  men  1 
Sometimes  the  bids  the  deep-embattled  hoft, 
Above  the  vulgar  reach,  reiiftlefsform'd, 
March  to  lure  conqueft — never  gain'd  before  ! 
Nor  on  the  treacherous  feas  of  giddy  (tate        415 
Ur.ft:illful  (lie  :  when  the  triumphant  tide 
Of  high-fwoln  empire  wears  one  boundlefs  fniile. 
And  the  gale  tempts  to  newpurfuits  of  fame. 
Sometimes,  with  Scipio,  fiie  coUeils  her  fail, 
And  feeks  the  bliisful  (liore  of  rural  eafe,  42® 

Where,  but  th'  Aonian  maid?,  no  fyrens  fing; 
Or  fliould  the  deep-brcw'd  tempeft  muttering  rife. 
While  rocks  and  (hoals  perfidious  lurk  around, 
With  Tully  (lie  her  wide-reviving  light 
To  fenates  holds,  a  Cataline  confounds,  425 

And  favesa  while  from  Csfar,  finking  Rome, 
Such  the  kind  power,  whole  piercing  eye  diflblves 
Each  mental  fetter,  and  fets  reafon  fiee; 
For  me  infpiring  an  enlighten'd  zeal, 
The  more  tenacious  as  the  more  convinc'd       43« 
How  happy  freemen,  and  how  wretched  flaves, 
'i'o  Britons  not  unknown,  to  Britons  full  , 
The  goddefs  fpreads  her  ftores,  the  fecret  foul 
That  quickens  trade,  the  breath  unfeen  that  wafts 
To  them  the  treafurcs  of  a  balanc'd  world.      435 
But  finer  arts  (lave  what  the  mufe  has  fung 
In  daring  flight,  above  all  modern  wing) 
Neglefted  droop  the  head;  and  public  works, 
Broke  by  corruption  into  private  gain. 
Not  ornament,  difgrace;  not  ferve,  deftroy.     440 

Sliall  Britons,  by  their  own  joint  wifdom  rul'd 
Beneath  one  royal  head,  whofe  vital  power 
ConneCls,  enlivens,  and  exerts  the  whole  ; 
In  finer  arts,  and  public  works,  fliall  they 
To  Gallia  yield  ?  yield  to  a  land  that  bends,    445 
Dcpreft,  and  broke,  beneath  the  will  of  one  ? 
0/ one  who,  lliouid  th'  unkingly  thirft  of  gold, 
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Or  tyrant  paflior.s,  or  ambition,  prompt, 
Calls  locuil-armies  o'er  the  blafled  land  :  449 

Drains   from   its    thirfty   bounds   the   Ipn'ugs   of 
His  own  inf.iriate  refervoir  to  fill :  [wealth, 

To  liic  lone  defert  patriot-merit  frowns, 
Or  into  dungeons  arts,  %vhen  they,  their  chains, 
Indigoant,  biirfting,  for  their  nooler  works 
All  ocher  licence  fcorn  but  truth's  and  mine.  455 
Oh,  fliame  to  think  1  fliall  Britons,  in  the  field 
Ur-rtzanquer'd  ftill,  the  better  laurel  lofe  ? 
Ev'n  in  that  monarch's  reign,  who  vainly  dreamt. 
By  g'-'^dy  power,  betray'd,  and  flatter'd  pride,  459 
To    grafp    unbounded    fway ;     while,    fwarmmg 
His  armies  dar'd  all  Europe  to  the  field  ;     [round, 
Te  hoftile  hands  while  treafure  flow'd  profuie, 
And,  that  great  fourcc  cf  treafure,  fubject's  blood, 
Inhuman  fquander'd,  licken'd  every  land  ; 
From  Britain,  chief,  while  my  fuperior  fons,    4^5 
In  vengeance  rulliing,  da:l'.'d  his  idl«  hopes, 
And  bade  his  agonizing  heart  be  low  : 
Ev'n  then,  as  in  the  "oldL-^i  calm  of  jieace  1 
What  public  works  ?.t  acme,  what  arts  arofe  ! 
VV'hat  various  fcicnce  ilione  I  wliat  genius  glow'd  I 
'Tisnot  for  me  to  paint,  diffulive  lliot  471 

O'er  fa:r  ext  nts  of  liind,  the  fhining  road  ; 
The  llood-compelling  arch  ;  ti.e  long  canal. 
Through  mountains  piercing,  and  uniting  feas ; 
The  dome  refoiinding  fweet  with  infant  joy,    475 
'From  famine  fav'd,  or  cruel-handed  fharae. 
And  that  where  valour  counts  his  noble  fears  ; 
The  land  were  focial  jdeafure  loves  to  dwell, 
Ol  the  fierce  demon,  Gothic  duel  freed ; 
The  robber  from  his  fartheil  forell  chas'd ;        4I0 
The  tutliid  city  clear'd,  and,  by  degrees, 
Into  fare  peace  the  belt  police  refin'd, 
Magninctnce,  and  grace,  and  decent  joy. 
Let  Gallic  bards  record,  how  honoured  arts, 
And  fciencc,  by  defpotic  bounty  blefs'd,  4S3 

At  diftance  llourilh'd  from  my  parent-eye, 
Re/lLiring  ancient  tafte,  how  Boiieau  role. 
How  the  big  Roman  foul  fliook,  in  Corneille, 
Tlie  trembling  Itage.     In  elegant  Racine  ;       489 
How  the  more  powerful,  thii'  liiore  humble  voice 
Of  nature-painting  Greece,  reliuleisbreatli'd 
The  whole-awaken'd  heart.  How  Moliere's  fcene, 
Chailis'd  and  regular,  wiih  well-judg'd  wit, 
Not  fcatterM  wild,  and  native  humour,  grac'd, 
"Was  life  itfelf.     To  public  honours  rais'd,        49  c 
How  learning  in  warm  feminariesfpread  ; 
And,  more  for  glory  than  the  fmall  reward, 
How  emulation  ftrove.     How  their  pure  tongue 
Almolt  obtain'd  what  was  deny'd  tlieir  arms. 
From  R-ome,  awliiie,  how  painting,  courted  long. 
With  PoulTin  came  ;   ancient  defign,  that  lifts  ^Oi 
A  fairer  front,  and  looks  another  foul. 
How  the  kind  art,  that,  of  unvalued  price. 
The  fam'd  and  only  piclure,  eafy,  gives, 
Refin'd  her  touch,  and,  thro'  the  lliadow'd  piece. 
All  the  live  fpirit  cf  the  painter  pour'd.  506 

Coyeftof  arts,  how  fculpture  norward  deign'd 
A  look,  and  bade  her  Girardon  arife. 
How  lavidi'd  grandeur  blaz'd  ;  the  barren  wade, 
Artonifli'd,  faw  the  fudden  palace  fwelJ,  510 

And  fountains  fpout  amid  its  arid  Ibides. 
For  leagues,  bright  viftas  o;)enii!g  to  the  Tiew, 
How  forells  in  majeilic  gardens  fmiTd. 
Hew  menial  r.its,  by  their  jray  fillers  taught. 


Wove  the  deep  flower,  thebloomirig  foFiage  tralu'tf 
In  joyous  figures  o'er  the  filky  lawn,  c  tS 

The  palace  cheer'd,  illum'd  the  ftory'd  wall, 
And  with  the  pencil  vy'd  the  glowing  loom. 

Thefe  laurels,  Loui-;,  by  the  droppings  rais'd 
Of  thy  profufion,  its  diilioiiour  fliade,  520 

And,  green  thro'  future  times,  fliall  bind  thy  brow  ; 
While  the  vain  honours  of  perfidious  war 
Wither  abhorr'd,  or  in  oblivion  loft. 
With  what  prevailing  vigour  had  they  (hot, 
And  ftole  a  deeper  root,  \>y  the  full  tide  525. 

Of  war-funk  millions  fed  ?  Superior  fttll. 
How  had  theybranch'd  luxuriant  to  thelkies. 
In  Britain  pl:inted,by  the  potent  juice 
Of  freedom  Iwell'd  ?  Forc'd  is  the  bloom  of  arts, 
A  falfe  uncertain  fpring,  when  bounty  gives,  j3» 
Weak  without  me,  a  tranfitory  gleam. 
Fair  fhine  the  flippery  days,  enticing  (kies 
Gf  favour  fmile,  and  courtly  breezes  blow  ; 
Till  arts,  betray'd,  truft  to  the  flattering  air 
Their  tender  bloffbra  :  then  malignant  rifa       535, 
The  blights  ef  enry,  of  thole  infetl-clouds. 
That,  blading  merit,  often  cover  courts : 
Nay,  flxiuld,  perchance,  fome  kind  MEcenas  aid 
The  doubtful  beamings  of  his  prince's  foul, 
His  wavering  ardonr  fix,  and  unconfin'd  54* 

Diff'ufe  his  warm  beneficence  around; 
Yet  death,  at  laft,  and  wintery  tyrants  come. 
Each  fprig  of  genius  killing  at  the  root. 
But  when  with  me  imperial  bounty  joins. 
Wide  o'er  the  public  blow-s  eternal  fpring:      545 
While  mingled  autumn  every  harveft  pours 
Of  every  land  ;  whate'er  invention,  art. 
Creating  toil  and  nature  can  produce. 

Here  ceas'd  the  goddefs ;  and  her  trdent  wings. 
Dipt  in  the  colours  of  the  heavenly  bow,  550 

Stood  waving  radiance  round,  for  fudden  flight 
Prepar'd,  when  thus,  impatient,  burll  my  prayer. 
"  Oh,  forming  light  of  life  !   O,  better  fun  ! 
"  Si"  of  mankind  !  by  whom  the  cloudy  north, 
"  Sublim'd,  net  envies  Languedocian  flcies,      5^5 
"  That,  unftain'd  ether  all,  diftufive  fmile, 
"  When  Jhall  ive  call  thefe  ancient  laurels  ours  ? 
"  And  nvhen  Thy  luork  complete  .<"'  Straight  with 

her  hand, 
Celeftial  red,  flic  touch'd  my  darken'.!  eyes. 
As  at  the  touch  of  day  the  Ihades  diffclve,        5(10 
So  quick,  methought,  the  mifty  circle  clear'd, 
That  dims  the  dawn  of  being  here  below  : 
The  future  flione  difclos'd,  and,  in  long  view. 
Bright  rifing  aeras  inftant  rulh'd  to  light,      [hold  ! 

"  They  come  !  great  goddefs  1  I  the  times  be- 
*'  The  times  our  fathers,  in  the  bloody  field,     566 
"  Have  earn'd  fo  dear,  and,  not  with  lefs  renown, 
"  In  the  warm  ftruggles  of  tlie  fenate  light. 
"  'll'ie  times  I  fee  I  whofe  glory  to  fupply, 
"  For  toiling  ages,  commerce  round  the  world 
"  Has  wing'd  unnumber'd  fails,  and  from   each 
land  [Rome 

"  Materials   heap'd,   that,   well-employ'd,   with 
"  Might  vie  our  grandeur,  and  with  Greece  our 

"  Lo  I  Princes  I  behold  !  contriving  ftiil,    [art. 
"  And  Itill  coiidu(fling  firm  fome  brave  defign; 
"  Kings!  that  the  narrow  joyh-fs  circle  fcorn, 
"  Burft  the  blockade  of  faiie  deligning  men,    577 
"  Of  treacherous  fmiles,  of  adulation  fell, 
"  And  of  the  l)lin4iiig  clouds  iirojnd  tbem  thrown  j. 


LIBERTY. 


'  Their  court  rejoicinjj  millions  ;  worth  alone, 
'  And  virtue  dear  to  them  ;  their  belt  delight, 
'  In  juft  proportion,  to  give  general  joy  ; 
'  Their  jealous  care  thy  kingdom  to  maintain  ; 
'  The  public  glory  theirs;   unfparing  love        584 
'  Their  endlels  treafure  ;   and  iheir  deeds  their 
praife,  [force. 

'  With  thee  they  work.     Nought  can  refilt  your 
'  Life  feels  it  quickening  in  her  dark  retreats  ; 
'  Strong  fpread  the  blooms  of  genius,  fcience,  art; 
'  His  bafliful  bounds  difclofing  merit  breaks  ; 
'  And,  big  vi'ith  fruits  of  glory,  virtue  blows  590 

•  Expanfive  o'er  the  land.     Another  race 

'  Of  generous  youth,  of  patriot  fues,  I  fee  I 

•  Not  thofe  vain  infefts  fluttering  in  the  blaze 

'  Of  court,  and  ball  and  play  ;  thofe  venal  fouls, 
'■  Corruption's  veteran  unrelenting  bands,       51)5 

■  That,  to  their  vices  Haves,  can  ne'er  be  free. 

"  I  fee  the  fountain's  purg'd  .''  whence  lite  de- 
rives 

■  A  clear  or  turbid  flow;  fee  the  young  mind 
'  Not  fed  impure  by  chance,  by  flattery  fool'd, 

■  Or  by  fchobifiic  jargon  bloated  proud.         6cq 

•  But  fill'd  and  nouriflrd  by  the  light  of  truth. 

'  Then,  beam'd  through  fancy  the  refining  ray, 

■  And  pouring  on  the  heart  the  paffions  feel 

■  At  once  informing  light  and  moving  flame  ; 

'■  Till  moral,  public,  graceful  acftion  crowns  605 
'  The  whole.    B.;hold  !  the  fair  contention  glows, 
'  In  all  that  mind  our  body  can  adorn, 
'  And  form  to  life.     Inftead  of  barren  heads, 
Barbarian  pedants,  wrangling  fons  of  pride. 
And  truth-perplexing  metaphyfic  wits,         610 
Men,  patriots,  chiefs,  and  citizens  are  form'd. 
"  Lo  !  juftice,  like  the  liberal  light  of  Heaven, 
Unpurchas'd  fhines  on  all,  and  from  her  beam, 
Appalling  guilt,  retire  the  lavage  crew, 
Tiiat   prowl   amid   the   darkntl's    they   them- 
"  felves  615 

Have   thrown   around   the    laws.      Cppreffion 

"  grieves. 
See  !  how  her  legal  furies  bite  the  lip,       [tecft. 
While  Yorks  ancJiTalbots  tiieir  d*  ?p  fnnrcs  de- 
Ar.d  feize  iwift  juftice  through  the  clouds  they 

"  raife. 
"  Seel  focial  labour  lifts  his  guarded  head,  620 
And  men  not  yield  to  government  in  vain. 
From  the  fure  land  is  rooted  rufHau  force. 
And,  the  lewd  nurfe  of  villains,  idle  walte ; 
Lo  !  raz'd  their  haunts,  down  daili'd  their  mad- 

"  dening  bowl, 
A  nation's  poifon  !  beauteous  order  reigns  1  (jzj 
Manly  fubmiflion,  unimpofmg  toil. 
Trade  without  guile,  civility  that  marks 
From  the  foul  herd  of  brutal  flaves  thy  fons. 
And  fearlefs  peace;     Or  fliould  affronting  war 
To  flow  but  dreadful  vengeance  roufe  the  juft,  630 
Unfailing  fields  of  freemen  I  behold  ! 
That  know,  with  tiieir  own  proper  arm, to  guard 
Their  own  bleft  ifle  againft  a  leaguing  world. 
Defpairing  Gaul  her  boiling  youth  reltrains, 
D'iflolv'd  her  dream  of  univerfal  Iway  :         055 
I'he  winds  and  feas  are  Britain's  wide  domaui ; 
And  not  a  fail,  but  by  permifllon,  fpreads. 
"  Lo  !  fwarming  fouthward  on  rejoicing  fons. 
Gay  colonies  extend  ;  the  calm  retreat 
Of  undcfcrv'd  ctiilrcfsj  the  better  hoine         C40 
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'  Of  thofe  whom  bigots  chafe  from  foreign  lands. 
'  Not  built  on  rapine,  fervitude,  and  woe, 
'   And  in  their  turn  ibme  petty  tyrant's  prey  ; 

■  But,  bound  by  focial  freedom,  lirm  they  rife; 

'  Such  as,  of  late,  an  Oglethorpe  has  form'd,  645 

■  And,  crowding  round,  the  charni'd  Savannah 

"  fees. 
"  Horrid  with  want  and  mifery,  no  more 
'  Our  ftreets  the  tender  paflenger  afdnfl. 

■  Nor  ftivering  age,  nor  ficknels  without  friend, 

'  Or  home,  or  bed  to  bear  his  burning  load,  6^9 

■  Nor  agonizing  infant,  that  ne'er  earn'd 

'  Its  guiitlefs  pangs,  I  fee  !  The  (lores,  profufe, 
•  Which  Britifh  bounty  has  to  thefe  aflign'd, 
'  No  more  the  faerilegious  riot  fwell 

■  Of  cannibal  devourers !  Right  apply'd,         655 

■  In^o  ftarving  wretch  the  land  of  freedom  ftains: 
'  If  poor,  employment  finds;  if  old,  demands, 

'  If  fick,  if  niaim'd,  his  miferable  du3  ; 

■  And  will,  if  young,  repay  the  fondeil  care. 

'  Sweet  lets  the  fun  of  Itormy  life,  and  fweet  660 
The  morning  fhines,  in  mercy's  dews  arrav'd. 

'  Lo  1   how  they  rife  1   thefe  families  of  Heaven  1 
That !  chief,  (but  why — ye  bigots  !— why  fo 

"  late?) 
Where  blooms  and  warbles  glad  a  rifing  asre  : 
What  fmiles  of  praife  !  and,  while  their  fong 
"  afcends,  C65 

The  liltening  feraph  lays  his  lute  aGde. 
"  Hark  !   the  gay  mufes  raife  a  nobler  flrrain, 
V/ith  active  nature,  warm  impaflion'd  truth, 
Engaging  fable,  lucid  order,  notes 
Of  various  firing,  and  heart-felt  image  fill'd.  67m 
Behold  '  I  fee  the  dread  delightuil  I'chool 
Of  temper'd  paffions,  and  of  polilli'd  life, 
Reftor'd  :  behold  I  the  well-dlirembled  fcene 
Calls  from  embellifli'd  eyes  the  lovely  tear. 
Or  lights  up  mirth  in  modeft  cheeks  again.  675 
Lo  !  vanifli'd  monfter-land.     Lo  !  driven  away 
Tiiofe  that  Apollo's  facred  walls  profane  : 
Their  wild  creation  fcatter'd,  where  a  v.'orld 
Unknown  to  nature,  chaos  more  coafus'd, 
O'erthebrutefceneitsouran-outangs  pours ;  6So 
Dstefted  forms  I   that,  on  the  mind  imprefl:, 
Corrupt,  confound,  and  barbarife  an  age. 
"  Behold  !  all  thine  again  the  fi'ter-arts. 
Thy  graces  they,  knit  in  harmonious  dance. 
Nurs'd  by  tlie  treafure  from  a  nation  drain'd  6S  5 
Tiieir  works  to  purchai'e,  they  to  nobler  roufe 
Their  untam'd  genius,  their  unfetter'd  thought  ; 
Ot  pompous  tyrants,  and  of  dreaming  monks, 
The  gaudy  tools,  and  prifoners,  no  more. 
"  Lo !  numerousdor.iesa  Burlington  confefs :  6p^ 
For  kings  and  fenates  fit,  the  palace  fee  ! 
Tlie  temple  breathing  a  religious  awe  ; 
Ev'n  fram'd  with  elegance  the  ])lain  retreat, 
The  private  dwelling.     Certain  in  his  aim, 
'i  arte,  never  idly  working,  laves  expence.    695 
'■  See!  Sylvan  fcenes,whiire  ait,  alone, pretends 
Todrefs  her  miftrefs,  and  difclole  her  charms: 
Such  as  a  Poiie  in  miniature  lias  fnown  ; 
A  Bathurft  o'er  the  widening  foreft  fpreads  ; 
And    fuch    as    form    a    Kichraoiid,  Chifwick, 
'■  Stowe.  700 

"  Auguft,  around,  what  public  works  I  fee  ! 
Lo  !  if  ateiy  ftreets,  lo  !  fqa:a-es  tha,t  court  the 
'.'  i>retze. 


a?* 


T«E    WORKS    OF    THOMSON. 


*•  In  fpitc  CI  tliofc  to  whom  pertains  the  care, 
*'  Ingulfing  more  than  founded  Roman  ways, 
•*'  Lo!  ray'dfrom  cities  o'er  the  brighten'd  land,  705 
"  Connecfling  fea  to  Tea,  the  folid  road. 
**  Lo  !   the  proud  arch  (no  vile  exr.iftor's  ftand) 
*'  With  er.fy  Iweep  beftrides  the  chafing  flood. 
"  See  !   long  canals,  and  decpen'd  riveisjoin 
*'  Each  part  with  each,  and  with  the  circlirg 

"  main  710 

**  The  whole  enliven'd  ifle.     Lo  !  ports  expand, 
**  Fr:e  as  the  winds  and  waves,  their  flieltering 

"  arms. 
"  Lo  !  ftreaming  comfort  o'er  the  troubled  deep, 
**  On  every  pointed  coaft  the  iigbt-houfe  towers; 
"  And,  by  the  broad  imperiovisnioie  repell'd,  715 
"  Hark  !  how  the  bafHed  ftorm  indignant  roars." 

As  thick  to  view  thefe  varied  wonders  rofe, 
Shook  all  my  foul  with  tranfport,  unaflur'd. 
The  vifion  broke  ;  and,  on  my  waking  eye, 
Kuftr'd  the  llill  ruins  of  dejected  Rome.  720 

Notes  on  Part  V. 

Ver.  79.     Tin. 

Ver.  285.  Lord  Moleuvorth  in  his  account  of 
Denmark  Tays, — It  is  obferveifl,th;it  m  limited  mo- 
na,rchies  and  commonwealth?,  a  neighbourhood 


to  the  feat  of  the  government  is  advantageous  to 
the  fubjecis  ;  while  the  diftant  provinces  are  lefs 
thriving,  and  more  liable  to  oppreflion. 

Ver.  40f .  The  famous  retreat  of  the  ten  thou- 
fand  was  chiefly  conducled  by  Xenophon. 

Ver.  414.  Epaminondas,  after  h.^ving  beat  the 
Lacedemonians  and  their  allies,  in  the  battle  of 
Leuctra,  made  an  incurfion  at  the  head  of  a  power- 
ful army,  into  Laconia.  It  was  now  fix  hundred 
years  unce  the  Dorians  had  poflefled  this  country, 
and  in  all  that  time  the  face  of  an  enemy  had  not 
been  feen  within  their  territories.  Plutarch  in 
Aa;eGlaus. 

Ver.  4j8.     Lewis  XIV. 

Ver.  473.     The  canal  of  Languedoc. 

Ver.  475,  St  477.  The  hofpituls  for  foundlings 
and  invalids. 

Ver.  49<}.  The  academies  of  Sciences,  of  the 
Belles  Lettres,  and  of  Painting. 

Ver.  503.     Engraving. 

Ver.  518.     The  tapeltry  of  the  Gobelins. 

Ver.  66^.     An  hofpital  for  foundlings. 

Ver.  6S0.  A  creature  which,  of  all  brutes, 
molt  refemblcs  man. — See  Dr.  Tyfon's  treatife  oji 
this  animal. 

Ver,  6p9.     Okely  woods,  near  Cirencefter. 


E  L  E  G I  E  S,  S  O  N  G  S,  e^'c. 


ELEGY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HIS  MOTHER. 

From  a  MS.  in  the  collciiion  of  the  Earl  of 
Buchan. 

Ye  fabled  mufes,  I  your  aid  difchim. 
Your  airy  raptures,  and  your  fancied  flame  : 
True  genuine  woe  my  throbbing  bread  infpires. 
Love  prompts  my  lays,  and  filial  duty  fires ; 
The  foul  rprings  inltant  at  the  warm  defign. 
And  the  heart  dictates  every  flowing  line. 
See  :  wh?re  the  kindeft,  beft  of  mothers  lies. 
And  depth  has  fhut  her  ever-weeping  eyes  ; 
Has  lodg'd  at  lafl:  peace  in  her  weary  breaft, 
And  luli'd  her  many  piercing  cares  to  reft. 
No  more  the  orphan  train  around  her  Hands, 
V>  hile  her  full  heart  upbraids  her  needy  hands ! 
Ko  more  the  widow's  lonely  fate  flic  ftels, 
The  fliock  fevcre  that  modell  want  conceals, 
Th'  opprcflbr's  fcourge,the  fcorn  of  wealthy  pride. 
And  poverty's  unnumber'd  ills  belide. 
For  fee  !  attended  by  th'  angelic  throng. 
Through  yonder  worlds  ofl'ght  flie  glides  along. 
And  claims  the  well  earn'd  raptures  of  the  Iky. — 
Yet  fend  concern  recalls  the  mother's  eye  ; 
She  fecks  the  hclplefs  orphans  left  behind  ; 
So  hardly  left  1  fo  bitterly  refign'd  ! 
Still,  ftill  !  is  fhe  my  fours  divineft  theme, 
'J  he  waking  vifion,  and  the  wailing  dream  : 
Amid  the  ruddy  fun's  cnliv'ning  blaze 
O'er  my  dark  eyes  her  dewy  image  plays. 
And  in  the  dread  dominion  of  the  night 
Shines  out  again  the  fadly  pleaCng  flght. 
Triumphant  virtue  all  around  her  darts. 
And  niore  than  volumes  tv'ry  look  ioiparts— 


Looks,  foft,  yet  awful,  melting,  yet  ferene, 
Where  both  the  mother  and  the  faint  are  feen. 
But  ah  !  that  night — that  torturing nighr  remains; 
May  darknefs  dye  it  with  its  deepelt  (lains, 
May  joy  on  it  forfake  her  lofy  bow'rs. 
And  fcreaming  forrow  blaft  its  baletul  hours, 
When  on  the  margin  of  the  briny  flood  * 
Chill'd  with  a  lad  prefaging  damp  I  fcood. 
Took  the  lait  look,  ne'er  to  behold  her  more. 
And  mix'd  oui  murmurs  with  the  wavy  roar, 
Heard  the  lad  words  fall  from  her  pious  tongue, 
Then,  wild  into  the  bulging  vefTel  flung. 
Which  foon,  too  focn  convey 'd  me  from  her  fight, 
Dearer  than  life,  and  liberty  and  light  ! 
Why  was  I  then,  ye  powers,  referv'd  for  this? 
Nor  funk  that  moment  in  the  vaft  abyfs  ? 
Dcvour'd  at  once  by  the  relentlefs  wave. 
And  whelm'd  for  ever  in  a  watery  grave  ?  — 
Down,  ye  wild  wifiies  of  unruly  woe  ! — 
I  fee  her  with  immortal  beauty  glow, 
The  early  wrinkle  care-contradted  gone, 
H'.r  tears  all  wip'd,  zvA  all  her  forrows  flown  ; 
Th'  exalting  voice  of  Heav'n  I  hear  her  breathe, 
To  foothe  her  foul  in  agonies  of  death. 
I  fee  her  through  the  manfions  bleft  above. 
And  now  flie  meets  her  dear  expelling  love. 
Heart-cheering  fight  !  but  yet,  alas  !  o'erfpread 
By  the  damp  gloom  of  grief's  uncheerful  fliade. 
Come  then  of  reafon  the  reflecfling  hour, 
And  let  me  truft  the  kind  o'er-ruling  power, 


*  Oil  thcfjore  of  Lciik,  ivben  he  emhariedfor 
London. 


ELEGIES,     SONGS,    &c. 
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Who  from  the  riglit  commands  the  fhining  day, 
The  poor  man's  portion,  and  the  orphan's  ftay  ! 

ELEGY  ON  THE  CEATH  OF  MR.  AIKMAN 
THE  PAINTER  *. 

From   a   MS.  in   the  collefi^o?i   of  the  Earl  of 

Buchan. 
Oh  could  I  draw,  my  friend,  thy  genuine  mindj 
Juft,  as  the  living  form's  by  thee  defign'd, 
Of  Raphael's  figures  none  fliould  fairer  fhine, 
Nor  Titian's  colours  longer  laft  than  mine. 
A  mind  in  wifdom  oLl,  in  lenience  young. 
From  fervant  truth  where  every  virtue  fprung  ; 
Where  all  was  real,  modelt,  plain,  fincere  ; 
Worth  above  fliow,  and  goodnefs  unfe^ere  : 
View'd  round  and  round,  as  lu^id  diamonds  throw 
Still  as  you  turn  them  a  revolving  glow  : 
So  did  his  mind  reflecfl  with  fecret  ray. 
In  various  virtues,  heav'n's  internal  day. 
Whether  in  high  difcourfe  it  foar'd  fublime. 
And  fprung  impatient  o'er  the  bounds  of  time, 
Or  wand'ring  nature  through  with  raptur'd  eye, 
Ador'd  the  hand  that  turn'd  yon  azure  Iky  : 
Whether  to  focial  life  he  bent  his  tiiought, 
And  the  right  poife  of  mingling  paiiions  fought. 
Gay  converfe  blefs'd  ;  or  in  the  thoug'ntful  grove 
Bid  the  heart  open  every  fource  of  love. 
New  varying  lights  flillfet  before  your  eyes 
The  jufl-,  the  good,  the  focial,  or  the  wife. 
For  fuch  a  death  wlio  can,  wlio  would,  refufe 
Tl^^  friend  a  tear,  a  verfe  the  mournfnl  mufe  ? 
Yet  pay  we  jnft  acknowledgment  to  Heaven, 
Though  fnatch'd  fo  foon,  that  Aikma-n  e'er  was 

given. 
A  friend,  ivhen  dead,  is  hut  reino'b'  d  fr07n  fight. 
Hid,  in  the  lufire  of  eter?;jl  light  : 
Oft  ivith  the  mind  he  -luofitcd  converfe  keeps 
hi  the  lone  ivalk,  or  <ivhen  the  iodyfleeps 
'Lets  in  a  nvand'riiig  ray,  and  all  elate 
Wings  and  attroBs  her  to  another  flate  \  ; 
And  ivhen  the  parting  florins  of  life  are  o'er, 
Alay  yet  rejoin  him  on  a  happier  Jhore. 
As  thofe  we  love  det:.y,  we  die  in  part. 
String  after  ftring  is  fever'd  from  the  heart ; 
Till  loofen'd  life  at  laft — but  breathing  clay, 
Without  one  pang,  is  glad  to  fall  away. 
Unhappy  he  who  lateft  feels  the  blow, 
Whoie  eyes  have  wept  o'er  ev'ry  fiiend  laid  low, 
Dragg'd  ling'ring  on  from  partial  death  to  death. 
And  dying,  all  he  can  relign  is  breath. 

SONG. 

WRITTEN  IN    HIS   EARLY   YEARS,  AND  AFTER- 
WARDS  SHAPED  FOR  HIS  AMANDA. 

From  a  MS.  in  the  colle£lio?i   of  the    Earl  of 

Buchan. 
For  ever.  Fortune,  wilt  thou  prove 
Aa  unrelenting  foe  to  love  ; 


•  JSXr-  Alkman  died  at  London,  on  the  "jth  tf 
June,  0.  S.  1"];^  J,  from  iL'hence  his  remai?is  ivcre 
fenl  to  Scotland,  and  interred  in  the  Gray -Friars 
church-yard,  chfe  by  thafe  of  bis  only  Jim,  'who 
had  been  buried  only  a  fevj  months  before. 

f  This  and  the  three  preceding  lines,  are  fiot 
in,  the  MS.  of  Mrs.  Forbes  Aihnan. 
Vol.  IX. 


And  when  we  meet  a  mutual  heart, 
Come  in  between  and  bid  us  part ; 
Eid  us  figh  on  from  day  to  day. 
And  wifli  and  wifli  the  foul  away ; 
Till  youth  and  genial  years  are  flown; 
And  all  the  life  of  life  is  gone? 
But  bufy  bufy  ftill  art  thou. 
To  bind  the  lovelefs  joyleu  vow. 
The  heart  from  plcafiire  to  delude. 
And  join  the  gentle  to  the  rude  *  ; 
For  pomp,  and  noife,  and  fenfelef';  ftiow, 
To  make  us  nature's  joys  forego. 
Beneath  a  gay  dominion  groan^ 
And  put  the  golden  fetter  on  ; 

TO  DR.  DELACOUR,  IN  IRELAND. 

On  his  profpeSl  of  poetry. 

Hail  gently-warbling  Delacour,  whofe  fame, 

Spurning  Hibernia's  folitary  coalt, 

Where  fmall  rewards  attend  the  tuneful  thron^j 

Pervades  Britannia's  well-difceruing  ille  : 

In  fpite  of  all  the  gioomy-minded  tube 

That  would  eclipfe  thy  fame,  fiill  lliall  the  mnfe, 

High  fdaring  o'er  the  tall  ParnalTun  mount 

With  fpreading  pinions — fing  rliy  wondrous praifej 

In  Itramsattnn 'd  to  the  leraphic  lyre. 

Sing  unnppaU."d,  though  miglity  be  tlic  theme  ! 

O  !  could  Ihe  in  tliy  own  harmonious  Itrain, 

Where  fofteft  numbers  fmoothly  flowing  gl.de 

In  trickling  cader.ce  ;  where  the  milky  maze 

Devolve;  in  filencc;  by  the  harflier  found 

Of  hoarf^r  ptriods  f.:ill  unruffled,  could 

Her  lines  but  like  thine  own  Euphrates  flow-— 

Tben  might  fiic  iing  in  numbers  worthy  thee. 

But  wli.it  can  language  do,  when  fancy  tiiids 

Herfclf  unequal  to  the  lovely  t.ifk  ? 

Can  feeble  words  tliy  vivid  colours  paint, 

Or  lliow  the  fweets  which  incshaiiftive  flow? 

H?arken  ye  woods,  and  long-refour;dii:g  groves; 

Lillen  ye  Areams,  loft  purling  thro'  ti-.e  meads. 

And  h)  mning  Iiorrid,  all  ye  tempefts  mar. 

Awake,  ye  woodlands  !  firg,  ye  warbling  larks, 

In  wildly  lufcious  notes !  Bur  moft  of  all. 

Attend,  ye  giatefal  fair,  attend  the  youth' 

VVho  fvvectly  fings  of  nature  and  of  you: 

From  you  alone  his  confcious  breaft  (^xpetHs 

Its  foft  rewards,  by  fordid  love  of  gain 

Unbiafs'd,  undebas'd  ;  to  meaner  inmds 

Belong  fuch  narrow  views ;  iiis  nobler  foulj 

Tranfportcd  with  a  gen'rous  thirft  of  tauic. 

Sublimely  rifes  with  expanded  wings. 

And  through  the  lucid  empyrean  fiiars. 

So  the  young  eagle  \viugs  its  rapid  way       [aloft, 

Through  heaven's  broad  azure  ;  fumetimesfpringS 

Now  drops,  now  cleaves  with  even-waving  wings 

The  yielding  air,  nor  feas  nor  mountains  flop 

Its  fligiit  impetuous,  gazing  at  the  fun 

With  irretorted  eye,  whilil  he  pervades 


*  For  once,  0  Fortune  1  hear  my  prayer^ 
And  1  alfolfe  thy  future  care  : 
All  other  llejfings  1  refign. 
Make  hut  the  dear  Atnanda  mine  '■ 

The   'iriginal  of  this  alfo,  as  prepared  for  his 
n-ijirtjs,  is  in  Lord  B/  c'.nn's  po/ftj/luu. 
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A  tracklefs  void,  and  unexplor'd  before. 
Long  had  the  curious  traveller  (trove  to  find 
The  ruins  of  afpiring  Babylon — 
In  vain — for  nousjht  the  niceft  eye  could  trace 
Save  one  wide,  wat'ry,  undiftinguifh'd  wafte  : 
But  you  with  more  than  magic  art  have  rais'd 
Semiramis's  city  from  its  grave; 
You  have  reversed  the  fcripture  curfe,  which  faid, 
Dragons  (hall  here  inhabit;  in  your  page  ' 
We  view  the  rifing  fpires ;  the  hurried  eye 
Diftratfled  wanders  through  the  verdant  maze ; 
In  middle  air  the  pendant  gardens  hang. 
Tremendous  ceiling  ! — whilft  no  folar  beam 
Falls     on   the   lengthen'd   gloom   beneath ;    the 
Proje<fl  above  a  fteep-alluring  (hade  ;  [woods 

The  finiflj'd  garden  opens  to  the  view 
Wide-ftretching  vjftas,  while  the  whifpefing  wind 
Dimples  along  the  breezy-ruffled  lake. 
Now  every  tree  irregular,  and  bufts 
Are  prodigal  of  harmony  :   the  birds 
Frequent  th'  aerial  wood,  and  nature  blufhes, 
A(ham'd  to  find  herfelf  outdone  by  art : 
Thefe  and  a  thoufand  beauties  could  1  fing, 
Colledling  like  the  ever-toiling  bee 
From  yonder  mingled  wildernefs  of  flow'rs 
The  aromatic  fweets ;  while  you,  great  youth  ! 
G'er  thy  decaying  country  chief  prefide  ; 
Be  thou  her  genius  callM,  infpire  her  youth 
With  noble  emulation  to  arrive 
At  Helicon's  fair  font,  which  few,  alas ! 
Save  you,  have  tafted  of  Hibernian  youth. 
Thy  country,  tho'  corrupted,  brought  thee  forth, 
And  deem'd  her  greateli  ornament ;  and  now 
Regards  thee  as  her  brighteft  northern  ftar. 
Long  may  you  reign  as  fuch  ;  and  (hauld  grim 

time. 
With  iron  teeth,  deprive  m  of  our  Pope, 
Then  we'll  tranfplant  thy  blooming  laurels  fre(h 
From  your  bleak  Ihore  to  Albion's  happier  coaft. 

SON    G. 

O  THOU,  whofe  tender  ferious  eyes 
E:fpre(rive  fpeak  the  mind  I  love ; 
The  gentle  azure  of  the  (kies, 
The  pen  five  fhadows  of  the  grove  : 

O  mix  their  beauteous  beams  with  mine,- 
And  l*t  us  interchange  our  hearts; 
Let  all  their  fweetnefs  on  me  fiiine, 
Pour'd  through  my  foul  be  all  their  darts. 

Ah  !  'tis  too  much  1  I  cannot  bear 
At  once  fo  foft,  fo  keen,  a  ray  : 
In  pity,  then,  my  lovely  fair, 
O  turntliefe  killing  eyes  away  I 

But  what  aTails  it  to  conceal 

One  charm,  where  nought  but  charms  we  fee? 

Their  luftre  then  again  reveal. 

And  let  me,  Myra,  die  of  thee. 

VERSES  ADDRESSED  TO  MISS  YOUNG, 

Ah  urge  too  late  !  from  beauty's  bondage  free, 
Why  did  I  trull  my  liberty  with  thee  ? 
And  thou,  why  didft  thou,  with  inhuman  art, 
If  not  refolv'd  to  take,  feduce  my  heart  ? 
Yes,  yes,  you  faid  (for  lovers  eyes  fpeak  rrue)  ; 
You  muft  have  leen  how  fall  my  paffion  grew  ; 
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And  when  your  glances  chanc'd  on  ttte  to  ffiiuei' 
How  my  fond  foul  ecftatic  fprung  to  thine  ! 

But  mark  me,  fair-one,  what  I  now  declare 
Thy  deep  attention  claims,  and  ferious  care  f 
It  is  no  common  paffion  fires  my  brea(t, 
I  muft  be  wretched,  or  1  muit  be  bleft  ! 
My  woes  all  other  remedy  deny; 
Or,  pitying,  give  me  hope,  or  bid  me  die  ! 

A       POEM, 

SACKED  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  SIR  ISAAC  NEWTOJf* 

hifcrihed  to  the  Right  Hon.  Sir  Robert  Walpole. 

Shall  the  great  foul  of  Newton  quit  this  earth. 

To  mingle  with  his  ftars ;  and  every  mule, 

Aftonifli'd  into  fiience,  fliun  the  weight 

Of  honours  due  to  his  illudrious  name  ? 

But  what  can  man  ?  Ev'n  now  the  fons  of  light, 

In  (trains  high  warbled  to  feraphic  lyre, 

Hail  his  arrival  on  the  coalt  of  blifs. 

Yet  a;n  I  not  deterr'd.  though  high  the  theme,- 

And  fung  to  harps  of  angels,  for  with  you. 

Ethereal  dames  !   ambitious,  I  afpire. 

In  nature's  general  fymphony  to  join. 

And  what  new  wonderscan  you  (how  yourgueft! 
Who,  while  on  this  dim  (pot,  where  mortals  toil 
Clouded  in  duft,  from  motions  fimple  laws, 
Could  trace  the  fecret  hand  of  Providence, 
Wide-working  through  this  univerfal  frame. 

Have  ye  not  liften'd  while  he  bound  the  funs. 
And  planets,  to  their  fpheres  !  th'  unequal  tafli 
Of  human-kind  till  then.     Oft  had  they  roU'd 
O'er  erring  man  the  year,  and  oft  difgrac'd 
The  pride  of  fchools,  becaufe  their  courfe   was 
Full  in  its  caufes  and  effects  to  him,  [known 

All  piercing  fage  !  Who  fat  not  down  anddream'd 
Romantic  fchemes,  defended  by  the  din 
Of  fppcious  words,  and  tyranny  of  names  ; 
But,  bidding  his  amazing  mind  attend. 
And  with  heroic  patience  years  on  years 
Deepfearching,  faw  at  lalt  the  fyftem  dawn, 
And  fliine,  of  all  his  race,  on  him  alone. 

What  were  his  raptures  I  '.n  !   how  pure  !  how 
(Irong  ! 
And  what  the  triumphs  of  old  Greece  and  Rome^ 
By  hisdiminifli'd,  but  the  pride  of  boys 
In  fome  fmall  fray  vicftorious !  when  inftead 
Of  fliatter'd  paicels  of  this  earth  ufurp'd  " 
By  voilence  unmanly,  and  fore  deeds 
Of  cruelty  and  blood.  Nature  herfelf 
Stood  all  fubdued  by  him,  aad  open  laid 
Her  every  latent  glory  to  his  view. 

All  intelleiftual  eye,  our  folar  round 
Firlt  gazing  through,  he  by  the  blendid  power 
Oi gravitation  and  projeflion  faw 
The  whole  in  filent  harmony  revolve'. 
From  unafllfted  vifion  hid,  the  moons 
To  cheer  remoter  planets  numerous  form'd. 
By  him  in  all  their  mingled  tra<fts  were  feen. 
He  alio  fix'd  our  wandering  queen  of  night, 
Whether  flie  wanes  into  a  fcanty  orb. 
Or,  waxing  broad,  with  her  pale  (hadowy  light,    . 
In  a  foft  deluge  overflows  the  (ky. 
Her  every  motion  clear-discerning,  he 
AdjuCed  to  the  mutual  main,  and  taught 
Why  now  the  mighty  mafs  of  water  fwells 
RefUtlefs,  heaving  on  the  broken  rocks,-  v 
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And  the  full  river  turning  :  till  again 
The  tide  revertive,  unattraiTted,  leaves 
A  yellow  wafte  of  idle  fands  behind. 

Then  breaking  hence,  he  took  his  ardent  flight 
Through  the  blue  infinite  ;  and  every  ftar. 
Which  the  clear  concave  of  a  winter's  night 
Pours  on  the  eye,  or  aftronomic  tube, 
Far-ftretching,  fnatches  from  the  dark  abyfs  ; 
Or  fuch  as  farther  in  fucceflive  (kies 
To  fancy  fhine  alone,  at  his  approach 
BlazM  into  funs,  the  living  centre  each 
Of  an  harmonious  fyftem  :  all  combin'd, 
And  rul'd  unerring  by  that  fingle  power. 
Which  draws  the  (lone  projedled  to  the  ground. 

O,  unprofufe  magnificence  divine  ! 
O,  wifdom  truly  perfedl !  thus  to  call 
From  a  few  caufes  fuch  a  fcherae  of  things, 
Effedls  fo  various,  beautiful,  and  great, 
An  univerfe  complete  !  And,  O  belov'd 
Of  Heaven  !  whofe  well-purg'd  penetrative  eye, 
The  myftic  veil  tranfpiercing,  inly  fcann'd 
The  rifing,  moving,  wide-eftablifh'd  frame. 

He,  firft  of  men,  with  awful  wing  purfued 
The  comet  through  the  long  elliptic  curve. 
As  round  innumerous  worlds  he  wound  his  way  • 
Till,  to  the  forehead  of  our  evening  Iky 
Return'd,  the  blazing  wonder  glares  anew, 
And  o'er  the  trembling  nations  (hakes  difmay. 

The  heavens  are  all  his  own ;  from   the   wild 
Of  whirling  'vortices,  and  c'lTclin^/pheres,     (rule 
To  their  firll  great  fimplicity  reftor'd. 
The  fchools  aftonifli'd  flood  ;  but  found  it  vain 
To  combat  ftill  with  demonftration  ftrong, 
And,  uriawaken'd  dream  beneath  the  blaze 
Of  truth.     At  once  their  pleafing  vifionsfled, 
"With  the  gay  fhadows  of  the  morning  mix'd. 
When  Newton  rofe,'  our  philofophic  fun. 

Th'  aerial  flow  of  found  was  Aown  to  him, 
From  whence  it  firft  in  wavy  circles  breaks,  . 
Till  the  touch'd  organ  takes  the  meffage  in. 
Nor  could  the  darting  beam  of  fpeed  immenfe, 
Efcape  his  fwift  purfuit,  and  meafuring  eye. 
Ev'n  light  itfelf,  which  every  thing  difplays. 
Shone  undifcover'd,  till  his  brighter  mind 
Untwifted  all  the  fhining  robe  of  day  ; 
And,  from  the  whitening  undiftinguifh'd  blaze, 
CoUedling  every  ray  into  his  kind, 
To  the  charm'd  eye  educ'd  the  gorgeous  train 
Of  parent-colours.     Firft  the  flaming  red 
Sprung  vivid  forth  ;  the  tav/ny  orange  next; 
And  next  delicious  yellow ;  by  whofe  fide 
Fell  the  kind  beams  of  all-refrefliing  green. 
Then  the  pure  blue,  that  fwells  autumnal  Ikies, 
Ethereal  play'd  ;  and  then,  of  fadder  hue, 
Emerg'd  the  deepen'd  indico,  as  when 
The  heavy-fliirted  evening  droops  with  froft. 
While  the  laft  gleaitaings'  of  refra<fled  light 
Dy'd  in  the  fainting  violet  away. 
Thefe,  when  the  clouds  diftil  the  rofy  fliower, 
Shine  out  diftindl  adown  the  watery  bow  ; 
While  o'er  our  heads  the  dewy  vifion  bends 
Delightful,  melting  on  the  fields  beneath. 
Myriads  of  mingling  dyes  from  thefe  refult. 
And  myriads  ftill  remain  ;  infinite  fource 
Of  beauty,  ever-blufhing,  ever-new  ! 

Did  ever  poet  image  aught  fo  fair,         [brook  ! 
Drsaojing  ia.  whifpering  groVes,  by  the  hoarfe 


Or  prophet,  to  whofe  rapture  heaven  defcemls ! 
Ev'n  now  the  fetting  fun  and  faifting  clouds. 
Seen,  Greenwich,  from  thy  lovely  heights,  declare 
How:  juft,  how  beauteous,  the  refraHrje  Iniv. 

The  noifelefs  tide  of  time,  all  bejiring  down 
To  vaft  eternity's  unbounded  fea. 
Where  the  green  iflands  of  the  happy  fhine,    ■ 
He  fT:emm'd  alone  ;   and  to  the  fource  (involv'd 
Deep  in  primeval  gloom)  afcending,  rais'd 
His  lights  at  equal  diftances,  to  guide 
Hiftorian,  wilder'd  on  his  darkfoine  way. 

Eut  wlio  can  number  up  his  labours  ?  who 
His  high  difcoveries  fing  ?   when  but  a  few 
Of  the  deep-ftudying  race  can  ftretch  their  minds 
To  what  he  knew  :   in  fancy's  lighter  thought. 
How  fliall  the  mufe  then  grafp  the  mighty  theme  ? 

What  wonder  thence  that  his  devoiion  Aveird 
Refponfive  to  his  knowledge  I   For  could  he, 
Whofe  piercing  mental  eye  diffufive  fav/ 
The  finlfh'd  univerfity  of  things. 
In  all  its  order,  magnitude,  and  parts. 
Forbear  inceifant  tc  adore  that  power 
Who  fills,  fuftains,  and  actuates  the  whol^i? 

Say,  ye  who  beft  can  tell,  ye  happy  few, 
Who  faw  him  in  the  fufteft  lights  of  life. 
All  unwithheld,  indulging  to  his  friends 
The  vaft  unborrow'd  treaUiresof  his  mind,  , 
Oh,  fpeak  the  wondrous  man  1  how  mild,howcaIm, 
How  greatly  humble,  how  divinely  good  ; 
How  firm  eftaliili'd  on  eternal  truth  ; 
Fervant  in  doing  well,  with  every  nerve 
Still  preffing  on,  forgetful  of  the  paft, 
And  panting  for  perfedlion:  far  above 
Thofe  little  cares,  and  vifionaryjoys. 
That  fo  perplex  the  fond  irapaffion'd  heart 
Of  ever-cheated,  ever-trufting  man. 
And  you,  ye  hopelefs  gloomy-minded  tribe. 
You  who  unconfcious  of  thofe  nobler  flights 
That  reach  impatient  at  immortal  life, 
Againft  the  prime  endearing  privilege 
Of  being  dare  contend,  fay,  can  a  foul 
Of  fuch  extenfive,  deep,  tremendous  powers, 
Enlarging  ftill,  be  but  a  finer  breath 
Of  fpirits  dancing  through  their  tubes  awhile, 
And  then  for  ever  toft  in  vacant  air  ? 

But,  hark  I  methinks  I  hear  a  warning  voice. 
Solemn  as  when  fome  awful  change  is  come, 

Sound  through  the  world — "J/V  done— The  mea- 
/lire's  full  ; 
And  I  rejign  my  charge. — Ye  mouldering  ftones, 
That  build  the  towering  pyramid,  the  proud 
Triumphal  arch,  the  monument  efFac'd 
By  ruthlefs  ruin,  and  whate'er  fupports 
The  wCrfhip  name  of  hoar  antiquity, 
Down  to  the  duft  !  what  grandeur  can  ye  boaft 
V/hile  Newton  lifts  his  column  to  the  ikies, 
Beyond  the  wafte  of  time.     Let  no  weak  drop 
Be  (hed  for  him.     The  virgin  in  her  bloom 
Cut  off,  the  joyous  youth,  and  darling  child, 
Thefe  are  the  tombs  that  claim  the  tender  tear. 
And  elegiac  fong.     But  Newton  calls 
For  other  notes  of  gratulation  high, 
That  now  he  wanders  through  tiiofe  ehdlefs  worlds 
He  herefo  well  defcried,  and  wondering  talks. 
And  hymns  their  Author  with  his  glad  compeers^- 

O,  Britain's  boaft  whether  with  angeh  tho«t 
Sitteft  in  dt?a.d  dif:0<.'.rfe,  cr  fellovv-bleft-, 
S  ij 
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Who  joy  to  fes  th.e  hon-iiir  of  thf  ir  kind  ; 
Ox  whe'.her,  moun'ed  on  clieruLic  wing, 
Thy  Uvilt  career  is  with  the  whirling  orbs, 
Comparing  thirds  with  things,  in  rapture  loft, 
And  ;iratctui  adoration,  for  that  light 
So  [ilcnteous  ray'd  into  thy  mind  below, 
From  licrht  himfelf;  oh,  look  with  pity  down 
On  hurr.aR-kind,  a  frail  erroneous  race  ! 
Exalt  tiif  fpirit  of  a  downward  world! 
O'er  thy  dejecled  country  chief  prefide, 
And  be  her  Genius  cc:i!'d  !  her  lludies  raife, 
Corredl  her  manners,  and  infpire  her  youth. 
Tor,  though  deprav'J  and  funk,  flie  brought  thee 

forth. 
And  f;]orics  in  thy  name  :  flie  points  thee  out 
To  all  her  fons,  and  bids  them  eye  thy  ftar  : 
'vA  hile,  in  expeOlance  of  the  fecond  life, 
WHien  time  fiiall  be  no  more,  thy  facred  duft 
Sleeps  with  her  kings,  and  dignifies  the  fcene. 

A       POEM, 

''  To  the  memory  of  the  Right  Hon.  Lord  Talbot, 

Lord  Chancellor  of  Gi  eat  Britain.     AddreJ/ed 

to  hisfon. 
Vv'rile,  wiili  the  public,  you,  my  Lord,  lament 
A  friend  and  father  lofl ;   permit  the  mufe, 
Tiie  m-.'fe  afTi^n'd  of  old  a  double  theme. 
To  praife  dead  worth,  and  humble  living  pride, 
Whofe  generous  talk  begins  where  interelt  ends, 
Permit  her  on  a  Talbot's  tomb  to  lay 
This  cordial  verfe  fincere,  by  truth  infpir'd, 
Which  means  not  to  bcfiow,  but  borrow  farr.e. 
Yes,  flie  may  (ing  hismatchlefs  virtues  r.ow — 
Unhappy  that  flic  may— But  where  begin  ? 
Kt".v  from  the  dinn.ond  fmgle  out  eaclj  ray. 
Where  all,  thougli  trembling  with  ten  thoufand 
tiTufe  one  dazzling  undivided  light  ?  [hues, 

Let  the  low-minded  of  thefe  narrow  days 
No  mere  prefume  to  deem  the  lofty  tale 
or  ancient  tines,  in  pity  to  their  own, 
Romance.     In  Tulbot  we  united  faw 
The  piercing  eye.  tiie  quick  enlighten'd  foul, 
Tl;e  graceful  eafe,  the  flowing  tongue  of  Greece, 
jo'n'd  to  the  virtues  and  the  force  o;'Rome. 

Eternal  Wifdom,  that  all-quickening  fun, 
Wacnce  every  life,  in  ju(t  proportion,  draws 
D'^reclincr  light  and  aftuating  flame. 
Ne'er  w-th  a  larger  portion  of  its  beams 
Awaken'd  mo-tal  clay.     Kence  Seady,  calm, 
J>;fiufive,  deep,  and  clear,  his  reafon  law. 
With  inltanlancous  vi^w,  the  truth  of  things; 
Ciilefwliat  to  human  life  and  human  biifs 
J'ei  tains,  that  noble  ft  fcicnce,  fit  for  man  :    . 
And  hence,  refponfive  to  his  knowledge,  glow'd 
His  ardent  virtue.     Ignorance  and  T;ce, 
In  confortfoul  agree  ;  each  heightening  each  ; 
\VhiIe  v.rtuc  draws  from  knowledge brigliter  fire. 

Wlat  grand,  v.  imt  comely, or  Vv  hat  tender  lenfc, 
What  tUen.r,  or  what  virtue,  was  not  his; 
V/l-.at  that  can  render  man  or  great,  or  good. 
Give  u  ef;!!  v>  r.ri}i.  or  amiable  grace  ? 
Kor  could  he  brook  in  fludious  fl)adc  to  lie. 
In  foft  retirement,  indoler.tiv  pleaf'tT 
^\''       f  it"f1i  pture.     The  fyrsnof  the  wiff>< 
(^  ho  flcals  th'  Aoaian  fong,  and,  in  the  fliape 
v^i  v.i.uc,  wu'jti  ihe;ii  ir-jiu  a  ■vvorjue.s  world) 


Though  deep  he  felt  her  charms,  could  never  melt 
His  fl;rennous  fpirit,  recolledled,  calm, 
As  filent  night,  yet  acflive  as  the  day. 
The  more  the  bold,  the  buftling,  and  the  bad, 
Prefs  to  ufurp  the  reins  of  power,  the  more 
Behoves  it  virtue,  with  indignant  zeal, 
To  check  their  combination.     Shall  low  views 
Of  fneaking  intereft  or  luxurious  vice, 
TK."  villain's  pafllons,  quicken  more  to  toil, 
And  dart  a  liveher  vigour  through  the  foul,    x 
Than  thcfe  that,  mingled  with  our  trueft  good, 
With  prefent  honour  and  immortal  fame. 
Involve  the  good  of  all  ?  An  empty  form 
Is  the  v/cak  virtue,  that  amid  the  fliade 
Lamenting  lies,  with  future  fchemes  amus'd, 
While  wickednefs  and  Mly,  kindred ponvers, 
Confound  the  world.     A  Talbot's,  different  far, 
Sprung  ardent  into  acflion  :  aAion,  that  difdain'd 
To  lofe  in  deathlike  fioth  one  pulfe  of  life. 
That  might  h?  f '.v'd  ;  difdain'd  for  coward  eaftff 
And  her  inf.pid  pleafures,  to  refign 
The  prize  of  glory,  the  keen  fweets  of  toil. 
And  thofe  high  joys  that  teach  the  truly  grett 
To  live  for  others,  and  for  others  die. 

Early,  behold  I  he  breaks  benign  on  life. 
Not  breathing  more  beneficence,  the  fpring 
Leads'in  her  fwelling  train  the  gentle  airs. 
While  gay,  behind  her,  fmiles  the  kindling  wafte 
Of  ruvTian  florms  and  winter's  lawlefs  rage. 
In  him  Afl;rea,  to  this  dim  abode 
Of  ever-wandering  men,  returned  again  : 
To  hlefs  them  his  delight,  to  bring  them  back. 
From  thorny  error,  from  unjoyous  wrong, 
Into  the  paths  of  kind  primeval  faith, 
Of  happinefs  and  jutlice.     All  his  parts, 
His  virtues  all,  coilecfled,  fought  the  good 
Of  human-kind.     For  f/v;f  he,  fervent,  felt 
The  throb  of  patriots,  when  they  model  flates  » 
Anrdous  for  that,  nor  needful  fleep  could  hold 
His  flill-awakcn'd  foul ;  nor  friendb  had  charm* 
To  fteal,  with  pleafing  guile,  one  ufeful  hour ; 
Toil  knew  no  languor,  no  attraction  joy. 
Thus  with  unwearied  fl:eps,  by  virtue  led. 
He  gain'd  the  fummit  of  that  facred  hill. 
Where,  rais'd  above  black  envy's  darkening  clouds 
Her  fpotlefs  temple  lifts  its  radiant  front. 
Be  nam'd,  vi(florious  ravagers,  no  more  ! 
Vanifli,  ye  human  comets  !  flirkik  your  blajc 
Ye  that  your  glory  to  your  terrors  owe. 
As,  o'er  the  gazing  defolated  earth. 
You  fcattcr'd  famine,  peftilence,  and  war; 
Vanifli  !  before  this  vernal  fun  of  fame  ; 
ElTiilgrnt  fweetncfs !  beaming  life  and  joy. 

How  the  heart  lillen'd  while  he, pleading  fpoke! 
While  on  th'  enlightcn'd  mind,  v/ith  winning  art. 
His  gentle  reafon  fo  perfuafive  flole. 
That  the  charm'd  hearer  thought  it  was  hisown.- 
Ah  !  when,  ye  fludinusof  the  laws,  again 
Shall  fuch  enchanting  leflbns  blefs  your  car? 
When  fl.iall  a;;ain  the  darkeft  truths,  perplext. 
Be  fet  in  ample  day  ?  when  fliall  the  harfli 
.An<l  arduous  op-n  into  fmiling  eafe  ? 
Thr  folid  mis  with  elegant  delight  ? 
Ills  was  the  talent  with  the  purefl:  light 
At  once  to  pour  convidlion  on  the  foul, 
Aiid  v.-arm  with  lawful  flame  th'  impaflion'd  heart, 
That  dangerous  gift  with  him  was  fafely  lodg'd 
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Bj  heaven — He,  facred  to  his  country's  caufe. 
To  trampled  want  and  worth,  to  fuffering  right, 
To  the  lone  widow's  and  her  orphan's  woes, 
Referv'd  the  mighty  charm.     With  equal  brow, 
Defpifing  then  the  fmiles  or  frowns  of  power, 
He  all  that  nobleft  eloquence  efFus'd, 
With  generous  paffion, taught  by  reaf^n,  breathes 
Then  fpolie  the  man  :  and^over  barren  art, 
Prevail'd  abundant  nature.     Freedom  then 
His  client  was,  humanity  and  truth. 

Plac'd  on  the  feat  of  juftice,  there  he  reigii'd, 
In  a  fuperior  fphere  of  cloudlefs  day, 
A  pure  intelligence.     No  tumult  there, 
No  dark  emotion,  no  intemperate  heat 
No  paffion  e'er  difturb'd  the  clear  ferene 
That  round  him  fpread.     A  zeal  for  right  alone. 
The  love  of  juftice,  like  the  fteady  fun, 
Its  equal  airdour  lent ;  and  fometimes  rais'd 
Againft  the  fons  of  violence,  of  pride. 
And  bold  deceit,  his  indignation  gleam'd. 
Yet  ftill  by  fober  dignity  reftrain'd. 
As  intuition  quick,  he  fnatch'd  the  truth, 
Yet  with  progreffive  patience,  ftep  by  ftep. 
Self-diffident,  or  to  the  flower  kind. 
He  through  the  maze  of  falfehood  trac'd  it  on. 
Till,  at  the  laft,  evolv'd,  it  full  appear'd. 
And  ev'n  the  lofer  own'd  the  juft  decree. 

But  when,  in  fenates,  he,  to  freedom  firm, 
Enlighten'd  freedom,  plann'd  falubrious  laws. 
His  various  learning,  his  wide  knowledge,  then^ 
His  infight  deep  into  Britannia's  weal, 
Spontaneous  feem'd  from  fimple  fenfe  to  flow. 
And  the  plain  patriot  fmooth'd  the  brow  of  law. 
No  fpecious  fwell,  no  frothy  pomp  of  words. 
Fell  on  the  cheated  ear;  no  itudy'd  maze 
Of  declamation,  to  perplex  the  right. 
He  darkening  threw  around  :  fafe  in  itfelf, 
In  its  own  force,  all-powerful  reafon  fpoke  ; 
While  on  the  great,  the  ruling  point,  at  once. 
He  ftream'd  decifive  day,  and  fliow'd  it  vain 
To  lengthen  farther  out  the  clear  debate. 
Con vidtiort  breathes  convivflion  ;  to  the  heart, 
Pour'd  ardent  forth  in  eloquence  nnhid. 
The  heart  attends:   for  let  the  lienal  try 
Their  every  hardening  ftupifying  art, 
Truth  muft  prevail,  zeal  will  enkindle  zeal. 
And  nature,  Ikilful  touch'd,  is  honeft  ftili. 

Behold  him  in  the  councils  of  hij  prince. 
What  faithful  light  he  lends  1  How  rare,  in  courts, 
Such  wifdom  !  fuch  abilities '.  and,  join'd 
To  virtue  fo  determin'd,  public  zeal, 
And  honour  of  fuch  adamantine  proof, 
As  ev'n  corruption,  hopelefs,  and  o'eraw'd, 
Durft  not  have  tempted  .'  Yet  of  manners  mild, 
And  winning  every  heart,  he  knew  to  pleafe, 
Nobly  to  pleafe  ;  while  equally  he  fcorn'd 
Or  adulation  to  receive,  or  give. 
Happy  the  ftate,  where  wakes  a  ruling  eye 
Of  fuchinfpedlion  keen,  and  general  care  1 
Beneath  a  guard  fo  vigilant,  fo  pure, 
Toil  may  refign  his  carelefs  head  to  reft. 
And  ever -jealous  freedom  lleep  in  peace. 
Ah  1  loft  untimely  '.  loft  in  downward  days ! 
And  many  a  patriot  counfel  with  him  loft  I 
Counfels,  that  might  have  humbled  Britain's  foe, 
Her  native  foe,  fiom  eldeft  time  by  fate 
Appointed,  as  did  once  a  Talbot's  arms. 
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Let  learning,  arts,  let  univerfal  worth. 
Lament  a  patron  loft,  a  friend  and  judge. 
Unlike  the  fons  of  vanity,  that  veil'd 
Beneath  the  patron's  proftituted  name. 
Dare  farvifice  a  worthy  man  to  pride. 
And  fluili  confufion  o'er  an  honeft  cheek. 
When  he  conferr'd  a  grace,  it  feem'd  a  debt 
Which  he  to  merit,  to  the  public,  paid, 
And  to  the  great  all-bounteous  fource  of  good. 
His  fympathiling  heart  itfelf  receiv'd 
The  generous  obligation  he  beftow'd. 
This,  this  indred,  is  patroni.-^ing  worth. 
Their  kind  protc(5lor  him  the  IVIufes  own. 
But  fcorn  with  noble  pride  the  boaitcd  a.d 
Of  tartelefs  vanity's  infulting  hana. 
The    gracious   Itream,    that    cheers   the    htter'ii 

world, 
Is  not  the  noiiy  gift  of  fummer's  noon. 
Whole  fuddeii  current,  from  the  naked  root, 
Walh.es  the  little  foil  which  yet  remain'd. 
And  only  more  dejeds  the  blufhing  flowers : 
No,  'lis  the  foft-defcending  dews  at  eve, 
The  filent  treafures  of  the  vernal  year, 
Indul<ring  deep  their  ftores,  the  ftill  night  long; 
Till,  with  returning  morn,  the  frefheii'd  world, 
is  fragrance  all,  all  beauty,  joy,  and  fong. 

Still  let  me  view  him  m  the  pleafuig  light 
Of  private  life,  where  pomp  forgets  to  glare. 
And  where  the  plain  unguarded  foul  is  feen. 
There,  with  that  trueft  gieatnefs  he  appear'd. 
Which  thinks  not  ef  appearing  ;  kindly  veii'd 
In  the  foft  graces  of  the  friendly  fcene, 
Infpiring  focial  confidence  and  eafe. 
As  free  the  converfc  of  the  wife  and  good. 
As  joyous,  difentangling  every  power. 
And  breathing  mix'd  improvement  with  delight, 
As  when  amid  the  various  bloflom'd  fpring. 
Or  p-entle -beaming  autumn's  penfivc  ft)ade. 
The  philofophic  mind  with  nature  talks. 
Say  ye,  his  fens,  his  dear  remains,  with  whom 
The  father  laid  fuperiluous  ftate  afide. 
Yet  rais'd  your  filial  duty  thence  the  more. 
With  friendlhip  rais'd  it,  with  efteem,  with  love, 
Beyond  the  ties  of  blood,  oh  1  i'peak  the  joy, 
The  pure  ferene,  the  cheerful  wifdom  mild. 
The  virtuous  fpirit,  which  his  vacant  hours, 
In  feinblaiice  of  amulement,  through  the  breaft 
Infui'd.     And  thou,  O  *  Rundle  I  lend  thy  ftrain, 
Thou  darling  friend  '.  thou  brother  of  his  foul  1 
In  whom  the*  head  und  heart  their  ftores  unite  ; 
Wliatever  fancy  paints,  invention  pours. 
Judgment  digefts,  the  well-tun'd  bofom  feels. 
Truth  natural,  moral,  or  divine,  has  taught. 
The  Virtues  didate,  or  the  iWuies  ling. 
Lend  me  the  plaint,  which,  to  the  lonely  main, 
With  memory  converfing,  you  will  pour, 
As  on  the  pebbled  fliore  you,  penfive,  ftiray. 
Where  Derry's  mountains  a  bleak  crefcent  form. 
And  m.id  their  ample  round  receive  the  waves. 
That  from  the  frozen  pole,  refouuding,  ruih. 
Impetuous.  Though  from  native  fun-fliine  driveti. 
Driven  from  your  triends,  the  fun-Ihine  of  the  foul, 
By  fiar^Jerous  zeal,  and  politics  infirm. 
Jealous  of  worth  ;  yet  will  you  blefs  your  lot. 

*  Dr,  Rund'.f,  lale  Bij7:!Cp  of  Derry,  in  IfC' 
lapJ, 

S  i  j 


$ni  THE  WORKS    O 

Yet  vrillyou  triumph  in  your  glorious  fate, 
'Whence  Talbot's  friendfhip  glows  to  future  times, 
Intrepid,  warm  ;  of  kindred  tempers  born  ; 
Nurs'd,  by  experience,  into  flow  efteem. 
Calm  confidence  unbounded,  love  not  blind. 
And  the  fweet  light  from  mingled  minds  difclos'd, 
From  mingled  chemic  oils  as  burfts  the  fire. 

I  too  remember  well  that  cheerful  bowl, 
■WTiirh  round  his  table  flow'd.     The  ferious  there 
Mix'd  with   the  fportive,  with  the  learned  the 

plain; 
Mirth  foften'd  wifdom,  candour  temper'd  mirth  ; 
And  wit  its  honey  lent,  without  the  Iting. 
Not  fimple  nature's  unaffecfbed  fons, 
The  blameleis  Indians,  round  the  foreft-cheer. 
In  funny  lawn  or  fhady  covert  fet. 
Hold  more  unfpotted  converfe  :   nor,  of  old, 
Rome's  awful  confuls,  her  didlator-fwains. 
As  on  the  produft  of  their  Sabine  farms 
They  far'd,  with  ftricler  virtue  fed  the  foul: 
Nor  yet  in  Athens,  at  an  Attic  meal, 
"*^  here  Socrates  prefided,  fairer  truth, 
More  elegant  humanity,  more  grace, 
Wit  more  refin'd,  or  deeper  fcience  reignM. 

But  far  beyond  the  little  vulgar  bounds,  • 
Of  family,  or  friends,  or  native  land. 
By  juft  degrees,  and  with  proportion'd  flame, 
Extended  his  benevolence  :   a  friend 
To  human  kind,  to  parent  nature's  works. 
Of  free  accefs,  and  of  engaging  grace, 
Such  as  a  brother  to  a  brother  owes. 
He  kept  an  open  judging  ear  for  all. 
And  fprcad  an  open  countenarce,  where  fmil'd 
The  fair  effulgence  of  an  open  heart ; 
While  on  the  rich,  the  poor,  the  high,  the  low, 
With  equal  ray,  his  ready  goodnefs  fhone  : 
For  nothing  human  foreign  'was  to  him. 

Thus  to  a  dread  inheritance,  my  Lord, 
And  hard  to  be  fupported,  you  fucceed  : 
But;  kept  by  virtue,  as  by  virtue  gain'd. 
It  will,  through  lateft  time,  enrich  youjr  race, 
"When  grofler  wealth  fliall  moulder  into  dull. 
And  with  their  authors  in  oblivion  funk 
Vain  titles  lie,  the  fervile  badges  oft 
Of  mean  fubmiflion,  not  the  meed  of  worths 
True  genirine  honour  its  large  patent  holds 
Of  all  mankind,  through  every  land  and  age. 
Of  univerfal  reafon's  various  fons, 
And  ev'n  of  God  himfelf,  fole  pe.'fedl  judge  I 
Yet  know,  thefe  nobleft  honours  of  the  mind 
On  rigid  terms  defcend  :  the  high-plac'd  heir 
Scann'd  by  the  public  eye,  that,  with  keen  gaze, 
Malignant  feeks  our  faults,  cannot  through  life, 
Amid  the  namelefsinfedls  of  a  court, 
Unheeded  ileal :  but,  with  his  fire  compar'd. 
He  muft  be  glorious,  or  he  muft  be  fcqrn'd. 
This  truth  to  you,  who  merit  well  to  bear 
^  name  to  iiritons  dear,  th'  officious  Mufe 
May  fafely  fing,  and  fing  without  relerve. 

Vain  were  the  plaint,  and  ignorant  the  tear, 
.  That  (hould  a  Talbot  mourn,     Ourfelves.  indeed. 
Our  country  robb'd  of  her  delight  and  llrength; 
We  may  lament.     Yet  let  ns,  grateful,  j(,y. 
That  we  luch  virtues  knew,  fuch  virtues  felt. 
And  feel  them  (till,  teaching  our  views  to  rife 
Through  ever-brightening  fcenes  of  future  worlds. 
Be  dumb,  ye  worft  of  zealots !  ye  that,  proac 
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To  thoughtlefs  duft,  renounce  that  generous  hope. 
Whence  every  joy  below  its  fpirit  draws. 
And  every  pain  its  balm  :  a  Talbot's  light, 
A  Xalbot's  virtues,  claim  another  fource. 
Than  the  blind  maze  of  undefigning  blood  ; 
Nor,  when  that  vital  fountain  plays  no  more. 
Can  they  be  quench'd  amid  the  gelid  ftream. 

Methinks  I  fee  his  mounting  fpirit,  freed 
From  tangling  earth,  regain  the  realms  of  day. 
Its  native  country,  whence,  to  blefs  mankind, 
Eternal  goodnefs,  on  this  darkfome  fpot, 
Had  ray'd  it  down  a  while.     Behold  1   approv'd 
By  the  tremendous  judge  of  heaven  and  earth. 
And  to  th'  Almighty  Father's  prefence  join'd. 
He  takes  his  rank,  in  glory,  and  in  blifs. 
Amid  the  human  worthies.     Glad  around 
Crowd  his  compatriot  fhades,  and  point  him  out, 
With  joyful  pride,  Britannia's  blamelefs  boaft. 
Ah  !  who  is  he,  that  with  a  fonder  eye 
Meets  thine  enraptur'd  ? — 'Tis  the  beft  of  fons  ! 
The  beft  of  friends  !-i — Toofoon  is  realiz'd 
That  hope,  which  once  forbade  thy  tears  to  flow ! 
Mean  while  the  kindred  fouls  of  every  land, 
(Howe'er  divided  in  the  fretful  days 
Of  prejudice  and  error)  mingled  now, 
In  one  felecled  never-jarring  ftate. 
Where  God  himfelf  their  only  monarch  reigns. 
Partake  the  joy  ;  yet,  fuch  the  fenfe  that  ftill 
Remains  of  earthly  woes,  for  us  below, 
And  for  our  lofs,  they  drop  a  pitying  tear. 
But  ceafe  prefuroptuous  Mufe,  nor  vainly  drive 
To  quit  this  cloudy  fphere  that  binds  thee  down; 
'Tis  not  for  mortal  hand  to  trace  thefe  fcenes, 
Scenes,  that  our  grofs  ideas  grovelmg  caft 
Behind,  and  ftrike  our  boldelt  language  dumb. 

Forgive,  immortal  (hade  !  if  aught  from  earth. 
From  duft  low-warbled,  to  thofe  groves  can  rife. 
Where  flows  celeftial  harmony,  forgive 
This  fond  fuperfluous  verfe.  With  deep-felt  voice, 
On  every  heart  imprefs'd,  thy  deeds  themfelves 
Atteft  thy  praife,     Thy  praife  the  widow's  fighs. 
And  orphan's  tears  embalm.    The  good,  the  ba4, 
The  fonsof  jaftice  and  the  fons  of  ftrife, 
All  who  or  freedom  or  who  intereft  prize, 
A  deep-divided  nation's  parties  all, 
Confpire  to  fwell  thy  fpoilefs  praife  to  heaven. 
Glad  heaven  receives  it,  and  leraphic  lyres 
With  fongs  of  triumph  thy  arrival  hail. 
How  vain  this  tribute  then  !  this  lowly  lay  I 
Yet  nought  is  vain  which  gratitude  infpires. 
The  Mufe,  befides,  her  duty  thus  approves 
To  virtue,  to  her  country,  to  mankind, 
To  ruling  nature,  that,  in  glorious  charge. 
As  to  her  prieftefs,  gives  it  her,  to  hymn, 
Whatever  good  and  excellent  flie  forms. 
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While  fecret-leaguing  nations  frown  around. 
Ready  to  pour  the  long-expedted  ftorra  ; 

While  (he,  who  wont  the  reftlefs  Gaul  to  bound, 
Britannia,  drooping,  grows  an  empty  form  ; 

While  on  our  vitals  felfifli  parties  prey. 

And  deep  corruption  eats  ortr  iowl  away : 
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Yet  in  the  God(1ers  of  the  Main  appears 
A  gleam  of  joy,  gay-fliiaiing  every  grace. 

As  (he  the  cordial-voice  of  millions  hears, 
Rejoicing^  zealous,  o'er  thy  rifing  race  : 

Strait  her  rekindling  eyes  reftime  their  fire, 

The  Virtues  fmile,  the  Mufes  tune  the  lyre. 

But  more  enchanting  than  the  Mufe's  fong, 
United  Britons  thy  dear  offspring  hail : 

The  city  triumphs  through  her  glowing  throng; 
The  (hepherd  tells  his  tranfport  to  the  dale ; 

The  fons  of  rougheft  toil  forget  their  pain. 

And  the  glad  failor  cheers  the  midnight  main. 

Can  aught  from  fair  Augufta's  gentle  blood. 
And  thine,  thou  friend  of  liberty  !  be  born  '. 

Can  aught  fave  v/hat  is  lovely,  generous,  good  ; 
What  will,  at  once,  defend  us,  and  adorn  ? 

From  thence  prophetic  joy  new  Edwards  eyes, 

New  Henrys,  Annas,  and  Elizas  rife. 

May  fate  my  fond  devoted  days  extend,^ 
To  fing  the  promis'd  glories  of  ihy  reign  '. 

What  though,  by  years  deprefs'd,  my  mule  might 
bend  ; 
My  heart  will  teach  her  ftill  a  nobler  ftrain  : 

How,  with  recover'd  Britain,  will  flie  foar. 

When  France  infults,  and  Spain  (hall  rob  no  more. 

ODE. 

Tell  me,  thou  foul  of  her  I  love, 
"Ah  :  tell  me,  whittier  art  thou  fled  ; 

To  what  delightful  world  above. 
Appointed  for  the  happy  dead  ? 

Or  doft  thou,  free,  at  pleafure,  roam, 
And  fometimes  (hare  thy  lover's  wo«  ; 

Where,  void  of  thee,  his  cheerlefs  home 
Can  now,  alas  I  no  comfort  know  ? 

Oh  !  if  thou  hover'ft  round  my  walk. 
While,  under  every  well-known  tree, 

I  to  thy  fancy'd  (hadow  talk, 
And  every  tear  is  full  of  thee ; 

Should  then  the  weary  eye  of  grief, 

Belide  fome  fympathetic  (tream. 
In  (lumber  find  a  fliort  relief. 

Oh,  vilit  thou  my  foothing  dream ! 

EPITAPH  ON  MISS  STANLEY  *, 

IN  HOLYROOD  CHURCH,  SOUTHAMPTON. 
E.    S. 

Once  a  lively  image  ef  human  nature. 

Such  as  God  made  it 

When  he  pronounced  every  work  of  his  to  be  good. 

To  the  memory  of  Elifabeth  Stanley,  _ 

Daughter  of  George  and  Sarah  Stanley  ' 

Who,  to  all  the  beauty,  modelty. 

And  gentlenefs  of  nature. 

That  ever  adorned  the  moil  amiable  woman. 

Joined  all  the  fortitude,  elevation. 

And  vigour  of  mind. 

That  ever  exalted  the  molt  heroical  man  ; 

*  See  what  isfaii  of  this  lady  i/t  "  Summer."'' 


SONGS,  tec.  a7> 

Who  having  lived  the   pride  and  delight  of  her 

parents, 
The  joy,  the  confidation,  and  pattern  of  her  friends, 

A  miilrefs  not  only  of  the  Engliflr  and  French, 

But  in  a  high  degree  of  the  Greek  and  t<.oman 

learning. 

Without  vanity  or  pedantry, 

At  the  age  of  eij^hteen, 

After  a  tedious,  painful,  defperate  illncfs, 

Which,  with  a  Roman  fpirit, 

And  a  Chriftian  refignation. 

She  eTidured  fo  calmly,  that  fhe  feemed  infenfible 

To  all  pain  and  fuffering, except  thatof  her  friends^ 

Gave  up  her  innocent  foul  to  her  Creator, 
And  left  to  her  mother,  who  eredled  this  monu- 
ment. 
The  memory  of  her  virtues  for  her  greateft  fupi. 
port ; 
Virtues  which,  in  her  fex  and  ftation  of  life. 
Were  all  that  could  be  pradlifed. 
And  more  than  will  be  believed. 
Except  by  tljofe  who  know  what  this  infcription 
relates. 

Here,  Stanley,  reft,  efcap'd  this  mortal  ftrife, 
Above  the  joyi,  beyond  the  woes  of  life. 
Fierce  pangs  no  more  thy  lively  beauties  ftain, 
And  fternly  try  thee  with  a  year  of  pain  : 
No  more  fvveet  patience,  feigning  oft  relief. 
Lights  thy  fick  eye,  to  cheat  a  parent's  grief: 
With  tender  art,  to  fave  her  anxious  groan. 
No  more  thy  bofom  preiTes  down  its  own  : 
Now  well-earn 'd  peace  is  thine,  and  blifs  fincere  : 
Ours  be  the  lenient,  aot  unpIeaCng  tear  ! 

O,  born  to  hioom,  then  fink  beneath  the  ftorm, 
To  (how  us  virtue  in  her  faireft  form  ; 
To  fhow  us  artlefs  reafon's  moral  reign, 
What  boaltful  icience  arrogates  in  vain  ; 
Th*  obedient  pafTions  knowing  each  their  part;- 
Calm  light  the  head,  and  harmony  the  heart  ! 

Yes,  we  rauft  follow  foon,  will  glad  obey. 
When  a  few  funs  have  roU'd  their  cares  away, 
Tir'd  with  vain  life,  will  clofe  the  willing  eye : 
'Tis  the  great  birth-right  of  mankind  to  die. 
Bleft  be  the  bark  !  that  wafts  us  to  the  fhore. 
Where  death-divided  friends  (hall  part  no  more  : 
To  join  thee  there,  here  with  thy  duft  repofe, 
Is  all  the  hope  thy  haplefs  mother  knows. 

TO  THE  REVEHEND  MR..  MURDOCH, 

Relior  of  Straddijhalljn  Suffolk,  1738. 

Thus  fafely  low,  my  friend,  thou  can'ft  not  fall: 
Here  reigns  a  deep  tranquillity  o'er  all ; 
No  noife,  no  care,  no  vanity,  no  (trife  ; 
Men,  woods,  and  fields,  all  breathe  untroubled  life. 
Then  keep  each  paflion  down,  however  dear  ; 
Truft  me  the  tender  are  the  mod  fevere. 
Guard,  while  'tis  thine,  thy  philofophic  eafe. 
And  a(lc  no  joy  but  that  of  virtuous  peace; 
That  bids  defiance  to  the  ftorms  of  fate  ; 
High  blifs  is  only  for  a  higher  ftate. 

A  PARAPHRASE 

On  the  latter  part  of  the  ftxth  Chapter  of  St* 

Mattheio. 
When  my  brea(t  labours  v/ith  oppreflive  care,. 
And  o'er  my  cheek  defcends  the  falling  tear  ; 
S  iiij 


aSo 

While  all  my  warring  paffions  are  at  ftrife, 
O,  let  me  lilten  to  the  words  of  life  ! 
Raptures  dcep-i'elt  his  doctrine  did  impart, 
And  thus  he  rais'd  from  earth  the  droopinc;  heart, 

Thii>k  not,  whea  all  your  fcanty  flores  ?rftord 
Is  fpread  at  once  upon  the  fparing  board  ; 
Think  not,  when  worn  the  homely  robe  appears, 
Whiie,  on  the  roof,  the  howling  tempeft  bears; 
What  farther  (hail  this  feeble  life  fultain, 
And  what  fliall  clothe  thefe  ihivering  limbs  again. 
Say,  does  not  iiie  its  nourifliment  exceed  ? 
And  the  fair  body  its  inveiting  weed? 

Behold  !^  and  look  away  your  low  defpair 

Spe  the  light  tenants  of  the  barren  air : 
1o  them,  loritores,  nor  granaries,  belong, 
Nought,  but   the    woadland,  and    the    pleafing 

fong; 
Yet,  your  kind  heavenly  Father  bends  his  eye 
On  the  leaft  vving,  that  flits  along  the  Iky. 
To  hin3  they  fing,  when  fpring  renews  the  plain, 
To  him  they  cry  in  v/inter's  pinching  reign  ; 
Nor  is  their  mufic,  nor  their  plaint  in  vain : 
He  heirs  the  gay,  ai)d  the  diiirefsfulcall, 
And  with  uniparmg  bounty  fills  them  all. 

Gblervc  tiie  rifing  Wy's  fnowy  grace, 
Cbierve  the  various  vegetable  race  • 
They  neither  toil,  ncr  fpin,  b;it  carelefs  grow 
y€t  lee  how  warm  they  blulh  !  how  bnVht  thev 
glow  !  "^  ' 

What  regal  ve/lments  can  with  them  compare  ! 
What  kmg  fo  (Inning  !  or  what  queen  fo  fair  ' 
Jl,  ceaieiels,  thus  the  fowls  of  heaven  he  feeds 

v-r,f  [  '^"  ^'''^'  '"""'^  ^"^''^  'Cbes  he  fpreads  ;       ' 
Will  he  not  care  for  you,  ye  faithlcL,  fa)  > 
Is  he  unwife  ?  cr,  are  ye  lefs  than  tlty  ' 


TIIE  INCOMPARABLE  SOPORIFIC 
DOCTOR. 

Sweet,  flecky  dodlor  !  dear  pacific  foul ' 
Lav  at  the  beef,  and  fuck  the  vital  bowl  r 
Ani  f  t'i^'/^-'ol^'ngfmoke  around  thee  fly, 
And  broad. look'd  dulnefs  iVttle  in  thine  eye. 
Ah  !  fo.t  ,n  down  thefe  dainty  limbs  repofe. 
And  in  the  very  lap  of  fluraber  doze  • 
But  chiefly  on  the  lazy  Jay  of  grace,' 
Mil  forth  the  lambent  glories  of  thy  face ; 
ii  auj^ht  tne  thoughts  of  dinner  can  prevail 
And  lure  the  Sunday's  dinner  cannot  fail.     ' 
1  0  the  th;n  church  in  .leepy  pomp  proceed, 
And  han  on  the  lethargic  book  thy  head. 
Ihefe  eyes  wipe  often  with  the  hollow'd  lawn 
rioicunJly  nod,  immeafurably  yawn  ' 

ie^lVH  '-""S-^*^  ^'  ^i-^^nc'd  by  thy  ton^e  ; 
It  ere  <he  lingerers  are  wi^lwn  a  call 
Or  It  on  prayers  thou  deign'ft  to  think  at  all. 
Xct— only  yet— the  fwimraing  he«l  we  bend  • 
-But  when  lorene,  the  pulpit  you  afcend, 
Ihrough  every  joiat  a  gentle  horror  creeps 
And  rp.nd  you  the  ronfenting  audience  ileeps. 
So  when  an  afs  with  fluggifl,  front  appears, 
?hc  horles  lUrt,  and  prick  their  quivering  ear*. 

Til?  fields  all  thunchr,  ar.d  they  bound  a  vay. 


THE    WORKS    OF    THOMSON. 


THE  HAPPY  MAN. 
He's  not  the  happy  man,  to  whom  is  given 
A  plenteous  fortune  by  indulgent  heaven  • 
mofe  gilded  roofs  on  (hining  columns  rife 
And  painted  walls  enchant  the  gazer's  eyes  : 
V/hofe  table  flows  with  hofpitable  cheer 
And  all  the  various  bounty  of  the  year  •  ' 
Whole  vallies  fmile,  whofe  gardens  breathe   th« 

fpring, 
Whofe  carved  mountains  bleat,  and  forefts  fin?  • 
For  whom  the  cooling  fliade  in  fummer  twines* 
J'h.le  his  fuU  cellars  give  their  generous  wmes ; 
trom  whc.e  wide  fields  unbounded  autumn  pours 
A  golden  tide  into  his  fweiling  (lores : 
Whole  winter  laughs;  for  whom  the  liberal  gales 
Mretch  the  big  flieet,  and  toiling  commerce  fails; 
V\  hen  yielding  crowds  attend,  and  pleaCure  ferves; 
W  hile  youth,  and  health;  and  vigour,  firing  his 

nerves.  ° 

Ev'n  not  all  thefe,  in  one  rich  lot  combin'd 
Can  make  the  happy  man,  without  the  mind  ; 
Where  judgment  Cts  clear-lighted,  and  furveys 
The  chain  of  realbn  with  unerring  gaze  • 
Where  fancy  lives,  and  to  the  brightening  eyes 
His  tairer  Icenes,  and  bolder  (igures  rife  ; 
Where  fecial  love  exerts  her  foft  command. 
And  plays  the  pafHons  with  a  tender  hand,' 
Whence  every  virtue  flows,  in  rival  ftrife,' 
And  ail  the  moral  harmony  of  life. 

Nor  canft  thou.  Dodington,  this  truth  decline 
Thine  is  the  fortune,  and  the  mind  is  thine. 

ON  THE  REPORT  OF  A  WOODEN  BRIDGE 

To  be  built  at  IVeflnwt/ler. 
By  Rufus'  hall,  where  Thames  polluted  flows, 
Provok'd,  the  genius  of  the  river  rofe. 
And  thus  exclaim'd  :  "  Have  I,  ye  Britifli  fwains 
jl  Have  I  for  ages  lav'd  your  fertile  plains? 
11  Giv'n  herds,  and  flocks,  and  villages  increafe. 

And  fed  a  richer  than  a  golden  fleece  ? 
"  Have  I,  ye  merchants,  with  each  (welling  tide 
•'   Pour'd  Afric's  treafure  in,  and  India's  pride  ?    ' 
"  Lent  you  the  fruit  of  every  nation's  toil  ? 
"  Made  every  climate  your's,  and  every  foil  ? 
"  Yet  pilfer'd  from  the  poor,  by  gaming  bafe, 
1'^  Yet  muft  a  wooden  bridge  my  waves  difgr'ace  ? 

Tell  not  to  foreign  dreams  the  fliameful  tale 
"  And  be  it  publifii'd  in  bo  Gallic  vale,."  ' 

He  faid  ;  and,  plunging  to  his  cryftal  dome, 
While  o'er  his  head  the  circling  waters  foam. 

SONG. 

One  day  the  god  of  fond  deCre, 

On  mifchiet  bent,  to  Damon  faid. 
Why  not  diiclofe  your  tender  fire, 

Not  owH  it  to  the  lovely  maid  ? 
The  (liepherd  mark'd  his  treatherous  art, 

And,  foftly-fighing,  thus  reply'd  : 
'Tij  true,  you  have  lubdued  my  heart, 

But  lliall  not  triumph  o'er  my  pride 
The  flavc,  in  private  only  bears 

Your  bondage,  who  his  love  conceals; 
But  when  hispalfion  he  declares 

You  drag  Iiiiu  at  yjur  chariot-wheels. 


SON 


ELEGIES, 
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Hard  is  the  fate  of  him  who  loves, 
Yet  dares  not  tell  his  trembliHg  pain, 

But  to  the  lympathetic  groves. 
But  to  the  lonely  liftening  plain. 

Oh  !  when  fhe  blefles  next  yourfliade, 
Oh  !  when  her  footfteps  next  are  leen 

In  flowery  tinAs  along  the  mead, 
In  tVeiher  mazes  o'er  the  green, 

Yc  gentle  fpirits  of  the  vale, 

To  vi'hom  the  tears  of  love  are  dear, 

From  dying  lilies  waft  a  gale.. 
And  figh  my  forrows  in  her  ear. 

O,  tell  her  what  flie  cannot  blame. 

Though  fear  my  tongue  muft  ever  bind  ; 

Oh,  tell  her  that  my  virtuous  flame 
Is  as  her  fpotlefs  foul  refin'd. 

JNot  her  own  guardian  angel  eyes 

With  chafter  tendernefs  his  care, 
Not  purer  her  own  wilhes  rife. 

Not  holier  her  own  fighs  in  prayer. 

But,  if,  at  firftf  her  virgin  fear 

Should  ftart  at  love's  fufpedled  name, 

With  that  of  friendihip  foothe  her  ear-^ 
True  love  and  friendfliip  arc  the  fame. 

SONG. 

Unless  with  my  Amanda  bleft. 

In  vain  I  twine  the  woodbine  bower  ; 

Unlefs  to  deck  her  fweeter  breaft. 
In  vain  1  rear  the  breathing  flower : 

Awaken'd  by  the  genial  year. 
In  vain  the  birds  around  me  fing  ; 

In  vain  the  freflicTiing  fields  appear  : 
Without  tiiy  loz'C  there  is  ?iofprin^, 

SONG. 

Come,  gentle  god  of  foft  defire. 

Come  and  poflefs  my  happy  breaft  ! 

Not,  fury-like,  in  flames  and  fire. 
In  rapture,  rage,  and  nonfenfe  dreft, 

Thefe  are  the  vain  difguife  of  love  ; 

And,  or  befpeak  diflembled  pains, 
Or  elfe  a  fleeting  pafiion  prove— 

The  frantic  fury  of  the  veins. 

But  come  in  friendlhip's  angel-guife  : 
Yet  dearer  thou  than  friendfliip  art : 

More  tender  fpirit  in  thy  eyes, 
More  fweet  emotions  at  the  heart, 

O,  come  with  goodnefs  in  thv  train. 

With  peace,  and  tranfport  void  of  florm, 

And,  would'fl;  thou  me  for  ever  gain, 
Put  on  Amanda's  winning  form. 

A  NUPTIAL  SONG, 

Intended  to  hwje  been  inferted  in  the  Fourth 
of  Sophonijbn,  a  Tragedy. 

Come,  gentle  Venus !  and  afl"uage 
A  warring  world,  a  bleeding  age. 


SONGS,    Sec.  ■ft'ft 

Tor  nature  lives  beneath  thy  ray. 
The  wintery  terapefts  hafte  away, 
A  lucid  cahn  invefts  the  fea. 
Thy  native  deep  is  full  of  thee  f 
The  flowering  earth  where-e'er  you  fly, 
Is  all  o'er  fpring,  all  fun  the  fliy. 
A  genial  fpirit  warms  the  breeze  ; 
Unleen  among  the  blooming  trees. 
The  feather'd  lovers  tune  their  throat. 
The  defert  growls  a  foften'd  note, 
Glad  o'er  the  meads  the  cattle  bound. 
And  love  and  harmony  go  round. 

But  chief  into  the  human  heart 
You  ftrike  the  dear  delicious  dart ; 
You  teach  us  pleafing  pangs  to  know 
To  languifli  in  luxurious  woe, 
To  feel  the  generous  paffions  rife. 
Grow  good  by  gazing,  mild  by  figiis ; 
Each  happy  moment  to  improve. 
And  fill  the  perfedl  year  with  love. 

Come,  thou  delight  of  heaven  and  earth  ! 
To  whom  all  creatures  owe  their  birth  ; 
Oh,  come,  fweet  fmiliiig  !  tender,  come  ! 
And  yet  prevent  our  final  doom. 
For  long  the  furious  god  of  war 
Has  crufli'd  us  with  his  iron  car. 
Has  rais'd  along  our  ruin'd  plains, 
Has  foil'd  them  with  his  cruel  ftain?. 
Has  funk  our  youth  in  endlels  fleep. 
And  made  the  widow'd  virgin  weep. 
Now  let  him  feel  thy  wonted  charms; 
Oh,  take  him  to  thy  twining  arms  ! 
And,  while  thy  bofom  htaves  on  his. 
While  deep  he  prints  the  humid  kifs. 
Ah,  then!  his  ftormy  heart  control, 
And  figh  thyfelf  into  his  foul. 


ODE. 

O  NIGHTINGALE,  beft  poet  of  the  grove, 

-That  plaintive  itrain  can  ne'er  belong  to  thee, 
Bleft  in  the  full  poflefl"ion  of  thy  love  : 

0  lend  that  drain,  fweet  nightingale,  to  me  i 

'Tis  mine,  alas  !  to  mourn  my  wretched  fate: 

1  love  a  maid  who  all  my  bofom  charms. 
Yet  lofe  my  days  without  this  lovely  mate  ; 

Inhuman  fortune  keeps  her  from  my  arms. 

You,  happy  birds  1  by  nature's  Ample  laws 
Lead  your  foft  lives,  fuftain'd  by  nature's  fare  ; 

You  dwell  where -ever  roving  fancy  draws. 
And  love  and  fong  is  all  your  pleafing  care  : 

But  we,  vain  flaves  of  intereft  and  of  pride. 

Dare  not  be  blelt   left  envious  tongue  flioultj 
blame  : 

And  hence,  in  vain  I  languifh  for  my  bride  ; 
O  mpurn  with  me,  fweet  bird,  my  haplefs  flame* 

TO  SERAPHINA. 

0D2. 


Aa 


The  wanton's  charms,  however  bright, 

Are  like  the  falfe  ilhifive  light, 

Whofe  flattering  unaufpicious  blaze 

To  precipices  oft  betrays : 

But  that  fweet  ray  your  beauties  dart. 

Which  clears  the  mind,  and  cleans  the  heart, 
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Is  like  the  facred  queen  of  night, 
Who  pours  a  lovely  gentle  light 
Wide  o'er  the  dark,  by  wanderers  bleff, 
Condu(£Hng  them  to  peace  and  reft. 
A  vicious  love  depraves  the  mind, 
'Tis  anguiili,  guilt,  and  folly  joined; 
But  Seraphina's  eyes  difpenfe 
A  mild  and  gracious  influence  ; 
Such  as  in  vifions  angels  flied 
Around  the  heaven-illumin'd  head. 
To  love  thee,  Seraphina,  fare 
Is  to  be  tender,  happy,  pure  ; 
*Tis  from  low  paffions  to  efcape. 
And  woo  bright  virtue's  faireft  (hape  ; 
'Tis  ecftacy  with  wifdom  join'd  ; 
And  heaven  infus'd  into  the  mind. 

ODE  ON  BOLUS'S  HARP  •. 

Ethereal  race,  inhabitants  of  air. 

Who  hymn  your  God  amid  the  fecret  grove  ; 
Ye  unfeen  beings,  to  my  harp  repair, 

And  raife  majeftic  ftrains,  or  melt  in  love. 
Thofe  tender  notes,  how  kindly  they  upbraid. 

With  what  foft  woe  they  thrill  the  lover's  heart  I 
Sure  from  the  hand  of  fome  unhappy  maid, 

Who  dy'd  of  love,  thefe  Iweet  complainings 
part. 
But,  hark  !  that  flrain  was  of  a  graver  tone. 

On  the  deep  firings  his  hand  fome  hermit 
Or  he  the  facred  bard  +  ;  who  fat  alone,  [throws  ; 

In  the  drear  wafte,  and  wept  his  people's  woes. 

Such  was  the  fong  which  Zion's  children  fung. 
When  by  Euphrates'  ftream  they  made   their 

And  to  fuch  fadiy  folemn  notes  are  ftrung  [plaint ; 
Angelic  harps,  to  foothe  a  dying  faint.   ' 

Methinks  I  hear  the  full  celeftial  choir,        [raife  ; 

Through.heaven's  high  dome  their  awful  anthem 
Now  chanting  clear,  and  now  they  all  confprre 

To  fwell  the  lofty  hymn,  from  praife  to  praife. 

Let  me,  ye  wandering  fpirits  of  the  wind. 

Who,  as  wild  fancy  prompts  you,  touch  the 
ftring, 

Smit  with  your  theme,  be  in  your  chorus  join'd, 
For  till  you  ceafe,  my  mufe  forgets  to  fing. 

HYMN  ON  SOLITUDE. 

H41L,  mildly  pleafuig  folitude. 
Companion  of  the  wife  and  good. 
But,  from  whofe  holy,  piercing  eye, 
The  herd  of  fools  and  villains  fly. 

Oh  !  how  I  love  with  thee  to  walk, 
And  liften  to  thy  whifper'd  talk, 
Which  innocence  and  truth  imparts, 
And  melts  the  moft  obdurate  hearts. 

A  thoufand  fhapes  you  wear  with  eafe, 
And  ftill  in  every  fhape  you  pleafe. 
Now  wrapt  in  fome  mylleriousdircam, 
A  lone  philofopher  you  feem ; 

•  bolus's  Harp  is  a  mujical  inflrvmeut,  ivhich 
plays  with  the  ivind,  im'crjtcd  by  Mr.  Ofwald ; 
its  properties  are  fully  defer ibed  in  the  Caflle  of 
Indolence. 

f  Jeremiah. 


Now  quick  from  hill  to  vale  yoo  fljr, 
And  now  you  ftreep  the  vaulted  Iky, 
A  fliepherd  next,  you  haunt  the  plaia. 
And  warble  forth  your  oaten  ftrain. 
A  lover  now,  with  all  the  grace 
Of  that  fweet  paffion  in  your  face  : 
Then,  calm'd  to  friendfliip,  you  aflfurue 
The  gentle-looking  Harford's  bloom. 
As,  with  her  Mufldpra,  flie 
(Her  Mufidora  fond  of  thee) 
Amid  the  long  withdrawing  vale. 
Awakes  the  rival'd  nightingale. 

Thine  is  the  balmy  breath  of  morn, 
Juft  as  the  dew-bent  rofe  is  born ; 
And  while  meridian  fervors  beat. 
Thine  is  the  woodland  dumb  retreat ; 
But  chief,  when  evening  fcenes  decay. 
And  the  faint  landflcip  fwims  away. 
Thine  is  the  doubtful  foft  decline. 
And  that  beft  hour  of  muling  thine. 

Defcending  angels  blefs  thy  train. 
The  virtues  of  the  fage,  and  fwain  ; 
Plain  innocence  in  white  array'd. 
Before  thee  lifts  her  fearlefs  head  : 
Religion's  beams  around  theeftiinej 
And  cheer  thy  glooms  with  light  divine ; 
About  thee  fports  fweet  liberty ; 
And  wrapt  Urania  fings  to  thee. 

Oh,  let  me  pierce  thy  fecret  cell  1 
And  in  thy  deep  receffes  dwell; 
Perhaps  from  Norwood's  oak- clad  hill. 
When  meditation  has  her  fill, 
I  juft  may  caft  my  carelcfs  eyes 
Where  London's  fpiry  turrets  rife, 
Think  of  its  crimes,  its  cares,  its  pai«. 
Then  fliield  me  in  the  woods  again» 

PROLOGUE. 

TO  MR.  mallet's  MUSTAPHA. 

Since  Athens  firft  began  to  draw  mankind. 

To  pi(5lure  life,  and  fliovr  th'  impaflion'd  mind ; 

The  truly  wife  have  ever  deem'd  the  ftage 

The  moral  fchool  of  each  enlighten'd  age. 

There,  in  full  pomp,  the  tragic  mufe  appears. 

Queen  of  foft  forrows,  and  of  ufeful  fears. 

Faint  is  the  leflbn  reafon'd  rules  impart : 

She  pours  it  ftrong  and  inftant  through  the  heart. 

If  virtue  is  the  theme;   we  fudden  glo%v 

With  generous  flame  :    and,  what   we  feel,  wc 

grow. 
If  vice  flie  paints ;  indignant  paflions  rife  : 
The  villain  fees  himfelf  with  loathing  eyes. 
His  foul  ftarts,  confcious,  at  another's  groan  : 
And  the  pale  tyrant  trembles  on  his  throne. 

To-night  our  meaning  fcene  attempts  to  (how 
What  fell  events  from  dark  fufpicion  flow  ;' 
Chief  when  it  taints  a  lawlefs  monarch's  mind. 
To  the  falfe  herd  of  flattering  ilaves  confin'd. 
The  foul  finks  gradual  to  fo  djre  a  ftate  ; 
Ev'n  excellence  but  ferves  to  feed  its  hate : 
To  hate  remorfelefs,  cruelty  fucceeds. 
And  every  worth,  and  every  virtue  bleeds. 

Behold,  our  author  at  your  bar  appears. 
His  modeft  hopes  deprefs'd  by  confcious  fears. 
Faults  he  has  many — But  to  balance  thofe. 
His  verfe  with  heart-felt  love  of  virtue  glotvSj 


E  L  E  G  1  E  S;  S  O  N  G  S,    &c. 
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All  (lighter  errors  let  indulgence  fpare  : 
And  be  his  equal  trial  full  and  fair. 
For  this  beft  Britifh  privilege  we  call ; 
Then— as  he  merits,  let  him  ftand,  or  fall. 

DENNIS  T©  MR.  THOMSON, 

JVho  had  procured  him  a  Benefit-Night. 
Reflectiing  on  thy  worth,  methinks  I  find, 
Thy  various  Seafons  in  their  author's  mind. 
Spring  opes  her  bloflbais,  various  as  thy  mufe, 
And,  like  thy  £bft  compaffion,  fheds  her  dews. 
Summer's  hot  drought  in  thy  expreflion  glows, 
And  o'er  each  page  a  tawny  ripenefs  throws. 
Autumn's  rich  fruits  th'  initrufted  reader  gains, 
Who  taftes  the  meaning  purpofe  of  thy  drains. 
Winter — but  that  no  femblance  takes  from  thee  ; 
That  hoary  feafpn  yields  a  type  of  me. 


Shatter'd  by  time's  bleak  ftorms  I  witlierbg  lay, 
Leaflefs,  and  whitening  in  a  cold  decay  ! 
Yet  fliall  my  proplefs  ivy,  pale  and  bent, 
Blefs  the  Ihort  funfliine  which  thy  pity  lent* 

EPITAPH  ON  MR.  THOMSON. 

Others  to  marble  may  their  glory  owe. 
And  boaft  thofe  honours  fculpture  can  beftow  j 
Short-liv'd  renown  !  that  every  moment  muft 
Sink  with  its  emblem,  and  confume  to  dull ! 
But  Thomfon  needs  no  artift  to  engrave, 
From  dumb  oblivion  no  device  to  fave ; 
Such  vulgar  aids  let  nanjes  inferior  alk  ; 
Nature  for  him  aflumes  herfelf  the  tafk ; 
The  Seafons  are  his  monuments  of  fame. 
With  them  to  flourifli,  as  from  tbeiu  it  caune* 
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Regard  the  man,  who,  in  feraphic  lays. 

And  flowing  numbers,  lings  his  Maker's  praife; 

He  needs  invoke  no  fabled  Mufe's  art. 

The  heavenly  fong  comes  genuine  from  his  heart. 

From  that  pure  heart  which  God  has  deign 'd  t'  infpire 

With  holy  raptures,  and  a  facred  fire  ! 

Verses  to  Watts  by  a  LAsr. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  WATTS. 


O  f  the  life  of  Watt  s  the  memorials  are  not  fo  copious  as  might  be  expedled ; "  not  becaufe  there  was 
no  friend,"  fays  Dr.  Gibbons,  "  who  would  willingly  pay  that  refpedl  to  his  memory  as  to  write  the 
hiftory  of  his  life,  but  becaufe  he  himfelf  difapproved  it ;  for  when  he  has  been  defired  to  leave  fomc 
memoirs  that  might  furnilh  fuch  a  hiftory,  he  abfolutely  declined  it,  and  defired  that  his  charadlcT 
might  ftand  in  the  world  merely  as  it  would  appear  in  his  works." 

In  compliance,  however,  with  cuftom,  "  as  well  as  to  preferve  the  memory  of  fo  refpeftable  3 
charafter,  fome  brief  memoirs  of  his  life"  were  given  to  the  world  by  Dr.  Jennings,  in  his  funeral 
fermon,  preached  December  il.  1748  ;  which,  with  fome  additions,  were  prefixed  by  Dr.  Gibbons 
to  the  colledtion  of  his  works,  in  6  vol.  4to.  1754. 

T'he  fac5ls  ftated  in  the  prefent  account  are  chiefly  taken  from  the  "  Memoirs"  of  Dr.  Jennings,' 
and  the  fubfequent  narratives  of  Dr.  Gibbons  and  Dr.  Johnfon,  by  whofe  recommendation  h'.s  poems 
and  thofe  of  Pomfret,  Yalden,  and  Blaclunore,  were  inferted  in  the;  Colledliion  of  "  The  Englifli 
Poets,"  1779. 

Ifaac  Watts  was  born  at  Southampton,  July  17.  1674,  of  parents  who  were  eminent  for  religion, 
and  confiderable  fufFerers,  for  confcience  fake,  in  the  perfecution  of  the  Proteflant  diflenters  in  the 
reign  of  Charles  II.  His  father,  Ifaac  Watts,  is  faid  to  have  kept  a  boarding-fchool  for  young  gen- 
tlemen in  the  town  of  Southampton,  and  appears,  from  the  narrative  of  Dr.  Gibbons,  to  have  beea 
neither  indigent  nor  illiterate. 

He  was  the  eldefi:  of  nine  children,  and,  from  his  infancy,  difcovered  a  remarkable  propenfity  to 
learning ;  and  was  early  difl;inguiriied  for  the  fprightlinefs  and  vivacity  of  his  wit,  which,  even  in  the 
years  of  younger  life,  was  regulated  by  a  deep  fenfe  of  religion.  He  began,  we  are  told,  td  learn 
Latin  when  he  was  four  years  old,  probably  at  home.  He  was  afterwards  taught  Latin,  Greek, 
and  Hebrew,  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Pinhorne,  mailer  of  the  free  fchool  at  Southampton,  to  whom  he 
afterwards  gratefully  infcribed  a  Latin  Ode  in  his  Hora.  Lyr'ica. 

His  proficiency  at  fchool  was  fo  confpicuous,  that  a  fubfcription  was  propofed  to  fupport  him  at 
the  Univerfity  ;  but  he  declared  his  rcfolution  of  adhering  to  the  diflenters,  among  whom  he  had 
been  educated.  "  Such  he  was,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  as  every  Chriftian  church  would  rejoice  to 
have  adopted." 

In  1690,  he  was  fent  to  an  academy  in  London,  taught  by  Mr.  Rowe,  where  he  had  for  his  fel- 
Idw  fludents  in  logic  and  philofophy,  Hughes,  Mr.  Samuel  Say,  and  Dr.  Horte,  afterwards  arch- 
bifhop  of  Tuam.  His  gratitude  has  infcribed  an  Ode  to  his  tutor  in  his  Hora  Lyrlca. — With 
Hughes  he  maintained  a  friendly  and  poetical  correfpondence  till  the  death  of  that  amiable  poet  in 
1720.  Mr.  Say,  after  having  been  fome  years  paftor  of  a  diflenting  congregation  at  Ipfwich,  fuc- 
cceded  Dr.  Calamy  in  Weftminfier  m  1733.  Soon  after  his  death,  which  happened  April  13.  1743, 
his  "  Poems,"  and  two  Effays  in  profe,  were  publiflied,  in  I  vol.  4to.  by  fubfcription.  The  eflays, 
*ne  of  which  is  "  on  the  harmony,  variety,  and  power  of  numbers  in  general,"  and  the  other  "  on 
thofe  of  Paradife  Lofl  in  particular,"  have  been  much  admired. — Some  Latin  effays,  fuppofed  to 
have  been  written  as  exercifes  at  this  academy,  fliew  a  degree  of  knowledge  both  philofophical  and 
theological,  fuch  as  very  few  attain  by  a  longer  courfe  of  ftudy. 

He  was,  as  he  himfelf  informs  us,  addicted  to  verfifying  from  the  age  of  fifteen ;  and  in  his 
youth  he  appears  to  have  cultivated  Latin  poetry.  His  verfes  to  his  brother,  in  the  Glycotilc  meat 
fure,  written  when  he  was  feventeen,  are  remarkably  eafy  and  elegant.  His  method  of  ftudy  was 
to  imprefs  the  contents  of  his  books  upon  his  memory,  by  abridging  them,  and  by  interleaving  them, 
to  amplify  one  fyftem  with  fupplements  from  another. 

While  he  was  Under  the  tuition  of  Mr.  Rowe,  his  behaviour  was  not  only  fo  inoffenfive,  that  he 
declared  he  never  once  gave  him  occafion  for  reproof,  but  fo  exemplary,  that  he  often  propofed  him 
as  a  pattern  to  his  other  pupils. 
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In  1693,  in  his  nineteenth  year,  he  joined  in  communion  witla  the  congregation  of  which  Mr; 
Rowc  was  paftor. 

The  year  following,  he  left  the  academy,  and  fpent  two  years  in  ftudy  and  devotion  at  the  houfe 
of  hisxfather,  who  treated  him  with  great  tendernefs,  and  had  the  happinefs  indulged  to  few  pa- 
rents,  of  living  to  fee  his  fon  eminent  for  literature,  and  venerable  for  piety. 

In  1696,  he  was  invited  by  Sir  John  Hartopp,  Bart,  to  refide  in  his  family  at  Stoke  Newington, 
as  tutor  to  his  fon ;  where  he  continued  about  four  years,  and  acquitted  himfelf  with  fidelity  and 
reputation . 

In  that  time  he  applied  himfelf  to.  the  ftudy  of  the  Holy  Scriptures,  and  to  the  reading  of  the 
beft  commentators,  botli  critical  and  practical,  preparatory  to  his  undertaking  the  paftoral  office,  to 
which  he  was  determined  to  devote  his  life,  and  of  the  importance  of  whicl;i  he  had  a  deep  fenfe 
upon  his  mind. 

He  began  to  preach  on  his  birth-day  169S,  when  he  had  completed  his  thirty-fourth  year  ;  and 
was  the  fame  year  chofen  afliftant  to  Dr.  Ifaac  Chauncy,  and  met  with  general  acceptance. 

In  March  1702,  he  fucceeded  Dr.  Chauncy  in  his  minifterial  office  ;  but  foon  after  his  entrance 
on  his  charge,  he  was  feized  by  a  dangerous  ilinefs,  which  funk  him  to  fuch  weaknefs  that  the  congre- 
gation thought  an  affiftant  necelTary,  and  appointed  Mr.  Samuel  Price,  in  July  1703. 

His  health  then  returned  gradually,  and  he  performed  his  duty  till  September  1 712,  when  he 
was  feized  by  a  fever  of  fueli  violence  and  continuance,  that,  from  the  feeblenefs  which  it  brought 
Upon  him,  he  never  pcrfedlly  recovered.  It  was  not  till  06lober  1716  that  he  was  able  toreturn  to 
bis  public  miniftry.  In  the  mean  time,  his  aOlflant  Mr.  Price,  was,  at  his  defire,  and  by  his  re- 
commendation, chofen  by  the  congregation  to  be  joint  paftor  with  him. 

The  languifliing  ftate  of  his  health  drew  upon  him  the  attention  of  Sir  Thomas  Abney, 
who  received  him  into  his  houfe  ;  v/hcre,  with  a'  conftancy  of  fricndfuip  and  uniformity  of  conduct 
not  often  to  be  found,  he  was  treated  for  thirty-fix  years  with  all  the  kindnefs  that  friendftiip  could 
prompt,  and  all  the  attention  that  refpedl  could  di6tate.  Sir  Thomas  died  about  eight  years  after- 
wards ;  but  he  continued  with  Lady  Abney  and  her  daughter  to  the  end  of  his  life.  The  Lady  died 
about  a  year  after  him: 

A  connection  like  this,  in  which  the  notions  of  patronage  and  dependence  were  overpowered  by 
flie  perception  of  reciprocal  benefits,  deferves  a  particular  memorial :  and  if  the  following  quota- 
tion from  Dr.  Gibbons's  narrative  appear  long,  let  it  be  confidered,  that  it  comprifes  an  account  of 
thirty-fix  years. 

"  Our  next  obfervation  ftiall  be  made  upon  that  remarkably  kind  providence  which  brought  the 
Do<Slor  into  Sir  Thomas  Abney's  family,  and  continued  him  there  till  his  death,  a  period  of  no  lefs 
than  thirty-fix  years.  In  the  midft  of  his  facred  labours  for  the  glory  of  God,  and  good  of  his  ge- 
neration, he  is  feized  with  a  moft  violent  and  threatening  fever,  which  leaves  him  opprefled  with 
great  weaknefs,  and  puts  a  ftop  at  leaft  to  his  public  fervices  for  four  years.  In  this  diftrefling  fea- 
fon,  doubly  fo  to  hi;,  adive  and  pious  fpirit,  he  is  invited  to  Sir  Thomas  Abney's  family  ;  nor  ever 
removes  from  it  till  he  had  finiflied  his  days.  Here  he  enjoyed  the  uninterrupted  dcmonftrations  of 
the  trueft  friendftiip.  Here,  without  any  care  of  his  own,  he  had  every  thing  which  could  contri- 
bute to  the  enjoyment  of  life,  and  favour  '.he  unwearied  purfuits  of  his  ftudics.  Here  he  dwelt  in  a 
family  which,  for  piety,  order,  harmony,  and  every  virtue,  was  an  houfe  of  God.  Here  he  had  the 
privilege  of  a  country  recefs,  the  fragrant  bower,  the  fpreading  lawn,  the  flowery  garden,  and  other 
advantages,  to  foothe  his  mind  and  aid  his  reftoration  to  health  ;  to  yield  him  whenever  he  chofe 
them,  .moft  grateful  intervals  from  his  laborious  ftudies,  and  enable  him  to  return  to  them  with  re- 
doubled vigour  and  delight.  Had  it  not  been  for  this  happy  event,  he  might,  as  to  outward  view, 
have  feebly,  it  may  be  painfully,  dragged  on  through  many  more  years  of  languor  and  inability  for 
public  fervice,  and  even  for  profitable  ftudy,  or  perhaps  might  have  funk  into  his  grave  under  the 
overwhelming  load  cf  infirmities  in  the  midft  of  his  days;  and  thus  the  church  and  the  world  would 
have  been  deprived  of  thofe  ^any  excellent  fermons  and  works  which  he  drew  up  and  publiftied 
during  his  long  rtfidencc  in  this  family.  In  a  few  years  after  his  coming  hither.  Sir  Tljomas  Abney 
dies :  but  his  amiable  confcrt  furvives,  who  ftiows  the  Do(5lor  the  fame  refpecfl  and  friendftiip  as  be- 
SoKi  and  moft  happily  fcr  him,  ard  great  numbers  befidc,;  for,  as  ber  riches  v.'cre  great,  her  gene- 
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T«fity  and  munificence  were  in  full  proportion.  Her  thread  of  life  was  drawn  out  to  a  great  age, 
even  beyond  that  of  the  DocSlor's ;  and  thus  this  excellent  man,  through  her  kindnefs,  and  that  of 
her  daughter,  the  prefent  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Abney,  who,  in  a  like  degree,  efteemed  and  honoured 
him,  enjoyed  all  the  benefits  and  felicities  he  experienced  at  his  firft  entrance  into  this  family,  till 
his  days  were  numbered  and  finifhed,  and,  like  a  fhock  of  corn  in  its  feafon,  he  afcended  into  the 
regions  of  perfecSt  and  immortal  life  and  joy." 

From  the  time  of  his  reception  into  this  family,  his  life  was  no  otherwife  diverfified  than  by 
fucceffive  public  avocations ;  the  number  and  variety  of  which  (how  the  intenfcnefs  of  his  induftry, 
and  the  extent  of  his  capacity. 

In  1738,  the  univerfities  of  Edinburgh  and  Aberdeen,  with  great  propriety,  and  without  hie 
knowledge,  conferred  on  him  the  degree  of  Dodlor  of  Divinity.  Academical  honours.  Dr.  Joluifon 
obferves,  would  have  more  value  if  they  were  always  beftowed  with  equal  judgment. 

He  continued  many  years  to  fludy  and  to  preach,  and  to  do  good  by  his  inftru<9;ion  and  example, 
till  at  laft  the  infirmities  of  age  diiabled  him  from  the  more  laborious  part  of  his  minifterial  func- 
tions ;  and  being  no  longer  capable  of  public  duty,  he  offered  to  remit  the  falary  appendant  to  it ; 
but  his  congregation  would  not  accept  the  refignation. 

By  degrees  his  weaknefs  increafed,  and  at  laft  confined  him  to  his  chamber  and  his  bed,  where 
he  was  worn  gradually  away  without  pain,  till  he  expired  November  45.  1748,  in  the  75th  year  of 
his  age. 

He  left  his  brother,  Mr.  Enoch  Watts,  and  Nathaniel  Neal,  Efq.  an  eminent  attorney  in  Lon-< 
don,  fon  of  the  Rev.  Daniel  Neal,  author  of  the  "  Hiftory  of  the  Puritans,"  and  nephew  of  Dr. 
Lardner,  his  joint  executors.  His  manufcripts,  by  the  direcStion  of  his  will,  were  committed  to  the 
care  of  Dr.  Doddridge  and  Dr.  Jennings.  The  latter  writes  Dr.  Doddridge,  Jan.  5.  1748-9.  "  I  be- 
lieve we  fiiall  not  have  near  fo  much  trouble  in  publifhing  the  Dodlor's  manufcripts  as  I  expe(Sled. 
1  learn  from  Mr.  Parker  [Watts'  Amanuenfis]  there  is  little,  if  any  thing  mpre,  remaining  of  that 
fort  than  the  fecond  part  oithe  Improvement  of  the  Mind.  He  tells  me  there  are  alfo  fome  mifcellane- 
ous  things  in  the  manner  of  his  Reliquia  Juveniles.  If  I  fhould  be  engaged"  he  adds  "  in  drawing 
up  the  Do(S;or's  chara<5ter,  I  am  much  obliged  to  yo\i  for  the  judicious  hints  you  have  furnifhed  me 
with  for  that  purpofe."  His  funeral  fernion  was  preached  by  Dr.  Jennings,  December  il.  1748. 
His  Works,  in  profe  and  verfe,  publifhed  by  himfelf,  together  with  his  manufcripts,  revifed  and 
corredted  by  Dr.  Jennings  and  Dr.  Doddridge,  were  colledted  and  publlflied  in  6  vol.  4to.  1754,  by 
Dr.  Gibbons,   who  prefixed  a  Ihort  account  of  his  life  and  charatfter. 

A  fummary  account  of  the  contents  of  the  feveral  volumes,  pointing  out  the  dates  of  the  more 
eonfiderable  pieces,  and  interfperfing  fuch  remarks  as  may  fcrve  to  delineate  his  charader  as  a  wri- 
ter, may  enable  the  reader  to  form  a  cpnfiftent  idea  of  his  extenfive  genius,  accomplifhed  learning, 
and  truly  amiable  and  benevolent  temper. 

The  Firft  Volume  contains,  Forty-four  Sermons  on  various  fuhjeBs,  divine  and  moral,  ivith  Hymns  an- 
nexed, fuited  to  eacbfubjeSl.  They  were  firft  publiflied  in  three  feparate  volumes  l2mo.  in  1721, 17*3, 
and  1727.  In  the  jth  edition  they  were  reduced  to  a  vol.  8vo. — The  World  to  come,  or  Difcourfes  on  the 
Joys  or  Sorroivs  of  Departed  Souls  at  Death,  and  the  Glory  or  Terror  of  the  U^furreSiion,  publiflied  in 
a  vol.  8 vo.  1739  and  1745.  To  thefe  difcourfes  is  prefixed  ■3.VL  EJfay  toivards  a  proof  of  a  fe- 
parate flate  of  Souls  betiveen  Death  and  the  RefurreSiion,  and  the  commencement  of  the  Reivards  of  Virtus 
and  Vice  immediately  after  Death  ;  firft  printed  in  1732,  without  his  name. — Nine  Sermons  upon  fome  of 
the  principal  heads  of  the  Chrifian  Religion,  preached  at  the  Le<Slure  in  ^erry-ftrcet,  1733,  and  printed 
in  1735- 

The  Second  Volume  contains,  Tzvelve  Evangelical  Difcourfes  on  feveral fubjeBs,  "with  an  EJfay  on  the 
Fa-wers  of  Flefh  and  Spirit.— Death  and  Heaven,  in  tivo  funeral  difcourfes  in  memory  of  Sir  John  Hartop^ 
and  his  Lady,  firft  printed  in  XTZZ.r—Thf  Strength  and  Weahnefs  of  Human  Reafon,  in  four  conferences^ 
Viitho\iX.h.\%ndime.— Humility  reprefented  in  the  charaiier  of  St.  Paul,  1737,  with  fpme  additional  ob- 
fervations  from  his  MS.-^^  Defence  againjlthe  Temptations  to  Self-murder,  l-]26.—The  Holinefs  of  Time:,, 
and  Places,  and  People,  1 738. — A  Caveat  againf  Infdelity,  or  the  Danger  of  Apofiacy  from  tbt  Chrljlia^ 
faith,  compofed  in  1723,  but  not  printed  till  I'JZ^.—The  Harmony  of  all  the  Religions  ii'hich  God  ever 
revealed,  I742. — The  DoSirine  of  the  Pajfions  explained  and  improved,  which   at    firft   ftood  as  an  intr9/ 

dudipn   to  the  Difcourfes  of  the  f^ove  of  Cod,  &c.    1 7 29,   but  was  qnlarged  and  publiflied  fspaf». 
YoL.  IX,  T  ■^        '  " 
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rately,  XT  ^J^.—-D'-f;ourfes  of  the  Love  of  God,  and  its  Injluence  on  all  the  PaJpons^Xf  it\\  a  Devout  AfeMfutio% 
annexed  to  each  fubjei^,  17*9,  I734'"~"-^''  ■^Jf'^y  toiuards  the  encouragement  of  Charity  Schools,  lyz^.—A  Ser- 
men  for  the  Rrformation  of  Manners,  I707. — A  Sermon  on  the  death  of  George  I.  I737' 

The  Third  Volume  contains,  A  HumhU  Attempt  tozuards  the  Revival  of  PraSkal  Religion,  1731.— 
A  Guide  to  Prayer,  or  a  Free  and  Rational  Account  of  the.  Gift,  Grace,  and  Spirit  of  Prayer.— A  Difcourfe 
on  Cateehifms,  "with  Caiechifms  adapted  to  the  various  ages  and  capacities  of  Children  and  Youth,  1730.—^ 
Short  Vieiu  of  the  ivhole  Scripture  Hiflory. -^Prayers  compofed for  the  life  and  Imitation  of  Children,  1728. 
^jieflions  proper  for  Students  in  Divinit'^,  Candidates  of  the  Minifry,  and  Young  Chrifians.— Orthodoxy  and 
Charity  United,  in  feveral  Reconciling  EJfays  on  the  Laiv  and  Gofpel,  Faith  and  IVorks .—Stif-love  and  Vir- 
tue reconciled  only  hy  Religion.-^  An  Fffay  to  prove  that  the  only  effeSiual  obligation  of  Mankind  to  praBife  Virtue 
depends  on  the  Exiflence  and  }V^ill  of  God,  iviih  an  occafional provf  of  the  Necejpty  of  Revelation. — The  Re- 
deemer and  the  SanBifier,  or  the  Sacrifice  of  Chrijl,  and  the  Operation  of  the  Spirit  Vindicated,  with- 
out his  name,  1736. 

The  Fourth  Volume  contains  chiefly  Poetical  Compofitions.  The  Pfalms  of  David  imitated  in  the 
language  of  the  Neiu  Tefiament,  l"]!?!.— Hymns  and  Spiritual  Songs,  in  Three  Books,  I'JO'J.—A  Short  Ff- 
fay toivards  the  Improvement  of  Pfalmody,  X'JO'J .—Divine  Songs  and  Hymns  attempted  in  eafy  language^ 
for  the  life  of  children,  IJJ^.-Horce  Lyrica,  poems  chief y  of  the  Lyric  kind,  in  Three  Books,  IJoS  ;  re- 
printed with  the  Divine  and. Moral  Songs,  in  the  collection  of  "  the  Englifh  Poets,"  1779  and  17.90, 
and  inferted  in  the  prefent  colle6lion.  The  preface  contains  an  interelling  account  of  his  poetical 
lludies,  and  an  animated  defence  of  facrcd  poetry. — Reliquia  Juveniles,  Mifcellaneous  Thoughts,  in  profe 
and  vcrfc,  on  Natural,  Moral,  and  Divine  Suhj^Bs,\'12iA-'~~R^"'"''-"i^  "f  T^'''"^  ""P^oy^  i"  P^°S^  o.nd  Verfe  \ 
printed  from  his  MS.— — TX^  Art  of  Reading  and  Writing  Englifh,  1720. 

The  Fifth  Volume  comprifes  his  Philofophical  Writings.  Logic,  or  the  Right  Ufe  of  Reafin  in  the- 
Inquiry  after  Truth. — The  Improvement  of  the  Mind,  or  a  Supplement  to  the  Art  of  Logic,  in  Two  Parts, 
the  fecond  printed  from  his  MS. — A  Difcoutfe  on  the  Education  of  Children  and  Youth ;  printed  from 
his  MS. — The  Knowledge  of  the  Heavens  and  Earth  made  eafy,  or  the  Firjl  Principles  of  Aflronomy  and 
Geography  exphinedhy  the  ufe  of  Globes  and  Maps,  1 725. — Philofophical  EJfays  on  Various  SubjeBs,  Air, 
Space,  Subjlance,  Body,  Spirit,  Innate  Ideas,  is'c ;  with  Remarks  on  Mr.  Locke's  "  Effay  on  the 
fiuman  Underftandinc^." — A  Brief  Scheme  of  Ontology,  or  the  Science  of  Being  in  general,  annexed  to  the 
Philofophical  EJfays,  and  in  the  firPi  edition,  1733. 

The  Sixth  Volume  contains  his  Controverfial  Writings.  The  Rational  Foundation  of  a  Chrif.ian 
Church,  and  the  terms  of  Chrifian  Communion,  I747.- — A  Neiu  Effay  on  Civil  Poiver  in  Things  Jacrcd, 
occafioned  by  the  application  to  parliament  for  the  Explication  or  Repeal  of  the  Corporation  and 
Teft  Ads,  and  printed  without  his  name,  1739.— TXi?  Ruin  and  Recovery  of  Mankind,  or  an  Attempt  to 
•vindicate  the  Scriptural  Account  of  thefe  great  events,  upon  the  plain  Principles  ofReafon,  occafioned  by  Dr, 
Taylor's  "  Scripture  Dodtrine  of  Original  Sin,"  and  Dr.  Balguy's  "  Effay  on  Redemption,"  printed 
without  his  name. — An  EJfay  an  the  Freedom  of  Will  in  God,  and  ihj  Creatures,  and  on  various  fuh~ 
jeBs  conneBcdthereivith,^x\VitC^  without  his  name,  1 733. — The  Chrifian  DoBrine  of  the  Trinity,  Ufc. 
1723. — Seven  Diprtations  relating  to  the  Chrifian  DoBrine  of  the  Trinity,  I724. — Uf-fil  and  important 
quefions  concerning  Jefus  the  Son  of  Cod,  freely  propofed ;  printed  without  his  name,  1 746.  And  the  Glory 
of  Chrif,as  God-man,  difplayed,  in   Three  Difcourfes ;   printed  without  his  name,  I746. 

In  an  aflemblage  of  writings,  both  in  profe  and  verfe,  of  fuch  uncommon  variety,  the  atten- 
tive anc*,  judicious  will  certainly  difcern  the  marks  of  eminent  capacity,  and  afliduous  application, 
and  will  be  difpofed  to  make  candid  allowances  for  fome  inftances  of  peculiar  fentimcnts  and  lan- 
jruage,  which  may  not  fo  exadly  correfpond  with  their  own  judgment  and  tafte.  His  early  relifh 
for  poetry  may  probably  have  occafioned  fuch  a  florid  dicftion,  fuch  a  diffufive  and  pathetic  flyle,  as 
fome  critics  of  a  feverer  turn  of  thought  may  be  ready  to  objed  to,  as  not  fo  properly  adapted  to 
theological  difcourfes,  whether  popular  or  polemical ;  but,  when  every  dcdufhion  is  m^de  which 
criticifm  requires,  very  confidcrable  fupplies  of  inflru<9:ion  and  entertainment  will  be  communicated 
to  thofe  who  carefully  perufe,  and  thoroughly  digefl,  his  more  [elaborate  and  judicious  compofi- 
tions. 

An  opinion  has  obtained,  that  in  his  latter  days  he  changed  his  fentiments  concerning  the  Trinity. 
In  his  MS.  correfpondencc  with  the  Rev.  Martin  Tomkins,  on  the  worftiip  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 
publifhcd  by  the  Rev.  S.  Palmer,  1753,  he  confefles,  that  *'  he  wifhed  fome  things  were  correftcd*' 
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concerning  the  Trinitarian  doxologies  in  his  books  of  Hymns ;  but  then,  he  continues,  "  the  que- 
ftion  with  me  is  this :  as  I  wrote  them  in  fincerity  at  that  time,  is  it  not  more  for  the  edification  of 
Chriftians,  and  the  ^lory  of  God,  to  let  them  ftand,  than  to  ruin  the  ufefulnefs  of  the  whole  work  by 
correding  them  now,  and  perhaps  bring  further  and  faife  fufpicions  on  my  prefent  opinions  ?  Be- 
fides,  I  might  tell  you  I  fold  the  copy  to  Mr  Laurence,  and  his  pofterity  make  money  of  it  to  this 
day,  and  I  can  fcarce  claim  a  right  to  make  any  alteration  in  the  book  which  would  injure  the  falc 
of  it." 

On  this  paffage  it  is  obvious  to  remark,  that  he  luijhed  that  fame  things  in  his  doxologies  -Lvere  ear- 
reSied ;  but  how  far  he  changed  his  fentiments  with  refped  to  the  Trinity,  before  his  deatfi,  cannot, 
perhaps,  be  fully  afcertalned,  though  it  is  probable  he  died  in  the  faith  for  which  he  fo  zealoufly 
contended  in  his  writings. 

His  iiitelle^ual  and  moral  accomplifhments  are  univerfally  allowed  to  have  been,  in  the  higheft 
degree,  refpeftable  and  amiable.  The  natural  ftrength  of  his  genius,  which  he  cultivated  and  im- 
proved by  a  very  confiderable  acquaintance  with  the  moft  celebrated  writers,  both  ancient  and  mo- 
dern, enriched  his  mind  with  a  large  and  uncommon  ftore  of  jull  fentiments  and  ufeful  knowledge 
of  various  kinds.  The  extent  and  fublimity  of  his  imagination,  a  quicknefs  of  apprehcnCon,  and 
folidity  of  judgment,  together  with  a  faithful  memory,  gave  him  a  remarkable  pre-eminence.  As 
a  Chriftian,  he  was  eminent  for  pure  and  undilTembled  piety,  humility,  candour,  and  charity.  He 
maintained  a  free  and  friendly  correfpondence  with  Chriflians  of  different  parties  and  denomina- 
tions. He  engaged  in  controverfy  with  a  pacific  view  to  heal,  and  reconcile,  difputes  among 
Chriftians,  rather  than  to  make  pi  ofelytes  to  any  party  ;  and  wrote  with  fuch  a  fpirit  of  meelinefs 
and  love,  as  is  truly  inftruclive  and  exemplary.  The  goodncfs  of  his  heart  was  difplayed  in  liberal 
and  beneficent  a<ftions :  and  during  the  lafl  thirty  years  of  his  Hfe,  he  conftantly  devoted  a  fifth  part 
of  his  income,  which  did  not  exceed  a  hundred  a-year,  to  charitable  ufes.  His  patience  and  refigna- 
tion  to  the  will  of  God,  in  feafons  of  a21i<ftion,  were  eminently  approved. 

As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  are  chara6lerifed  by  a  happy,  and  fometimes  an  incomparable  freedom 
of  verfification,  of  fpirit,  and  of  piety;  and  it  may  be  faid,  in  his  own  words,  in  the  T-wo  Happy 
Rivals,  that,  in  his  Odes, 

A  thoufand  loofe  Pindaric  plumes  fiy  fcattering  down  the  v/ind. 

His  poetry  is  chiefly  devotional ;  in  regard  to  which  Dr.  Johnfon  affirms,  that  "  it  is  fufncient 
for  Watts  to  have  done  better  than  others,  what  no  man  has  done  well."  He  had  alleged  jufl  be- 
fore, that  "  the  paucity  of  topics  of  ddimtioual  poetry  enforces  perpetual  repetition,"  which  is  indeed 
not  void  of  truth,  and  that  the  "  faudity  of  the  matter  rejeds  the  ornaments  of  the  figurative  dic- 
tion ;"  but  he  muft  have  confeffed,  that  the  pfalmifl;  and  propl\ets  feem  to  have  afforded  examples  to 
the  contrary. 

Watts,  it  may  be  worth  remembering,  was  "  a  gentleman  of  the  firfl.  edition"  of  the  "  Dun- 
ciad,"  on  account  of  hh  Ffalms,  which  are  defervedly  in  great- eftimation;  but  obferving  to  Mr. 
Richardfon  the  painter,  that  Pope  profeffed  to  fatirize  none  but  thofe  who  attacked  him,  which  he 
never  had;  and  this  being  reprefented  to  the  fatiriit,  in  the  next  edition  his  name  was  omitted. 

With  Dr.  Johnfon,  the  leading  feature  of  whofe  mind  was  religion,  Watts  may  be  expedted  to 
have  been  a  favourite  ;  and  it  is  but  doing  him  jullice  to  acknowledge,  that  though  he  is  not  remark- 
able for  paying  compliments  to  the  diffenters,  he  has  delineated  his  character  with  liberality  and 
candour.  To  his  opinion  of  Watts's  poetry  the  prefent  writer  has  little  to  objedl;  and  moft  of  thofe, 
he  believes,  who  intei-eft  themfelves  in  the  poetical  reputation  of  Watts,  will  be  inclined  to  forgive 
his  biographer  for  fome  afperities,  in  confideration  of  the  unqualified  applaufe  beftov.-ed  on  his 
"  piety  and  innocence,"  his  "  fidelity  and  diligence,"  his  "  gentlenefs  and  modefty,"  his  "  cha- 
rity and  m.oderation." 

"  He  was  one  of  the  firft  authors  that  taught  the  diffenters  to  court  attention  by  the  graces  ef 
language.  He  fliewed  them  that  zeal  and  purity  might  be  expreffed  and  enforced  by  polifhed  dic- 
tion, 

"  In  the  pulpit,  though  his  low  ftature,  which  very  little  exceeded  five  feet,  graced  him  with 
no  advantage  of  appearance,  yet  the  gravity  and  propriety  of  his  utterance  made  his  difcourfes  very 
efficacious.  Such  was  his  flow  of  thought?,  and  fuch  his  promptitude  of  language,  that  in  the 
6  T  ij 
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latter  part  of  his  life  he  did  not  precorapofe  his  cuifory  fermons;  but  having  adjufted  the  heads,  and 

Jketched  out  fome  particulars,  trufted  for  fuccefs  to  his  extemporary  powers. 

"  To  flated  and  public  inftru6tion,  he  added  familiar  vifits  and  perfonal  application;  and  was  care- 
ful to  improve  the  opporiunities  which  converfation  offered,  of  diiFufing  and  increafmg  the  influence 
of  religion. 

**  By  his  natural  temper,  he  was  quick  of  refentment;  but  by  his  eftabliflied  and  habitual  practice, 
he  was  gentle,  mcdeft,  and  inoffenfive.  He  condefcended  to  lay  afide  the  fcholar,  the  philofopher, 
and  the  wit,  to  write  little  poems  of  devotion,  and  fyftems  of  inftrudlion,  adapted  to  the  wants  and 
capacitiec  of  children,  from  the  dawn  of  reafon,  through  its  gradations  of  advance  in  the  morning  of 
-life.  Every  man,  acquainted  with  the  common  principles  of  human  asSlions,  will  look  with  veneration 
on  the  writer,  who  is  at  one  time  combating  Locke,  and  at  another  time  making  a  Catechifm  for 
children  in  their  fourth  year, 

"  As  his  mind  was  capacious,  his  curiofity  excurfive,  and  his  induftry  continual,  his  writings  arc 
very  numerous,  and  his  fubjedls  various.  With  his  theological  works,  I  am  only  enough  acquaint- 
ed to  admire  his  m.eeknefs  of  oppofition,  and  hismildnefs  of  cenfure.  It  was  not  only  in  his  books, 
but  in  his  mind,  that  orthodoxy  was  united  with  charity. 

"  Of  his  philofophical  pieces,  his  Lcgic  has  been  received  into  the  univerfities,  and  therefore 
Tyrants  no  private  recommendation  :  if  he  owes  part  of  itto  Le  Clerc,  it  mufl:  be  confidered  that  no 
man  who  undertakes  merely  to  methodize  or  illuftrate  a  fyftem,  pretends  to  be  the  author. 

"  Few  books  have  been  perufed  by  me  with  greater  pleafure  than  his  Impi-o-vemetit  of  the  Mind, 
of  which  the  radical  principle  may  indeed  be  found  in  Locke's  "  Condudl:  of  the  Underftanding  ;" 
but  they  are  fo  expanded  and  ramilied  by  Watts,  as  to  confer  upon  him  the  merit  of  a  work  in 
the  higheft  degree  ufeful  and  pleafmg.  Whoever  has  the  care  of  iiiflrudling  others,  may  be  charged 
with  deficience  in  his  duty  if  this  book  is  not  recommended. 

*'  As  piety  predominated  in  his  mind,  it  is  diffufed  over  his  works  :  Under  his  direction  it  may 
be  truly  faid  Theologid:  Philofophia  ancillatur,  philofophy  is  fubfervient  to  evangelical  inflrudlion  :  it 
is  difficilt  to  read  a  page  without  karnmg,  or  at  leaft  wifhing  to  be  better.  The  attention  is  caugh^ 
by  indirecSt  inftrudlion ;  and  he  that  fat  dovi'n  only  to  reafon,  is  in  a  fudden  compelled  to  pray. 

"  Few  men  have  left  behind  fuch  purity  of  charaifter,  or  fuch  monuments  of  laborious  piety. 
He  has  provided  inftrudlion  for  all  ages,  from  thofe  who  are  lifping  their  firft  leffons,  to  the  en- 
lightened readers  of  Malbranche  and  Locke.  He  has  left  neither  corporeal  nor  fpiritual  pature  un- 
examined ;  he  has  taught  the  art  of 'reafoning  and  the  fcience  of  the  ftars. 

"  His  charafter,  therefore,  muft  be  formed  from  the  multiplicity  and  diverfity  of  his  attainments 
rather  than  from  any  fmgle  performance  :  for  it  would  not  be  fafe  to  claim  for  him  the  higheft 
rank  in  any  fmgle  denomination  of  literary  dignity  ;  yet  perhaps  there  vi^s  nothing  in  which  he 
would  not  have  excelled,  if  he  had  not  divided  his  powers  to  different  purfuits. 

'*  As  a  poet,  had  he  been  only  a  poet,  he  would  probably  have  flood  high  among  the  authors 
with  whom  he  is  now  afTbciated.  For  his  judgment  was  clear,  and  he  noted  beauties  and  faults 
with  very  nice  difcernment ;  his  imagination,  as  the  Dacian  Battle  proves,  was  vigorous  and  acftive, 
and  the  ftores  of  knowledge  were  large  by  which  his  fancy  was  to  be  fupplied.  His  car  was  well 
tuned,  and  his  di<ftion  was  elegant  and  copious.  But  his  devotional  poetry  is  like  that  of  others, 
unfatisfacSory.  The  paucity  of  its  topics  enforces  perpetual  repetition,  and  the  fan(5lity  of  the  mat- 
ter rejeds  the  ornaments  of  figurative  diftion.  It  is  fufficient  for  Watts  to  have  done  better  than 
others,  what  no  man  has  done  well. 

"  His  poems  on  other  fubjedts  feldom  rife  higher  than  might  be  expedled  from  the  amufements 
of  a  man  of  letters,  and  have  different  degrees  of  value  as  they  are  more  or  lefs  laboured,  or  as  the 
occafion  was  more  or  lefs  favourable  to  invention. 

"  He  writes  too  often  without  regular  meafure,  and  too  often  in  blank  verfe  :  the  rhymes  are 
not  always  fiifficiently  correfpondent.  He  is  particularly  unhappy  in  coining  names  exprelTive  of 
charaifters.  His  lines  are  commonly  fmooth  and  eafy,  and  his  thoughts  always  religioufly  pure  j 
but  who  is  there  that  to  fo  much  piety  and  innocence  does  not  wifh  for  a  greater  meafure  of  fpright-; 
linefs  and  vigour  ?  H:,  is  at  leafl  one  of  the  few  poets  with  whom  youth  and  ignorance  may 
fafely  pleafed  ;  ^nd  happy  will  be  that  reader  whofe  mind  is  difpofed  by  his  verfes,  or  his  profe, 
copy  his  benevolence  to  map,  and  his  reverence  to  God !" 


RECOMMEND ArORT  VERSES. 


ON  READING  MR.  WATTS  S  POEMS,     . 

SACRED  TO  PIETY  AND  DEVOTION. 

Regard  the  man  who  in  feraphic  lays, 

Arid  flowing  numbers,  lings  his  Maker's  praife  : 

He  needs  invoke  no  fabled  mufe's  art, 

The  heavenly  fong  comes  genuine  from  his  heart, 

From  that   pure  heart,  which  God  has  deign'd  t' 

infpire 
With  holy  raptures,  and  a  facred  fire. 
Thrice  happy  man  1  whofe  foul  and  guiltlefsbreaft, 
Are  well  prepar'd  to  lodge  th'.  Almighty  gueft  I 
'Tis  he  that  lends  thy  towering   thoughts  their 

wing. 
And  tunes  thy  lyre,  when  thou  attempt'ft  to  fing  : 
He  to  thy  foul  lets  in  celeftial  day, 
Ev'n  whilft  imprifon'd  in  this  mortal  clay. 
By  death's  grim  afpedt  thou  art  not  alarm'd. 
He,  for  thy  fake,  has  death  itfelf  difarm'd  ; 
Nor  fliall  the  grave  o'er  thee  a  vidtoty  boaft  ; 
Her  triumph  in  thy  rifing  fliall  be  loft, 
when  thou  flialt  join  th'  angelic  choirs  above, 
in  never-ending  fongs  of  praife  and  love. 

EUSEBIA. 

to  MR.  WATTS,  ON  HIS  POEMS. 

To  murmuring  ftreams,  in  tender  (trains. 

My  penfive  mufe  no  more 
Of  love's  enchanting  force  complains, 

Along  the  flowery  fliore. 

No  more  Mirtillo's  fatal  face 

My  quiet  breall  alarms, 
His  eyes,  his  ait,  and  youthful  grace, 

Have  loft  their  ufual  charms. 

Ko  gay  Alexis  in  the  grove 

Shall  be  my  future  theme: 
I  burn  with  an  immortal  lovej 

And  fing  a  purer  flame. 

Seraphic  heights  I  feem  to  gain, 

And  facred  tranfports  feel. 
While  Watts,  to  thy  celeftial  ftrain, 

Surpris'd,  I  liften  ftill. 

The  gliding  ftreams  their  courfe  forbealr, 

When  I  thy  lays  repeat ; 
The  bending  foreft  lends  an  ear  ; 

The  birds  their  notes  forget. 


With  fuch  a  graceful  harmony 

Thy  numbers  ftill  prolong ; 
And  let  remoteft  lands  reply, 

And  echo  to  thy  long. 

Far  as  the  diftant  regions,  where 

The  beauteous  morning  fprings. 
And  fcatters  odours  through  the  air. 

From  her  refplendent  v/ings  ; 

Unto  the  new-found  realms,  which  fee. 

The  latter  fun  arife. 
When,  with  an  eafy  progrefs,he 

Rolls  down  the  nether  Ikies. 

July  1705.  PHILoMEtA  *.( 

to  MR.  WATTS, 

ON  READING  HIS  UOR^  iYRICiE. 

Haii,  heaven-born  Mufe  1    that  with  celeftial 

flame. 
And  high  feraphic  numbers,  durft  attempt 
To  gain  thy  native  Ikies.     No  common  theme 
Merits  thy  thought,  felf-confcious  of  a  foul 
Superior,  though  on  earth  detain'd  a  while  ; 
Like  fome  propitious  angel,  that's  defign'd 
A  refident  in  this  inferior  orb, 
To  guide  the  wandering  fouls  to  heavenly  blifs. 
Thou  feem'ft;  while  thou  their  everlafting  fongs 
Haft  lung  to  mortal  ears,  and  down  to  earth 
Transferr'd  the  work  of  heaven;    with  thought 

fublime, 
And  high  fonorous  wolds,  thou  fweetly  fing'ft 
To  thy  immortal  lyre.     Amaz'd,  we  view 
The  towering  height  ftupendous,  while  thou  foar'ft 
Above  the  reach  of  vulgar  eyes  or  thought, 
Hymning  th'  Eternal  Father  ;  as  of  old 
When  firft  th'  Almighty  from  the  dark  abyfs 
Of  everlafting  night  and  filence  call'd 
The  fliining  worlds  with  one  creating  word, 
And  rais'd  from  nothing  all  the  heavenly  hoftsj 
And  with  external  glories  fill'd  the  void. 
Harmonious  feraphs  tun'd  their  golden  harp^ 
And  with  their  cheerful  hallelujahs  blefs'd 
The  bounteous  author  of  their  happinefs  ; 
From  orb  to  orb  th'  alternate  mufic  rang, 
And  from  the  cryftal  arches  of  the  fky 
Reach'd  our  then  glorious  world,  the  native  feit 

•  A  name  afiimfd  by  my  rival. 

Tiij 


fip4 


THE   WORKS    OF    WATTS, 


Of  the  firft  happy  pair,  who  join'd  their  fongs 
To  the  loud  echoes  of  th'  py.geUc  choirs. 
And  fiU'd  with  blifsrulhymns^  terreftrial  heaven, 
The  paradife  of  God,  where  all  delights 
Abounded,  and  the  pure  ambrolial  air, 
Fann'd  by  mi'.d  zephyrs,  breath'd  eternal  fweets, 
Forbidding  death  and  forrow,  and  beftow'd 
Frefn  heavenly  bloom,  and  gay  immortal  youth. 

Not  To,  alas  I  the  vile  apoftate  race. 
Who  in  mad  joys  their  brutal  hours  employ'd, 
Affaulting  with  their  impious  bfafphemies 
The  Power  fupreme  that  give  them  life  and  breath  ; 
Incarnate  fiends  I  outrageous  they  defy'd 
Th'  Eternal's  thunder  and  almighty  wrath 
Fearlefs  provok'd,  which  all  the  other  devils 
Would  dread  to  meet ;  remembering  well  the  day 
When,  driven  from  pure  immortal  feats  above, 
A  fiery  terapeft  hurl'd  them  down  the  Ikies, 
And  hung  upon  the  rear,  urging  their  fall 
To  the  dark,  deep,  unfathomable  gulf. 
Where  bound  on  fulphurous  lakes  to  glowingrocks 
With  adamantine  chains,  they  wail  their  woes, 
And  know  Jehovah  great  as  well  as  good  ; 
.And  fix'd  for  ever  by  eternal  fate. 
With  horror  find  his  arm  omnipotent. 

Prodigious  madnefs !  that  the  facred  mufe, 
Firft  taught  in  heaven  to  mount  immortal  heights, 
And  trace  the  boundlefs  glories  of  the  iky. 
Should  now  to  every  idol  bafely  bow, 
An4  curfe  the  Deity  (he  once  ador'd, 
Eredling  trophies  to  each  fordid  vice, 
And  celebrating  the  infernal  praife^ 
Of  haughty  Lucifer,  the  defperate  roe 
Of  God  and  man,  and  winning  every  hour 
New  votaries  to  hell,  while  all  the  fiends 
Hear  thefe  accurfed  lays,  and,  thus  outdone, 
Raging  they  try  to  match  the  human  race, 
Redoubling  all  their  hellifh  blafphemies. 
And  with  loud  curfes  rend  the  gloomy  vault. 

Ungrateful  mortals :  ah!  too  late  you'll  find 
What  'tis  to  banter  heaven,  and  laugh  at  hell ; 
To  drefs-up  vice  infalfe  dehifive  charms, 
And  with  gay  colour?  paint  her  hideous  face, 
Leading  befotted  fouls  through  flowery  paths, 
In  gaudy  dreams,  and  vain  fantaftic  joys. 
To  difmal  fcenes  of  everlafting  woe  ; 
When  the  great  Judge  fliall  rear  his  awful  throne, 
And  raging  flames  furround  the  trembling  globe. 
While  the  loud  thunders  roar  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  the  laft  trump  awakes  the  fleeping  dead ; 
And  guilty  fouls  to  ghaftly  bodies  driven, 
Within  thofe  dire  eternal  prifons  Ihut, 
Expedl  their  fad  inexorable  doom. 
Say  now,  ye  men  of  wit  1  what  turn  of  thought 
Will  pleafe  you  then  '.  Alas,  how  dull  and  poor, 
Ev'n  to  yourfelves,  will  your  lewd  flights  appear  1 
Haw  will  you  envy  then  the  happy  fate 
Of  idiots  1  and  perhaps  in  vain  you'll  wifli, 
You'd  been  as  very  fools  as  once  you  thought 
Others,  for  the  fublimeft  wifdom  fcorn'd  ; 
WTien  pointed  lightnings  from  the  wrathful  Judge 
Shall  finge  your  blighted  laurels,  and  the  men 
Who  thought  they  flew  fo  high,  fliall  fall  lb  low. 

iJNo    more,    my   Mufe,   of    that    tremenduous 
thought ; 
Refume  thy  more  delightful  theme,  and  fing 
Th'  immortal  rrvan,  that  with  immortal  verfe 


Rivah  the  hymns  of  angels,  and  like  tKeifl 

Di'fpifes  mortal  critics'  idle  rules  : 

\A'^hile  the  celeftial  flame  that  warms  thy  foul 

Infpires  us,  and  with  holy  tranfports  moves 

Our  labouring  minds,  and  nobler  fcenes  prefents 

Than  all  the  Pagan  poets  ever  fung. 

Homer  or  Virgil ;  and  far  fweeter  notes 

Than  Horace  ever  taught  his  founding  lyre, 

Aad  piirer  far,  though  Martiel's  felf  might  fcent 

A  modeft  poet  in  our  Chrillian  days, 

]\Iay  thofe  forgotten  and  neglected  lie, 

No  more  let  men  be  fond  of  fabulous  gods. 

Nor  Heathen  wit  debauch  one  Cliriftian  line, 

While  with  the  coarfe  and  daubing  paint  we  hide 

The  fliining  beauties  of  eternal  truth, 

That  in  her  native  drefs  appears  moft  bright. 

And  charms  the  eyes  of  angels Oh  !  like  thee 

Let  every  nobler  genius  tune  his  voice 
To  fubjc(?ls  worthy  of  their  towering  thoughts. 
Let  Heaven  and  Anna  then  your  tuneful  art 
Lnprove,  and  confecrate  your  deathlefs  lays 
To  him  who  reigns  above,  and  her  who  rules  be- 
low. 


April  17.   1705. 


Joseph  Standen. 


TO  MR.  WATTS,  ON  HIS  DIVINE  POEMS. 

Say,  human  feraph,  whence  that  charming  force. 

That  flame  I  that  foul !  which  animates  each  line; 

And  how  it  runs  with  fuch  a  graceful  eafe. 

Loaded  with  ponderous  fenfe  !  Say,  did  not  He, 

The  lovely  Jefus,  who  commands  thy  breaft, 

Lafpire  thee  with  himfelf?  With  Jefus  dwells. 

Knit  in  myfterious  bands,  the  Paraclete, 

'Ihe  breath  of  God,  the  everlafting  fource 

Of  love  :  And  what  is  love,  in  fouls  like  thine, 

Eut  air,  and  incenfe  to  the  poet's  fire  ? 

Should  an  expiring  faint,  whofe  fwimming  eyes 

Mingle  the  images  of  things  about  him, 

Eut  hear  the  ieaft  ex.dtedof  thy  ftrains. 

How  greedily  he'd  drink  the  mufic  in. 

Thinking  his  heavenly  convoy  waited  near 

So  great  a  flrefs  of  powerful  harmony, 

Nature  unable  to  fufta'in. 

Would  fink  opprefs'd  with  joy  to  endlefs  reft. 

Let  none  henceforth  of  providence  complain. 
As  if  the  world  of  fpirits  lay  unknown, 
Fenc'd  round  with  black  impenetrable  night ; 
What  though  no  fliining  angel  darts  from  thetice 
With  leave  to  publifli  things  conceal'd  from  fenfd. 
In  language  bright  as  theirs,  we  are  here  told. 
When  life  its  narrow  round  of  years  hath  roll'd, 
What  'tis  employs  the  blefi'd,  what  makes  their 

blifs; 
Songs  fuch  as  Watt's  are,  and  love  like  bis. 

But  then,  dear  Sir,  be  cautious  how  you  ufe, 
To  tranfports  fo  intenfeiy  rais'd  your  mufe. 
Left,  uhilli:  th'  ecftatic  impulfeyou  obey. 
The  foul  leap  out,  and  drop  the  duller  clay. 

Sept.  4.  i7o<).  Henry  Grove. 

TO  DR.  WATTS, 

ON  THE   FIFTH  EDITION  OF  HIS  HOR^  LYRICM. 

Sovereign  of  facred  verfe  1  accept  the  lays 
Of  a  young  bard  that  dares  attempt  thy  praifd 


RECOMMEND  AT  OR  Y  VERSES. 
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A  mufc,  the  meaneft  of  the  vocal  throng, 
New  to  the  bays,  nor  equal  to  the  fong. 
P"ir'd  with  tlie  growing  glories  of  thy  fame, 
Joins  all  her  powers  to  celebrate  thy  name. 
No  vulgar  themes  thy  pious  mufe  engage, 
No  fcents  of  luft  polhite  thy  facred  page. 
You  in  majeftic  numbers  mount  the  fkieS, 
And  meet  del'cending  angels  as  you  rife, 
Wliofe  juft  appiaufes  charm  the  crowded  groves. 
And  Addifon  thy  tuneful  fong  approves. 
Soft  harmony  and  manly  vigour  join 
To  form  the  beauties  of  each  fprightly  line, 
For  every  grace  of  every  mufe  is  thine. 
Milton,  immortal  bard,  divinely  bright, 
Condudts  his  favourite  to  the  realms  of  light ; 
Where  Raphael's  lyre  charms  the  celeftial  throng, 
Delighted  cherubs  liftening  to  the  fong  : 
From  blifs  to  blifs  the  happy  beings  rove. 
And  tafte  the~~fweets  of  mulic  and  of  love. 
But  when  the  fofter  fcenes  of  life  you  paint, 
And  join  the  beauteous  virgin  to  the  faint, 


■} 


Wlien  you  defcribe  how  few  the  happy  pairs, 
M  hole  hearts  united  foflen  all  their  cares. 
We  fee  to  whom  the  fwceteft  joys  belong. 
And  Myra's  beauties  confecrate  your  fong. 
Fain  the  unnumber'd  graces  I  would  tell. 
And  on  the  pleafing  theme  for  ever  dwell ; 
But  the  mufe  faints,  unequal  to  the  flight. 
And  hears  thy  ftrains  with  wonder  and  delight. 
When  tombs  of  princes  fliall  in  Kuinslie, 
And  all  but  heaven-born  piety  fliall  die. 
When  the  lad  trumpet  wakes  the  fdent  dead, 
And  each  lafcivious  poet  hides  his  head. 
With  thee  fhall  thy  divine  Urania  rife, 
Crown'd  with  frefli  laurels,  to  thy  native  fl^ies : 
Great  How  and  Gouge  fhall  hail  thee  on  thy  way. 
And  welcome  thee  to  the  bright  realms  of  day. 
Adapt  thy  tuneful  notes  to  heavenly  ftrings. 
And  join  the  Lyric  Ode  while  fome  fairferaph  fings. 
Sic  fpirat,  fie  optat, 

Tui  amantiffimus 

BXITANNICUS. 


nij 


PREFACE. 


It  lias  been  a  long  complaint  of  the  virtuous  and 
tefined  world,  that  poefy,  whofe  original  is  divine, 
Ihould  be  enflaved  to  vice  and  profanenefs;  that 
an  art,  infpired  from  heaven,  fliould  have  fo  far 
loft  the  memory  of  its  birth-place,  as  to  be  en- 
gaged in  the  interefts  of  hell.  How  unhappily  is 
it  perverted  from  its  moft  glorious  defign  1  How 
bafely  has  it  been  driven  away  from  its  proper  fta- 
tion  in  the  temple  of  God,  and  abufed  to  much 
diflionour  I  The  iiiiquity  of  men  has  conftrained 
it  to  ferve  their  vileft  purpofes,  while  the  fens  of 
piety  mourn  the  facrilege  and  the  fliame. 

The  eldeft  fong,  which  hiftory  has  brought 
down  to  our  ears,  was  a  noble  acfl  of  worfhip  paid 
to  the  God  of  Ifrael,  when  his  "  right  hand  be- 
"  came  glorious  in  povver  ;  when  thy  right  hand, 
"  O  Lord,  dalhed  in  pieces  the  enemy  :  the  cha- 
"  riots  of  rharaoh  and  his  hofts  were  caft  into  the 
"  red  fea.  Thou  didft  blow  with  thy  wind,  the 
"  deep  covered  them,  and  they  fank  as  lead  in  the 
"  mighty  waters."  Exod.  xv.  This  art  was 
maintained  facred  through  the  following  ages  of 
the  church,  and  employed  by  kings  and  prophets, 
by  David,  Solomon,  and  Ifaiah,  in  defcribing  the 
nature  and  the  glories  of  God,  and  in  conveying 
grace  or  vengeance  to  the  hearts  of  men.  By 
this  method  they  brought  fo  much  of  heaven  down 
to  this  lower  world,  as  the  darknefs  of  that  dif- 
penfation  would  admit :  And  now  and  then  a  di- 
vine and  poetic  rapture  lifted  their  fouls  far  above 
the  level  of  that  economy  of  fliadows,  bore  them 
away  far  into  a  brighter  region,  and  gave  them  a 
glimpfe  of  evangelic  day.  T;,"  life  of  angels  was 
harmonioufly  breathed  into  the  children  of  Adam, 
and  their  minds  raifed  near  to  heaven  in  melody 
ar.d  devotion  at  once. 

In  the  younger  days  of  heathenifm,  the  Mufes 
Were  devoted  to  the  fame  fervice  :  the  language 
in  which  old  Hefiod  addreffes  them  is  this  : 

AiVTl,    A7  iVV-TTiTO   clplTipOt  ZTXTIP    VftVu'oVTXl, 

"  Pierian  Mufes,  fam'd  for  heavenly  lays, 
"  Ufefcend,  and  fing  the  God  your  Father's 
"  praife." 
And  he  purfues  the  fubjed;  in  ten  pious  lines, 
which  I  could  not  forbear  to  tranfcribe.if  the  afpedl 
and  found  of  fo  rauch  Greek  were  not  terrifying 
to  a  nice  reader. 

But  lome  of  the  latter  poets  of  the  Pagan  world 
have  dcbafed  this  divine  gift ;  and  many  of  the 
writers  of  the  firlt  rank,  in  this  our  age  of  national 
Chriftians,  have,  to  their  eternal  ihame,  furiiafTed 


the  vileft  of  the  Gentiles.  They  have  not  only 
difrobed  religion  of  all  the  ornaments  of  verfe,  but 
have  employed  their  pens  in  impious  mifchief,  to 
deform  her  native  beauty  and  defile  her  honours. 
They  have  espofed  her  moft  facred  character  to 
drollery,  and  dreffed  her  up  in  a  moft  vile  and  ri- 
diculous difguife,  for  the  fcorn  of  the  ruder  herd 
of  mankind.  The  vices  have  been  painted  like  fo 
many  goddeffes,  the  charms  of  wit  have  been  ad- 
ded to  debauchery,  and  the  temptation  heighten- 
ed where  nature  needs  the  ftrongeft  reftraintsi 
With  fweetnefs  of  found,  and  delicacy  of  expref- 
fion,  they  have  given  a  relifli  to  blafphemies  of 
the  harllieft  kind ;  and  when  they  rant  at  their 
Maker  in  fonctous  numbers,  they  fancy  themfelves 
to  have  adted  the  hero  well. 

Thus  almoft  in  vain  have  the  throne  and  the 
pulpit  cried  reformation  ;  while  the  ftage  and  li- 
centious poems  have  waged  open  war  with  the 
pious  defign  of  church  and  ftate.  The  prefs  has 
fpread  the  poifon  far,  and  fcattered  wide  the 
mortal  infeiflion  :  Unthinking  youth  have  been 
enticed  to  fin  beyond  the  vicious  propenfities  of 
nature,  plunged  early  into  difeafes  and  death,  and 
funk  down  to  damnation  in  multitudes.  Was  it 
for  this  that  poefy  was  endued  with  all  thofe  al- 
lurements that  lead  the  mind  away  in  a  pleafing 
captivity  ?  Was  it  for  this,  flie  was  furniflied  with 
fo  many  intelle(?lual  charms,  that  fhe  might  fe- 
duce  the  heart  from  God,  the  original  beauty,  and 
the  moft  lovely  of  beings?  Can  I  ever  be  perfuad- 
ed,  that  thofe  fweet  and  refiftlefs  forces  of  meta- 
phor, wit,  found,  and  number,  were  given  with 
this  defign,  that  they  fliould  be  all  ranged  under 
the  bavmer  of  the  great  malicious  fpirit,  to  invade 
the  rights  of  heaven,  and  to  bring  fwift  and  ever- 
lafting  deftrudlion  upon  men  ?  How  will  thefe  al- 
lies of  the  nether  tvorld,  the  lewd  and  profane 
verfifiers,  ftand  aghaft  before  the  great  Judge, 
when  the  blood  of  many  fouls,  whom  they  never 
faw,  fliall  be  laid  to  the  charge  of  their  writings, 
and  be  dreadfully  required  at  their  hands  ?  The 
Reverend  Mr.  Collier  has  fet  this  awful  Icene  be- 
fore them  in  juft  and  flaming  colours.  If  the  ap- 
plication were  not  too  rude  and  uncivil,  that  noble 
ftanza  of  my  Lord  Rofcommon,  on  Pfalm  cxlviii; 
might  be  addreffed  to  them  : 

*    Ye  dragonr,  whofe  contagious  breath 
"  Peoples  the  dark  retreats  of  death, 
"  Change  your  dire  hiflings  into  heavenly  fongs; 
"  And  praife  your  Maker  with  your  forkel 
"  tongues." 
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TRis  profanation  and  debafement  of  fo  divine 
an  art,  has  tempted  feme  weaker  Chriftians  to 
imagine  that  poetry  and  vice  are  naturally  akin ; 
or  at  lealt,  that  verfe  is  fit  only  to  recommend 
trifles,  and  entertain  our  loofer  hours ;  but  it  is  too 
light  and  trivial  a  method  to  treat  any  thing  that 
is  ferious  and  facred.  They  iubmit,  indeed,  to 
ufe  it  in  divine  pfalmody;  but  they  love  the  drieft 
tranflation  of  the  pfalm  baft.  They  will  venture 
to  fing  a  dull  hymn  or  two  at  church,  in  tunes  of 
equal  dulnefs;  but  ftill  they  perfuade  themfelves, 
and  their  children,  that  the  beauties  of  poefy  are 
vain  and  dangerous.  All  that  ariles  a  degree 
above  Mr.  Sternhold  is  too  airy  for  worfhip,  and 
hardly  efcapes  the  fentence  of  "  unclean  and  abo- 
"  minable."  It  is  ftrange,  that  perfons  that  have 
had  the  Bible  in  their  hands,  fhould  be  led  away 
by  thoughtlefs  prejudices  to  fo  wild  and  ralh  an 
•pinion.  Let  me  entreat  them  not  to  indulge  this 
four,  this  cenforious  humour  too  far,  left  the  facred 
writers  fall  under  the  lafh  of  their  unlimited  and 
unguarded  reproaches.  Let  me  entreat  them  to 
look  into  their  Bibles,  and  remember  the  ftyle 
and  way  of  writing  that  is  ufed  by  the  ancient 
prophets.  Have  they  forgot,  or  were  they  never 
told,  that  many  parts  of  the  Old  Teftament  are 
Hebrisw  verfe  ?  and  the  figures  are  ftronger,  and 
the  metaphors  bolder,  and  the  images  more  fur- 
prifing  and  ftrange,  than  ever  I  read  in  any  pro- 
fane writer.  When  Deborah  fings  her  praifes  to 
the  God  of  Ifrael,  while  he  marched  from  the 
field  of  Edom,  fhe  fets  the  "  earth  a-trembling, 
"  the  heavens  drop,  and  the  mountains  diffolve 
"  from  before  the  Lord.  They  fought  from  hea- 
"  yen,  the  ftars  in  their  courfes  fought  againft  Si- 
"  fera :  When  the  river  of  Kifhon  fwept  them 
*'  away,  that  ancient  river,  the  river  Kifhon.  O 
"  my  foul,  thou  haft  trodden  down  llrength." 
Judg.  v.  &c.  When  Eliphaz,  in  the  book  of  Job, 
i'peaks  his  fenfe  of  the  holinefs  of  God,  he  intro- 
ducei  a  machine  in  a  vilion  :  "  Fear  came  upon 
"  me,  trembling  on  all  my  bones  ;  the  hair  of  my 
*'  flefti  Itood  up  ;  a  fpirit  palled  by  and  flood  ftill, 
"  but  its  form  was  undifcernible ;  an  image  be- 
"  fore  mine  eyes ;  and  filence ;  Then  I  heard  a 
"  voice,  faying.  Shall  mortal  man  be  more  juft 
"  than  God?"  &c.  Job  iv.  When  he  defcribes 
the  fafety  of  the  righteous,  he  "  hides  him  from 
"  the  fcourge  of  the  tongue,  he  makes  him  laugh 
■*'  at  deftrudlion  and  famine,  he  brings  the  ftones 
"  of  the  field  into  league  \Vith  him,  and  makes 
"  the  brute  animals  enter  into  a  covenant  of 
"  peace."  Job  v.  21,  &c.  When  Job  Ipeaks  of 
the  grave,  how  melancholy  is  the  gloom  that  he 
fpreads  over  it  I  "  It  is  a  region  to  which  I  muft 
"  fliortly  go,  and  whence  I  Ihall  not  return  ;  it  is 
"  a  land  of  darknefs,  it  is  darknei's  itlelf,  the  land 
*'  of  the  fhadow  of  death  ;  all  confufion  and  dif- 
"  order,  and  where  the  light  is  as  darknefs.  This 
"  is  my  houfe,  there  have  I  made  my  bed :  1  have 
"  faid  to  corruption,  Thou  art  my  father;  and  to 
"  the  worm.  Thou  art  my  mother  and  my  lifter : 
"  As  for  my  hope,  who  fliall  fee  it  ?  I  and  my 
*'  hope  go  down  together  to  the  bars  of  the  pit." 
Job  X.  2t,  and  xvii.  13.  When  he  humbles  him- 
felf  in  complainings  before  the  almightinefs  of 
©od,  what  contemptible  aad  feeble  images  doih 
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he  ufe  1  "  Wilt  thou  break  a  leaf  driven  to  and 
"  fro  ?  Wilt  thou  purfue  the  dry  ftubble  ?  I  con- 
"  fume  away  like  a  rotten  thing,  a  garment  eat- 
"  en  by  the  moth."  Job  xiii.  25,  Stc.  "  Thou 
"  lifteft  me  up  to  the  wind,  thou  caufeft  me  td 
"  ride  upon  it,  and  diflblveft  my  fubftance."  Job 
xxiii.  22.  Can  any  man  invent  more  defpicable 
ideas,  to  reprefent  the  fcoundrel  herd  and  refufe 
of  manldnd,  than  thofe  which  Job  ufes  ?  chap,  xxx, 
and  thereby  he  aggravates  his  own  forrows  and 
reproaches  to  amazement :  "  They  that  are 
"  younger  than  I  have  me  in  derifion,  whofe  fa- 
"  thers  I  would  have  difdained  to  have  fet  with 
"  the  dogs  of  my  flock  :  for  want  and  famine  they 
"  were  folitary  ;  fleeing  into  the  wildernefs  defo- 
"  late  and  wafte  :  They  cut  up  mallows  by  the 
"  bufhes,  and  juniper-roots  for  their  meat :  They 
"  were  driven  forth  from  among  men  (they  cried 
"  after  them  as  after  a  thief),  to  dwell  in  the  cliff* 
"  of  the  valleys,  in  the  caves  of  the  earth,  and  in 
"  rocks :  Among  the  bullies  they  brayed,  under 
"  the  nettles  they  were  gathered  together  ;  they 
"  were  children  of  fools,  yea,  children  of  bafe 
"  men;  they  were  viler  than  the  earth:  And 
"  now  I  am  their  fong,  yea,  I  am  their  by-word," 
Sec.  How  mournful  and  dejedled  is  the  language 
of  his  own  forrows  1  "  Terrors  are  turned  upon 
"  him,  they  purfue  his  foul  as  the  wind,  and  his 
"  welfare  paffes  away  as  a  cloud  ;  his  bones  are 
"  pierced  within  him,  and  his  foul  is  poured  out :: 
"  he  goes  mourning  without  the  fun,  a  brother  to 
"  dragons,  and  a  companion  to  owls ;  while  his 
"  harp  and  organ  are  turned  into  the  voice  of 
"  them  that  weep."  I  muft  tranfcribe  one  half 
of  this  holy  book,  if  I  would  Ihow  the  grandeur, 
the  variety,  and  the  juftnefs  of  his  ideas,  or  the 
pomp  and  beauty  of  his  expretlion  ;  I  muft  copy 
out  a  good  part  of  the  writings  of  David  and  Ifaiab, 
if  I  would  reprefent  the  poetical  excellencies  of 
their  thoughts  and  ftyle  :  nor  is  the  language  of 
the  lefler  prophets,  efpecially  in  fome  paragraphs, 
much  inferior  to  thefe. 

Now,  while  they  paint  human  nature  in  Its  va- 
rious forms  and  circumftances,  if  their  defigning 
be  fo  juft  and  noble,  their  difpofition  fo  artful, 
and  their  colouring  fo  bright,  beyond  the  moft 
famed  human  writers,  how  much  more  muft  their 
defcriptions  of  God  and  heaven  exceed  all  that  is 
pollible  to  be  faid  by  a  meaner  tongue  ?  When 
they  fpeak  of  the  dvvelliTig-place  of  God,  "  He 
"  inhabits  eternity,  and  fits  upon  the  throne  of 
"  his  hohnefs,  in  the  midft  of  light  inacceffible." 
When  his  holinefs  is  mentioned,  "  The  heavens 
"  are  not  clean  in  his  light,  he  charges  his  angels 
"  with  folly  :  He  looks  to  the  moon,  and  it  fliin- 
"  eth  not,  and  the  ftars  are  not  pure  before  his 
"  eyes  :  He  is  a  jealous  God,  and  a  confuming 
"  fire."  If  we  fpeak  of  ftrengih,  "Behold,  he  is 
"  ftrong  :  He  removes  the  mountains,  and  they 
"  know  it  not:  He  overturns  them  in  his  anger  : 
"  He  fliakes  the  earth  from  her  place,  and  heir 
"  pillars  tremble.  He  makes  a  path  through  the 
"  mighty  waters,  he  difcovers  the  foundations  of 
"  the  world:  The  pillars  of  heaven  are  altoniftied 
"  at  his  reproof."  And  after  all,  ''  Thefe  are 
"  but  a  portion  of  his  ways  :  The  thunder  of  his 
"  power  who  can  underftand?"  His  fovereignty, 
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his  knowledge,  and  his  wifdom,  are  revealed  to 
us  in  l:ino-uage  vnftiy  fupt  rior  to  all  the   pottic?.! 
accounts  of  heathen  divirM'.y.    "  Let  the  potfherds 
"  ftn.c   with   the  potilierds  of  the  earth;    but 
"  (hall  the  cla>   fay  to  him  that  fafhioneth  it, 
••  VVh-.t   makcitthou?   He  bids  the  heavens  drop 
•'  down  from  above,   and  let  the  Ikies  pour  down 
*'  righteoufnefj.     He  commands  the  fun,  and  it 
«<  rifeth  not,  and  he  fealeth  up  the  ftars.     It  is 
•'  he  that  faith  to  the  deep,  be  dry,  and  he  drieth 
«'  up  the  rivers.     Woe  to  them  that  feek  deep  to 
•'  hide  their  couiifel  from  the  Lord  ;  his  eyes  are 
«'  upon    all    their   ways,    he   underftands   their 
•'  thoughts  afar  off.     Hell  is  naked  before  him, 
«'  and  deftrudlion  hath  no  covering.    He  calls  out 
«'  all  the  ftars  by  their  names,  he  fruftrateth  the 
"  tokens  of  the  liars,  and  makes  the  diviners  mad: 
«*  He  turns  wife  men  backward,  and  their  know- 
«'  ledge  becomes  foolifh."     His  tranfcendeiit  emi- 
nence above  all  things  is  moft  nobly  reprefented, 
•when  he  "   fits  upon  the  circle  of  the  earth,  and 
"  the   inhabitants  thereof    are   as  grafshoppers  : 
*'  All  nations  before  him  are  as  the  drop  of  a  buc- 
«'  ket,  and  as  the  fmall  duft  of  the  balance  :  He 
«  takes  up  the  ifles  as  a  very  little  thing ;  Leba- 
«<  non,  with  all  her  beafts,  is  not  fufficient  for  a 
«<  Sacrifice  to  this  God,  nor  are  all  her  trees  fuf- 
«'  ficient   for   the    burning.      This   God,    before 
«'  whom  the  whole  creation  is  as  nothing,   yea, 
*'  lefs  than  nothing,  and  vanity.     To  which  of  all 
•'  the  heathen  gods  then  will  ye  c&mpare  me, 
*«  faith  the  Lord,  and  what  fhall  1  be  likened  to  ?" 
And  to  which  of  ail  the  heathen  poets  fhall  we 
liken  or  compare  this  glorious  orator,  the  facred 
defcriber  of  the  Godhead?  The  orators  of  all  na- 
tions are  as  nothing  before  him,  and  their  words 
are  vanity  and  enjptinefs.     Let  us  turn  our  eyes 
now  to  fome  of  the  holy  writings,  where   God  is 
creating  the  world  :  How  meanly  do  the  beft  of 
t]ie   Gentiles  talk  and  trifle   upon    this  fubjed-, 
when  brought  into  comparifon  with  Mofe?,  whom 
Longinus  himfelf,  a  Gentile  critic,  cites  as  a  maf- 
ter  of  the  fublime  ftyle,  when  he  chofe  to  ufe  it  ; 
"  And  the  Lord  faid,  Let   there  be   light,  and 
•'  there  was  light;  Let  there  be  clouds  and  feas, 
"  fun   and  ftars,  plants  and  animals,  and  behold 
''  they  are :"  He  commanded,  and  they  appear 
and  obey :  "  By  the  word  of  the  Lord  were  the 
"  heavens  made,  and  all  the  hoft  of  them  by  the 
"  breath  of  his  mouth  :"    This  is  working  like  a 
God,  with    infinite   eafe   and  omnipotence.     His 
wonders  of  providence  for  the  terror  and  ruin  of 
his  adverfaries,  and  for  the  fuccour  of  his  faints, 
is  let  before  our  eyes  in  the  fcripture  with  equal 
magnificence,  and   as  becomes  divinity.     When 
*'  he  arifes  out  of  his  place,  the  earth  trembles, 
"  the  foundation  of  the  hills  are  Ihaken  becaufe 
"  he  is  wroth  :  There  goes  a  fmoke  up  out  of  his 
"  noftrils,  and  fire  out   of  his  mouth  devoureth, 
"  coals  are  kindled  by  it.     He  bows  the  heavens, 
"  and  comes  down,  and  darknefs   is   under    his 
"  feet.     The  mountains  melt  like  wax,  and  flow 
"  down  at  his   prefence."     If  Virgil,  Homer,  or 
Pindar,  were  to  prepare   an  equipage  for  a  de- 
fcending  God,   they  might  ufe  thunder  and  light- 
nings too,  and  clouds  and  fire,  to  form  a  chariot 
and  horfes  for  the  battle,  or  the  triunaph ;  but 
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there  is  none  of  them  provides  him   a  flight  of 
cherubs  inllead  of  horfes,  or  feats  him  in  "  cha- 
"  riots  of  falvation."     David  beholds  him  riding 
"  upon  the  heaven  of  heavens,  by  his  name  Jah  : 
"  He  was  mounted  upon  a  cherub,  and  did  fly  ; 
"  he  flew  on  the  wings  of  the  wind  ;"  and  Hab- 
bakkuk  fends  "  the  peltilence  before  him."     Ho- 
mer keeps  a  mighty  ftir  with  his  Nitpif.Ttytpfla.  Ziiis, 
and   Hefiod  with   his  Zeis  uifio^E^srjjs.      Jupiter, 
that  raifes  up  the  clouds,  and  that  makes  a  noife, 
or  thunders  on  high.     But  a  divine  poet  makes 
the  "  clouds  but  the  duft  of  his  feet ;"  and  when 
the  Higheit  gives  his  voice  in  the  heavens,  "  Hail- 
"  ftones  and  coals  of  fire  follow."     A  divine  poet 
difcovers  the  channels  of  the  waters,    and  lays 
open  the  foundations  of  nature  ;  "  at  thy  rebuke; 
"  O  Lord,  at  the  blaft  of  the  breath  of  thy  nof- 
"  trils."      When   the  Holy  One   alighted   upon 
Mount  Sinai,  "  his  glory  covered  the  heavens ; 
"  He  ftood  and   meafured  the  earth  :  He  beheld 
"  and  drove  afunder  the  nations,  and  the  ever- 
"  lafting  mountains  were   fcattered  :  The  perpe- 
"  tual  hills  did  bow ;  his  ways  are  everlafting." 
Then  the  prophet  "  faw  the  tents  of  Cuflian  irt 
"  aflliiflion,  and  the  curtains  of  the  land   of  Mi- 
"  dian    did  tremble."    Hab.  iii.      Nor   did   the 
blelTed  Spirit  which  animated  thefe  writers  forbid 
them  the  ufe   of  vifions,  dreams,  the  opening  of 
fcenes  dreadful  and  delightful,  and  the  introduc- 
tion of  machines  upon  great  occafions  :  the  divine 
licence  in  this  refpedl  is  admirable  and  furprifing, 
and  the  images  are  often  too  bold   and  dangerous 
for  an  uninfpired  writer  to   imitate.     Mr.  Dennis 
has  made  a  noble  effay  to  difcover  how  much  fu- 
perlor   is  infpired  poefy  to  the  brighteft  and  beft 
defcriptions  of  a  mortal  pen.     Perhaps,  if  his  pro- 
pofal  of  criticifm  had  been  encouraged  and  pur- 
fued,  the  nation  might  haVe  learnt  more  value 
for  the   word  of  God,  and  the  wits  of  the  age 
might   have    been   fecured   from    the  danger  of 
Deifm  ;  while  they  muft  have  been  forced  to  con- 
fefs  at  leaft  the  divinity  of  all  the  poetical  books 
of  Scripture,    v/hen  they  fee   a   genius   running 
through  them  more  than  human. 

Who  is  there  now  will  dare  to  affert,  that  the 
docflrlnes  of  our  holy  faith  will  not  indulge  or  en- 
dure a  delightful  drefs  ?  Shall  the  French  poet  * 
affiight  us,  by  laying, 

"  De  la  foy  d'un  Chretien  les  myftcres  terrlbles, 
"  D'Ornemens   egayez    ne    font    point  fufcep- 
"  tibles  ? 

But  the  French  critic  f ,  in  his  reflecflions  upon 
Eloquence,  tells  us,  "  That  the  majefty  of  our 
"  religion,  the  holinefs  of  its  laws,  the  purity  of 
"  its  morals,  the  heigth  of  its  myfteries,  and  the 
"  importance  of  every  fubje£t  that  belongs  to  it, 
"  requires  a  grandeur,  a  noblenefs,  a  majefty, 
"  and  elevation  of  ftyle,  fuited  to  the  theme  : 
"  fparkling  images  and  magnificent  expreflions 
"  muft  be  ufed,  and  are  beft  borrowed  from 
"  Scripture :  let  the  preacher,  that  aims  at  elo- 
"  quence,  read  the  prophets  inceflantly,  for  their 
"  writings  are  an  abundant  fource  of  all  the  riches 

*  Boileaiu 
\  Ra^in, 
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"  and  ornaments  of  fpeech."  And,  in  my  opi- 
nion, this  is  far  better  counfel  than  Horace  gives 
us,  when  he  fays, 

*' Vos  exemolaria  Grasca 


"  Nodlurua  verfate  nianii,  verfate  diurna." 

As,  in  the  conducfl  of  my  ftudies  with  ref,'ard 
to  divinity,  I  have  reafon  to  repent  of  nothing 
more  than  that  I  have  not  perufed  the  Bible  with 
more  frequency  ,  fo  if  I  were  to  fet  up  for  a  poet, 
with  a  defign  to  excif  ed  all  the  modern  writers, 
I  would  follow  the  advice  of  Rapin,  and  read  the 
prophets  night  and  day.  1  am  fare,  the  conipo- 
fares  of  the  following  book  would  have  been  filled 
with  much  greater  fenfe,  and  appeared  vvith  much 
more  agreeable  ornaments,  had  I  derived  a  larger 
portion  from  the  Holy  Scriptures. 

Befides,  we  may  fetch  a  further  anfwer  to 
Monfieur  Boileau's  objection,  from  other  poets  of 
his  own  country.  What  a  noble  ufe  have  Racine 
and  Corneille  made  of  Chriftian  fubjefts,  in  fome 
of  their  bed  tragedies  1  V/hat  a  variety  of  divine 
fcenes  are  difplayed,  and  pious  paffions  awakened, 
in  thofe  poems '.  The  martyrdom  of  Polyeudle, 
how  doth  it  reign  over  our  love  and  pity,  and  at 
the  fame  time  animate  cur  zeal  and  devotion  I 
May  I  liere  be  permitted  the  liberty  to  return 
-my  thanks  to  that  fair  and  ingenious  hand  *  that 
diredled  me  to  fuch  entertainments  in  a  foreign 
language,  which  I  had  long  wilhed  for,  and 
fought  in  vain  in  our  own.  Yet  I  muft  confefs, 
that  the  Davideis,  and  the  two  Arthurs,  have  fo 
far  anfwered  Boileau's  objedlion,  in  Englilh,  as 
that  the  obftacles  of  attempting  Chriftian  poefy 
are  broken  down,  and  the  vain  pretence  of  its 
being  impra(5licable,  is  experimentally  confuted  f. 

It  is  true  indeed,  the  Chriftian  my'ileries  have 
not  fuch  need  of  gay  trappings  as  beautified,  or 
rather  compofed,  the  heathen  fuperftition.  But 
this  ftill  makes  for  the  greater  eafe  and  furer  fuc- 
cefs  of  the  poet.  The  wonders  of  our  reJio  ion,  in 
a  plain  narration  and  a  fimple  drefs,  have  a  na- 
tive grandeur,  a  dignity,  and  a  beauty  in  them, 
though  they  do  not  utterly  difdain  all  methods  of 
ornament.  The  book  of  the  Revelation  feems 
to  be  a  prophecy  in  the  form  of  an  opera,  or  a 
dramatic  poem,  \vhere  divine  art  illuifrates  the 
fubjedl  with  many  charming  glories  ;  but  ftill  it 
muft:  be  acknowledged,  that  the  naked  themes 
of  Chriltianity  have  fomething  brighter  and  bolder 
in  them,  fomething  more  furprifing  and  celeftial, 
than  all  the  adventures  of  gods  and  heroes,  ail 
the  dazzling  images  of  falfe  lu.ire  that  form  and 
garnilh  a  heathen  fong  :  here  the  very  argument 
would  give  wonderful  aids  to  the  mufe,  and  the 
heavenly  theme  would  fo  relieve  a  dull  hour,  and 
a  languilhing  genius,  that  when  the  mufe  nods, 

•  Philomela. 

f  Sir  Richard  Blackmore,  in  his  admirable  pre- 
face to  his  lojl  puem,  entitled  Alfred,  has  more 
copioiijly  refuted  all  Boileau's  arguments  on  this 
Juhje£l,  and  that  with  great  jiijtice  and  elegance. 
1723 — /  am  perfuaded  that  ma>iy  perfons  ivho 
defpife  the  poem  ivould  acknowledge  thejiijl  fen- 
tifnents  of  that  prejace. 


tlie  fenfc  would  burn  and  fparkle  vfpon  the  read^ 
er,  and  keep  him  feelingly  awake. 

With  how  mucli  lefs  toil  and  expence  might  a 
Dryden,  an  Otway,  a  Congreve,  or  a  Dennis,  fur- 
nilli  out  a  Chriftian  poem,  than  a  modern  play  ! 
There  is  nothir  g  among  all  t!ie  ancient  fables,  or 
later  romances,  that  have  two  fuch  extremes 
united  in  them,  as  the  eternal  God  becoming  an 
infant  of  days  ;  the  poirelior  of  the  palace  of  Hea- 
ven laid  to  fleep  in  a  manger  ;  the  holy  Tefus, 
who  knew  no  fin,  bearing  the  fins  of  men  in  his 
body  on  the  tree  ;  agonies  of  forrow  loading  the 
foul  of  him  who  was  God  over  all,  bleiTed  for 
ever  ;  and  the  fovereign  of  life  ftretching  his  arms 
on  a  crofs,  bleeding  and  eiipiring :  The  heaven 
and  the  hell  in  our  divinity  are  infinitely  more 
delightful  and  dreadful  than  the  childifli  figments 
of  a  dog  with  three  heads,  the  buckets  of  tl)e  Be- 
lides,  the  Furies  with  fnaky  hairs,  or  all  the 
flowery  ftories  of  Elyiiam.  And  if  we  furvey  the 
one  as  themes  divinely  true,  and  the  other  as  a 
medley  of  fooleries  which  we  can  never  believe  ; 
the  advantage  for  touching  the  fprings  of  pafSoa 
will  fall  infinitely  on  the  lide  of  the  Chriftian 
poet ;  our  wonder  and  our  love,  our  pity,  delight, 
and  forrow,  with  the  long  train  of  hopes  and 
fears,  muft  needs  be  under  the  command  of  an 
harmonious  pen,  whofe  every  line  makes  a  part 
of  the  reader's  faith,  and  is  the  Yery  life  or  death 
of  his  foul. 

If  the  trifling  and  incredible  tales  that  fumilh 
out  a  tragedy,  are  fo  armed  by  wit  and  fancy,  as 
to  become  fovereign  of  the  rational  powers,  to 
triumph  over  all  the  affedlions,  and  manage  our 
fmiles  and  our  tears  at  pleafure  ;  how  wondrous  a 
conquefi:  might  be  obtained  over  a  wild  world 
and  reduce  it,  at  leaft,  to  fobriety,  if  the  fame 
liappy  talent  were  employed  in  dreffino-  the 
fcenes  of  religion  in  their  proper  figures  of  majefty, 
fweetnefs,  and  terror  1  The  wonders  of  creatino- 
power,  of  redeeming  love,  and  renewing  grace, 
ought  not  to  be  thus  impioufly  negledled  by  thofe 
whom  Heaven  has  endued  with  a  gift  fo  proper  to 
adorn  and  cultivate  the.m  ;  an  art  whofe  Iweet  in- 
finuations  miglit  ahnoft  convey  piety  in  refirtin<T 
nature,  and  melt  the  hardeft  i'ouls  to  the  love  of 
virtue.  The  affairs  of  this  life,  with  their  re- 
ference to  a  life  to  come,  would  fliine  bright  in  a 
dramatic  defcription  ;  nor  is  their  any  need  of  any 
reafon  why  we  dioukl  always  borrow  the  plan  or 
hiftory  from  the  ancient  Jew?, or  primitive  matyrs- 
though  feveral  of  thefe  would  furnilh  out  noble 
materials  for  this  foi  t  of  poefy  :  but  modern  fcenes 
would  be  better  underftood  by  moll  readers,  and 
the  application  would  be  much  more  eafy.  The 
anguiih  of  inward  guilt,  the  fecrtt  flings  and  racks 
and  fcourges  of  conlcience ;  the  iWeet  retiring 
hours,  and  fcraphical  joys  of  devotion  ;  the  victo- 
ry of  a  refolved  foul  over  a  thoufand  temptations  - 
the  inimitable  love  and  paffion  of  a  dying  God  ; 
the  awful  glories  of  the  laft  tribunal ;  the  grand 
decifive  fentence,  from  which  there  is  no  appeal ; 
and  the  confequent  traiifports  or  horrors  of  the 
two  eternal  worlds ;  thefe  things  may  be  varioui- 
ly  difpofed,  and  form  many  poems.  How  miiTht 
fuch  performances,  under  a  divine  blefling,  call 
bach   thed}ing  piety  of  the  nation  to  life  and 
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beauty  ?  This  would  make  religion  appear  like  it- 
felf,  and  confound  the  blafphemies  of  a  profligate 
World,  igrorant  of  pious  pleafures. 

But  we  have  reafon  to  fear,  that  the  tuneful 
men  of  our  day  have  not  raifed  their  ambition  to 
fo  divine  a  pitch ;  I  fliould  rejoice  to  fee  more  of 
this  celLftial  fire  kindling  within  them  ;  for  the 
flaflies  that  break  out  in  fome  prefent  and  pall 
writings  betray  an  infernal  fource.  This  the  in- 
comparable Mr.  Cowley,  in  the  latter  end  of  his 
preface,  and  the  ingenious  Sir  Richard  Blackmore, 
in  the  beginning  of  his,  have  fo  pathetically  de- 
fcribed  and  lamented,  that  I  rather  refer  the  rea- 
der to  mourn  with  them,  than  detain  and  tire  hi;n 
here.  Thefe  gentlemen,  in  their  large  and  la- 
boured works  of  pcefy,  have  given  the  world  hap- 
py examples  of  what  they  wifli  and  encourage  in 
profe;  the  one  in  a  rich  variety  of  thought  and 
fancy,  the  other  in  all  the  fliining  colours  of  pro- 
fufe  and  florid  didlion. 

If  fliorter  fonnets  were  compofed  on  fablime 
fubjefts,  fuch  as  the  Pfalms  of  David,  and  the  ho- 
ly tranfports  interfperfed  in  the  other  facred 
■writings,  or  fuch  as  the  moral  odes  of  Horace,  and 
the  ancient  Lyricks ;  I  perfuade  myfelf  that  the 
Chriftian  preacher  would  find  abundant  aid  from 
the  poet,  in  his  defign  to  difFufe  virtue,  and  allure 
fouls  to  God.  If  the  heart  were  firfl  inflamed 
from  Heaven, .and  the  mufe  were  not  left  alone 
to  form  the  devotion,  and  purfue  a  cold  fcent,  but 
only  called-in  as  an  afliftant  to  the  worfnip,  then 
the  fong  would  end  where  the  infpiration  ceales ; 
the  whole  compofure  would  be  of  a  piece,  all  me- 
ridian light  and  meridian  fervour;  and  the  fame 
pious  flame  would  be  propagated,  and  kept  glow- 
ing in  the  heart  of  him  that  reads.  Some  of  the 
Ihorter  odes  of  the  two  poets  now  mentioned,  and 
a  few  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Nonis's  Effays  in  verfe, 
are  convincing  inftances  of  the  fuccefs  of  this  pro- 
pofal. 

It  is  my  opinion  alfo,  that  the  free  and  uncon- 
fined  numbers  of  Pindar,  or  the  noble  meafuresof 
Wilton  without  rhyme,  would  bed  maintain  the 
dignity  of  the  theme,  as  well  as  give  a  loofe  to  the 
devout  foul,  nor  check  the  raptures  of  her  faith  and 
love.  Though,  in  my  feeble  attempts  of  this  kind, 
I  have  too  often  fettered  my  thoughts  in  the  nar- 
row m.etre  of  our  Pfabn-tranflators ;  I  have  con- 
tracted and  cramnEd  the  fenfe,  or  rendered  it  ob- 
fcure  and  feeble,  by  the  two  ipeedy  and  regular 
returns  cf  rhyme. 

I^  my  friends  especH;  any  reafon  of  the  following 
compofures,  and  of  the  firft  or  fecond  publication, 
I  entreat  them  to  accept  of  this  account. 

The  title  alTures  them  that  poefy  is  not  the  bu- 
finefs  of  my  life  ;  and  if  I  feized  thofe  hours  of  lei- 
liire,  wherein  my  ibul  was  in  a  more  fprightly 
frame,  to  entertain  them  or  m.yfelf  with  a  divine 
or  moral  fong,  1  hope  I  fhall  find  an  eafy  pardon. 

In  the  Firft  Book  are  many  odes  which  were 
written  to  affifi:  the  meditations  and  worfliip  of 
vulgar  Chiiftians,  and  with  a  defign  to  be  publifli- 
cd  in  the  volume  of  hymns,  which  have  now  pafs- 
ed  a  fecond  imprcfiion :  but  upon  the  review,  I 
found  forne  expreffions  that  were  not  fuited  to  the 
plainert  capacity,  and  the  metaphors  are  too  bold 
to  pleafe  the  weaker  Chriftian:  therefore  I  have 
allotted  them  a  place  here. 


Among  the  fongs  that  are  dedicated  to  divinC 
love,  1  think  I  may  be  bold  to  affert,  that  I  never 
compofed  one  ime  of  them  with  any  other  defign 
than  what  they  are  aijplied  to  here  ;  and  I  have 
endeavoured  to  fecure  them  all  from  being  per- 
verted and  debafed  to  wanton  paffions,  by  fevetal 
lines  in  them  that  can  never  be  applied  to  a  mea- 
ner love.  Are  not  the  nobleft  inftances  of  the 
grace  of  Chriit  reprefented  under  the  figure  of  i 
conjugal  ftate,  and  oefcrlbed  in  one  of  the  fweeteft 
odes,  and  the  fofteft  paftoral  that  ever  was  writ- 
ten ?  I  appeal  to  Solomon  *,  in  his  Song,  and  his 
father  David,  in  Pfal.  xlv.  if  David  was  the  au- 
thor :  and  I  am  well  aflured,  that  I  have  never 
indulged  an  equal  licence  :  it  was  dangerous  to 
imitate  the  facred  writers  too  nearly,  in  fo  nice  an 
affair. 

The  "  Poems  facred  to  Virtue,"  £cc.  were 
formed  when  the  frame  and  humour  of  my  foul 
was  juft  fuited  to  the  fubjecfl  of  my  verfe  :  the 
image  of  my  heart  is  painted  in  them  ;  and  if  they 
meet  with  a  reader  whofe  foul  is  akin  to  mine; 
perhaps  they  may  agreeably  entertain  him.  The 
dulnefs  of  the  fancy,  and  coarfenefs  of  expref- 
fion,  will  difappear  ;  the  famenefs  of  the  humour 
will  create  a  pleafure,  and  infenfibly  overcome 
and  conceal  the  defecfls  of  the  mufe.  Young  gen- 
tlemen and  ladies,  whofe  genius  and  education 
have  given  them  a  relifh  of  oratory  and  verie, 
may  be  tempted  to  feek  fatisfadlion  among  the 
dangerous  diverfions  of  the  ftage,  and  impure  fon- 
nets, if  there  be  no  provifion  of  a  fafet  kind  made 
to  pleafe  them.  While  I  have  attempted  to  gra- 
tify innocent  fancy  in  this  refpedl,  I  have  not  for- 
gotten to  allure  the  heart  to  virtue,  and  to  raife  it 
to  a  difdain  of  brutal  pleafures.  The  frequent  in- 
terpoiition  of  a  devout  thought  may  awaken  the 
mind  to  a  ferious  fenfe  of  God,  religion,  and  eter- 
nity. The  fame  duty  that  might  be  defpifed  in  a 
fermon,  when  propofed  to  their  reafon,  may  here, 
perhaps,  feize  the  lower  faculties  with  furprife^ 
delight,  and  devotion  at  once ;  and  thus,  by  de- 
grees, draw  the  fuperior  powers  of  the  mind  to 
piety.  Among  the  infinite  numbers  of  mankind, 
there  is  not  more  difference  in  their  outward  fhape 
and  features,  than  in  their  temper  and  inward  in- 
clination. Some  are  more  eafily  fui'ceptive  of  re- 
ligion in  a  grave  difcourfe  and  fedate  reafoning. 
Some  are  belt  frighted  from  fin  and  ruin  by  terror, 
threatening,  and  amazement ;  their  fear  is  the 
propereft  paflion  to  which  we  can  addrefs  our- 
felves,  and  begin  the  divine  work :  others  can 
feel  no  motive  fo  powerful  as  that  T^hich  applies 
itfelf  to  their  ingenuity,  and  their  poliflied  imagi- 
nation. Now  1  thought  it  lawful  to  take  hold  of 
any  handle  of  the  foul,  to  lead  it  away  betimes 
from  vicious  pleafures  ;  and  if  1  could  but  make  up 
a  compofition  of  virtue  and  delight,  fuited  to  the 
tafte  of  well-bred  youtli,  and  a  refined  education, 
I  had  fome  hope  to  allure  and  raife  them  thereby 
above  the  vile  temptations  of  degenerate  nature, 
and  cuftom  that  is  yet  more  degenerate.  When  I 
have  felt  a  flight  inclination  to  fatire  or  burlefque, 
I  thought  it  proper  to  fupprefs  it.     The  grinning 

•  SolomorCs  Song  was  much  more  in  uje  among 
preacheis  and  writers  of  divinity  ivhen  theje 
■^oems  were  written  than  it  is  now,  1736. 
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aVid  the  growling  mufe  are  not  hard  to  be  obtain- 
ed ;  but  I  would  difdain  their  afliftance,  where  a 
manly  invitation  to  virtue,  and  a  friendly  fmile, 
may  be  fuccefsfuUy  employed.  Could  I  perfuadc 
any  man  by  a  kinder  method,  I  fliould  never  think 
it  proper  to  fcold  or  laugh  at  him. 

Perhaps  there  are  fome   morofe  readers,  that 
ftand  ready  to  condemn  every  line  that  is  written 
upon  the   theme  of  love ;  but  have  we   not  the 
eares  and  the  felicities  of  that  fort  of  focial  life  re- 
prefcnted  to  us  in  the  facred  writings  ?   Some  ex- 
preffions  are  there  ufed  with  a  dcfign  to  give  a 
mortifying  influence  to  our  Ibftelt   affections ;  o- 
thers  again  brighten  the  character  of  that  11  ate,  and 
allure  virtuous  fouls  to  purfue  the  divine  advantage 
of  it,  the  mutual  affiftance  in  the  way  to  falvatlon. 
Are  not  the  cxxviith  and   cxxviiith  Pfalms  in- 
dited on  this  very  fubjedl  ?  Shall  it  be  lawful  for 
the  prefs  and  the  pulpit  to  treat  of  it  with   a  be- 
coniinEj  folemnity  in  prole,  and  muft  the    mention 
of  the  fame  thing  in  poefy  be  pronounced  for  ever 
imlawful  ?  Is  it  utterly  unworthy  of  a  ferious  cha- 
raifler  to  write  on  this  argument,  becaufe  it  has 
been  unhappily  polluted  by  fome  fcurrilous  pens  ? 
Why  may  I  not   be  permitted    to  obviate  a  com- 
mon and  a  growing  milchief,   while    a  thoufand 
vile  poems  of  the  amorous  kind  fwarm  abroad,  and 
give   a  vicious  taint  to  the  unwary  reader  ?    1 
would  tell  the  world  that  I  have  endeavoured  to 
recover  this  argument  out  of  the  hands  of  impure 
writers,  and  to  make  it  appear,  that  virtue   and 
Jove  are  not  fuch  Itrangers  as  they  are  reprefentcd. 
The  blifsful  intimacy  of  fouls  in  that  ft  ate  will 
afford  fufficient  furniture  for  the  graved  enter- 
tainment in  verfe  ;  fo  that  it  need  not  be  ever- 
laftingly  dreffcd-up  in  ridicule,  nor  afTumed  only 
to  furnifli  out  the  lewd  fonnets  of  the  times.     May 
fome  happier  genius   promote  the  fame  fervice 
that  I  propofed,  and  by  fuperior  fenfe,  and  fweet- 
er  found,  render  what  I  have  written  contemptible 
and  ufelcfs. 

The  imitations  of  that  nobleft  Latin  poet  of 
modern  ages,  Cafimire  Sarbiewiki,  of  Poland, 
would  need  no  excufe,  did  they  but  arifs  to  the 
beauty  of  the  original.  I  have  often  taken  the 
freedom  to  add  ten  or  twenty  lines,  or  to  leave 
out  as  many,  that  I  might  fuit  my  fong  more  to 
my  own  defign,  or  becaufe  I  faw  it  impoflible 
to  prefent  the  force,  the  finenefs,  and  the  fire  of 
his  expreflion  in  our  language.  There  are  a  few 
copies  wherein  I  have  borrowed  fome  hints  from 
the  fame  author,  without  the  mention  of  his  name 
in  the  title.  Methinks  I  can  allow  fo  fuperior  a 
genius  now  and  then  to  be  laviih  in  his  imagina- 
tion, and  to  ^indulge  fome  excurfions  beyond 
the  limits  of  fedate  judgment :  the  riches  and 
glory  of  his  verfe  make  atonement  in  abundance. 
I  wirti  fome  Englifli  pen  would  import  more  of 
his  treafures,  and  blefs  our  nation. 

The  infcriptions  to  particular  friends  are  war- 
ranted and  defended  by  the  pradlice  of  almoft  all 
the  Lyric  writers.  They  frequently  convey  the 
rigid  rules  of  morality  to  the  mind  in  the  fofter 
method  ofapplaufe.  Suftained  by  their  example, 
a  man  will  not  eafily  be  overwhelmed  by  the  hea- 
yieft  cenfures  of  the  unthinking  and  unknowing  ; 
efpeci.illy  when  there  is  a  fliadow  of  this  |)ra(5Vice 


in  the  divine  Pfalmlft,  while  he  infcribes  to  Afaph. 
or  Jeduthun  his  fongs  that  were  m:\de  for  the 
harp,  or  (which  is  all  one)  his  Lyric  odes, 
though  they  are  p.ddreffed  to  God  himfelf. 

In  the  "  poems  of  Heroic  meaiure,"  I  have  at- 
tempted in  rhyme  the  f^mie  variety  of  cadence, 
comma  and  period,  which  blank  verfe  glories  in 
as  its  peculiar  elegance  and  ornament.  It  degrr^ Jes 
the  excellency  of  the  belt  Terfilicatiou  when  the 
lines  run  on  by  couplets,  twenty  together,  juft  ia 
the  lame  pace,  and  with  the  fame  paufes.  It  I'poils 
the  nobleft  pleafure  of  the  found  :  the  reader  is 
tired  with  the  tedious  uniformity,  or  charmed  to 
deep  with  the  unmanly  foftnefs  of  the  numbers, 
and  the  perpetual  chime  of  even  cadences 

In  the  "  Effays  without  Rhyme,"  I  have  not  fet 
up  Milton  for  a  perfed:  pattern  ;  though  he  fliall 
be  for  ever  honoured  as  our  deliverer  from  the 
bondage.  His  works  contain  admirable  and  un- 
equalled inftances  of  bright  and  beauitful  didlion, 
as  well  as  majelty  and  ferenenefs  of  thought. There 
are  feveral  e]jifodes  in  his  longer  works,  that  ftand 
in  fupreme  dignity  without  a  rival ;  yet  all  that 
vaft  reverence  with  which  I  read  his  Paradife 
Loft,  cannot  perfuade  me  to  be  charmed  with 
every  page  of  it.  The  length  of  his  periods,  and 
fometiniesof  hisparenthefes,  runs  me  out  of  breath: 
Some  of  his  numbers  feem  too  harfli  and  uneafy- 
I  could  never  believe  that  roughnefs  and  obfcurity 
added  any  thing  to  the  true  grandeur  of  a  poem  ; 
nor  will  I  ever  affect  archafms,  exoticifms,  and  a 
quaint  uncouthnefs  of  fpeech,  in  order  to  become 
perfectly  Miltonian.  It  is  my  opinion  that  blank 
verfe  may  be  written  with  ail  due  elevation  of 
thought,  in  a  modern  ftyle,  without  borrowing  any 
thing  from  Chaucer's  tales,  or  running  back  fofar 
as  the  days  of  Colin  the  Shepherd,  and  the  reign 
of  the  Faery  Queen.  The  oddnefs  of  an  antique 
found,  gives  but  a  falfe  pleafure  to  the  ear,  and 
abufes  the  true  relifli,  even  when  it  works  delight. 
There  were  fome  fuch  judges  of  pocfy  among  the 
old  Romans ;  and  Martial  ingenioufly  laughs  at 
one  of  them,  that  was  pleated  even  to  aitonilli- 
ment  with  obfolete  words  and  figures ; 

"  Attonitufque  legis  terrai  frugiferai." 

So  the  ill-drawn  poftures  and  diftortions  of  fhape 
that  we  meet  with  in  Chinefe  picflures  charm  a 
fickly  fancy  by  their  very  auk^v  ardnefs  :  fo  a  dif- 
tempercd  appetite  will  chew  coals  and  fund,  and 
pronounce  it  guftful. 

In  the  Pindarics,  I  have  generally  conformed  my 
lines  to  the  fhorter  fize  of  the  ancients,  and  avoid- 
ed to  imitate  the  exceffivc  lengths  to  which  fome 
modern  writers  have  llretched  their  fentences,  and 
cfpecially  the  concluding  verfe.     In  thefe  the  ear 
is  the  trueft  judge  ;  nor  was  it  made  to  be  en- 
flaved  to  any  precife  model  of  elder  or  later  times. 
After  all,  I  muft  petition  my  reader  to  lay  afide 
the  four  and  fullen  air  of  criticifm,  and  to  affuma 
the  friend.     Let  him  choofe  fiach  copies  to  read 
at  particular  hours,  when  the  temper  of  his  mind 
is  fuited  to  the  fong.     Let  him   come  with  a  de- 
lire  to  be  entertained  and  pleafed,  rather  than  to 
I  feek  his  own  dilguft  and  averliou,  which  will  not 
I  be  hard  to  find.     I  am  not  fo  vain  as  to  think  there 
I  are  no  faults,  nor  fo  blind  as  to  efpy  none  ;  though 
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I  hope  the  multitude  of  alterations  in  this  fecond 
edition  are  not  without  aiiienJment.     There  is  fo 
large  a  difierence  between  tliis  and  the  former,  in 
the  change  of  titles,  lines,  and  whole  poenjs,   as 
in  the  various  tranfijofitions,  that  it  would  be  ufe- 
Icfs  and  endlefs,  and  all  confuiion,  for  any  reader 
to  compare  them  throughout.     The  additions  al- 
fo  make  up  half  the  book,  and  fome  of  thefe  have 
need  of  as  many  alterations  as  the  former.     Maijy 
a  line  needs  the  file  to  polifu  the  roughuefs  of  it, 
and  many  a   thought  wants  richer  language   to 
adorn  and  make  it  fliine.     Wide  defecHis  and  equal 
fuperfluities  may  be  found,  efpeci.illy  in  the  lar- 
ger pieces  ;  but  I  have  at  prefent  neither  inclina- 
tion nor  leifure  to  correcH:,  and  I  hope  I  never 
lliall.     It  is  one  of  the  biggefl:  fatlsfadtions  I  take 
in  giving  this  volume  to  the  world,  that  I  expect 
to  be  for  ever  free  from  the  temptation  of  making 
or  mending  poems  again  *.     So  that  ray  friends 
may  be  pcrfecfliy  fecure  againft  this  imprcfllon's 
growing  waflie  upon  their  hands  ;  and  ufelefs  as 
the  former  has  done.     Let  minds  that  are  better 
furniflied  for  fuch  performances  purfue  thefe  ftu- 
dies,  if  they  are  convinced  that  poefy  can  be  made 
ferviceable  to  religion  and  virtue.     As  for  my- 
felf,  I  almoft  blufh  to  think   that  I  have  read  fo 
little,  and  written  fo  much.     The  following  years 
of  my  life  fliall  be   more  entirely  devoted   to  the 
immediate  and  dired  labours  of  my  ftation,  ex- 


*  "  Naturam  expellas  furca  licet,  ufque  recur- 
"  ret."  HoR.  Will  this  Jhort  note  of  Horace, 
excufe  a  tnun  ivh^  has  refjlcd  nature  many  years, 
but  has  been  fomttimes  overcojne  .^  ^lo^-'  -E^^^- 
ticn  the  "jth. 


cepting  fhofe  hours  that  niay  be  employed  in  fi- 
nifliing  my  imitation  of  the  Pfilms  of  David,  in 
Chriltian  language,  which  I  have  now  promifed 
the  world  f . 

I  cannot  court  the  world  to  purchafe  this  book 
for  their  pleafure  or  entertainment,  by  telling 
them  that  any  one  copy  entirely  pleafes  me.  The 
bed:  of  them  links  beiow  the  idea  which  I  form  of 
a  divine  or  moral  ode.  He  that  deals  in  the  myf- 
teries  of  heaven,  or  of  the  mufes,  fliould  be  a  ge- 
nius of  no  vulgar  mould  :  And  as  the  name  ^'ates 
belongs  to  both  ;  fo  the  furniture  of  both  is  com- 
prifed  in  that  line  of  Horace, 

"  Cui  mens  divlnior,  atque  os 

"  Magna  ibiiaturura " 

But  what  Juvenal  fpake  in  his  age,  abides  true 
in  ours :  A  complete  poet  or  a  prophet  is  fuch  a 
one ; 

"  — Qualem  nequeo  monftrare,  &  fentio  tantum." 

Perhaps  neither  of  thefe  characflers  in  perfec- 
tion fliall  ever  be  feen  on  earth,  till  the  feventh 
angel  has  founded  his  awful  trumpet ;  till  the 
victory  be  complete  over  the  beaft  and  his  image, 
when  the  natives  of  heaven  fhall  join  in  concert 
with  prophets  and  faints,  and  ling  to  their  golden 
harps  "  falvation,  honour  and  glory  to  him  that 
"  fits  upon  the  throne,  and  to  the  Lamb  for  ever." 

May  14.  1709. 

f  In  the  year  1719  thefe  ivere  finifhed  and. 
printed. 
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SACRED  TO  DEVOTION  AND  PIETT. 


WORSHIPPING  WITH  FEAR. 

AVho  dares  attempt  th'  eternal  Name, 

With  notes  of  mortal  found  ? 
Dangers  and  glories  guard  the  theme, 

And  fpread  defpair  around. 

DeftruClion  waits  t'  obey  his  frown. 
And  Heaven  attends  his  fmile  ; 

A  wreath  of  lightning  arms  his  crown, 
Bat  love  adorns  it  ftill. 

Celeftial  King,  our  fpirits  lie, 

Trembling  beneath  thy  feet. 
And  wifh,  and  call  a  longing  eye, 

To  reach  thy  lofty  feat. 

When  fhall  we  fee  the  Great  Unknown, 

And  in  thy  prefence  ftand  ? 
Reveal  the  fplendors  of  thy  throne, 

But  fliield  us  with  thy  hand. 

In  thee  what  endlefs  wonders  meet  I 

What  various  glory  fliines  ! 
The  croffing  rays  too  fiercely  beat 

Upon  our  fainting  minds. 

Angels  are  loft  in  fweet  furprife 

If  thou  unvail  thy  grace  ; 
And  humble  awe  runs  through  the  (kies, 

When  wrath  arrays  thy  face. 

When  mercy  joins  with  majefty, 
To  fpread  their  bearas  abroad, 

Not  all  their  fair? ft  minds  on  high 
Are  fliadows  of  a  God. 

Thy  works  the  ftrongeft  feraph  fings 

In  a  too  feeble  ftrain, 
And  labours  hard  on  all  his  firings 

To  reach  thy  thoughts  in  vain. 

Created  powers,  how  weak  they  be  I 

How  fliort  our  praifes  fall  1 
So  much  akin  to  nothing  we, 

And  thou  tk'  eternal  All. 

ASKING  LEAVE  TO  SING. 

Yet,  mighty  God,  indulge  my  tongue, 

Nor  let  thy  thunders  roar, 
While  the  young  notes  and  venturous  fong 

To  worlds  of  glory  foar. 


If  thou  my  daring  flight  forbid,  , 

The  mufe  folds  up  her  wings ; 
Or  at  thy  word  her  {lender  reed 

Attempts  almighty  things. 

Her  (lender  reed,  infpir'd  by  thee. 

Bids  a  new  Eden  grow. 
With  blooming  life  on  every  tree, 

And  fpreads  a  heaven  below. 
She  mocks  the  trumpet's  loud  alarms, 

Fill'd  with  thy  dreadful  breath  : 
And  calls  the  angelic  hofts  to  arms. 

To  give  the  nations  death. 

But  when  flie  taftes  her  Saviour's  love, 

And  feels  the  rapture  llrong, 
Scarce  the  divineft  harp  above 

Aims  at  a  fvveater  fong, 

DIVINE  JUDGMENTS. 

Not  from  the  dufl;  my  forrows  fpring, 

Nor  drop  my  comforts  from  the  lower  Ikies  \ 
Let  all  the  baneful  planets  llied 
Their  mingled  curfes  on  my  head, 

How  vain  their  curfes,  if  th'  eternal  King 

Look  thro'  the  clouds  and  blefs  me  with  his  eyes  '. 
Creatures  with  all  their  boafted  fway 
Are  but  his  Haves,  and  muft  obey  ; 
They  wait  their  orders  from  above. 

And  execute  his  word,  the  vengeance,  or  the  love. 

'Tis  by  a  warrant  from  his  hand 

The  gentler  gales  are  bound  to  fleep  : 
The  north  wind  blufters,  and  affumes  commanii 

Over  the  defert  and  the  deep; 

Old  Boreas  with  his  freezing  powers 
Turns  the  earth  iron,  makes  the  ocean  glafs, 
Arrelt  the  dancing  rivulets  as  they  pafs. 

And  chains  them  movelefs  to  their  Ihores ; 
The  grazing  ox  lows  to  the  gelid  ikies. 
Walks  o'er  the  marble  meads  with  withering  eyes. 
Walks  o'er  the  folid  lakes,  fnufFs  up  the  wind  and 
dies. 

Fly  to  the  polar  world,  my  fong, 
And   mourn    the    pilgrims    there    (a    wretched 

Seiz'd  and  bound  in  rigid  chains,  [throng'.) 
A  troop  of  ftatues  on  the  Ruffian  plains. 
And  life  ftands  frozen  in  the  purple  veins. 
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Athcift,  forbear :  no  more  blafpheme  : 
God  has  a  thoufand  terrors  in  his  name, 

Athoufand  armies  at  command, 

Waiting  the  fignal  of  his  hand, 
And  matrazines  of  froft,  and  magazines  of  flame. 

Drefs  thee  in  fteel  to  meet  his  wrath  ; 

His  (harp  artillery  from  the  north 
Shall  pierce  thee  to  the  foul,  and  fhake  thy  mortal 

Su'^Hme  on  winter's  rugged  wings       [frame. 

He  rides  in  arms  along  the  fky. 
And  fcatters  fate  on  fvvains  and  kings ; 

And  flocks  and  herds,  and  nations  die  ; 

Whilt  impious  lips,  profanely  bold. 
Grow  pale  ;  and,  quivering  at  his  dreadful  cold, 

Give  their  own  blafphemies  the  lie. 

The  mifchiefs  that  infeft  che  earth. 
When  the  hot  dog-ftar  fires  the  realms  on  high, 

Drought  and  difeafe,  and  cruel  dearth, 
Are  but  the  flafhesof  a  wrathful  eye 

From  the  incens'd  Divinity. 

In  vain  our  parching  palates  thirft. 
For  vital  food  in  vain  we  cry. 

And  pant  for  vital  breath  ; 

The  verdant  fields  are  burnt  to  duft. 

The  fun  has  drunk  the  channels  dry. 
And  all  the  air  is  death. 

Ye  fcourges  of  our  Maker's  rod, 
'Tis  at  his  dread  command,  at  his  imperial  nod. 

You  deal  your  various  plagues  abroad. 

Hail,  whirlwinds,  hui-icanes,  and  floods, 
That  all  the  leafy  fta.idards  ilrip, 
And  bear  down  with  a  mighty  fweep 
The  riches  of  the  fields  and  honours  of  the  woods  ; 
Siorro'i,  that  ravage  o'er  the  deep, 
And  bury  millions  in  the  waves; 
Earthquakes,  that  in  midnight  fleep 
Turn   cities  into  heaps,  and  make  our  beds  our 
While  you  uifi/enfe  your  mortal  harms,  [graves; 
Tis  the  Creator's  voice    that  founds   your  loud 
alarins,  [arms. 

When  guilt  with  louder  cries  provokes  a  God  to 

0  for  a  mefTage  from  above 

To  bear  my  f,jirits  I'.p  1 
Some  pledge  of  my  Creator's  love 
To  calm  my  tenors  and  fupport  my  hope  ! 

Let  waves  and  thunders  niix  and  roar, 
!5e  thou  my  God,  and  the  whole  world  is  mine  : 
While  thou  art  Sovereign,  I'm  fecure ; 

1  fliall  be  rich  till  thou  art  poor  ; 

For  all  I  fear,  and  all  I  willi,  heaven,  earth,  and 
hell  are  thine. 

EARTH  AND  HEAVEN. 

Hast  thou  not  feen,  impatient  boy  ? 

Haft  thou  not  read  the  folemn  truth. 
That  gray  experience  writes  for  giddy  youth 
On  every  mortal  joy  ? 
Pleafure  mult  be  dalh'd  with  pain  : 
And  yet,  with  heedlefs  hafte, 
The  thirity  boy  repeats  the  tafle, 
Nor  hearkens  to  defpair,  but  tries  the  bowl  again. 
The  riils  of  pleafure  never  run  lincere  : 

(Earth  has  no  unpolluted  fpring)  [bear; 

From  the  curs'd  foil  fome  dangerous  taint  they 
So  rofes  grow  9n  thurus,  and  honey  wears  a  fting. 


In  vain  we  feek  a  heaven  below  the  fey  ; 

The  world  hasfalfe,  but  flattering,  charms; 
Its  diltant  joys  fliow  big  in  our  efteem. 
But  leflen  ftill  as  they  draw  near  the  eye  ; 

In  our  embrace  the  vifions  die. 

And  when  we  grafp  the  airy  forms. 
We  lofe  the  pleafiug  dream. 

Earth,  with  her  fcenes  of  gay  delight. 

Is  but  a  landfldp  rudely  drawn. 

With  glaring  colours,  and  falfe  light ; 

Diftance  commends  it  to  the  fight. 
For  fools  to  gaze  upon  ; 

But  bring  the  naufeous  daubing  nigh, 
Coarfe  and  confus'd  the  hideous  figures  lie, 
Difl'olve  the  pleafure,  and  offend  the  eye. 

Look  up,  my  foul,  pant  tow'rd  th'  eternal  hill»^ 

Thofe  heavens  are  fairer  than  they  feem  ; 
There  pleafures,  all  fincere  glide  on  in  cryftal  rills. 

There  not  a  dreg  of  guilt  defiles, 
Nor  grief  dilturbs  the  ftream. 

That  Canaan  knows  no  noxious  thing, 

No  curled  foil,  no  tainted  fpring. 
Nor  rofes  grow  on  thorns,  nor  honey  wears  a  fting. 

FELICITY  ABOVE. 

No,  'tis  in  vain  to  feek  for  blifs ; 

For  blifs  can  ne'er  be  found 
Till  we  arrive  wliere  Jefus  is. 

And  tread  on  heavenly  ground. 

There's  nothing  round  thefe  painted  Ikies, 
-    Or  round  this  dufty  clod  ; 
Nothing,  my  foul,  that's  worth  thy  joys, 
Or  lovely  as  thy  God. 

'Tis  heaven  on  earth  to  tafte  his  love, 

To  feel  his  quickening  grace  ; 
And  all  the  heaven  I  hope  above 

Is  but  to  fee  his  face. 

Why  move  my  years  in  flow  delay  ! 

O  God  of  ages !  why  ? 
Let  the  fpheres  cleave,  and  mark  my  waj. 

To  the  fuperior  (ky. 

Dear  Sovereign,  break  thefe  vital  firings 

That  bin^  me  to  my  clay  ; 
Take  me,  Uriel,  on  thy  wings, 

And  ftretch  and  foar  away. 

GOD'S  DOMINION  AND  DECREES. 

Keep  filence,  all  created  things, 

And  wait  your  Maker's  nod  : 
The  mufe  ftands  trembling  while  flie  fings 

The  honours  of  her  God. 

Life,  death,  and  hell,  and  worlds  unknow» 

Hang  on  his  firm  decree  : 
He  fits  on  no  precarious  throne, 

Nor  borrows  leave  to  be. 

Th'  Almighty  Voice  bid  ancient  night 

Her  endlefs  realms  refign. 
And  lo,  ten  thoufand  globes  of  light 

In  fields  of  azure  fhine. 

Now  Wifdom  with  fuperior  fway 
Guides  the  vaft  moving  frame^ 
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While  all  the  ranks  of  being  pay, 
Deep  reverence  to  his  name. 

He  fpake  ;  the  fun  obedient  flood, 

And  held  the  falling  day  : 
©Id  Jordan  backward  drives  his  flood, 

And  difappoints  the  fea. 

Lord  of  the  armies  of  the  flcy, 

He  marflials  all  the  ftars  ; 
Red  comets  lift  their  banners  high, 

And  wide  proclaiin  his  wars. 

Chain'd  to  his  throne  a  volume  lies. 

With  all  the  fates  of  men. 
With  ev'ry  angel's  form  and  fize, 

Drawn  by  th'  eternal  pen. 

His  providence  unfolds  the  book, 

And  makes  his  counfels  fhine  : 
Each  opening  leaf,  and  every  Ifroke, 

Fulfils  fome  deep  defign. 

Here  he  exalts  neglected  worms 

To  fceptres  and  a  crown  ; 
Anon  the  following  page  he  turns, 

And  treads  the  monarch  down. 

Not  Gabriel  a(ks  the  reafon  why, 

Nor  God  the  reafon  gives  ;  *" 

Nor  dares  the  favourite-angel 
Between  the  folded  leaves. 

y  G(  d,I  neve»  long'd  to  fee 
My  fate  with  curious  eyes, 
What  gloomy  lines  are  writ  for  me, 
Or  what  bright  fcenes  fhall  rife. 

In  thy  fair  book  of  life  and  grace 

May  I  but  find  my  name, 
Recorded  in  fome  humble  place 

Beneath  my  Lord  the  Lamb  I 

SELF  CONSECRATION. 

It  grieves  me.  Lord,  it  grieves  me  fore, 

That  I  have  liv'd  to  thee  no  more, 

And  wafted  half  my  days; 

My  inward  power  ftiall  burn  and  flame 

With  zeal  and  paflign  for  thy  name, 
I  would  not  fpeak,  but  for  my  God,  nor  move,  but 
to  his  praife. 

What  are  my  eyes  but  aids  to  fee 
The  glories  of  the  Deity 

Infcrib'd  with  beams  of  light 
On  flowers  and  flars  ?  Lord,  I  behold 

The  fliioing  azure,  green  and  gold ; 
But  when  I  try  to  read  thy  name,  a  dimnefs  veils 
my  fight. 

Mine  ears  are  rais'd  when  Virgil  fings 

Sicilian  fwains,  or  Trojan  kings, 

And  drink  the  mufic  in  : 
Why  ftiouid  the  trumpet's  brazen  voice, 

Or  oat€n  reed,  awake  my  joys,  [begin-? 

And  yet  my  heart  fo  ftupid  lie  when  facred  hymns 

Change  me,  O  God ;  my  flefh  fliail  be 
Ao  inftrumeut  of  fong  to  thee. 
And  thou  toe  jjiotes  iofpixe : 
Vol.  IX. 


My  tongue  fhaU  keep  the  heavenly  chime. 

My  cheerful  pulfe  fhall  beat  the  time,       [fpire. 
And  fweet  variety  of  found  fliall  in  thy  praile  con- 

The  deareft  nerve  about  my  heart. 

Should  it  rcfufe  to  bear  a  part, 
With  my  melodious  breath, 

I'd  tear  away  the  vital  chord, 

A  bloody  vicftim  to  my  Lord, 
And  live  without  that  impious  ftring,  orfiiow  my 
zeal  in  death. 

THE  CREATOR.  AND  CREATURES. 

GoD  is  a  name  my  foul  adores, 
Th'  Almighty  Three,  th'  Eternal  One  ; 
Nature  and  grace,  with  all  their  powers, 
Gonfefs  the  Infinite  Unknown. 

From  thy  Great  Self  thy  being  fprings; 
Thou  art  thine  own  original. 
Made  up  of  imcreated  thin_^s, 
And  Self-fufiicience  bears  them  all. 

Thy  voice  produc'd  the  feas  and  fpheres, 
Bid  the  waves  roar,  and  planets  flnne ; 
But  nothing  like  thy  Self  appears, 
Through  all  thefe  fpacious  works  of  thine. 

Still  reftlefs  nature  dies  and  grows ; 
From  change  to  change  the  creatures  run  : 
Thy  being  no  fucceflion  icnows, 
And  all  thy  vaft  defigns  are  one  : 

A  glance  of  thine  runs  through  the  globes, 
Rules  the  bright  worlds,  and  moves  their  frame  ,; 
Broad  Iheets  of  light  compofe  thy  robes; 
Thy  guards  arc  form'd  of  living  flame. 

Thrones  and  dominions  round  thee  fall, 
And  worfliip  in  fubmiffive  forms; 
Thy  prefence  fhakes  this  lower  ball, 
This  little  dwelling-place  of  worms. 

How  fliall  affrighted  mortals  dare 
To  fing  thy  glory  or  thy  grace, 
Beneath  thy  feet  we  lie  fo  far. 
And  fee  but  Ihadows  of  thy  face  ? 

Wlio  can  behold  the  blazing  light  ? 
Who  can  approach  confuming  flame  ? 
None  but  thy  wifdom  knows  thy  might ; 
None  but  thy  word  can  fpeak  thy  name. 

THE  NATIVITY  OF  CHRIST. 

Shepherds,  rejoice,  lift  up  your  eye«, 

"  And  fend  your  fears  away  ; 
"  News  from  the  region  of  the  fkies, 

"  Salvation's  born  to-day, 

"  Jefus,  the  God  whom  aingels  fear, 

"  Co'a:es  doTvn  to  dwell  with  you  ; 
"  To-day  he  makes  his  entrance  here,, 

"  But  not  as  monarchs  do. 

"  No  gold,  nor  purple  fwaddling-bands,, 

"  Nor  royal  lliining  things  ; 
"  A  manger  for  his  cradle  ftands, 

"  And  holds  the  King  of  kings. 

Go,  fliepherds,  where  the  Infant  lies^ 
"  And  lee  his  humble  throne ; 
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*'  With  tears  of  joy  in  all  your  eyes. 
"  Go,  Shepherds,  kifs  the  Son." 

Thus  Gabriel  fang,  and  ftrait  around. 

The  heavenly  armies  throng, 
They  tune  their  harps  to  lofty  found. 

And  thus  conclude  the  fong  : 

"  Glory  to  God  that  reigns  above 

"  Let  peace  furround  the  earth  ; 
•'  Mortals  fhall  know  their  Maker's  love, 

"  At  their  Redeemer's  birth." 

Lord  !  and  (hall  angels  have  their  fongs, 

And  men  no  tunes  to  raife  ? 
O  may  we  lofe  thefe  ufelefs  tongues 

When  they  forget  to  praife  '. 

Glory  to  God  that  reigns  above, 

That  pitied  us  forlorn. 
We  join  to  fingour  Maker's  love, 

For  there's  a  Saviour  born. 

GOD  GLORIOUS,  AND   SINNERS  SAVED, 

Father,  how  wide  thy  glory  Ihines? 

How  high  thy  wonders  rife  ! 
Known  through  the  earth  by  thoufand  figns, 

By  thoufand  through  the  fsies. 

Thofe  mighty  orbs  proclaim  thy  power, 

Tlieir  motions  fpeak  thy  fkili ; 
And  on  the  wings  of  every  hour. 

We  read  thy  patience  fiill. 

Part  of  thy  nrme  divinely  Hands 

On  all  thy  creatures  writ. 
They  fhow  the  labour  of  thine  hands. 

Or  imprefs  of  thy  feet. 

But  when  we  view  thy  ftrange  defign 

To  fave  rebellious  worms. 
Where  vengeance  and  compaffionjoin 

In  their  divineft  forms ; 

Our  thoughts  are  loft  in  reverend  awe  : 

We  love  and  we  adore ; 
The  firft  arch-angel  never  fav/ 

So  much  of  God  before. 

Here  the  whole  Deity  is  known. 

Nor  dares  a  creature  guefs 
Which  of  the  glories  brighteit  flione. 

The  juftice  or  the  grace. 

WTien  finners  broke  the  Father's  law5. 

The  dying  Son  atones ; 
Oh,  the  dear  myfteries  of  his  crofsl 

The  triumph  of  his  groans  I 

Now  the  full  glories  of  the  lamb 

Adorn  the  heavenly  plains  ; 
Sweet  cherubs  learn  Immanuel's  name^ 

And  try  their  choiceft  ftrains. 

O  may  I  bear  fome  humble  part 

In  that  immortal  fong  1 
Wonder  and  joys  (hall  tune  my  heart, 

And  love  command  my  tongue. 


THE  HUMBLE  INQJUIRY. 

A  French  fonnet  imitated.     1695. 
"  Grand  Dieu,  tes  Jugemens,"  &.c. 

Grace  rules  below,  and  fits  enthron'd  above. 
How  few  the  fparksof  wrath  !  how  flow  they  move. 
And  drop  and  die  in  boundlefs  feas  of  love  I 

But  me,  vile  wretch  !  (hould  pitying  love  embrace 

Deep  in  its  ocean,  hell  itfelf  would  blaze. 

And  fla(h,  and  burn  me  through  the  boundlefs  feas. 

Yea,  Lord,  my  guilt  to  fuch  a  vaftnefs  grown 
Seems  to  con(ine  thy  choice  to  wrath  alone. 
And  calls  thy  power  to  vindicate  thy  throne. 

Thine  honour  bids, "  avenge  thine  injur'dname," 
Thy  flighted  loves  a  dreadful  glory  claim. 
While  my  moid  tears  might  but  incenfe  thy  flame. 

Should  heaven  grow  black,  almighty  thunder  roar. 
And  vengeance  blaft  me,  I  could  plead  no  more. 
But  own  thy  juftice  dying,  and  adore. 

Yet  can  thofe  bolts  of  death  that  cleave  the  flood 
To  reach  a  rebel,  pierce  this  facred  (hroud, 
Ting'd  in  the  vital  ftreana  of  my  redeemer's  blood. 

THE  PENITENT  PARDONED. 

Hence  from  my  foul,  my  fins,  depart, 
Your  fatal  friendlhip  now  I  fee  : 
Long  have  you  dwelt  too  near  my  heart. 
Hence,  to  eternal  diftance  flee. 

Ye  gave  my  dying  Lord  his  wound. 
Yet  I  carefs^d  yc  ur  viperous  brood. 
And  in  my  heart-firings  lapp'd  you  round. 
You,  the  vile  murderers  of  my  God. 

Black  heavy  thoughts,  like  mountains,  roll 
O'er  my  poor  breaft,  with  boding  fears. 
And,  cruftiing  hard  my  tortur'd  foul, 
Wring  through  my  eyes  the  briny  tears. 

Forgive  my  trcafons,  Prince  of  grace  I 
The  bloody  Jews  were  traitors  too, 
Yet  thou  haft  pray'd  for  that  curs'd  race, 
"  Father,  they  know  not  what  they  do." 

Great  advocate,  look  down  and  fee 

A  wretch,  whofe  fmarting  forrows  bleed  ; 

0  plead  the  fame  excufe  for  me  I 
For,  Lord,  I  know  not  what  I  did. 

Peace,  my  complaints;  let  every  groan 
Be  ftill,  and  Clence  wait  his  love  ; 
Compaffions  dwell  amidft  his  throne. 
And  through  his  inmoft  bowels  move. 

Lo.  from  the  everlafting  fkies, 
Gently,  as  morning-dews  diftil. 
The  dove  immortal  downward  flies. 
With  peaceful  olive  in  Lis  bill. 

How  fweet  the  voice  of  pardon  founds  1 
Sweet  the  relief  to  deep  diftrefs  1 

1  feel  the  balm  that  heals  my  wounds. 
And  all  my  powers  adore  the  grace. 
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A  HYMN  OF  PRAISE  FOR  THREE  GREAT 
SALVATIONS. 


I.  From  the  Spanifli  Invafion,  1588. 

a.  From  the  Gun-powder  Plot,  Nov.  5. 

3.  From  Popery  and  Slavery  by  K..  William 

of  glorious  memory,  who  landed,  Nov.   5. 

16S8. 

Compofed,  Nov.  5.  1695. 

Infiniti  God,  thy  counfels  ftand 
Like  mountains  of  eternal  brafs, 
Pillars  to  prop  our  finking  land, 
Or  guardian  rocks  to  break  the  feas. 

From  pole  to  pole  thy  name  is  known, 
Thee  a  whole  heaven  of  angels  praife  ; 
Our  labouring  tongues  would  reach  thy  throne 
With  the  loud  triumphs  of  thy  grace. 

Part  of  thy  church,  by  thy  commancj, 
Stands  rais'd  upon  the  Britifh  ifles  ; 
*'  There,"  faid  the  Lord,  "  to  ages  ftand, 
**  Firm  as  the  everlafting  hills." 

In  vain  the  Spanifli  ocean  roar'd  ; 
Its  billows  fwell'd  againft  our  ftiore. 
Its  billows  funk  beneath  thy  word, 
With  all  the  floating  war  they  bore. 

Come,  faid  the  fons  of  bloody  Rome, 

Let  us  provide  new  arms  from  hell : 

And  down  they  digg'd  through  earth'sdarkwomb. 

And  ranfack'd  all  the  burning  cell. 

Old  Satan  leiAt  them  fiery  ftores. 
Infernal  coal,  and  fulphurous  flame, 
Atid  all  that  burns,  and  all  that  roars. 
Outrageous  fires  of  dreadful  name. 

Beneath  the  fenate  and  the  throne. 
Engines  of  hellifli  thunder  lay; 
There  the  dark  feeds  of  fire  were  fown, 
To  fpring  a  bright,  but  difmal  day. 

Thy  love  beheld  the  black  defign. 
Thy  love  that  guards  our  ifland  round  ; 
Strange  '.  how  it  quench'd  the  fiery  mine, 
And  crufli'd  the  tempeft  under  ground. 

THE  SECOND  PART. 

Assume,  my  tongue  a  nobler  ftrain. 
Sing  the  new  wonders  of  the  Lord  ; 
The  foes  revive  their  powers  again. 
Again  they  die  beneath  his  fword. 

Dark  as  our  thoughts  our  minutes  roll. 

While  tyranny  poflefs'd  the  throne, 

And  murderers  of  an  Irifh  foul 

Ran,  threatening  death,  through  every  town. 

The  Romifh  priefl;,  and  Britifli  prince, 
Join'd  their  bell  force,  and  blackeft  charms. 
And  the  fierce  troops  of  neighbouring  France 
OfFer'd  the  fervice  of  their  arms. 

'Tis  done,  they  cry'd,  and  laugh'd  aloud, 
The  courts  of  darknefs  rang  with  joy, 


Th'  old  Serpent  hlfs'd,  and  hell  grew  ^roud, 
While  Zion  mourn'd  her  ruin  nigh. 

But  lo,  the  great  deliverer  fails, 
Commiflion'd  from  Jehovah's  hand,  , 

And  fmiling  feas,  and  wifhing  gale  s 

Convey  him  to  the  longing  land. 

The  happy  day  *,  and  happy  year. 

Both  in  our  new  falvation  meet : 

The  day  f  that  quench'd  the  burning  fnare. 

The  year  that  burnt  th'  invading  fleet. 

Now  did  thine  arm,  O  God  of  Hofls, 
Now  did  thine  arm  (hine  dazzling  bright, 
The  fons  of  might  their  hands  had  loft. 
And  men  of  blood  forgot  to  fight. 

Brigades  of  angels  lin'd  the  way. 
And  guarded  William  to  his  throne : 
There,  ye  celeftial  warriors,  ftay, 
And  make  his  palace  like  your  own. 

Then,  mighty  God,  the  earth  fliall  know 
And  learn  the  worlhip  of  the  Iky  : 
Angels  and  Britons  join  below. 
To  raife  their  hallelujahs  high. 

All  hallelujah  heavenly  king  ; 
While  diftant  lands  thy  vidtory  fing, 
And  tongues  their  utmoft  powers  employ. 
The  world's  bright  roof  repeats  the  joy. 

THE   IT^rCOMPPvEHENSIBLE. 

Far  in  the  heavens  my  God  retires. 
My  God,  the  mark  of  my  defires. 

And  hides  his  lovely  face  ; 
When  he  defcends  within  my  view. 
He  charms  my  reafon  to  purfue, 

But  leavesittir'd  andfaintingin  the  unequal  cliaR. 

Or  if  I  reach  unufual  height 

Till  near  his  prefence  brought. 
There  floods  of  glory  check  my  flight, 
Cramp  the  bold  pinions  of  my  wit, 

And  all  untune  my  thought ; 
Plung'd  in  a  fea  of  light  I  roll. 
Where  wifdom,  juftice,  mercy,  fliines; 
Infinite  rays  in  crofling  lines  (my  foul. 

Beat  thick  confufion  on  my  fight,  and  overwhelia 

Come  to  my  aid,  ye  fellow-minds, 
And  help  me  reach  the  throne  ; 
(What  fingle  ftrength,  in  vain  defigns. 
United  force  hath  done  ; 
Thus  worms  may  join,  and  grafp  the  poles, 

Thus  atoms  fill  the  fea) 
But  the  whole  race  of  creature-fouls 
Stretch'd  to  their  laft  extent  of  thought,  plunge 
and  are  loft  in  thee. 

Great  Gpd,  behold  my  reafon  lies 
Adoring  ;  yet  my  love  would  rife 

On  pinions  not  her  own  : 
Faith  fliall  diredl  her  humble  flight. 
Through  all  the  trackiefs  feas  of  light. 
To  thee,  th'  eternal  fair,  the  infinite  unknown. 


*  Nov.  5.  Ii588.        f  Nov-  S-  15s*' 
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DEARTH  AND  ETERNITY. 

My  thoughts,  that  often  mount  the  fkies, 

Go,  fcarch  the  world  beneath, 
Where  nature  in  ail  ruin  lies, 

And  owns  her  fovereign,  death. 

The  t}Tant,  how  he  triumphs  here  : 

His  trophies  fpread  around  '. 
And  heaps  of  duft  and  bones  appear 

Through  ail  the  hollow  ground. 

Thefe  (kuUs,  what  ghaftly  figures  now  I 

How  loathl'ome  to  the  eyes  1 
Thefe  are  the  heads  we  lately  knew 

So  beauteo>-s  andfo  wife. 

Eut  where  the  fouU,  thofe  deathlefs  things. 

That  left  h'ls  dying  clay  ? 
My  thoughts,  now  fvretch  out  all  your  wings, 

And  trace  eternity. 

O  that  unfathomable  fea  I 

Thofe  deeps  \\^thout  a  ihore  I 
Where  1'  »ing  waters  gently  piay, 

Or  fiery  billows  roar. 

Thus  muft  we  leave  the  banks  of  life, 

And  try  this  doubtful  fea  ; 
Vain  afe  our  groans,  and  dying  llrife. 

To  gain  a  moment's  ftay. 

There  we  (hall  fwim  in  heavenly  blifs, 

Or  fink  :n  flaming  waves. 
While  the  paie  carcafs  thonghtlefs  lies, 
■  Among  the  Clent  graves. 

Some  hearty  friend  fliall  drop  his  tear 

On  our  dry  bones  and  fiy, 
"  Thefe  once  were  ftrong,  as  mine  appear, 

"  And  mine  muft  be  as  they." 

Thus  fl.al!  our  moulde'-ing  members  teach 

What  now  our  fenfes  learn  : 
For  di -ft  and  afhes  lov.defl  preach 

Man's  infinite  concern. 

A  SIGHT  OF  HEAVEN  IN   SI  CE3  S   . 

Oft  have  I  fat  in  fecret  fighs, 

To  feel  my  flefli  decay, 
Then  groan'd  aloud  with  frighted  eyes, 

To  view  the  tottering  clay. 

But  I  forbid  my  forrows  nov/, 

Nor  dares  the  flefh  complain  ; 
Difeafes  bring  their  profit  too  ; 

The  joy  o'ercomes  the  pain. 

My  cheerful  foul  now  all  the  day 

Sits  waiting  here  and  lings  ; 
Looks  through  the  ruins  of  her  clay, 

And  praclifes  her  wings. 

Faith  alrnoft  changes  into  fight. 

While  from  afar  (lie  fpies, 
Ker  fair  inheritance,  in  light 

Above  created  Ikies. 

Had  but  the  prifon  walls  been  ftrong. 
And  firm  without  a  fla'",  '  -  ,n 


In  darknefs  flie  had  dwelt  too  lofi^, 
And  lefs  of  glory  faw. 

But  now  the  everlafting  hills 

Through  every  chink  appear. 
And  fomething  of  the  joy  flie  feels 

While  file's  a  prifoner  here. 

The  ftiines  of  heaven  rufli  fweetly  in 

At  all  the  gaping  flaws  : 
Vifions  of  endlefs  bliis  are  feen  ; 

And  native  air  Ihe  draws. 

O  may  thefe  walls  ftand  tottering  ftilJ, 

The  breaches  never  clcfe, 
If  I  muft  here  in  daiknefs  dwell, 

Aiid  all  this  glory  lofe  '. 

Or  rather  let  this  flefli  decay. 

The  rn.ns  wider  grow, 
Till  glad  to  fee  th'  enlarged  way, 

I  ftretch'd  my  pinions  through. 

THE  UNIVERSAL  HALLEUJAH^ 
Pfabn  cxlviii.  Paraphrajed 

Praise  ve  the  Lord  with  jcrj-ful  tongue, 
Ye  powers  that  guard  his  throne  ; 

Jefu?  the  man  fliali  lead  the  long, 
The  God  infpire  the  tune. 

Gabriel,  and  all  th'  immortal  choir 

That  fill  the  realms  above  ; 
Sing  :   for  he  form'd  you  of  his  fire, 

And  feeds  you  with  his  love. 

Shine  to  his  praife,  ye  rryftal  flcies, 

The  floor  of  his  abode. 
Or  veil  your  little  twinkling  eyes 

Before  a  brighter  God. 

Thou  reftlefs  globe  of  golden  light, 

Whofe  beams  create  our  days. 
Join  with  the  iTIver  queen  of  night, 

To  own  your  borrow'd  rays, 

Blnfh  and  refund  the  hoTiours  paid 

To  your  inferior  names  : 
Tell  the  blind  world,  your  orbs  are  fe4 

By  his  o'erflowirg  flames. 

Winds,  ye  fliall  bear  his  name  aloud 

Through  the  ethereal  blue, 
For  when  his  chariot  is  a  cloud. 

He  makes  his'wheels  of  you. 

Thunder  and  hail,  and  fires  and  fl:orm?3 

The  troops  of  his  command. 
Appear  in  all  your  dreadful  forms, 

And  fpeak  his  awful  hand- 
Shout  to  the  Lord,  ye  furging  feas, 

In  your  eternal  roar; 
Let  wave  to  wave  refound  his  praife. 

And  fliore  reply  to  fliore : 

While  monfters  fporting  on  the  flood, 

In  fcaly  filver  fliine. 
Speak  terribly  their  maker-God, 

And  lafh  the  foaming  brine. 

But  gentler  things  fliall  tune  his  nana 
To  fofter  aotes  thaa  thefej  -  ■  ' 
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Yoiino;  z«phyrs  breathing  o'er  the  ftream, 
Or  ^.vhiijperino^  through  the  trees. 

Wave  rour  tall  hfads,  ye  lofty  pines. 

To  him  chat  hid  you  grow  : 
Sweet  ckniers,  bend  the  fruitful  vines 

On  every  thankful  bough. 

X.et  i-he  flirill  birds  his  honour  raife, 

And  climL  the  mornir.g-iky  ; 
While  groveling  bealls  attempt  his  praife    ■ 

In  hoarfer  hannony. 

Thus  .vhile  the  meaner  creatures  fing, 

Ye  mortal',  tjke  the  found, 
Ecl'c  the  glc'  t-s  of  your  king, 

Through  ail  the  nations  round. 

Th'  eternal  name  mufl:  fly  aroad 

From  Britain  to  Japan  ; 
And  the  whole  race  fhall  bow  to  God, 

That  owns  tlie  name  of  man. 

THE  ATHEIST'S  MISTAKE. 

Laugh,  ye  profane,  and  fwell  and  buril 

With  bold  impiety  : 
Yet  fhall  ye  live  for  ever  curs'd, 

And  fcek  in  vain  to  die. 

The  gafp  of  your  expiring  breath 

Configns  your  fouls  to  chains,  ' 

By  the  lafl  agonies  of  death, 
Sent  down  to  fiercer  pains, 

Ye  {land  upon  a  dreadful  fleep, 

And  all  beneath  is  hell : 
Your  weighty  guilt  will  fink  you  deep, 

Where  the  old  ferpent  fell. 

When  iron  flumbers  bind  your  flefli. 
With  ftrange  furprife  you'll  find 

fmmortal  vigour  fpring  afrefli, 
And  tortures  wake  the  mind ! 

'Then  you'll  confefs,  the  frightful  names 
Of  plagues  you  fcorn'd  before. 

No  more  fhall  look  like  idle  dreams, 
Like  foolifli  tears  no  more. 

Then  fhall  ye  curfe  that  fatal  day, 
(With  flames  upon  your  tongues) 

When  you  exchang'd  your  fouls  away 
For  vanity  and  longs-. 

Behold  the  faints  rejoice  to  jdie, 

For  heaven  fliines  round  their  heads ; 

And  angel-guards,  prepar'd  to  fly, 
Attend  tlieir  fainting  beds. 

^heir  longing  fpirits  part,  and  rife 

To  their  cclclHal  feat ; 
Above  thefe  ruinable  ficies 

They  make  dieir  laft  retreat. 

Hence,  ye  profane,  I  hate  your  way*, 

1  walk  w;th  pious  fouls  ; 
■There's  a  wide  differehce  in  our  race, 

And  diAanc  are  our  goals. 

THE  LAW  GIVEN  AT  SINAI. 

Arm  thee  with  thunder,  heavenly  mufe, 
Ajjd  keep  tk'  6i.pcfl:iEg  world  La  sv?e  } 


Oft  haft  thou  fung  in  gentler  mood 
The  melting  mercies  of  thy  God  ; 
Now  give  thy  fierceft  fires  a  loofe. 
And  found  his  drcadfuU  law  ; 
To  Ifrael  firft  the  words  v/ere  fpoke. 
To  Ifrael  freed. from  Egypt's  yoke, 
Inhuman  bondage  !  The  hard  gaUing  loadj 
Over-prefs'd  their  feeble  fouls, 
Bent  their  knees  to  feufelcfs  bulls, 
And  broke  their  ties  to  God. 

Now  had  they  pafs'd  th'  Arabian  bay, 
And  march'd  between  the  cleaving  fea  ; 

The  rifingwavesflood  guardiansof  theirworidrou? 
But  fell  with  moft  impetuous  force  [way 

On  the  purfuing  fwarms. 
And  bury'd  Eypt  all  in  arms, 

Blending  in  watery  death  the  rider  and  the  horf?  ; 

O'er  flrufgling  Pharaoh  rojl'd  the  mighty  ti4e> 

And  fav'd  the  labours  of  a  ^'^yramid. 
Apis  and  Ore  in  vain  he  cries. 
And  all  his  horned  gods  bcfide. 
He  fwallows  fate  \wixh.  fvv'imKiing  eyejj 
And  curs'd  the  Hebrews  as  he  dy'd. 

Ah  !  foohfli  Ifrael,  to  comply 

W^ith  Memphian  idolatry  ! 
And  bow  to  brutes  (a  ftupid  flave) 

To  idols  impotent  to  fave  ! 
Behold  thy  God,  the  foyereign  of  the  Iky, 

Has  wrought  falvation  in  the  deep, 

Has  bound  thy  foes  in  iron  fleep. 
And  rais'd  thine  honours  high  : 

His  grace  forgives  thy  follies  paft. 

Behold  he  comes  in  majefiiy, 

And  Sinai's  top  proclaims  his  law  : 

Prepare  to  meet  thy  God  in  halle ; 

But  keep  an  awful  dillance  ftill : 

Let  Mofes  rbund  the  facred  hill 
The  circling  lim.its  draw. 
Hark  !  The  fhrill  echoes  of  the  trumpet  roar, 

And  call  the  trembling  armies  near  ; 

Slow  and  unvifilling  they  appear. 

Rails  kept  them  from  the  mount  before. 
Now  from  tiie  rails  their  fear  ; 
'Twasthe  fame  herald,  and  the  trump  the  fame 

Which  fliall  be  blown  by  high  command. 

Shall  bid  the  v.'heels  cf  nature  fl:and, 

And  Heav'ns  eternal  will  proclaim, 
That  time  fiiall  be  no  more. 
Thus  while  the  labouring  angel  fwell'd  th6  found. 

And  rent  the  ll:ies,  and  flioqk  the  ground, 
Up  rofe  th'  Almighty  ;  round  his  fapphire  feat 

Adoring  thrones  in  order  fell ; 

The  lefler  pov/ers  at  diftance  dwell. 
And  caft  their  glories  down  fucceffive  at  his  feet : 

Gabriel  the  great  prepares  his  way, 
"  Lift  up  your  heads,  eternal  doors,"  he  cries; 

Th'  eternal  doors  his  word  obey, 

Open,  and  flioot  celeftial  day 
Upon  the  lower  ikies. 

Heav'n's  mighty  pillars  bow'd  their  head. 
As  their  Creator  bid, 

And  aown  Jehovah  rode  fron^  the  fnperior  fpherc. 
A  thoufand  guards  before,  and  myriads  in  the  rear- 

HiS  charjot  was  a  pitchy  cloud, 

Tbt  V,  heels  befet,  with  burning  gems ; 
Th5.3'i|»ds  ia  harasfj  witli  the  flamsi 
U  tJi 
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Flew  o'er  th'  ethereal  road  : 
Down  through  his  magazines  he  paft 
Of  hail,  and  ice,  and  fleecy  friow. 
Swift  roil'd  the  triumph,  and  as  fall 
Did  hail,  and  ice,  in  melted  rivers  flow. 
The  day  was  mingled  with  the  night, 
His  feet  on  folid  darknefs  trod, 

His  radiant  eyes  proclaim'd  the  God, 
And  fcatter'd  dreadful  light ; 
He  breath'd,  and  fulphur  ran,  a  fiery  ftream  : 
Hefpoke,  and  (though  with  unknown  fpeed  he 

came) 
Chid  the  flow  tempeft,  and  the  lagging  flame. 

Sinai  receiv'd  his  glorious  flight, 
With  axle  red,  and  glowing  wheel, 
Did  the  winged  chariot  light, 
And  riling  faioke  obfcur'd  the  burning  hill. 
JLo,  it  mounts  in  curling  waves, 
Lo,  the  gloomy  pride  out-brave's 
The  (lately  pyramids  of  fire  : 
The  pyramrds  to  heaven  afpire,  [higher. 

And  mix  with  ftars,  but  fee  their  gloomy  offspring 
So  have  you  feen  ungrateful  ivy  grow 
Round  the  tall  oak  that  fix  fcore  years  has  fl:ood, 
And  proudly  Aoot  a  leaf  or  two 
Above  its  kind  fupporters  utmofl:  bough, 
And  glory  there  to  ftand  the  loftiefi  of  the  wood 

Forbear,  young  mufe,  forbear ; 
The  flowery  things  that  poets  fay. 
The  little  arts  of  fimile 

Are  vain  and  ufelefs  here  ; 
Nor  fliall  the  burning  hills  of  old 

With  Sinai  be  compar'd. 
Nor  all  that  lying  Greece  has  told» 

Or  leam'd  Rome  has  heard; 
^tna  fliall  be  nam'd  no  more, 
.^tna  the  torch  of  Sicily; 
Not  half  fo  high 
Her  lightnings  fly; 
Not  half  fo  loud  her  thunders  roar 
Crofs  the  Sicanian  fea,  to  fright  th'  Italian  fliorc. 
Behold  the  facrcd  hill :  Its  trebling  fpire 
Quakes  at  the  terrors  of  the  fire. 
While  all  below  its  verdant  feet 
Stagger  and  reel  under  th"^  Abnighty  weight : 
Prefs'd  with  a  greater  than  feign'd  Atlas'  load. 
Deep  groan'd  the  mount ;  it  never  bore 
Infinity  before, 
It  bow'd,  and  fliook  beneath  the  burden  of  a  God. 

Frefli  horrors  feize  the  camp ;  defpair, 

And  dj  ing  groans,  torment  the  air. 

And  flirieks,  and  iwoons,  and  deaths  were  there  : 
The  bellowing  thunder,  and  the  lightning's  blaze 

Spread  through  the  hoft  a  wild  amaze  ; 
Darlinefs  on  every  foul,  and  pale  was  every  face  : 

Conicz'd  and  difmal  were  the  cries, 

Let  Mofes  fpeak,  or  Ifrael  dies  : 

Mofes  the  fpreading  terror  feels. 

No  more  the  Man  of  God  conceals 
His  flijvcring  and  furprife  : 

Yet,  with  recoveriufT  mind,  commands    [bands. 
Silence,  and  deep  attention,  through  the  Hebrew 

Hark  !  from  the  centre  of  the  flame. 
All  arm'd  and  feather'd  with  the  fame, 
Majefliic  founds  break  through  the  fmoky  cloud : 
Sent  from  the  All-creating  tongue, 


A  flight  of  cherubs  gaard  the  words  along, 
And  bear  their  fiery  law  to  the  retreating  crowi. 

"  I  am  the  Lord :   'Tis  I  proclaim 
"  That  glorious  and  that  fearful  name,^ 
"  Thy  God  and  King :  'Twas  I,  that  broke        ^ 
"  Thy  bondage,  and  th'  Egyptian  yoke; 
"  Mine  is  the  right  to  fpeak  my  will, 
'•  And  thine  the  duty  to  fulfil. 
"  Adore  no  God  befide  Me,  to  provoke  m^ine  eyes  r 
"  Nor  worfhip  me  in  fliapes  and  forms  that  men 

devife  ;  [to  jeft  ; 

"  With  reverence  ufe  my  name,  nor  turn  my  words 
"  Obferve  my  fabbath  well,  nor  dare  profane  my 

reft; 
"  Honour  and  due  obedience  to  thy  parents  give  ; 
"  Nor  fpill  the  guiltlefs  blood,  nor  let  the  guilty 

live :  [bed  ; 

"  Prefervd^thy  body  chafte,  and  flee  th'  unlawful 
"  Nor  fteal  thy  neighbour's  gold,  his  garment,  or 
his  bread  ;  [ceit  ; 

"  Forbear  to  blaft  his  name  with  falfehood  or  de- 
"  Nor  let  thy  wifties  loofe  upon  his  large  cftate." 

REMEMBER  YOUR  CREATOR,  &c.  EccLxii^ 

Children,  to  your  Creator,  God, 

Your  early  honours  pay, 
While  vanity  and  youthful  blood 

Would  tempt  your  thoughts  afl:ray. 

The  memory  of  his  mighty  name, 

Demands  your  firft  regard  ; 
Nor  dare  indulge  a  meaner  flame. 

Till  you  have  lov'd  the  Lord. 

Be  wife,  and  make  his  favour  fure. 

Before  the  mournful  days, 
When  youth  and  mirth  are  known  bo  more, 

And  life  and  ftrength  decays. 

No  more  the  bleffings  of  a  feaft 

Shall  relifli  on  the  tongue, 
The  heavy  ear  forgets  the  tafte 

And  pleafure  of  a  fong. 

Old  age,  with  all  her  difmal  train. 

Invades  your  golden  years 
With  Cghs  and  groans,  and  raging  pain-. 

And  death,  that  never  fpares. 

What  will  ye  do  when  light  departs. 

And  leaves  your  v/ithering  eyes. 
Without  one  beam  to  cheer  your  hearts. 

From  the  fuperior  flties  ? 

How  will  you  meet  God's  frowning  brow, 

Or  (land  before  his  feat. 
While  nature's  old  fupporters  bow. 

Nor  bear  their  totL'cring  weight  ? 

Can  you  expeiSl  your  feeble  arms, 

Shall  make  a  (irong  defence, 
When  dea-th  with  terrible  alarms. 

Summons  the  prifoncr  hence  ? 

The  filver  bands  of  nature  burft. 

And  let  the  building  fall ; 
The  flefh  goes  down  to  mix  with  dull,- 

Its  vile  original. 

Laden  with  guilt  (a  heavy  load) 
Un  cleans' d  and  unforgiven. 
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The  foul  returns  t'  an  angry  God, 
To  be  Ihut  out  from  heaven. 


SUNj  MOON,  AND  STARS,  PRAISE  YE 
THE  LORD. 

Fairest  of  all  the  lights  above. 
Thou  fun,  whofe  beams  adorn  the  fpheres. 
And  with  unweary'd  fwiftnefs  move, 
To  forrti  the  circles  of  our  years  ; 

Praife  the  Creator  of  the  (kies. 
That  drefs'd  thine  orb  in  golden  rays; 
Or  may  the  fun  forget  to  rife, 
if  he  forget  his  Maker's  praife. 

Thou  reigning  besuty  of  the  night, 
Fair  queen  of  filence,  filver  moon, 
Whofe  gentle  beams  and  borrow'd  light 
Are  fofter  rivals  of  the  noon ; 

Arife,  and  to  that  Sovereign  Power 
Waxing  and  waning  honours  pay. 
Who  bade  thee  rule  the  dufky  hour. 
And  half  fupply  the  abfent  day. 

Ye  twinkling  ftars,  who  gild  the  Ikies 
When  darknefs  has  its  curtains  drawn. 
Who  keep  your  watch  with  wakeful  eyeS, 
When  bufinefs,  cares,  and  day,  are  gone  : 

Proclaim  the  glories  of  your  Lord, 
Difpers'd  through  all  the  heavenly  ftreet, 
Whofe  boundlefs  treafures  can  afford 
So  rich  a  pavement  for  his  feet. 

Thou  heaven  of  heavens,  fupremely  bright. 
Fair  palace  of  the  court  divinej 
Where,  with  inimitable  light. 
The  Godhead  condefcends  to  fhine. 

Praife  thou  thy  great  inhabitant, 
\Vho  fcatters  lovely  beams  of  grace 
On  every  angel,  every  faint. 
Nor  veils  the  luftre  of  his  face. 

O  God  of  glory,  God  of  love. 
Thou  art  the  fun  that  makes  our  days : 
With  all  thy  fliining  works  above, 
Let  earth  and  duft  attempt  thy  praife. 

THE  WELCOME  MESSENGERi 

Lord,  when  we  fee  a  faint  of  thine 
Lie  gafping  out  his  breath,  , 

With  longing  eyes,  and  locks  divine. 
Smiling  and  pleas'd  in  death ; 

How  we  could  ev'ri  contend  to  lay 

Our  limbs  upon  that  bed  ! 
We  aflc  thine  envoy  to  convey 

Our  fpirits  in  his  ftead. 

Our  fouls  are  rifing  on  the  wing, 

To  venture  in  his  place  : 
For  when  grim  death  has  loft  his  fting, 

He  has  an  angel's  face. 

Jefus,  then,  purge  my  crimes  away, 

'Tis  guilt  creates  my  fears, 
'Tis  guilt  gives  death  its  fierce  array. 

And  all  the  arms  it  bears. 

Oh !  if  my  threatening  fins  were  gone, 
And  death  had  loft  his  fting, 


i  could  invite  the  ange!  on. 
And  chide  his  lazy  wing. 

Away  thefe  interpofing  days, 

And  let  the  lovers  meet ; 
The  angel  has  a  cold  embrace, 

But  kind,  and  foft,  and  fweet. 

I'd  leap  at  once  my  feventy  years 

I'd  rufh  into  his  arms. 
And  lofe  my  breath,  and  all  my  cares 

Amidft  thofe  heavenly  charms. 

Joyful  I'd  lay  this  body  down. 

And  leave  the  lifelefs  clay. 
Without  a  figh,  without  a  groan. 

And  ftretch  and  foar  away. 

SINCERJE  PRAISE. 

ALMiGHTf  Maker,  God  ! 
How  wondrous  is  thy  name  ! 
Thy  glories  how  diffus'd  abroad 
Through  the  creation's  frame  ! 

Nature  in  every  drefs 
Her  humble  homage  pays, 
And  finds  a  thoufand  ways  t'  exprefs 
Thine  undiffembled  praife. 

In  native  white  and  red 
The  rofe  and  lily  ftand. 
And,  free  from  pride,  their  beauties  fprcad^ 
To  fliow  thy  ikilful  hand. 

The  lark  mounts  up  the  {ky, 
With  unambitious  fong. 
And  bears  her  Maker's  praife  on  high 
Upon  her  artlcfs  tongue. 

My  foul  -vVould  rife  and  fing 
To  her  Creatt>r  too. 
Fain  would  my  tongue  adore  my  Kingj 
And  pay  the  worfhif)  due. 

But  pride,  that  bufy  fin. 
Spoils  all  that  I  perform ; 
Curs'd  pride,  that  creeps  fecurely  in. 
And  fweils  a  haughty  worm. 

Thy  glories  I  abate. 
Or  praife  thee  with  defign  ; 
Some  of  the  favours  I  forget, 
Or  think  the  merit  mine. 

The  very  fongS  I  frame 
Are  faithlefs  to  thy  caufe. 
And  fteal  the  honours  of  thy  name 
To  build  their  own  applaufe. 

Create  my  foul  anew, 
Elfe  all  my  worftiip's  vain  ; 
This  wretched  heart  will  ne'er  be  truCj 
Until  'tis  form'd  again. 

Defcend,  celeftial  Sre, 
And  feize  me  from  above  ; 
Melt  me  in  flames  of  pure  defire, 
A  facrifice  to  loVe* 

Let  joy  and  worlhip  fpend 
The  remnant  of  my  days. 
And  to  my  God,  my  foul,  afcend,      ' 
Ijj  fweet  perfumes  of  praife. 
U  iiij 
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TRUE  LEARNING. 


Partly  initialed  from  a  French  Sonnet  of  Mr.  Point. 

Ha  PPT  the  feet  that  Ihining  truth  has  led 
With  her  own  hand  to  tread  the  path  fhepkafe, 
To  fee  her  native  luftre  round  her  fpread, 

Without  a  veil,  without  a  (hade. 
All  beauty,  and  all  lik'ht,  as  in  herfelf  flie  is. 

Our  fenfes  clieat  us  witli  the  prefling  crowds 
Of  painted  fhapes  they  thruft  upon  the  mind : 
The  truth   they  fhow   lies   wrap'd  in  fevcnfold 
Our  fenfes  cafl  a  thoufand  clouds  [fiirouds. 

On  unenlighten'd  fouls,  and  leave  them  doubly 
blind. 

I  hate  the  duft  that  fierce  difputers  raife. 
And  lofe  the  mind  in  a  wild  maze  of  thought : 
What  empty  triflings,  and  what  empty  ways. 

To  fence  and  guard  by  rule  and  rpte  !      *  [not; 
Our  God  will  never  charge  us,  that  we  knew  them 

Touch,  heavenly  Word,  O  touch  thefe  curious 

fouls ; 
Since  I  huve  heard  but  one  foft  hint  from  thee. 
From  all  the  vain  opinions  of  the  fchools 

(That  pageantry  of  knowing  fools) 
I  feel  my  powers  releas'd,  and  ftand  divinely  free. 

'Twas  this  Almighty  Word  that  all  things  made. 
He  grafps  whole  nature  in  his  fingle  hand  ; 
All  the  eternal  truths  in  him  are  laid, 

The  ground  of  all  things,  and  their  head. 
The  circle  where  they  move,  and  centre  where 
they  ftand. 

"Without  his  aid  I  have  no  fnre  defence. 
Prom  troops  of  errors  that  befiege  me  round ; 
But  he  that  refhs  his  reafon  and  his  fenfe 
Fall  here,  and  never  wanders  hence, 
Unmoveable  he  dwells  upon  unfhaken  ground. 

Infinite  truth,  the  Ufe  of  my  defires. 
Come  from  the  fky,  and  join  th^-felf  to  me  ; 
I'm  tir'd  with  hearing,  and  this  reading  tires  ; 

But  never  tir'd  of  telling  thee, 
'Tis  thy  fair  face  alone  my  fpirit  burns  to  fee. 

Speak  to  m.y  foul,  alone,  no  other  hand 
Shall  mark  my  path  out  with  delufive  art : 
All  nature  (ilent  in  his  prefence  fland ; 
Creatures,  be  dumb  at  his  command, 
And  leaves  his  fmgle  voice  to  whifper  tomy  heart. 

Retire,  my  foul,  within  thyfelf  retire, 
Away^from  fenfj  and  every  outward  fhow : 
Now  let  my  thoughts  to  loftier  themes  afpire, 
"Niy  knowledge  now  on  wheels  of  fire 
JMay  mount  and  fpread  above,  furv^ying  all  below. 

The  Lord  grows  lavifh  of  his  heavenly  light, 
And  poufs  whole  floods  on  fuch  a  mind  as  this: 
Fled  from  the  eyes,  Ihe  gains  a  piercing  fight. 
She  dives  into  the  infinite, 
And  fees  unutterable  things  in  that  unknown  abyfs. 

TRUE  WISDOM. 

pRONouxcE  him  bleft,  my  mufc,  whom  v/ifdom 
guides 
In  her  own  path  to  her  own  heavenly  feat ; 
Throtigh  all  the  ftorras  hii  fgul  fecurely  glides, 


Nor  can  the  tempefts,  nor  the  tides, 
That  rife  and  roar  around,  fupplant  his  ftcad^r  fccj 

Earth,  you  may  let  your  golden  arrow^s  fly. 
And  feek,  in  vain,  a  paflage  to  his  breaft. 
Spread  all  your  painted  toys  to  court  his  eye, 
He  fmiles,  and  fees  them  vainly  try 
To  lure  his  foul  afide  from  her  eternal  reft. 

Our  head-flrong  lulls,  like  a  young  fierj'  horfe. 

Start,  and  flee  raging  in  a  violent  courfe  ; 

He  tames  and  breaks  them,  manages  and  rides 

them,.  [them. 

Checks  their  career,  and  turns  and  guides 

And  bids  his  reafon  bridle  their  licentious  force. 

Lord  of  himfelf,  he  rules  his  wildefl  thoughts, 
And  boldly  a6l3  what  calmly  he  defign'd. 
While  he  looks  down  and  pities  human  fauKs; 
Nor  can  he  think,  nor  can  he  find 
A  plague  like  reigning  paflJons,  and  a  fubjedl  mind. 

But  oh  !  'tis  mighty  toil  to  reach  this  height. 
To  vanquifli  felf  is  a  laborious  art ; 
What  manly  courage  to  fuftain  the  fight 

To  bear  the  noble  pain,  and  part  [heart  t 

With  thofe  dear  charming  tempters  rooted  in  the 

'Tis  hard  to  fland  when  all  the  pafiions  move. 
Hard  to  awake  the  eye  that  paflion  blinds ;       - 
To  rend  and  tear  out  this  unhappy  love, 

That  clings  fo  clofe  about  our  minds,     [find*. 
And  where  th'  inchanted  foul  fo  fweet  a  poifoa 

Hard;  but  it  may  be  done.  Come,  heavenly  fire. 
Come  to  my  breaft,  and  with  one  powerful  ray 
Melt  off  my  lufts,  my  fetters  :  I  can  bear 
A  while  to  be  a  tenant  here. 
But  not  be  chain'd  and  prifon'd  in  a  cage  of  clay. 

Heaven  is  my  home,  and  I  mufl:  ufe  my  wings ; 
Sublime  above  the  globe  my  flight  afpires ; 
I  have  a  foul  was  made  to  pity  kings. 
And  all  their  little  glittering  things ; 
I  have  a  foul  was  made  for  infinite  defires. 

Loos'd  from  the  earth,  my  heart  is  upward 

flown ;  [mine  i 

Farewell,  m.y  friends,  and  all.that  once   was 

Now,  fliould  you  fix  my  feet  on  Csefar's  throne. 

Crown  me,  and  call  the  world  my  own, 

The  gold  that  binds  my  brows  could  ne'er  my 

foul  confine. 

I  am  the  Lord's,  and  Jefus  is  my  love  ; 
He,  that  dear  God,  ftiall  fill  my  x'aft  defire. 
My  flefli  below  ;  yet  I  can  dwell  above. 

And  nearer  to  my  Saviour  move  ;  [fpire. 

There  all  my  foul  fliall  centre,  all  my  powers  con- 
Thus  I  with  angels  live  ;  thus  half-divine 
I  fit  on  high,  nor  mind  inferior  joys: 
Fill'd  with  his  love.  I  feel  that  God  is  mine. 
His  glory  is  my  great  defign. 

That  everlafting  projed  alt  my  thoughts  employs. 


A  SONG  TO  CREATING  WTSDOM, 


Eternal  Wifdom,  thee  wepralfe. 

Thee  the  creation  fings  : 
With  thy  loud  name,  rocks,  hills,  and  fcajj 

And  heaven's  high  palace,  rings. 
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Place  me  on  the  bright  wings  of  day 

To  travel  with  the  fun  ; 
With  what  amaze  fhall  I  furvey 

The  wonders  thou  haft  done  ! 

Thy  hand  how  wide  it  fpread  the  Jky ! 

How  glorious  to  behold  ? 
Ting'd  with  a  blue  of  heavenly  dye, 

And  llarr'd  with  fparkling  gold. 

"There  thou  haft  hid  the  globes  of  light 

Their  endlefs  circles  run  ; 
There  the  pale  planet  rules  the  night, 

And  day  obeys  the  fun. 


Downward  I  turn  my  wondering  eyes 
On  clouds  and  ftorms  belovr, 

Thofe  under-regions  of  the  Ikies 
Thy  numerous  glories  fhow. 

The  noify  winds  ft  and  ready  there 

Thy  orders  to  obey, 
With  founding  wings  they  fweep  the  air, 

To  make  thy  chariot  way. 

There,  like  a  trumpet,  loud  and  ftrong. 
Thy  thunder  fhakes  our  coaft  : 

While  the  red  lightnings  wave  along. 
The  banners  of  thine  hoft. 

On  the  thin  air,  without  a  prop, 
Hang  fruitful  fliowers  around  : 

At  thy  command  they  fink,  and  drop 
Their  fatnefs  on  the  ground. 


Now  to  the  earth  1  bend  my  fong. 

And  caft  my  eyes  abroad, 
Glancing  the  Britilh  ifles  along  ; 

Bleft  ifles,  confefs  your  God. 

How  did  his  wondrous  {kill  array 
Your  fields  in  charming  green  ; 

A  thoufand  herbs  his  art  difplay, 
A  thoufand  flowers  between  ! 

Tall  oaks  for  future  navies  grovi^, 

Fair  Albion's  beft  defence. 
While  corn  and  vines  rejoice  below, 

Thofe  luxuries  of  fenfe. 

The  bleeting  flocks  his  pafture  feeds  : 

And  herds  of  larger  fize. 
That  bellow  through  the  Lindian  meads. 

His  bounteous  hand  fupplies. 


We  fee  the  Thames  carefs  the  fliores,- 
He  guides  her  filver  flood  : 

While  angry  Severn  fwells  and  roars, 
Yet  hears  her  ruler  God. 

The  rolling  mountains  of  the  deep 
Obferve  his  ftrong  command ; 

His  breath  can  raife  the  billows  fteep. 
Or  fink  them  to  the  fand. 

Amidft  thy  watery  kingdoms,  Lord, 

The  finny  nations  play, 
And  fcaly  monfters,  at  thy  word, 

Rufli  through  the  northern  fea. 


Thy  glories  blaze  all  nature  round, 

And  ftrike  the  gazing  fight, 
Through  fkies-,  and  feas,  and  folid  ground, 

With  terror  and  delight. 

Infinite  ftrength,  and  equal  flcill, 

Shine  through  the  worlds  abroad. 
Our  fouls  with  vaft  amazement  fill. 

And  fpeak  the  builder  God. 

But  the  fweet  beauties  of  thy  grace 

Our  fofter  paflions  move  ; 
Pity  divine  in  Jefus  face 

We  fee,  adore,  and  love,  1 

GOD'S  ABSOLUTE  DOMINION. 

Lord,  when  my  thoughtful  foul  furveys       * 
Fire,  air,  and  earth,  and  ftars  and  feas, 

I  call  them  all  thy  flaves ; 
Commiflion'd  by  my  Father's  will, 
Poifons  ftiall  cure,  or  bahns  fliall  kill ; 

Vernal  funs,  or  zyphyrs  breath. 
May  burn  or  blaft  the  plants  to  death 

I'hat  fhvp  December  faves  ;' 

What  can  winds  or  planets  boaft 

But  a  precarious  power  ? 
The  fun  is  all  in  darknefs  loft, 
Froft  ftiall  be  fire,  and  fire  be  frolf. 

When  he  appoints  the  hour. 
Lo,  the  Norwegians  near  the  polar  flcy 

Chafe  their  frozen  limbs  with  fnow. 

Their  frozen  limbs  awake  and  glow, 

The  vital  flame  touch'd  with  a  ftrange  fuppi* 
Rekindles,  for  the  God  of  life  is  nigh  ; 
He  bids  the  vital  flood  in  wonted  circles  flow. 

Cold  fteel,  espos'd  to  northern  air. 
Drinks  the  meridian  fury  of  the  midnight  bear^ 

And  burns  th'  unwary  ftranger  there. 

Enquire,  my  foul,  of  ancient  fame. 

Look  back  tv/o  thoufand  years,  and  fee 

Th'  Aflyrian  prince  transform'd  a  brute. 

For  boafting  to  be  abfolute  : 
Once  to  his  court  the  God  of  Ifrael  came, 

A  King  more  abfolute  than  he. 

I  fee  the  furnace  blaze  with  rage 

Sevenfold  •    ^  ^^^  amidft  the  flame 

Three  Hebrews  of  immortal  name : 
They  move,  they  walk  acrofs  the  burnino-  ftatre 

Unhurt,  and  fearlefs,  while  the  tyrant  ftoo<i 

A  ftatue ;  fear  congeal'd  his  blood  : 

Nor  did  the  raging  element  dare 

Attempt  their  garments,  or  their  hair  ; 
It  knew  the  Lord  of  nature  ther.?. 
Nature  compell'd  by  a  fuperior  caufe. 

Now  breaks  her  own  eternal  laws, 

Now  feems  to  break  them,  and  obeys 

Her  fovereign  king  in  different  ways. 

Father,  how  bright  thy  glories  ftiine  ? 

How  broad  thy  kingdom,  how  divine  !    [thiRc. 
Nature,  and  miracle,  and  fate,   and  chance,  arc 

Hence  from  my  heart,  ye  idols,  flee. 

Ye  founding  names  of  vanity : 

No  more  my  lips  fliaU  facrifice 

To  chance  and  nature,  tales  and  lies  : 
Creatures  without  a  God  can  yield  ms  no  fuppliea 
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What  is  the  fun,  or  what  the  fhade. 
Or  frofls,  or  flames,  to  kill  or  fave  ? 
His  favour  is  my  life,  his  lips  pronounce  me  dead; 
And  as  his  awful  df^lates  bid, 
£arth  is  my  mother,  or  my  grave. 

CONDESCENDING  GRACE, 
In  Imil alien  of  the  cxivtb  Pfalm. 
When  the  eternal  bows  the  Ikies, 

To  vifit  earthy  things, 
With  fcorn  divine  he  turns  his  eyes 
From  towers  of  haughty  kings .' 

Rides  on  a  cloud  difdainful  by 

A  Sultan,  or  a  Czar, 
Laughs  at  the  worms  that  rife  fo  high, 

Or  frowns  them  from  afar ; 

He  bids  his  awful  chariot  roll 

Far  dovmward  from  the  Ikies; 
To  vifit  every  humble  foul, 

With  pleafure  in  his  eyes. 
Why  fhould  the  Lord  that  reigns  above 

Difdain  fo  lofty  kings  ? 
Say,  Lord,  and  why  fuch  looks  of  love 

Upon  fuch  worthlefs  things  ? 

Mortals,  be  dumb  :  what  creature  dares 

Difpute  his  awful  will  ? 
Aflc  no  accoimt  of  his  affairs. 

But  tremble,  and  be  ftill, 

Jufl  like  his  nature  is  his  grace. 

All  fovereign,  and  all  free  ; 
Great  God, how  fearchlefs  are  thy  ways ! 

How  deep  thy  judgments  be ! 

THE  INFINITE. 
Some  feraph,  lend  your  heavenly  tongue. 

Or  harp  of  golden  firing. 
That  1  may  raifc  a  lofty  fong 

To  our  Eternal  King. 

Thy  names,  how  infinite  they  be ! 

Great  Everlafling  One ! 
BouHdlefs  thy  might  and  majefty, 

And  unconfin'd  thy  throne. 

Thy  glories  fhine  of  wondrous  fize, 

And  wondrous  large  thy  grace ; 
Immortal  day  breaks  from  thine  eyes, 

And  Gabriel  veils  his  face. 

Thine  effence  is  a  vafl  abyfs, 

Which  angels  cannot  found. 
An  ocean  of  infinities 

Where  all  our  thoughts  are  drown'd. 

The  myfleries  of  creation  lie. 

Beneath  enlighten'd  minds, 
Thoughts  can  afccnd  above  the  fky, 

And  fly  before  the  winds. 

Reafon  may  grafp  the  maffy  hills. 

And  flretch  from  pole  to  pole. 
But  half  thy  name  our  fpirit  fills. 

And  overloads  our  foul. 

In  vain  our  haughty  reafon  fwells, 

For  nothing's  found  in  Thee 
JBut  boundlefs  unconceivables, 

Attd  vail  eternity. 


CONFESSION  AND  PAtlioN. 

Alas,  my  aching  heart ! 
Here  the  keen  torment  lies  ; 
It  racks  my  waking  hours  with  fmart. 
And  frights  my  flumbering  eyes. 

Guilt  will  be  hid  no  riiore. 
My  griefs  take  vent  apace. 
The  crimes  that  blot  my  confcicnce  o'er 
Flufh  crimfon  in  my  face. 

My  forrows,  like  a  flood. 
Impatient  of  reflraint. 
Into  thy  bofom,  O  my  God, 
Pour  out  a  long  complaint. 

This  impious  heart  of  mine 
Could  once  defy  the  Lord, 
Could  ruih  with  violence  on  to  fin. 
In  prefence  of  thy  fword. 

How  often  have  I  flood 
A  rebel  to  the  fkies. 
The  calls,  the  tenders  of  a  God, 
And  mercy's  loudeft  cries  1 

He  offers  all  his  grace. 
And  all  his  heaven  to  me  ; 
Offers !  but  'tis  to  fenfelefs  brafs. 
That  cannot  feel  nor  fee. 

Jefus  the  Saviour  flands 
To  court  me  from  above. 
And  looks  and  fpreads  his  woimdcd  hands* 
And  fliovvs  the  prints  of  love. 

But  I,  a  flupid  f6ol. 
How  long  have  I  withflood 
The  bleffiugs  purchas'd  with  his  foul^ 
And  paid  for  all  in  blood ! 

The  heavenly  Dove  came  down 
And  tender'd  me  his  wings 
To  mount  me  upward  to  a  crown^ 
And  bright  immortal  things. 

Lord,  I'm  afham'd  to  fay 
That  I  refus'd  thy  Dove, 
And  fent  thy  Spirit  griev'd  away, 
To  his  own  realms  of  love. 

Not  all  thine  heavenly  charms, 
Nor  terrors  of  thy  hand, 
Could  force  me  to  lay  down  my  armSj 
And  bow  to  thy  command. 

Lord,  'tis  againl^  thy  face 
My  fins  like  arrows  rife. 
And  yet,  and  yet  (O  matchlefs  grace  ?) 
Thy  thunder  filcnt  lies. 

O  fhall  I  never  feipl 
The  meltings  of  thy  love  ? 
Am  I  fuch  hell-harden'd  flee! 
That  mercy  cannot  move  ? 

Now  for  one  powerful  glance, 
Dear  Saviour,  from  thy  face  : 
This  rebel-heart  no  more  withflands, 
But  finks  beneath  thy  grace. 

O'ercomo  by  dying  love  I  fall. 
Here  at  thy  crofs  I  lie  ; 
And  throw  my  foul,  my  flefh,  my  all, 
And  weep,  and  love,  and  die. 
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lie,  fays  the  Prince  of  Mercy,  rife, 
rith  joy  and  pity  in  his  eyes  : 
ife,  and  behold  my  wounded  veins, 
ere  flows  the  blood  to  wafli  thy  ftains. 
;e  my  great  Father  reconcil'd : 
faid.     And  lo,  the  Father  fmil'd  : 

joyful  cherubs  clap'd  their  wings, 

founded  grace  on  all  their  ftrings. 

UNG  MEN  AND  MAIDENS,  OLD  MEN 
TO   BABES,  PRAISE   YE  THE  LORD, 
Pfal.  cxlviii.  iz. 

3NS  of  Adam,  bold  and  young, 
1  the  wild  mazes  of  whoft;  veins 
L  flood  of  fiery  vigour  reigns,  [{Irung  ; 

1  wields  your  adiive  limbs,  with  hardy  finews 
all  proftrate  at  th'  eternal  throne 
iThence  your  precarious  powers  depend  ; 
■  fwell  as  if  your  lives  were  all  your  own, 
iUt  choofe  your  Maker  for  your  friend  ; 
favour  is  your  life,  his  arm  is  your  fupport, 
hand  can  ftretch  your  days,  or  cut  your  mi- 
nutes fliort. 
^rgins,  who  roll  your  artful  eyes, 
^nd  flioot  delicious  danger  thence  ; 
iwift  the  lovely  lightning  flies, 
Vnd  melts  our  reafon  down  to  fenfe  ; 

Boaft  not  of  thofe  withering  charms 

That  inuft  yield  their  youthful  grace  ' 
To  age  and  wrinkles,  earth  and  worms ; 
t  love  the  author  of  your  fmiling  face  ;  [hours: 
at  heavenly  bridegroom  claims  your  blooming 
D  make  it  your  perpetual  care 
To  pleafe  that  Everlailing  Fair; 
5  beauties  are  the  fun,  and  but  the  fhade  is  yours, 
nfants,  whofe  different  deftinies 
\re  wove  with  threads  of  different  fize  ; 
But  from  the  fame  fpring-tide  of  tears, 
Commence  your  hopes,  and  joys,  and  fears, 
tedious  train !)  and  date  your  following  years  ; 
Break  your  firft  filence  in  his  praife 

Who  wrought  your  wondrous  frame  ; 
With  founds  of  tenderefl  accent  raife 

Your  honours  to  his  name ; 
And  confecrate  your  early  days 

To  know  the  Power  fupreme. 
'Vc  heads  of  venerable  age, 
Jufl;  marching  off  the  mortal  ftage. 
Fathers,  whofe  vital  threads  are  fpun 
long  as  e'er  the  glafs  of  life  would  run. 
Adore  the  hand  that  led  your  way 
irough  flowery  fields  a  fair  long  fummer's  day  ; 
ifp  out  your  foul  in  praifes  to    the   fovereign 
power  [hour, 

lat  fet  your  weft  fo  diflant  from  your  dawning 

.YING  FOWL,  AND  CREEPING  THINGS, 
PRAISE  YE  THE  LORD, 
Pfal.  cxlviii.  10. 
iriET  flocks,  whofe  foft  enamell'd  wing 
Swift  and  gently  cleaves  the  flcy  ; 
hofe  charming  notes  addrefs  the  fp^"'^? 
With  an  artlefa  harmony. 
Lovely  minftrels  of  the  field, 
Who  in  leafy  fliadows  fit, 
And  your  wondrous  ftrudtures  build,        [light : 
wake  your   tuneful  voices  with  the  dawning 
S 


To  nature's  God  your  firft  devotions  paj, 

Ere  you  falute  the  rifing  day, 
'Tis  he  calls  up  the  fun,  and  gives  him  every  ray. 

Serpents,  who  o'er  the  meadows  Aide, 

And  wear  upon  your  ftiining  back 

Numerous  ranks  of  gaudy  pride, 

Which  thoufand  mingling  colours  make; 
Let  the  fierce  glances  of  your  eye» 
Rebate  their  baleful  fire  : 

In  harmlefs  play  twift  and  unfold 

The  volumes  of  your  fcaly  gold  : 
That  rich  embroidery  of  your  gay  attire. 

Proclaims  your  Maker  kind  and  wife. 

lnfe(fts  and  mites,  of  mean  degree, 

That  fwarm  in  myriads  o'er  the  land. 

Moulded  by  Wifdom's  artful  hand. 
And  curl'd  and  painted  with  a  various  die ; 

In  your  innumerable  forms 

Praife  him  that  wears  th'  ethereal  crown* 

And  bend  his  lofty  counfels  down 
To  defpicable  worms. 

THE  COMPARISON  AND  COMPLAINT* 

Infinite  power,  eternal  Lord, 

How  fovereign  is  thy  hand ! 
All  nature  rofe  t'  obey  thy  word, 

And  moves  at  thy  command. 
With  fteady  courfe  thy  fliining  fun 

Keeps  his  appointed  way ; 
And  all  the  hours  obedient  run 

The  circle  of  the  day. 

But  ah  !  how  wide  my  Ipirit  flies. 

And  wanders  from  het  God  ! 
My  foul  forgets  the  heavenly  prize, 

And  feads  the  downward-road. 
The  raging  fire,  and  ftormy  fea. 

Perform  thine  awful  will. 
And  every  beaft  and  every  tree, 

Thy  great  defigns  fulfil : 

While  my  wild  paflTions  rage  within. 

Nor  thy  commands  obey  ; 
And  flelh  and  fenfe,  enflav'd  to  fin. 

Draw  my  beft  thoughts  away. 

Shall  creatures  of  a  meaner  frame 

Pay  all  their  dues  to  thee  ; 
Creatures,  that  never  knew  thy  name^ 

That  never  lov'd  like  me  ? 

Great  God,  create  my  foul  anew, 

Conforra  my  heart  to  thine. 
Melt  down  my  will  and  let  it  flow. 

And  take  the  mould  divine. 

Seize  my  whole  frame  into  thine  hand  j 

Here  all  my  powers  I  bring  ; 
Manacle  the  wheels  by  thy  command. 

And  govern  every  fpring. 

Then  fhall  my  feet  no  more  depart, 

ITor  wandering  fenfesrove ; 
Devotion  ftiall  be  all  my  heart. 

And  all  my  paffions  love. 

Than  not  the  fun  fhall  more  than  I 

His  Maker's  law  perform. 
Nor  travel  fwifter  through  the  ft.fj 

N<?r  with  a  zeal  fo  warn;. 
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GOD  SUPREME  AND  SELF-SUFFICIENT. 

What  is  our  God,  or  ^vhac  h:s  name, 
Uor  men  can  learn,  nor  anp-^is  teach  : 
He  dwells  conceal'd  in  rad^jit  flame, 
Where  neither  eyes  nor  thouj^hts  can  reach. 

The  fpacious  worlds  of  heave. ily  light, 
Compar'd  with  him,  ho-.v  fhon  they  fall  I 
They  are  too  dark,  and  he  too  bright. 
l^othiBg  are  they,  and  God  is  all 

He  fpoke  the  wondrous  word,  and  lo 
Creation  rofe  at  his  command  : 
Whirlwinds  and  feas  their  limits  know. 
Bound  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand. 

There  refts  the  earth,  there  roll  the  fpheres, 
There  nature  leans,  and  feels  her  prop  : 
But  his  own  Self-fufficience  bears 
The  weight  of  his  own  glories  up. 

The  tide  of  creatures  ebbs  and  flows, 
Ji/Ieafuring  the  changes  by  their  moon  : 
Vo  ebb  his  fea  of  glory  knows, 
His  age  is  one  eternal  moon. 

Then  fly,  my  fong,  an  endlefs  round, 
The  lofty  tune  let  Michael  raife  ; 
All  nature  dwell  upon  the  foimd, 
3Sut  we  can  neVr  fulfil  the  praife. 

JESUS  THE  ONLY  SAVIOUR, 

Adam  our  father  and  our  head, 
Tranfgreft  ;  and  juflice  doom'd  us  dead  ; 
The  fiery  law  fpeaks  all  defpair. 
There's  no  reprive,  nor  pardon  there. 

Call  a  bright  council  in  the  Ikies ; 
««  Seraphs  the  mighty  and  the  wife, 
«  Say,  what  expedient  can  you  give  ? 
«  That  fin  be  damn'd,  and  finners  live  ? 

"  Speak,  are  you  Mong  to  bear  the  load, 

"  The  weighty  vengeance  of  a  God  ? 

«  Which  of  you  loves  our  wretched  race, 

«  Or  dares  to  venture  in  our  place  ?" 

In  vain  we  aflc :  for  all  around 

Stands  filence  through  the  heavenly  ground : 

There's  not  a  glorious  mind  above 

Has  half  the  ftrength  or  half  the  love. 

But,  O  unutterable  grace  ! 
Th'  Eternal  Son  takes  Adam's  place  : 
Down  to  our  world  the  Saviour  flies. 
Screeches  his  naked  arms,  and  dies. 

Tuftice  was  pleas'd  to  bruife  tlie  God, 
And  pay  its  wrongs  with  heavenly  blood  ; 
What  unknown  racks  and  pangs  he  bore ! 
Then  rofe  :  The  Izsy  could  afk  no  more. 
Amazing  work  !  look  d^'v/n,  ye  flcies, 
Wonder  and  gaze  with  all  your  eyes  ; 
Ye  heavenly  thrones,  floop  from  above. 
And  bow  to  this  myfterious  lovo. 
See,  how  they  bend !  See,  how  they  look, 
Long  they  had  read  th'  eternal  book. 
And  ftudied  dark  decrees  in  vain, 
The  crofb  and  Calvary  makes  them  plaiiV 
Kow  they  are  ftruck  with  deep  amaze. 
Each  with  his  wings  conceals  his  face  : 
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Now  clap  their  founding  plumes,  and  cry,- 
«  The  wifdbm  of  a  Deity  !" 

Low  they  adore  th'  Incarnate  Son, 
And  fing  tl;c  glories  he  hath  won  ; 
bing  how  he  [jtoke  our  iron  chains, 
Kow  deep  he  funk,  hov\  high  he  reigns. 

Triumph  and  reign,  vidlorious  Lord, 
By  al'  thy  flaming  hofts  ador'd: 
And  fay,  dea    Conqueror,  fay,  how  long. 
Ere  we'  fliall  rife  to  join  their  fong. 

Lo,  from  afar  the  promis'd  day 
Shines  with  a  weli-dli^inguifli'd  ray  ; 
But  my  wing'd  paflicn  hardly  bears 
Thefe  lengths  of  flow  delaying  years. 

Send  down  a  chariot  from  above. 
With  fiery  wheels,  and  pav'd  with  love; 
Raife  me  beyond  th'  ethereal  blue, 
To  fmg  and  love  as  angels  do. 

LOOKING  UPWARD. 

The  heavens  invite  mine  eye. 
The  fliars  falute  me  round  ; 
Father,  I  blufh,  I  mourn  to  lie 
Thus  groveling  on  the  ground- 

My  warmer  fpirits  move, 
And  make  attempts  to  fly  ; 
I  wifh  aloud  for  wings  of  love 
To  raife  me  fwift  and  high. 

Beyond  thofc  cryftal  vaults. 
And  all  their fparkling balls; 
They're  but  the  porches  to  thy  courj^> 
And  paintings  on  thy  walls. 

Vain  world,  farewell  to  you; 
Heaven  is  my  native  air : 
I  bid  my  friends  a  fliort  adieu. 
Impatient  to  be  there. 

I  feel  my  powers  releas'd 
From  their  old  flefliy  clod  ; 
Fair  guardian,  bear  me  up  in  hafte, 
And  fet  me  near  my  God. 

CHRIST  DYING,  RISING, i^ND  REIG] 

He  dies  !  the  heavenly  lover  dies  ! 
The  tidings  ftrike  a  doleful  found 
On  my  poor  heajt-ftrings :  deep  he  lies 
In  the  cold  caverns^of  the  ground. 
Come,  faints,  and  drop  a  tear  or  two, 
On  the  dearbofom  of  your  God, 
He  filed  a  thoufand  diops  for  you, 
A  thoufand  drops  of  richer  blood. 

Here's  love  and  grief  beyond  degree/ 
The  Lord  of  glory  dies  for  men  ! 
But  lo,  what  Yudden  joys  I  fee  1 
Jefus  the  dead  revives  again. 
The  rifing  God  forfakes  the  tomb. 
Up  to  his  Father's  court  he  flies  ; 
Cherubic  legions  guard  him  home, 
And  fhout  him  welcome  to  the  flcies. 

Break  off  your  tears,  ye  faints,  and  tell 
How  high  our  Great  Deliverer  reigns ; 
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r  ho\y  he  fyoWA  the  hofts  of  hell, 
i  led  the  monftsr  death  in  chains. 

live  for  ever  wondrous  King  ! 

n  to  redeem  and  ftrong  to  fave  ! 

■n  alk  the  monUer,  Where's  hisfting  ? 

i  wliere's  thy  vidorV,  obafting:  grave  ? 

THE  GOD  OF  THUNDER. 

THE  immenfl-,  th'  amazing  height, 
e  hoimdlefs  grandeur  of  cnr  God, 
lo  treads  the  worlds  hcneath  hxs  tect, 
d  fways  the  nations  with  his  nod  . 

fpeaks,  and  lo,  all  nature  fhakes, 
avens  everlafcing  pillars  hov/  ; 

rends  the  clouds  with  hideous  cracks, 
id  fnoots  his  fiery  arrows  through. 

ell,  let  the  nations  flart  and  fly 
the  hlue  light'ning's  horrid  glare, 
hei'-ls  and  emperors  Ihnnk  and  die, 
hen  flame  and  noife  torment  the  air. 
;t  noife  and  flnme  confound  the  ikies, 
ad  drown  the  fpacious  realms  below, 
It  will  we  fmg  the  Thunderer's  praife, 
nd  fend  our  loud  hofannas  through. 

jleftial  King,  thy  blazing  power 
indies  our  hearts  to  flaming  joys, 
'e  fliout  to  hear  thy  thunders  roar, 
ad  echo  to  our  Father's  voice, 
hus  (hall  the  God  our  Saviour  come, 
nd  lightnings  round  his  chariot  play  : 
e  light'nings,  fly  to  make  him  room, 
e  gforious  ftorms  prepare  his  way  ! 

THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT. 

AN    ODE. 

Attempted  in  Englijh  Sapphtci. 

ITi-iEN  the  fierce  north  wind  with  his  airy  forces 

:ears  up  the  Baltic  to  a  foaming  tury  ; 

Lnd  the  red  lightning  with  a  ftorm  of  hail  come. 

^  Rufhing  amain  down. 

low  the  poor  failors  (land  amaz'd  and  tremble  ! 
Vhi'^  the  hc.rfcHhimder,  like  a  bloody  trumpet, 
loars  a  loud  onfet  to  the  gapmg  waters 

Quick  to  devour  them. 

iuch  fiiall  the  noife  be,  and  the  wild  diforder, 
If  things  eternal  may  be  like  thefe  earthly) 
iuch  tht  dire  terror  when  the  great  Archangel 

Shakes  the  creation ; 


Pears  the  ftrong  pillars  of  the  vault  of  heaven, 
Breaks  up  old  marble,  the  repofe  ot  prnccs; 
Jee  the  graves  open,  and  the  bones  anfing. 

Flames  all  aroimd  them. 

Hark  the  fliriU  outcries  of  the  guilty  wretches ! 
Lively  brierht  horror,  and   amazin,^;  angu:lh, 
Iptare  through  their    eye-lids,    while  the  livmg 

*  worm  lies  .  ,  •      i 

Gnawine  within  them. 

Thoughts,  like  old  vultures,  prey  upon  their  be?..  ■:■ 

ftriiigs,  ,    1    ij     u 

/i.nd  the  firiart  tinges,  when  the  eye  bebeids  tJjc 


LoftY  Tudge  itovming,  and  a  flood  of  vengeance 
'  •'     *•  Rolling  afore  hira. 

Hopelefs  immortals  !  how  they  fcream  end  fhivec 
While  devils  puih  them  to  the  pit  wide-yawning 
Hideous  and  gloomy  to  receive  them  headlong 

Down  to  the  centre. 

Stop  here,  my  fancy:  (all  away,  ye  horrid 
Doleful  ideas !)  come,  arife  to  Jefus, 
How  he  fits  God-like !  and  the  lamts  around  him 
Thron'd,  yet  adoring ! 

O  may  I  fit  there  when  he  comes  triumphant. 
Dooming  the  nations  !  then  afcend  to  glory, 
While  our  hofannas  all  along  the  paflage 

Shout  the  Redeemer. 

THE  SONG  OF  ANGELS  ABOVE, 

Ea-rth  has  detain'd  me  prifoner  long. 

And  I'm  grown  weary  now  ; 
My  heart,  my  hand,  my  ear,  my  tongue. 

There's  nothing  here  for  you. 

Tir'd  in  my  thoughts,  I  ftretch  me  dowir, 

And  upward  irlance  mine  eyes. 
Upward  (my  Father)  to  thy  throne, 

And  to  my  native  fkies. 

There  the  dear  Man  my  Saviour  fits, 

The  God,  how  bright  he  ftiiiies  1 
And  fcatters  infinite  delights 

On  all  the  happy  minds. 

Seraphs  with  elevated  ftrains 

Circle  the  throne  around. 
And  move  and  charm  the  ftarry  plains 

With  an  immortal  found. 
Jefus  the  Lord  theii  r.dip=  ciTipioys, 

Jefus  my  love  thty  i—o, 
jeius  the  name  ot  bou.  our  joys 

aouiius  iweet  from  every  iinng. 

Hark,  now  beyond  tne  narrovv  bounds 

Of  time  ano  i^^acc  they  iii.i. 
And  ipcak  in  lUoll  majeihc  louiids, 

1  iic  gjOdliead  ot  the  oon. 
How  on  the  i'ather's  breail  he  lay, 

The  dariing  oi  his  foul, 
Infinite  years  oeiore  the  day 

Or  heavens  began  to  roll. 

And  now  they  fink  the  lofty  tone, 

And  -entler  notes  they  piay, 
And  bring  th' eternal  God-head  dov«J 

To  dwell  in  humble  clay. 
O  facred  beauties  of  the  Man! 

I  The  God  reiides  wiilnn)        _ 
His  flelh  all  pure,  v.  ithout  a  flaxB, 

His  foul  without  a  fin. 
Then,  how  he  look'd,  and  how  he  fmil'dj 

Whui  wondrous  things  he  laid  ! 
f.we.t  cherubs,  flay,  d^^ ell  here  awhile, 

and  teii  what  jcfus  aid. 

At  h,--  command  the  blind  avrake, 
Aud  feel  the  gladfome  raysj 
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He  bids  the  dumb  attempt  to  fpeak, 
They  try  their  tongues  in  praile. 

He  filed  a  thoufand  blcflings  round 
Where-e'er  he  turn'd  his  eye; 

He  (poke,  and  at  the  fovereign  found 
The  hellifh  legions  fly. 

Thus  while  with  unambitious  ftrife 

Th'  ethereal  minftrels  rove 
Through  all  the  labours  of  his  life. 

And  wonders  of  his  love, 

In  the  full  choir  a  broken  firing 
Groans  with  a  llrange  furprife; 

Tlie  reft  in  filence  mourn  their  King, 
That  bleeds  and  loves,  and  dies. 

Seraph  and  faint,  with  droopino- wings, 
Ceafe  their  harmonious  breath  ; 

No  blooming  trees,  nor  bubbling  fprino-s, 
While  Jefus  ileeps  in  death. 

Then  all  at  once  to  living  ftrains 

They  fummon  ev'ry  chord. 
Break  up  the  tomb,  and  burfi  his  chains, 

And  fliow  their  rifing  Lord. 

Around  the  flaming  army  throno-j 

To  guard  him  to  the  flcies, 
With  loud  hofannas  on  their  tongues, 

And  triumph  in  their  eyes. 

In  awful  ftate  the  conquering  God 

Afcends  his  fhining  throne, 
While  tuneful  angels  found  abroad 

The  vi(ftones  he  has  won. 

Kow  let  me  rife,  and  join  their  fong, 

And  be  an  angel  too ; 
My  heart,  my  hand,  my  ear,  my  tongue, 

Here's  joyful  work  for  you.  " 

1  would  begin  the  mufic  here, 

And  fo  my  foul  Ihould  rife  : 
Oh  !  for  fome  heavenly  notes  to  bear 

My  fpirit  to  the  flcies! 

There,  ye  that  love  my  Saviour,  fit. 
There  I  would  fain  have  place, 

Among  your  thrones,  or  at  your  feet. 
So  I  might  fee  his  face. 

I  am  confin'd  to  earth  no  more. 

But  mount  in  hafte  above, 
To  blefs  the  God  that  I  adore. 

And  ling  the  Man  I  love. 


FIRE,  AIR,  EARTH,  AND  SEA,  PRAISE  YE 
THE  LORD. 

I  ART  II,  thou  great  footflool  of  our  God 

Who  reigns  on  high  ;  thou  fruitful  fourcc 

Of  all  our  raiment,  life  and  food  ; 

Our  houfe,  our  parent,  and  our  nurfe  ; 
Mighty  ftage  of  mortal  fcenes, 
Dreft  with  ftrong  and  gay  machines. 
Hung  with  golden  lamps  around 
(And  flowery  carpets  fprcad  the  ground)  ; 
Thou  bulky  globe,  prodigious  mafs, 

That  hangs  unpilhr'd  in  an  empty  fpace ! 
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Sf  ^?^"  """^'P'^y  ^f 'gnt  refts  on  tTie  feeble 

Blefs  that  Almighty  Word  that  fix'd  and  h< 

thee  there. 

Fire,  thou  fwift  herald  of  his  face, 

\\  hcfe  glorious  rage,  at  his  conmiand. 

Levels  a  palace  with  the  fand. 
Blending  die  lofty  fpires  in  ruin  with  the  baft 

Ye  heavenly  flames,  that  finge  the  air.        ^ 

Artillery  of  a  jealous  God, 
Bright  arrows  that  his  founding  quivers  bear 

I  o  fcatter  deaths  abroad ; 
Lightnings,  adore  the  fovereign  arm  that  flinm 
His  vengeance,  and  your  fires,  upon  the  heal 
Kings. 

Thou  vital  element,  the  air, 
Whofe  boundlefs  magazines  of  breath 
Our  fainting  flame  of  life  repair,  fdeaf 

And  f^ve  the  bubble  man  from  the  cold  Lrms 
And  ye,  whofe  vital  moifture  yields 

Life's  purple  ftream  a  frelh  fupply  ;  rfieli 

bweet  waters,   wandering   through  the  flowe 

Or  dropping  from  the  iky  ; 
Confefs  the  Power  whofe  all-fuflicient  name 
Nor  neeas  your  aid  to  build,  or  to  fupport  o 
frame.  ^^ 

Now  the  rude  air,  with  noify  force. 
Beats  up  and  fwells  the  angry  fea, 
They  join  to  make  our  lives  a  prey 
And  fweep  the  failors  hopes  away,' 

Vain  hopes,  to  reach  their  kindred  on  the  Ihorei 
i-o,  the  wild  feas  and  furging  waves 
Gape  hideous  in  a  thoufand  graves  : 

Be  ftill,  ye  floods,  and  know  your  bounds  of  fan 
Ye  Itorms,  adore  your  Mafter's  hand  • 

The  winds  are  in  his  lift,  the  waves  at  his  cob 
mand. 

From  the  eternal  emptinefs 
His  fruitful  word  by  fecret  fprings 
Drew  the  whole  harmony  of  things 
That  form  this  noble  univerfe  : 
Old  nothing  knew  his  powerful  hand. 
Scarce  had  he  fpoke  his  full  command. 
Fire,  air,  and  earth.and  fea,  heard  the  creating  cal 
And  leap  d  from  empty  nothing  to  this  beauteou 
all : 
And  ftill  they  dance,  and  ftill  obey 
The  orders  they  receiv'd  the  great  crcation-day. 

THE  FAREWELL. 

Dead  be  my  heart  to  all  below. 
To  mortal  joys  and  mortal  cares  ; 
To  fenfual  blifs  that  charms  us  fo. 
Be  dark,  my  eyes,  and  deaf,  my  ears. 
Here  I  renounce  my  carnal  tafte 
Of  the  fair  fruit  that  finners  prize  : 
Their  paradife  Ihall  never  wafte 
One  thought  of  mine,  but  to  defpife. 
All  earthly  joys  are  over-weigh'd 
With  mountains  of  vexatious  care  ; 
And  Where's  the  fweet  that  is  not  l?i<J 
A  bait  to  fome  dcftrucftive  fnare  ? 

Be  gone  for  ever,  mortal  things  ! 
Thou  mighty  mole-hill  earth,  farewell  1 
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Angels  afpire  on  lofty  wings, 

And  leave  the  globe  for  ants  to  dwell. 

Come,  heaven,  and  fill  my  vaft  defires, 
My  foul  purfues  the  fovereign  good  : 
She  was  all  made  of  heavenly  fires, 
Nor  can  flie  live  on  meaner  food. 

GOD  ONLY  KNOWN  TO  HIMSELF. 

Stand,  and  adore  !  how  glorious  he 
That  dwells  in  bright  eternity  ! 
We  gaze,  and  we  confound  our  fight 
Plung'd  in  th'  abyfs  of  dazzling  light. 

Thou  facred  One,  Almighty  Three, 
Great  Everlafling  Myfiery, 
What  lofty  numbers  fliall  we  frame 
Equal  to  thy  tremendous  name  ? 

Seraphs,  the  neareft  to  the  throne, 
Begin,  and  fpeak  the  Great  Unknown : 
Attempt  the  fong,  wind  up  your  firings. 
To  notes  untry'd,  and  boundlefs  things. 

You,  whofe  capacious  powers  furvey 
Largely  beyond  our  eyes  of  clay  : 
Yet  what  a  narrow  portion  too 
Is  feen,  or  knowp,  or  thought,  by  you ! 

How  flat  your  higheft  pr^ifes  fall 
Below  th'  immenfe  Original ! 
Weak  creatures  we,  that  ftrive  in  vain 
To  reach  an  uncreated  flrain  1 

Great  God,  forgive  our  feeble  lays, 
Sound  out  thine  own  eternal  praife ; 
A  fong  fo  vaft,  a  theme  fo  high, 
Calls  for  the  voice  that  tun'd  the  fky. 

PARDON  AND  SANCTIFICATION. 

Mv  crimes  awake  ;  and  hideous  fear 

Diftrafts  my  reftlefs  mind. 
Guilt  meets  my  eyes  with  hprrid  glare, 

And  hell  purfues  behind.  ' 

Almighty  vengeance  frowns  on  high. 

And  flames  array  the  throne  ; 
While  thunder  murmurs  round  the  fky, 

Impatient  to  be  gpne. 

Where  fhall  I  hide  this  noxious  head  s 

Can  rocks  or  mountains  fave  ? 
Or  fhall  I  wrap  me  in  the  fliade 

Of  midnight  and  the  grave  ?         ' 

Is  there  no  flielter  from  the  eye 

Of  a  revenging  God  ?    . 
Jefus,  to  thy  dear  wounds  I  fly. 

Bedew  me  with  thy  blood. 

Thofe  guardian  drops  my  foul  fecurc.j 

And  wafli  away  my  fin  ; 
Eternal  juftice  frowns  no  more. 

And  confcience  fmiles  within. 

1  blefs  that  wondrous  purple  flream 

That  whitens  every  ftain ; 
Yet  is  my  foul  but  half  redeem'd. 

If  fin  the  tyrant  reign. 

Lord,  blaft  his  empire  with  thy  breath. 
That  curfed  throne  muft  fall ; 


Ye  flattering  plagues,  that  work  my  death. 
Fly,  for  1  hate  you  all. 

SOVEREIGNTY  AND  GRACE. 

The  Lord  !  how  fearful  is  his  name ! 

How  wide  is  his  command  ? 
Nature,  with  all  her  moving  frame, 

Refts  on  his  mighty  hand. 

Immortal  glory  forms  his  throne. 

And  light  his  awful  robe ; 
While  with  a  fmile,  or  with  a  frown. 

He  manages  the  globe. 

A  word  of  his  Almighty  breath 

Can  fwell  or  fink  the  feas  ; 
Build  the  vaft  empires  of  the  e^rth. 

Or  break  them  as  he  pleafe. 

Adoring  angels  round  him  fall 

In  all  their  fliining  forms, 
His  fovereign  eye  looks  through  them  all. 

And  pities  mortal  worms. 

His  bowels,  to  our  worthlefs  race. 

In  fweet  compaflion  move  ; 
He  clothes  his  looks  with  fofteft  grace. 

And  takes  his  title.  Love. 

Now  let  the  Lord  for  ever  reign. 

And  fway  us  as  he  will, 
Sick,  or  in  health,  in  eafe,  or  pain. 

We  are  his  favourites  ftill. 

No  more  fhall  peevifli  paflion  rife. 
The  tongue  no  more  complain ; 

'Tis  fovereign  love  that  lends  our  joys. 
And  love  refumes  agaio. 

THE  LAW  AND  GOSPEL. 

"  Curst  be  the  man,  for  ever  curft, 
"  That  doth  one  wilful  fin  commit ; 
"  Death  and  damnation  for  the  firft, 
"  Without  relief  and  infinite." 

Thus  Sinai  roars ;  and  round  the  earth 
Thunder,  and  fire,  and  vengeance  flings; 
But,  Jefus,  thy  dear  gafping  breath. 
And  Calvary,  fay  gentler  things. 

*'  Pardon,  and  grace,  and  boundlefs  love, 

"  Streaming  along  a  Saviour's  blood, 

"  And  life,  and  joys,  and  crowns  above, 

"  Dear-purchas'd  by  a  bleeding  God." 

Hark,  how  he  prays  (the  charming  found 
Dwells  on  his  dying  lips)  "  Forgive  !" 
And  every  groan,  and  gaping  wound. 
Cries,  "  Father,  let  the  rebels  live." 

Go,  you  that  reft  upon  the  law, 
An4  toil,  and  feek  falvation  there, 
Look  to  the  flame*  tliat  Moles  faw. 
And  ftirinl,  and  tremble,  and  defpair. 

But  I'll  retire  beneach  the  croft:, 
Saviour,  at  thy  dear  feet  I  lie  ; 
And  the  keen  fword  that  juftice  draws, 
Flaming  and  red,  Ihall  f  afs  me  by. 
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SEEKING  A  Dlt^IN^  CALM  IN  A  REST- 
LESS WORLD. 

•*  O  Mens,  qusE  ftabili  fata  Regis  vice,"  &c. 

Cafimire,  Book  III.  Od.  28. 

Eterval  Mind,  whorul'ft  the  fates 
Of  dying  realms,  and  rifing  ftates. 

With  one  unchang'd  decree  ; 
While  we  admire  thy  vaft  affairs. 
Say,  can  our  little  trifling  cares 

Afford  a  fmile  to  thee  ? 

Thou  fcattereft  honours,  crowns,  and  gold : 
We  fly  to  feize,  and  fight  to  hold 

The  bubbles  and  the  oar  : 
So  emmets  flniggle  for  a  grain  ; 
So  boys  their  petty  wars  maintain 

For  fhells  upon  the  fliore. 

Here  a  vain  man  his  fceptre  breaks 
The  next  a  broken  fceptre  takes, 

And  warriors  win  and  lofc  ; 
This  rollingr  world  will  never  fland, 
Plunder'd  and  fnatch'd  from  hand  to  hand, 

As  power  decays  or  grows. 

Earth's  but  an  atom :   Grc-dy  fword» 
Cari'e  it  among  a  thoufand  lords. 

And  yet  they  can't  agree  : 
Let  greedy  fword»  ftill  fight  and  flay, 
I  can  be  poor ;  but.  Lord,  1  pray 

To  fit  and  Imile  with  thee. 

HAPPY  FRAILTY. 

"  How  meanly  dwells  th'  immortal  mind  ! 

"  How  vile  thefe  bodies  are  ! 
•'  Why  was  a  clod  of  earth  defign'd 

♦'  T'  enclofe  a  heavenly  flar  ? 

*•  Weak  cottage  where  our  fouls  refide  ! 

"  This  flefh  a  tottering  wall ; 
*'  Wifh  frightful  breaches  gaping  wide 

"  The  building  bends  to  fall. 

"  All  round  it  ftorms  of  trouble  blow, 

"  And  waves  of  forrow  roll ; 
"  Cold  waves  ami  winter  ftorms  beat  through, 

"  And  pain  the  tenant-foul. 

*'  Alas  !  how  frail  our  ftate  !"  faid  I : 

And  thus  went  mourning  on, 
Till  fudden  from  the  cleaving  fky 

A  gleam  of  glory  flione. 

My  foul  all  felt  the  glory  come. 

And  breath'd  her  native  air ; 
Then  fhe  remember'd  heaven  her  homCj 

And  ftie  a  prifoner  here. 

Straight  flie  began  to  change  her  key, 

And  joyful  in  her  pains. 
She  fung  the  frailty  of  her  clay 

In  pleafurable  {trains. 

"  How  weak  the  prifon  where  I  dwell! 

"  Flefh  but  a  tottering  wall, 
•'  The  breaches  cheerfully  foretel, 

"  The  houfe  mufl  fliortly  fall. 

*•  No  more,  my  friends,  fliall  I  complain, 
f  Though  aU  my  hcart-ftrings  acbe  ; 


"  Welcome  difeafe,  and  e1?ery  pairf, 
"  That  makes  the  cottage  fliake. 

"  Now  let  the  tempeft  blow  all  round, 

"  Now  fwell  the  furges  high, 
"  And  beat  this  houfe  of  bondage  down, 

"  To  let  the  ftranger  fly. 

"  I  have  a  manfion  built  above 

"  By  the  Eternal  Hand  ; 
"  And  fliould  the  earth's  old  bafis  movcj 

"  My  heavenly  houfe  muft  ftand. 

"  Yes,  for  'tis  there  my  Saviour  reigns, 

"  (I  long  to  fee  the  God) 
'♦  And  his  immortal  ftrength  fuftains 

"  The  courts  that  coil  him  blood." 

Hark,  from  on  high  my  Saviour  calls ; 

"  I  come,  my  Lord,  my  Love ;" 
Devotion  breaks  the  pnfon-walls, 

And  fpeeds  my  laft  remove. 

LAUNCHING  INT0  ETERNITY. 

It  was  a  brave  attempt !  adventurous  he, 
Who  in  the  firft  fiiip  broke  the  unknown  fea : 
And,  leaving  his  dear  native  fiiores  behind, 
Trufled  his  life  to  the  licentious  wind. 
I  fee  the  furging  brine  :  the  tempeft  raves  : 
He  on  a  pine-plank  rides  acrofs  the  waves. 
Exulting  on  the  edge  of  thoufand  gfping  graves : 
He  fteers  the  winged  boat,  and  Ihifts  the  fails, 
Conquers  the  flood,  and  manages  the  gales. 

Such  is  the  foul  that  leaves  this  mortal  land 
Fearlefs  when  the  great  n^fter  gives  command. 
Death  is  the  ftorm :   She  fmiles  to  hear  it  roar. 
And  bids  the  tempeft  waft  her  from  the  fhore : 
Then  with  a  Ikilful  helm  fhe  fweeps  the  feas. 
And  manages  the  raging  ftorm  with  eafe  ; 
(Her  faith  can  govern  death)  fhe  fpreads  her 

wings 
Wide  to  the  wind,  and  as  fhe  fails  fhe  fings, 
And  lofes  by  degrees  the  fight  of  mortal  things. 
As  the  ftiores  leffen,  fo  her  joys  arife, 
The  waves  roll  gentler,  and  the  tempeft  dies. 
Now  vaft  eternity  fills  all  her  fight,  "J 

She  floats  on  the  broad  deep  with  infinite  de-f_ 
light,  f 

The  feas  for  ever  cahii,  the  flcies  for  ever  bright,  j 

A  PROSPECT  OF  THE  RESURRECTION. 

How  long  fhall  death  the  tyrant  reiga 

i*'nd  triumph  o'er  the  juft. 
While  the  rich  blood  of  martyrs  flain 

Lies  mingled  with  thcduft  ? 

When  fhall  the  tedious  night  be  gone  ? 

■When  will  our  Lord  appear  ? 
Our  fond  dcfires  would  pray  him  down. 

Our  love  embrace  him  here. 

Let  faith  arife,  and  climb  the  hills. 

And  from  afar  defcry 
How  diftant  arc  his  chariot-wheels, 

And  tell  how  faft  they  fly. 

Lo,  I  behold  the  fcattering  ftiades, 

I'he  dawn  of  heaven  appears. 
The  fweet  immortal  morning  fpread* 

It6  bluflies  round,  the  fpherea. 


LYRiC      POEMS. 
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1  fee  the  Lord  of  glory  come. 

And  flamins;  guards  around  : 
The  (kies  divide^  to  make  him  room, 

The  trumpet  Ihakes  the  ground. 

I  hear  the  voice,  "  Ye  dead,  arife  !" 

And  lo,  the  graves  obey. 
And  waking  faints  with  joyful  eyes 

Salute  th'expcded  day. 

They  leave  the  duft,  and  on  the  wing 

Rife  to  the  middle  air. 
In  finning  garments  meet  their  King, 

And  low  adore  him  there. 

O  may  my  humble  fpirit  fland 
Among  them  cloth'd  in  white  ! 

The  meaneft  place  at  his  right  hand 
Is  infinite  dcHght. 

How  will  our  joy  and  wonder  rife, 

When  our  returning  King 
Shall  bear  us  homeward  through  the  flcies 

On  love's  triumphant  wing  ! 

Ad  Bomimim  nojfrum  IS  Scr-vatorem. 
JESUM    CHRISTUM. 


Te,  grande  numen,  corporis  incola, 

Te,  magna  niagni  progenies  patris, 
Nomen  verendum  noflri  Jefu 
Vox,  cithars,  calami  fouabunt. 

Aptentur  auro  grandifona  fides, 

Chrifli  triumphos  incipe  barbite, 

Fradofque  terrores  Averni, 

Vidlum  Erebum,  domitamque  mortem. 

Immenfa  vaftos  fscula  circulos 
Yolvere,  blando  dum  Patris  in  fmu 
Toto  fruebatur  Jehovah 
Gaudia  mille  "bibens  Jefus ; 

Donee  fuperno  vidit  ab  athere 
Adam  cadentem,  tartara  hiantia, 
Unaque  mergendos  ruina 

Heu  nimium  miferos  nepotes; 
t' 

f       Vidit  minaces  vindicis  angeli  _ 
Ignes  &  enfem,  telaque  fanguine 
Tinti^enda  noftro,  dum  rapinas 
Spe  fi-emuere  Erebasa  monftra. 

Commota  facras  vifcera  protinus 
Senfere  fiammas,  omnipctens  furor 
Ebullit,  Immenfique  Amoris 
^thereum  calet  Igne  Pedus. 

««  Non  tcta  prorfus  Gens  Kominum  dabit 
"  Hofti  triumphos:   Quid  patris  &  labor 
♦'  Dulcifque  imago  ?  num.  peribunt  ^ 
"  Funditus  ?  O  prius  aRra  cxcis. 

«'  Mergantur  und^s,  &  redcat  chaSs; 
"  Aut  ipfe  difperdam  Satana  doles, 
"  Aut  ipfe  difpcruar,  &  ifti 

"  Sceptra  dabo  moderar.da  des.tr:E. 

«  Teflior  paternum  numen,  &  hoc  cr.put 
"  iSquale  teftor,"  dixit ;  &  s;theri* 

IncHnat  iiigens  culmen,  alto 
Defiliitque  raens  Olyn-po. 

Vol.  IX. 


Mortale  corpus  impiger  induit 
Artufque  noftros,  heu  tenues  nimii 
Nimifque  vilcs  1  Vindicique 
Coida  dedir  fodienda  ferro. 

Vitamque  morti :  Proh  dolor  !  O  graVc« 
Tonandis  irx  !  O  Lex  fatis  afpera  ! 
Mercefque  peccati  feveta 
Adamici,  vetitique  frudus. 

Non  poena  lenis  !  Quo  ruis  impotens  ! 
Quo  Mufa  !  largas  fundere  lachrymaj, 
Buftique  divini  triumphos 
Sacrilego  temerarc  flctu  ? 

Sepone  queftus,  Iseta  Deum  cane 
Majore  chorda.     Pfalle  fonorius 
Ut  ferreas  mortis  cavcr/as 
Et  rigidara  penetravit  aulara. 

Senfere  Numen  Regna  fcralia, 
Mugit  barathrum,  contremuit  chaos, 
Dirum  fremebat  Rex  Gehennas, 
Perque  fuum  tremebundus  orcum. 

Late  refugit.     "  Nil  agis  impie, 

"  Mergat  vel  imis  te  Phlegethon  vadii, 

"  Hoc  findet  undas  fulmen,"  iaquit, 

Et  patrios  jaculatus  ignes. 

Trajecit  hoftem.     Nigra  filentia 
Umbrsque  flammas  xthereas  pavent 
Dudum  pcrofa,  ex  quo  corufco 
Prscipites  cccldere  cceIo. 

Immane  rugit  jam  tonitni  •,  fragor 
Late  ruinam  mandat :  ab  infimis 
Le<fta;que  defig;nata  genti 
Tartara  disjiciuntur  antris. 

Heic  ftrata  paflim  vincula,  &  heic  jacent 
Vnd  cruenti,  tormina  mentium 
Invifa ;  ploratuque  vailo 

Spicula  mors  fibi  adempta  plangit. 

En,  ut  refurgit  vi(51or  ab  ultimo 
DJtis  profando,  eurribus  aureis  _ 
Aniridia  rantans  monftra  nodis 
Perdomitumque  Erebi  t/rannum. 

Quanta  angelorum  gaudia  jubdant 
VivSlor  paternum  dum  icpetit  polum  ? 
En  qualis  ardet,  dum  beafi 
Limin'a  fcandii  ovans  Olympi ! 

lo  triumphe  pledra  feraphica, 
lo  triumphe  Grex  PTominum  fonet, 
Dum  laeta  quaquaverfus  ambos 
Aftra  rcpercutiunt  triumphos. 

SUI-IPSIUS  INCREPATIO. 

EPIGR-1MMA. 

CoR PORE  cur  hsres,  Waftfi?  cur  incola  terr.f_  ? 

Quid  cupis  indignum,  mens  habitare  lutum  t 
Te  diro  mille  malis  premit ;  hinc  juvenes  gravat 

artvis  .    .      J.         •      i-e 

Languor,  &  hinc  vegelus  cnmma  fanguis  aM. 
Cura,  amcr,    ira,   dolor  mentem  male  diltratiit , 
auceps 
Undiaue  adeft  Satanas  retia  fxva  ftruens. 
Sufoice  lit  ^thereum  fignant  tibi  nutibus  aHra 
Tramitcm,  &  aula  vocat  parta  Cruore  Dei. 
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THE    WORKS    OF    WATTS. 


Te  manet  Uriel  duT  ;  &  tibi  fubjicit  ahs 

Stellatas  Serapliin  ofticiofa  cohors. 
Te  fupenim  chorus  optat  amans,  te  invitat  Jefus, 

"  Hue  ades  &  noftro  tempora  conde  finu." 
Vereamat  ilk  hitum quera  nee  dolor aut  Satan  arcet 

lade,  nee  Alliciuiit  Angelus,  AUra,  Dsus. 

EXCITATiO  CORDIS  CAELUM  VERSUS. 
1694. 

Heu  quot  fecla  terris  carcere  corporis, 
Wattfi  ?  quid  refugib  iinien  &  exrtum  ? 
Kec  mens  seuiereum  culmen,  &  atria 

Magni  patris  anhelitat  ? 

Corpus  vile  creat  mille  nioleftias, 
Circum  corda  volant  &  dolor,  &  metus, 
Peccatumque  mails  durius  omnibus 

Caecas  infidias  flruit. 

Non  hoc  grata  tibi  gaudia  de  folo 
Surgunt :   Chriftus  abell,  delicias  tuae, 
Longe  Chriftus  abeft,  inter  &  angelos 

Et  picla  aftra  perambulans. 

*  Coeli  fumma  petas,  nee  jaeulabitur. 
Iracunda  tonaRs  fulmina  :  Te  Deus 
Hortatur  ;  Vacuum  tende  per  Aera 

Pennas  nunc  homini  datas. 

BREATHING  TOWARD  THE  HEAVENLY 
COUNTRY. 

Cafimire,  Book  I.   Od.  19.  imilated. 

'"  Urit  me  Patriae  Decor,"  &c. 

^HE  beauty  of  my  native  land 
Immortal  love  infpires ; 
I  burn,  I  burn  with  ftrong  defires. 
And  figh,  and  wait  the  high  command. 
There  glides  the  moon  her  fhining  way, 
And  fhoots  my  heart  throu^rh  with  a  filvcr  ray, 
Upward"ray  heart  afpires : 
A  thoufand  lamps  of  golden  light 
tlung  hio;h,  in  vaulted  azure,  charm  my  fight, 
And  wink  and  beckon  with  their  amorous  fires. 
O  ye  fair  glories  o'^  my  heavenly  home, 

Bright  eentinels  who  guard  my  Father's  court, 
Where  all  the  happy  minds  reibrt. 
When  will  my  Father's  chariot  come  ? 
Muft  ye  for  ever  walk  th'  ethereal  round, 
For  ever  fee  the  rrourner  Ke 
An  ex'le  of  the  fky, 
A  prifoner  of  the  ground  ? 
Dcfcend  fome  fliinin^  iervantsfiom  on  high, 
Build  me  a  haily  tomb ; 
A  grafly  turf  will  raife  my  head ; 
The  neighbouring  lilies  drefs  my  bed ; 

And  fhed  a  fv/eet  perfume. 
Here  I  put  off  the  chains  of  death, 
My  foul  too  long  has  worn  : 
Friends,  I  forbid  one  grof  ning  breath. 
Or  tear  to  wet  my  urn  ; 
Raphael,  behold  me  all  undrcft, 
Here  gently  lay  this  flefii  to  reft  ; 
Then  mount  and  lead  the  path  unknown. 
Swift  I  purfue  thee,  flaming  guide,  on  pinions  of 
my  own. 

*  ?'lde  Htrai.  Lii.  I.  Od.  3. 


HUNDREDTH  EPIGRAM  OF  CASIMIRf , 

Oil  Saint  ArdaLIO,  ivho  from  a  Stage-Playtr  becamt 
a  Chriftian,  andfi'ffered  Martyrdom. 

Ardalio  jeers,  and  in  his  comic  flrains 
The  myfleries  of  our  bleeding  God  profanes, 
While  his  loud  laughter  fhakes  the  painted  fcenes. 

Heaven  heard, and  flraitaround  the  fmoking  throne 
The  kindling  lightning  in  thick  flafhes  fhone. 
And  vengeful  thunder  murmur'd  to  be  gone. 

Mercy  flood  near,  and  with  a  fmiling  brow 
Calm'd  the  loud  thunder ;  "  There's  no  need  of 

you ; 
"  Grace  fhall  defcend,  and  the  weak  man  fubduc." 

Grace  leaves  the  flcies,  and  he  the  ftage  forfakes. 
He  bows  his  head  down  to  the  martyring  axe. 
And  as  he  bows,  this  gentle  farewell  fpeaks ; 

"  So  goes  the  comedy  of  life  away ; 

"  Vain  earth,  adieu  ;  Fleaven  will  applaud  to-day ; 

"  Strike  courteous  tyrant,  and  conclude  the  play." 

When  the  Proteflant  Church  at  Mentpelier  tvas  demo- 
lijhed  by  the  French  King's  Order,  the  Protejlants 
laid  Stones  up  in  their  Biirying-placey  whereon  m 
Jefuit  made  a  Latin  Epigram. 

Englifhed  thus : 

A  Hug'not  church,  once  at  Montpelier  built. 
Stood  and  proclaim'd  their  madnefsand  their  guilt; 
Too  long  it  flood  beneath  heaven's  angry  frown. 
Worthy  when  rifing  to  be  thunder'd  down. 
Lewis,  at  laft,  th'  avenger  of  the  fkies, 
Commands,  and  level  with  the  ,n;round  it  lies : 
The  flones  difpers'd  their  wretched  offspring  come, 
Gather,  and  heap  them  on  their  father's  tomb. 
Thus  the  curs'd  houfe  falls  on  the  builder's  head ; 
And  though  beneath  the  ground  their  bones  are  ( 

laid. 
Yet  the  juft  vengeance  ftillpurfucs  the  guilty  dead. 
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THE    ANSWER 

BY  A  FRENCH  PROTESTANT. 

EngliHied  thus : 

A  Chriftian  church  once  at  Montpelier  ftood, 
And  nobiy  fpoke  the  builder's  zeal  for  God, 
It  ftood  the  envy  of  the  fierce  dragoon. 
But  not  deferv'd  to  be  deftroy'd  fo  foon  : 
Yet  Lewis,  the  wild  tyrant  of  the  age. 
Tears  down  the  v;alls,  a  vicSim  to  his  rage. 
Young  faithful  hands  pile  up  the  facred  ftones 
(Dear  monument !)  o'er  their  dead  father's  bones; 
"The  ftones  ftiall  move  when  the  dead  father's  rife," 
Start  up  before  the 
And  teftify  his  madnef 


) ve  when  the  dead  father's  rife,"^ 
:  pale  dcftroyer's  eyes,  5- 

dnefs  to  th'  avenging  flcies.     J 


TWO  HAPPY  RIVALS, 

DEVOTION  AND  THE  MUSE. 

Wild  as  the  lightning,  various  as  the  moon, 
Roves  my  Pindaric  fong  : 
Here  flie  glows  like  burnisg  noon 
1 


L  Y  p.  I  C 

in  nercefi  flariics,  and  here  fhe  plays 
Grcntle  as  flar-beams  on  the  midnight  feas  ; 
Now  in  a  fmiling  angel's  form, 
Anon  Hic  rides  upon  the  florra,  *    ■ 

Loud  as  the  noify  thunder,  as  a  deluge  ftrOng. 
Are  my  thoughts  and  wifhes  free, 
And  know  no  number  ncr  degree  ? 
Such  is  the  Mufe  :  Lo  fhe  difdairis 
The  links  and  chains, 
Meafures  and  rules  of  vulgar  flrains. 
And  o'er  the  laws  of  harmony  a  Sovereign  Queen 
Ihe  reigns. 

If  fhe  roves 
By  ftreams  or  groves 
Tuning  her  pleafures  or  her  paiiis. 
My  paffion  keeps  her  fliU  in  fight, 
My  paflion  holds  an  equal  flight 
Through  love's,  or  nature's  wide  campaigns. 
If  with  bold  attempt  fhe  fings 
Of  the  biggefl:  mortal  things. 
Tottering  thrones  and  nations  flain  ; 
Or  breaks  the  fleets  of  waring  kings, 
While  thunders  roar 
From  fliore  to  fhcre. 
My  foul  fits  fail:  upon  her  wings. 
And  fweeps  the  crimfon  furge,  or  fcours  the  purple 
plain ; 
Still  I  attend  her.as  fhe  flies, 
Round  the  broad  globe,  and  all  beneath  the  fkies. 

But  when  from  the  meridian  flar 

Long  fl:reaks  of  glory  fliine. 

And  heaven  invites  her  from  afar, 

She  takes  the  hint.  Hie  knows  the  fign. 

The  Mufe  afcends  her  heavenly  carr,       [divine. 
And  climbs  the  fleepy  path  and  means  the  throne 
Then  Ihe  leaves  my  fluttering  mind 
Ciogg'd  with  clay,  and  unrefin'd, 
Lengths  of  diftance  far  behind  : 
Virtue  lags  with  heavy  wheel ; 
Faith  has  wings,  but  cannot  rife. 

Cannot  rife, Swift  and  high 

As  the  winged  numbers  fly, 
And  faint  devotion  panting  lies 
Half  way  th'  ethereal  hill, 

O  why  is  piety  fo  weak, 

And  yet  the  M\xk  fo  flrong  ? 
When  fhall  thefe  hateful  fetters  break 

That  have  confin'd  me  long  ? 
Inward  a  glowing  heat  I  feel, 

A  fpark  of  heavenly  day  ; 
But  earthly  vapours  damp  my  zeal, 
And  heavy  fiefli  drags  me  the  downward  way. 

Faint  are  the  efforts  of  my  will. 
And  mortal  pafiion  charms  my  foul  aftray, 
Shine,  thou  fweet  hour  of  dear  releafe, 
Shine,  from  the  flcy, 
And  call  me  high 
To  mingle  with  the  choirs  of  glory  and  of  blifs. 
Devotion  there  begins  the  flight. 
Awakes  the  fong,  and  guides  the  way ; 
There  love  and  zeal  divine  and  bright 
Trace  out  new  regions  in  the  world  of  light. 
And  fcarce  the  boldeft  Mufe  can  follow  or  obey. 

I'm  in  a  dream,  and  fancy  reigns, 
She  fpreads  her  gay  del'! five  fcenes ; 
Or  is  the  viiion  troe  ? 
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Behold  religion  on  her  thrane, 
In  awful  flate  defcending  down. 
And  her  dominions  vaft  and  bright  within  my 
fpacious  view. 
She  fmiles,  and  with  a  courteous  hand 
She  beckbris  trie  away  ; 
1  feel  mine  airy  powers  loofe  from  the  cumbrouij 
And  with  a  joyful  hafte  obey  [clay. 

Religion's  high  command. 
What  lengths  and  hei'^hts  and  depths  unloiowh  ! 
Broad  fields  with  blooming  glory  fown. 
And  feas,  and  fkies,  and  liars  her  own. 

In  an  unmeafur'd  fphcre  ! 
What  heavens  of  joy,  and  light  ferene, 
\Vhich  nor  the  rolling  fun  has  feen. 
Where  nor  the  fovins;  A'lufe  has  been 
That  greater  traveller  ! 

A  long  farewell  to  all  below. 

Farewell  to  all  that  fenfe  can  fhow. 

To  golden  fbenes,  and  flowery  fields,  < 

To  all  the  worlds  that  fancy  builds. 

And  all  that  poets  know. 
Now  the  fwift  trahfports  of  the  mind 
Leave  the  fluttering  Alufe  behind, 
A  thoufand  loofe  Pindaric  plumes  fly  fcatterinV 
down  the  wind. 
Among  the  clouds  I  lofe  my  breathj 

The  rapture  grov?s  too  flrong  : 
The  feeble  powers  that  nature  gave 
Faint  and  drop  downward  to  the  grave  ; 
Receive  their  fall,  thou  treafurer  of  death  ; 
I  will  no  more  demand  my  tongue, 
Till  the  grofs  organ  well  rcfin'd 
Can  trace  the  boundlefs  flights  of  an  unfetter'^ 
And  raife  an  equal  fong.  [mindj 

The  foUoxving   PoEMS   of  this   BooK  are  peculiarly 

dedicated  to 

D I  FINE  LOFE*. 

THE  HAZARD  OF  LOVING  THE  * 
CREATURES. 

Where-e'er  my  flattering  paffions  rove, 

I  find  a  lurking  fnare  ; 
'Tis  dangerous  to  let  loofe  our  lOve 

Beneath  th'  Eternal  Fair. 

Souls  whom  the  tie  of  friendship  binds. 

And  partners  of  our  blood,      • 
Seize  a  large  portion  of  our  minds. 

And  leave  the  lefs  for  God. 

Nature  has  foft  but  powerful  bands. 

And  reafon  flie  controls ; 
While  children  with  their  little  hands 

Hang  ciofeft  to  our  fouls. 

Thoughtlefs  they  adt  th'  old  ferpent's  part  f> 

What  tempting  things  they  be  1 
Lord, .how  they  twine  about  ourheartj 

And  draw  it  off  from  thee  1 


*  Different  ages  have  their  different  airs  and fajbions 
of  •writing.  It  ivas  much  more  the  fajhion  of  the  ags 
•when  thefe  poems  ivere  "Written,  to  treat  of  di-uine  fub-' 
jecis  in  tbefyle  of  Solomon  s  Son^,  than  it  is  at  this  day^ 
•which  'will  afford  foms  apokgy  far  fhe  •writer,  in  bis 
younger  ^ears, 
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Our  hafty  wills  rufli  blindly  on 

Where  riling  paflion  iclls, 
And  thus  we  make  our  fetcers  ftrong 

To  bind  our  flavifh  fouls. 

Dear  Sovereign,  break  thefe  fetters  off, 

And  fee  our  fpirits  free  ; 
God  in  himfeli  is  blifs  enough. 

For  we  have  all  in  thee. 


DESIRING  TO  LOVE  CHRIST. 

Come,  let  me  love  :  or  is  thy  mind 
Hardened  to  ftonc,  or  froze  to  ice  f 
1  fee  the  blefied  Fair-one  bend 
And  ftoop  t'  embrace  me  from  the  Ikies ! 

0  !  'tis  a  thought  would  melt  a  rock, 
And  make  a  heart  of  iron  move, 

That  thofe  fweet  lips,  that  heavenly  look. 
Should  feek  and  wifh  a  mortal  love  ! 

1  was  a  traitor  doom'd  to  fire, 
Eound  to  fuftain  eternal  pains ; 
He  flew  on  wings  of  flrong  defire, 
Affum'd  my  guilt,  and  took  my  chains. 

Infinite  grace  !  Almighty  charms  .' 
Stand  in  amaze,  ye  whiriirg  fkies  I 
Jefus  the  God,  with  naked  arms, 
Hangs  on  a  crofs  of  love,  and  dies- 
Did  pity  ever  Hoop  fo  low, 
Drefo'd  in  divinity  and  blood  I 
Was  ever  rebel  courted  fo 
In  groans  of  an  expiring  God  ? 

Again  he  live* ;  and  fpreads  his  hands. 
Hands  that  were  nail'd  to  torturing  Ijpnart ; 
By  thefe  dear  wounds,  fays  he ;  and  Hands 
And  prays  to  clafp  nie  to  his  heart. 

Sure  I  mnfl  love  ;  or  are  my  ears 
Still  deaf,  nor  will  my  pafiion  move  ? 
Then  let  me  melt  this  heart  to  tears ; 
This  heart  dall  yield  to'  death  or  love. 

THE  HEART  GIVEN  AWAY. 

jf  there  are  palTions  in  my  foul, 

(And  pafTions  fure  they  be) 
l^ow  they  are  all  at  thy  control, 

Nly  Jefus  all  for  thee. 

If  love  that  pleafing  power,  can  refS 

In  hearts  fo  hard  as  mine. 
Come,  gentle  Saviour  to  my  bread. 

For  all  my  love  is  thine. 

Let  the  gay  world,  with  treacherous  art 

Allure  'my  eyes  in  vain  : 
I  have  convey'd  away  my  heart. 

Ne'er  to  return  again. 

1  feel  my  warmed  pafTions  dead 

To  all  that  earth  can  boaft ; 
This  foul  of  mine  was  never  made 

For  vanity  and  duft. 

Now  I  can  fix  my  thoughts  above, 
Amidft  their  llattering  charms. 

Till  the  dear  Lord  that  hath  my  lov£ 
Shall  call  me  to  his  arms. 


So  Gabriel,  at  his  King's  command, 

From  yon  celaftial  hill, 
Walks  downv.'ard  to  our  worthlcfs  land. 

Hi.-*  foul  points  upward  ftill. 

He  glides  along  my  mortal  things. 

Without  a  thou'^ht  of  love, 
Fulfils  his  talk,  and  fpreads  his  vyings 

To  reach  the  rcahns  above. 

MEDITATION  IN  A  GROVE. 

Sweet  Mufe,  defcend  and  blefs  the  fhade. 

And  blefs  the  evening  grove  ; 
Bufmefs,  and  noife,  and  day,  are  fled, 

And  every  care,  but  love. 

But  hence,  ye  wanton  young  and  fair. 

Mine  is  a  purer  flame ; 
No  Phyllis  fliall  infecft  the  air, 

With  her  unhallov/'d  name. 

•''Jefus  has  all  my  powers  pofTeft, 
My  hopes,  my  fears,  my  joys  : 
He,  the  dear  Sovereign  of  my  breaft. 
Shall  {till  command  my  voice. 

Some  of  the  fairefl:  choirs  above 

Shall  flock'  around  my  fong, 
With  joy  to  hear  the  name  they  love 

Sound  from  a  mortal  tongue. 

His  charms  Ihall  make  my  numbers  flow, 

And  hold  the  falling  floods. 
While  filence  fits  on  every  bough. 

And  bends  the  lillening  woods. 

I'll  carve  our  paflion  on  the  bark 

And  every  wounded  tree 
Shall  drop  and  bear  fome  myflic  mark 

That  Jefus  dy'd  for  ivie. 

The  fwains  fliall  wonder  when  they  read, 

Infcrib'd  on  all  the  grove. 
That  Heaven  itfelf  came  down,  and  bled 

To  win  a  mortal's  love. 


THE  FAIREST  AND  THE  ONLY 
BELOVED, 

Honour  to  that  diviner  ray 
That  firfl:  allur'd  my  eyes  away 

From  every  mortal  fair  ; 
All  the  gay  things  that  held  my  fight 
Seem  but  the  t\vin'<cling  fparks  of  nighty 
And  languifliing  in  doubtful  light 

Die  at  the  morning-ftar. 

Whatever  makes  the  Godliead  great, 

And  fit  to  be  ador'd. 
Whatever  fpeaks  the  creature  fweety 
xVnd  worthy  of  my  paifion,  meet 

Harmonious  in  my  Lord. 
A  thoufand  graces  ever  rife 

A  bloom  upon  his  face  ; 
A  thoufand  arrows  from  his  eyes 
Shoot  through  my  heart  with  dear  furprife, 

^Vnd  guard  around  the  place. 

All  nature's  art  fliall  never  cure 

The  heavenly  pains  I  found. 
And  'tis  beyond  all  be'auty's  powee 

To  make  another  wouh4  ; 
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ExrtKly  heantlcs  grow  and  fade  ; 
Nature  hesls  the  wounds  flie  made. 
But  charms  fo  much  divine 
Hold  a  long  empire  of  the  heart ; 
What  heaven  has  join'd  ftiall  never  part, 

And  Jefus  muft  be  mine. 
In  vain  the  envious  {hades  of  night, 

Or  flatteries  of  the  day- 
Would  veil  his  image  from  my  fight, 

Or  tempt  my  foul  away  ; 
Jefus  is  all  my  waking  theme. 
His  lovely  form  meets  every  dream, 
And  knows  not  to  depart : 
The  pafiion  reigns    . 
Through  all  my  veins, 
And  floating  round  the  crimfon  flream, 

Still  finds  him  at  my  heart. 
Dwell  there,  for  ever  dwell,  my  love  ; 

Here  I  confine  my  fenfe  ; 
Nor  dare  my  wildeft  wiflies  rove 

Nor  flir  a  thought  from  thence. 
Amidft  thy  glories  and  thy  grace 
L,et  all  my  remnant-minutes  pafs  ; 
Grant  thou,  Everlailing  Fair, 
Grant  my  foul  a  manfion  there  : 
My  foul  afpires  to  fee  thy  face 
Though  life  fl.ould  for  the  vifion  pay  ; 
So  rivers  run  to  meet  the  fea, 
And  lofe  their  nature  in  th'  embrace. 
Thou  art  my  o-ean,  thou  my  God ; 
In  thee  the  paRions  of  the  mind. 
With  joys  and  freedom  unconfm'd, 
Exult  and  fpread  their  powers  abroad. 
Not  all  the  glittering  things  on  high 
Can  make  my  heaven,  if  thou  remove  ; 
I  fnall  be  tir'd,  and  long  to  die  ; 
Life  is  a  pain  without  thy  love  ; 
Who  could  ever  bear  to  b« 
Curft  with  immortality 
Among  the  ftars,  but  far  from  thee  ? 

MUTUAL  LOVE  STRONGER  THAN 
DEATH. 

Not  the  rich  world  of  minds  above 
Can  pay  the  mighty  debt  of  love 

I  ovi^e  to  Chriil  my  God  : 
With  pangs  which  none  but  he  could  feel 
He  brought  my  guilty  foul  from  hell : 
Not  the  firfl  feraph's  tongue  can  tell 

The  value  of  his  blood. 
Kindly  he  feiz'd  me  in  his  arms, 
■     From  the  falfe  world's  pernicious  charms 
With  force  divinely  fweet. 
Had  I  ten  thoufand  lives  my  own. 
At  his  demand. 
With  cheerful  hand, 
I'd  pay  the  vital  treafnre  down 
In  hourly  tributes  at  his  feet. 
But,  Saviour,  let  me  tafle  thy  grace 

With  every  fleeting  breath  ? 
And  through  that  heaven  of  pleafure  pafs 

To  the  cold  arms  of  death  ; 
Then  I  could  lofe  fucceffive  _••  als 

Fall-  as  the  minutes  fly  ; 
So  billov/  after  billow  rolls 
T9  kilfi  the  fhors,  and  die, 


TheUpance  ,f  ih,  foUo-An^  Ccpy,  o„d  fna„yBfihe 
liis,  ivc,e  pnt  rrc  by  an  rJJc.mcJ  friend  Mr.  W. 
Notes,  ivk/j  a  dejlre  thai  1  -would fcrm  them  into  « 
Pindaric  Ode ;  but  I  retained  hit  m*afure:,  leji  I 
Jbould  too  much  alter  his  fenfe. 

A  SIGHT  OF  CHRIST. 
Angels  of  light,  your  God  and  King  furround. 
With  noble  fongs  ;  in  his  exalted  flefh 
He  claims  your  worflaip  .  while  his  famtson  earth, 
Blcfs  their  Redeemer-God  with  humble  tongues, 
Ano-els  with  loftv  honours  crown  his  head  ; 
We'^bowing  at  his  feet,  by  faith,  may  feel 
His  diflant  influence,  and  confefs  his  love. 

Once  1  beheld  his  face,  when  beams  divine 
Broke  from  his  eye-lids,  and  unufual  light 
Wrapt  me  at  once  in  glory  and  furpriCe. 
My  joyful  heart  high  leaping  in  my  byeafl 
With  tranfport  cry'd.  This  is  the  Car  A  of  God; 
Then  threw  my  arms  around  In  fweet  emorace, 
And  clafp'd,  and  bow'd  adoring  low,  till  1  was  ioit 
in  him. 
While  he  appears,  no  other  charms  can  hold 
Or  draw  my  foul,  afham'd  of  former  thinvs. 
Which  no  rem.:mbi-anc2  now  dcfjrvc  or  nurne. 
Though  with  concempt ;  befti:i  o'ohvion  hid. 

But  the  bright  fliine  andprefence  foon  withdrev/- 
I  fought  him  whom  I  love,  but  lo'jnd  hin-".  notj 
I  felt  his  abience  ;  and  with  liron-reil:  crir-s 
Prochim'd,  Where  Jefus  is  not,  al-  is  vain. 
Whether  1  hold  him  wkh  a  full  delight. 
Or  feek  him  panting  with  oztreme  deCre, 
'Tis  he  aloue  can  pl;afc  my  v.ondering  foul ; 
To  hold  or  feek  him  is  my  only  choice. 
If  he  refrain  on  me  to  caft  his  eye 
Dov^rn  from  iiis  palace,  nor  my  longing  fcul 
With  upv/ard  look  can  ipy  my  deareft  ^-ord. 
Through  his  blew  pavement  1  behold  him  ftill 
With  iwe'-t  refledlion  on  the  peaceful  crofs, 
AU  in  his  blood  and  a nguifii  groaning  doep, 

Gafping  and  dying  there — 

This  fight  I  ne'er  can  lofe,  by  it  I  hye  :  _ 
A  quicilening  virtue  from  his  dc.  .h  inipird 
Is  life  and  breath  to  me  ;  his  flef^i  my  food  ; 
His  vital  blood  I  drink,  and  hence  my  ftrength. 

I  live,  I'm  flrong,  and  now  eternal  ll'e 
Beats  quick  within  my  bread  ;  my  vigorous  mmd 
Spurns  the  dull  earth,  and  on  her  fiery  wings 
Reaches  the  mount  of  purpofes  divine, 
Counfels  of  peace  betwixt  th'  Almighty  T'lrec 
Conceiv'd  at  once,  and  fign'd  without  debate. 
In  perfecft  union  of  th'  eternal  mind. 
With  vaft  amaze  I  fee  th'  unfathom'd  thoughts, 
Infinite  I'chemes,  and  infinite  defigns 
Of  God's  own  Heart,  in  which  he  ever  refts. 
Eternity  lies  open  to  my  view  ; 
Here  the  Beginning  and  the  End  of  all 
I  can  difcover  ;  Chrifl  the  End  of  ah, 
And  Chrift  the  great  Beginning  ;  he  my  Head, 
My  God,  my  Glory,  and  my  All  in  All. 

O  that  the  day,  the  joyful  day  were  come. 
When  the  firfl  Adam  from  his  ancient  duflr, 
Crown'd  with  new  honours,  fliall  revive,  and  fee 
Tefus  his  Son  and  Lord  ;  while  fhouting.  faint* 
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Surround  their  King,  and  God's  Eternal  Son 
shines  in  the  midft,  but  with  fuperior  beams, 
And  like  himfelf ;  then  the  niyfterious  Word 
Long  hid  behind  the  letter  fhall  appear 
AH  fpirit  and  life,  and  in  the  fulleft  light 
Stand  forth  to  public  view  :  and  there  difclofe 
His  Father's  facred  works,  and  wonderous  ways  : 
Then  wifdom,  righteoiifnefs,  and  grace  divine, 
Through  all  the  infinite  tranfacilions  pafl, 
Inwrought  and  fhininp,  Jhail  with  double  blaze 
Strike  our  aftonilh'd  eyes,  and  ever  reign 
Adniir'd  and  glorious  in  triumphant  light. 

Death,  and  the  tempter,  and  the  man  of  fin, 
Now  at  ths  bar  arraign'd,  in  judgment  caft, 
Shall  vex  the  faints  no  more  :  but  perfed;  love 
And  loudeft  praifes  perfeft  joy  create, 
Vhile  ever-circling  years  maintain  the  blifsful  Hate. 

LOVE  ON  A  CROSS,  AND  A  THRONE. 

Now  let  my  faith  grow  ftrong,  and  rife, 
And  view  my  Lord  in  all  his  love  ; 
Look  back  to  hear  his  dying  cries. 
Then  mount  and  fee  his  throne  above. 

See  where  he  languifn'd  on  the  crofs  ; 
Beneath  my  fins  he  groan'd  and  dy'd  ; 
See  where  he  fits  to  plead  my  caufe 
By  his  Almighty  Father's  fide. 

If  I  behold  his  bleeding  heart, 
Theie  love  in  floods  of  forrow  reigns, 
He  triumphs  o'er  the  killing  fmart. 
And  buys  my  pleafure  with  his  pains. 

Or  if  I  climb  th'  eternal  hills 
M^here  the  dear  Conqueror  fits  enthron'd, 
Still  in  his  heart  compaflion  dwells, 
Near  the  memorials  of  his  wound  : 

How  fliall  a  pardon'd  rebel  fhow 
How  much  I  love  my  dying  God  ? 
Lord,  here  I  banifh  every  foe, 
I  hate  the  fins  that  coft  thy  blood. 

i  hold  no  more  commerce  with  hell. 
My  deareft  lufts  fliall  all  depart ; 
But  let  thine  Image  ever  dwell 
Stampt  as  a  feal  upon  my  heart. 

A  PREPARATOP^Y  THOUGHT 

FOR  THE  lord's  SUPPER. 
1)1  Imitation  of  Ifaiah  Ixiii.  I,  2,  3- 

What  heavenly  Man,  or  lovely  God, 
Comes  marching  downward  from  the  Ikies, 
Array'd  In  garments  roll'd  in  blctod, 
With  joy  and  pity  in  his  eyes. 

The  Lord  !  the  Saviour  !  yes,  'tis  he  ; 
I  Irri'^v,-  h'l'i  'py  \\':  frr,iles  he  wears; 
Dear  glorious  Man  that  dy'd  for  me, 
Drench'd  deep  in  agonies  and  tears  1 

Lo,  he  reveals  his  Ihining  breaft  ; 
I  own  thofe  wounds,  and  I  adore  : 
Lo,  he  prepi.res  a  royal  feaii, 
Sweet  fruit  of  the  iharp  pangs  he  bore  1 

"Whence  flow  thefe  favours  fo  divine  ! 
J-«»d  !  why  fo  lavifh  of  thy  blood  \ 


Why  for  fuch  earthly  fouls  as  ndfie, 
This  heavenly  flefli,  this  faaed  food  .' 
'Twas  his  own  love  that  made  him  bleed. 
That  nail'd  him  to  the  curfed  tree; 
'Twas  his  own  love  this  tabic  fpread 
For  fuch  unworthy  worms  as  we. 

Then  let  us  tafte  the  Saviour's  love  ; 
Come,  faith,  and  feed  upon  the  Lord  : 
With  glad  cbnfent  our  lips  fhall  move. 
And  fweet  hofannas  crown  the  board. 

CONVERSE  WITH  CHRIST. 

I'm  tir'd  with  vifits,  modes,  and  forms, 
And  flatteries  paid  to  fellow-worms ; 
Iheir  converfation  cloys ; 
Their  vain  amours,  and  empty  fluff: 
But  I  can  ne'er  enjoy  enough  [joys. 

Of  thy  befl  company,  my  Lord,  thou  life  of  all  my 

When  he  begins  to  tell  his  love. 
Through  every  vein  my  pafilonsmove. 

The  captives  of  his  tongue  : 
In  midnight  fhades,  on  frofcy  ground, 
I  could  attend  the  pleafing  found, 
Nor  ftiould  I  feel  December  cold,  nor  think  the 
darlinefs  long. 

There,  while  I  hear  my  Saviour-God 
Count  o'er  the  fins  (a  heavy  load) 
He  bore  upon  tke  tree, 
Inward  I  blufh  with  fecret  fhame. 
And  weep,  and  love,  and  blefs  the  name 
That  knew  not  guilt  nor  grief  his  own,  but  bare 
it  all  for  me. 

Next  he  defcribes  the  thorns  he  wore, 
And  talks  his  bloody  pafiion  o'er. 

Till  I  am  drown'd  in  t;ars  : 
Yet  with  the  fympathetic  fmart 
There's  a  flrange  joy  beats  round  my  heart ; 
The  curfed  tree  has  bleflings  in"t,  my  fweetefL 
balm  it  bears. 

I  hear  the  glorious  fufFerer  tell. 
How  on  his  crofs  he  vanquifh'd  hell. 

And  all  the  powers  beneath : 
Tranfported  and  infpir'd,  my  tongue 
Attempts  his  triumphs  in  a  fong  ; 
"  How  has  the  ferpent  lofl  bis  fling  !  and  where's 
thy  vieSory,  death!" 

But  when  he  fhows  his  hands  and  heart,^ 
With  thofe  dear  prints  of  dying  fmart. 

He  fits  my  foul  on  fire  : 
Not  the  beloved  John  could  refl 
With  more  delight  upon  that  breafl. 
Nor  Thomas  pry  into  thofe  wounds  with  more  in- 
tenfe  defire. 

Kindly  he  opens  me  his  ear, 

And  bids  me  pour  my  forrow  there, 

And  tell  him  all  my  pains  : 
Thus  while  I  eafe  my  burden'd  heart. 
In  every  woe  he  bears  a  part,         [head  fuftains. 
His  arms  embrace  me,  and  his  hand  my  drooping 

Fly  from  my  tho.f;^hts,  all  human  things. 
And  fporting  fvvains,  and  fighting  kings, 

And  talcs  of  wanton  love  ; 
My  foul  difdains  that  l«tJe  ihar.c 


LYRIC     POEMS. 


527 


The  tangles  of  Amira's  hair ; 
Thine  arms,  my  God,  are  fweeter  bands,  nor  can 
my  heart  remove. 

GRACE   SHINING,   AND   NATURE 
FAINTING. 

Sol.  Song,  i.  3.  &  ii-  5-  •&  vi.  5. 

Tell  me,  faireft  of  thy  kind. 

Tell  me  Shepherd,  all  divine, 

Where  this  fainting  head  reclin'd 

May  relieve  fuch  cares  as  mine  : 

Shepherd,  lead  me  to  thy  grove  ; 
if  burning  noon  infeift  the  fky. 
The  fickening  iheep  to  covert  fly, 
The  fheep  not  half  fo  faint  as  I, 
Thus  overcome  with  love. 

Say,  thou  dear  Sovereign  of  my  breafl:. 
Where  doft  thou  lead  thy  flock,  to  rell : 

Why  fbould  I  appear  like  one 

Wild  and  vi^andering  all  alone, 

Unbeloved  and  unknown  ? 

O  my  Great  Redeemer,  fay. 

Shall  I  turn  my  feet  aftray  ! 
Will  Jefus'bear  to  fee  me  rove, 
To  fee  me  feek  another  love  ? 

Ne'er  had  I  known  his  dearefl  name. 
Ne'er  had  I  felt  this  inward  flame,         [found. : 
,Jiad  not  his  heart-firings  firft  began  the  tender 
Nor  can  I  bear  the  thought,  that  he 
Should  leave  the  fky, 
Should  bleed  and  die. 
Should  love  a  wretch  fo  vile  as  me 
Without  returns  of  paflion  for  his  dying  wound. 

His  eyes  are  glory  mix'd  with  grace  ; 

In  his  delightful  awful  face 

Sits  majefty  and  gentlenefs. 
So  tender  is  my  bleeding  heart 
That  with  a  frown  he  kills  : 

His  abfence  is  perpetual  fmart ; 

Nor  is  my  foul  refin'd  enough 

To  bear  the  beammg  of  his  love, 
And  feel  his  warmer  fmiles. 

Where  fliall  1  reft  this  drooping  head  ? 
I  love,  I  love  the  fun,  and  yet  I  want  the  fliade. 

My  finking  fpirits  feebly  ftrive 

T'  endure  the  ecflafy  ; 
Beneath  thefe  rays  I  cannot  live, 

And  yet  without  them  die. 
None  knows  the  pleafure  and  the  pain 
That  all  my  in-ward  powers  fuflain  [again. 

But  fuch  as  feel  a  Saviour's  love,  and  love  the  God 

Oh,  why  fliould  beauty  heavenly  bright 

Stoop  to  charm  a  movtal's  fight. 
And  torture  with  the  fweet  excefs  of  light  ? 

Our  hearts,  alas  !  how  frail  their  make ! 

With  their  ov/n  weight  of  joy  they  break, 
Oh,  why  is  love  fo  ftrong,  and  nature's  lelf  fo 
weak  ? 

Turn,  turn  away  thine  eyes,-' 

Afcend  the  azure  hills,  and  fhine 
Among  the  happy  tenants  of  the  Ikies, 
They  can  fuftain  a  vilion  fo  divine. 

O  turn  thy  lovely  glories  from  me, 
The  joys  are  too  intenfe,  the  glories  overcome  mc. 


Deaf  Lord,  forgive  my  ralh  coiBplaint, 
And  love  me  ftill 
Againft  my  froward  will ; 
Unveil  thy  beauties,  though  I  faint. 

Send  the  great  herald  from  the  fky, 

And  at  the  trumpet's  awful  roar 

This  feeble  flate  of  things  Ihall  fly, 

And  pain  and  pleafure  mix  no  more  ; 

Then  fhall  I  gaze  with  ftrengthened  fight 

On  glories  infinitely  bright, 
My  heart  ftiall  all  be  love,  my  Jefus  all  delight. 

LOVE  TO  CHRIST  PRESENT  OR  ABSENT, 

Of  all  the  joye  we  mortals  know, 
Jefus,  thy  love  exceeds  the  reft  ; 
Love  the  beft  bleffings  here  below. 
And  ncareft  image  of  the  bleft. 

Sweet  are  my  thoughts,  and  foft  my  cares, 
When  the  celeftial  flame  I  feel ; 
In  all  my  hopes,  and  all  my  fears, 
There's  fomething  kind  and  pleafing  flill. 

While  I  am  held  in  hij  embrace, 
There's  not  a  thought  attempts  to  rove  ; 
Each  fmile  he  wears  upon  his  face 
Fixes,  and  chzrms,  and  fires  my  love. 

He  fpeaks,  and  ftrak  immortal  joys 
Run  through  my  ears,  and  reach  my  heart  ; 
My  foul  all  melts  at  that  dear  voice, 
And  pleafure  fiioots  through  every  part. 

If  he  withdraw  a  moment's  fpace, 
He  leaves  a  facred  pledge  behind  ; 
Here  in  this  breaft  his  image  ftays. 
The  grief  and  comi'ort  of  my  mind. 

While  of  his  abfence  I  complain, 
And  long,  and  weep  as  lovers  do. 
There's  a  ftrange  pleafure  in  the  pain. 
And  tears  have  their  own  fweetiiefs  too« 

When  round  his  courts  by  day  I  rove. 
Or  alk  the  watchmen  of  the  night 
For  fome  kind  tidings  of  my  love. 
His  very  name  creates  delight. 

Jefus,  my  God;  yet  rather  come; 
Mine  eyes  would  dwell  upon  thy  face  ; 
'Tis  beft  to  fee  my  Lord  at  home, 
And  feel  the  prcfence  of  his  grace. 

THE  ABSENCE  OF  CHRIST. 

Come,  lead  me  to  fame  lofty  fliade 

Where  turtles  moan  their  loves ; 
Tall  ftiadows  v.'ere  for  lo-^t/s  made  ; 

And  grief  becomes  the  groves, 

'Tis  no  mean  beauty  of  the  ground  1 

That  has  e;nilav'd  mine  eyes  ; 
I  faint  beneath  a  nobler  ^vound, 

Nor  love  below  the  fkies.  , 

Jefus,  the  fpring  of  all  that's  bright, 

I'he  Everlafting  Fair, 
Heaven's  ornament,  and  heaven's  delight.- 

Is  my  eternal  care. 

But,  ah  !  how  far  above  this  grave '[ 
L^ces  the  bright  charmer  dwell  ? 
^  iiij 
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Abr*nce,  thmt  Jtefnrft  wound  to  love, 

That  iharpeft  pain,  I  feel. 
Penfive  I  climb  tiie  facred  hills. 

And  near  him  vent  my  woes  : 
Yet  his  fv,  eet  face  he  ftill  conceals. 

Yet  Hill  my  paflion  grows. 

I  murmur  to  the  hollow  vale, 

I  tell  the  rocks  my  flame, 
And  blefs  the  echo  in  her  cell 

That  bell  repeals  her  nam.e. 

My  paSion  breathes  perpetual  fighs, 

Till  pitying  winds  Ihall  hear, 
^nd  gently  bear  thon  up  the  flcies, 
'    And  gently  wound  his  ear. 

DESIRING  HIS  DESCENT  TO  EARTH. 

J-?us,  Ilove.     flome,  deareil  name, 
Come  and  poiTcfs  this  heart  of  mine  ; 
I  love,  though  'tis  a  fainter  flame, 
And  iniiaitely  lefs  than  thine. 

0  !  if  my  I^ord  would  leave  the  ficies, 
Di  eft  in  vhe  rays  of  mildefl  grace, 
My  foul  Ihould  hailen  to  my  eyes 
To  meet  the  pleafuresof  his  face. 

Kow  would  I  feafi  on  all  his  charms, 
Then  roimd  his  lovely  feet  entwine  ! 
>v'crfh'p  and  love,  in  all  their  forms, 
tihould  honour  beauty  fo  divine. 

In  vain  the  tempter's  flattering  tongue. 
The  world  in  vain  fhall  bid  me  move, 
In  vain ;  for  I  fliould  gaze  fo  long 
Till  I  were  all  transform'd  to  love. 

Then  (mighty  God)  I'd  ung  and  Tay, 
"  What  empty  names  are  crowns  and  Itiiigs  ! 
"  Amongf!:  them  give  thefe  worlds  av/ay, 
"  1  hefe  little  dcipicable  things." 

1  would  not  aflc  to  climb  the  Iky 
Nor  envy  angels  their  abode, 

1  have  a  heaven  as  bright  and  high 
In  the  blefl:  vifion  of  my  God. 

ASCENDING  TO  HIM  IN  HEAVEN. 

'Ti  s  pure  delight,  without  alloy, 

Jefus,  to  Ijear  thy  nariie. 
My  Ipirit  leaps  with  inward  joy, 

I  feci  the  facred  flame. 

My  paflions  hold  a  pleafing  reign. 

With  love  infpijjes  my  breaft, 
l.c\^,  the  civinefl:  of  the  train, 

The  iovercign  of  the  reft. 

This  is  the  grace  muft  Kvc  and  ling. 

When  faith  and  fear  fliall  ceafe, 
Muft  found  from  every  joyful  firing 

Through  the  fwcet  groves  of  blifs. 

Let  life  immortal  feize  my  clay  ; 
'    Let  love  refine  my  blood  ; 
Her  fiiimes  can  bear  my  foul  away. 
Can  brii;g  me  near  my  God. 

Sv/ift  1  sfcend  the  heavenly  place, 
'   Arid  liiuten  to  my  home  : 


I  leap  to  meet  thy  kind  embrace^ 
I  come,  O  Lord,  I  come. 

Sink  down,  ye  feparating  hills. 

Let  guilt  and  death  remove: 
'Tis  love  that  drives  my  cliariot-wheels. 

And  death  mult  yield  to  love. 

THE  PRESE^NCE  OF  GOD  V/ORTH  DYING 

EOR : 

OR,  THE   DEATH  OF   MOSES. 

Lord,  'tis  an  infinite  delight 

To  fee  thy  holy  face, 
To  dwell  whole  ages  in  thy  fight. 

And  feel  thy  vital  rays. 

This  Gabriel  knows  ;  and  fings  thy  name 

With  rapture  on  his  tongue  ; 
Mofes  the  faint  enjoys  the  fame. 

And  heaven  repeats  the  fong. 

While  the  bright  nation  founds  thy  praife 

From  each  eternal  hill, 
Sweet  odours  of  exhaling  grace 

The  happy  region  fill. 

Thy  love,  a  fea  without  a  fhorc. 

Spreads  life  and  joy  abread  :  ' 
O  'tis  a  heaven  worth  dying  for 

To  fee  a  fmiling  God  ! 

Show  me  thy  face,  and  I'll  away 

From  all  inferior  things ; 
Speak,  Lord,  and  here  I  quit  my  clay. 

And  ftretch  my  airy  win^s. 

Sv.'eet  vs'as  the  journey  to  the  Iky, 

'1  he  wondrous  prophet  try'd  ; 
"  Climb  up  the  mount,"  fays  God,  "  and  die ;" 

The  prophet  climb'd  and  dy'd. 

Softly  his  fainting  head  he  lay 

Upon  his  Maker's  breaft. 
His  Maker  kifs'd  his  foul  away, 

And  laid  his  flefli  to  reft. 

In  God's  own  arms  he  left  the  breath 

That  God's  own  fpirit  gave  ; 
His  was  the  nobleft  road  to  death, 

And  his  the  fweeteft  grave. 

LONG  FOR  HIS  RETURN. 

O  'twas  a  mournful  parting  day  ! 

Farcv>  ell,  my  fpoufe,  he  faid  ; 
(How  tedious.  Lord,  is  thy  delay  ! 

How  long  m.y  Love  hath  ftaid !) 

Farewell !  at  once  he  left  the  ground. 

And  climb'd  his  Father's  llcy ;  •         . 

Lord,  I  would  tempt  thy  chariot  down, 
Or  leap  to  thee  on  high. 

Round  the  creation  wild  I  rove. 

And  fearch  the  globe  in  vain , 
There's  nothing  here  that's  worth  my  love 

Till  thou  return  again. 

My  pafiions  fly  to  feck  their  King, 

And  fend  their  groans  abroad. 
They  beat  the  air  with  heavy  wingj 

And  mourn  an  abfcnt  God  ;     '  '  ' 
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With  inward  pain  my  heart-ftrings  found. 

My  foul  diflblves  away, 
Dear  Sovereign,  whirl  the  feafons  round, 

And  bring  the  promis'd  day. 

HOPE  IN  DARKNESS. 

Yet  gracious  God, 

Yet  will  I  feek  thy  fmihng  face ; 
What  though  a  fhort  eclipfe  his  beauties  Ihroud, 

And  bar  the  influence  of  his  rays. 
'Tls  but  a  morning  vapour,  or  a  fummer  cloud  : 
He  is  my  fun  though  he  refufe  to  fliine, 

Though  for  a  moment  he  depart 

I  dwell  for  ever  on  his  heart, 
For  ever  he  on  mine. 

Early  before  the  light  arife 

I'll  fpring  a  thought  away  to  God ; 

1  he  paffion  of  my  heart  and  eyes 

Shall  fliout  a  thoufand  groans  and  fighs. 

A  thoufand  glances  ftrike  the  fkies. 
The  floor  of  his  abode. 

Dear  Sovereign,  hear  thy  fervimt  pray. 
Bend  the  blue  heavens.  Eternal  King, 
Downward  thy  cheerful  graces  bring ; 
Or  {hall  1  breathe  in  vain  and  pant  my  hours  away  .■■ 
Break,  glorious  brightnefs,  through  the  gloomy 
how  how  the  armies  of  defpair  [veil. 

Aloft  their  footy  banners  rear 
Round  my  poor  captive  foul,  and  dare 
Pronounce  me  prifoner  of  hell. 
But  thou,  my  Sun,  and  thou  my  Shield, 
Wilt  fave  me  in  the  bloody  field  ;  [ray, 

Break,  glorious  brightnefs,  fhoot  one  ghmmering 
One  glance  of  thine  creates  a  day. 
And  drives  the  troops  of  hell  away. 

Happy  the  times,  but  ah  !  the  tim.es  are  gone 
t  When  wondrous  power  and  radiant  grace 
Round  the  tall  arches  of  the  temple  {hone, 
And  mingled  their  viftorious  rays  .; 

Sin,  with  all  its  ghaftly  train, 
Fled  to  the  deeps  of  death  again, 
And  fmiling  triumph  fat  on  every  ^face  : 
Our  fpirits  raptur'd  with  the  fight 
Where  all  devotion,  all  delight. 
And  loud  hofannas founded  the  Redeemer's  praife. 
Here  could  1  fay, 
(And  point  the  place  whereon  I  Hood) 
Here  I  cnjoy'da  vifit  half  the  day 
From  my  defcending  God: 
I  was  rcgal'd  with  heavenly  fare. 
With  fruit  and  manna  from  above ; 
Divinely  fweet  the  blelTmgs  were 
Vv  hile  mine  Emanuel  was  there: 
And  o'er  the  head 
The  conqueror  fpread 
The  banner  of  his  love. 

Then  why  my  heart  funk  down  fo  low  ? 
Why  do  my  eyes  diifolve  and  flow, 

And  hopelefs  nature  mourn  ? 
Review,  my  foul,  thofe  pleafmg  days. 
Read  his  unalterable  grace 
Through  th:  difpleafure  of  his  face, 
And  wait  a  kind  return. 
A  f.'.ther's  love  may  raife  a  frown 
To  chide  the  child,  or  prove  the  fon, 
'  ^ut  love  v/ill  ne'er  deflroy  ; 


The  hour  of  darknefs  is  but  {hort, 
Faith  be  thy  life,  and  patience  thy  fupport, 
The  morning  brings  the  joy. 

COME,  LORD  JESUS. 

When  {hall  thy  lovely  face  be  feen  ? 
When  fliall  our  eyes  behold  our  God  i 
What  lengths  of  diftance  lie  between. 
And  hills  of  guilt  ?  a  heavy  load ! 

Our  months  are  ages  of  delay,  ' 

And  flowly  every  minute  wears  : 
Fly,  winged  time,  and  roll  away 
Thefe  tedious  rounds  of  fluggilh  years. 

Ye  heavenly  gates,  loofe  all  your  chains, 
Ixt  the  eternal  pillars  bow  ; 
Bleft  Saviour,  cleave  the  {larry  plains. 
And  make  the  cryftal  mountains  flow. 

Hark,  how  thy  faints  unite  their  cries, 
And  pray  and  wait  the  general  doom  ; 
Come,  thou,  the  foul  of  all  our  joys, 
Thou,  the  deCre  of  nations,  come. 

Put  thy  bright  robes  of  triumph  on, 
And  blefs  our  eyes,  and  blefs  our  ears, 
Thou  abfent  love,  thou  dear  unknown, 
Thou  faireft  of  ten  thoufand  fairs. 

Our  heart-ftrings  groan  with  deep  complaint, 
Our  fiefli  lies  panting.  Lord,  for  thee, 
And  every  limb,  and  everj-  joint. 
Stretches  for  immortality. 

Our  fpirits  {hake  their  wings, 
And  burn  to  meet  thy  flying  throne  ? 
We  rife  away  from  mortal  things 
T'  attend  thy  Ihining  chariot  down. 

Now  let  our  cheerful  eyes  furvey  ^ 

The  blazing  earth  and  melting  hills. 
And  fmile  to  fee  the  lightnings  play. 
And  fiafh  along  before  thy  wheels. 

O  for  a  {bout  of  violent  joys 
To  join  the  trumpet's  thundering  found  ! 
The  angel  herald  {hakes  the  Ikies, 
Awakes  the  graves,  and  tears  the  ground. 

Ye  numbering  faints,  a  heavenly  ho{l 

Stands  waking  at  your  gaping  tombs  ;  ] 

Let  every  facred  fleeping  duft 

Leap  into  life,  {<jr  Jefus  comes. 

Jefus,  the  God  of  might  and  love. 
New-moulds  our  limbs  of  cumberous  clay  ; 
Quick  as  feraphic-flames  we  move, 
Adive  and  young,  and  fair  as  they. 

Our  airy  feet  vv'ith  unknown  {light. 
Swift  as  the  motions  of  .defire. 
Run  up  the  hills  of  heavenly  light. 
And  leave  the  weltering  world  in  fare. 

BEWAILING  MY  OWN  INCONSTANCY. 

I  LOVE  the  Lord  !  but  ah  !  how  far 
My  thoughts  from  the  dear  object  are  ! 
This  wanton  heart  how  wide  it  roves  1 
And  fancy  meets  a  thoufand  loves. 


1  If  my  foul  burn  to  fee  my  God, 
'  I  tread  the  courts  of  his  abode, 
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But  troops  of  rivals  throng  the  place. 
And  tempt  me  ofi"  before  his  face. 

Would  I  enjoy  my  Lord  alone, 

I  bid  my  pailions  all  be  gone. 

All  but  my  love  ;  and  charge  my  will 

To  bar  the  door  nnd  guard  it  ftill. 

JBut  cares,  or  trifles,  make,  or  find, 
Still  new  avenues  to  the  mind. 
Till  I  with  grief  and  wonder  fee, 
Huge  crov/ds  betwixt  the  Lord  and  me. 

Oft  I  am  told  the  mufe  will  prove 
A  friend  to  piety  and  love; 
Strait  I  begin  fome  facred  fong, 
And  take  my  Saviour  on  my  tongue. 
Strangely  I  lofe  his  lovely  face, 
To  hold. the  empty  founds  in  chafe  ; 
At  belt  the  chimes  divide  my  heart. 
And  the  mufe  Ihares  the  larger  part. 

Falfj  confident !   and  falfer  breafl ! 
Tickle,  and  fond  of  every  gueil : 
JEach  airy  image  as  it  flies 
Here  finds  admittance  through  my  eyei. 
This  foolifli  heart  can  leave  her  God, 
A.nd  fl-.adows  tempt  her  thoughts  abroad  : 
How  {hall  I  fix  this  wandering  mind  ? 
Or  throw  my  fetters  on  the  wind  ? 
Xook  gently  down  Almighty  Grace, 
Prifon  me  round  in  thine  embrace  ? 
Pity  the  foul  that  would  be  thine. 
And  let  thy  powtr  my  Inve  confine. 
Say  when  fhall  the  bright  moment  be 
That  I  fliail  live  alone  for  thee, 
My  heart  no  foreign  Lords  adore. 
And  the  wild  mufe  prove  falfe  no  more  ! 

FORSAKEN,  YET  HOPING. 

Happy  the  hours,  the  golden  days, 

When  I  could  call  my  Jefus  mine. 

And  fit  and  view  his  fmiling  face, 

And  melt  in  pleafures  all-divixie. 

Near  to  my  heart,  within  my  arms 

He  lay,  till  fin  defil'd  my  breaft. 

Till  broken  vows,  and  earthly  charms, 

Tir'd  and  provok'd  my  heavenly  o-ueft. 

And  now  he's  gone,  (O  mighty  woe  !) 

Gone  from  my  foul,  and  hides  his  love  ! 

Curfe  on  you,  fins,  that  griev'd  him  fo, 

Ye  fins,  that  forc'd  him  to  remove. 

Break,  break,  my  heart ;  complain,  my  tongue  ; 

Hither,  my  friends,  your  forrows  bring  : 

Angels,  aflift  my  doleful  fong, 

If  you  have  e'er  a  mourning  firing. 

But,  ah  !  your  joys  are  ever  high. 

Ever  his  lovely  face  you  fee  ; 

While  my  poor  fpirits  pant  and  die. 

And  groan  for  thee,  my  God,  for  thee. 

Yet  let  my  hope  look  through  my  tears, 

And  fpy  afar  his  rolling  throne  ; 

His  chariot  through  the  cleaving  fpheres 

Shall  brmg  the  bright  Beloved  down. 

Swift  as  a  roe  flies  o'er  the  hills. 

My  fcul  fprings  out  to  meet  him  high, 


Then  the  fair  Conqueror  turns  his  wheels 
And  climbs  the  manfions  of  the  iky. 
There  fmiling  joy  for  ever  reigns. 
No  more  the'turtle  leaves  the  dove ; 
Farewell  to  jealoufies,  and  pains. 
And  all  the  ills  of  abfent  love. 

THE  CONCLUSION. 

GOD  EXALTED  ABOVE  ALL  PRAISE. 

Eternal  Power  !  whofe  high  abode 
Becomes  the  grandeur  of  a  God; 
Infinite  length  beyond  the  bounds 
Where  ftars  revolve  their  little  rounds. 
The  lowefl  flep  above  thy  feat 
Rifes  too  high  for  Gabriel's  feet. 
In  vain  the  tall  archanjjel  tries 
To  reach  thine  height  with  wondering  eyes. 
Thy  dazzling  beauties  whilft  he  fings. 
He  hides  his  face  behind  his  wings  ; 
And  ranks  of  fliining  thrones  around 
Fall  worfliipping,  and  fpread  the  ground. 
Lord,  what  fliall  earth  and  alhes  do  ! 
We  would  adore  our  Maker  too  ; 
From  fin  and  dull  to  thee  we  cry. 
The  Great,  the  Holy,  and  the  High ! 

Earth  from  afar  has  heard  the  fame,  ■ 
And  worms  have  learnt  to  lifp  thy  name  ; 
But  O,  the  glories  of  thy  mind 
Leave  all  our  fearing  thoughts  behind. 

God  is  in  heaven,  and  men  below ; 
Be  fliort,  our  tunes  ;  our  words  be  few; 
A  facred  reverence  checks  our  fongs. 
And  praife  fits  filent  on  our  tongues. 

"  Tibi  filet  laus,  O  Deus."   Pfal.  kv.  i. 


B  O  O  K     II. 

SACRED  TO  HONOUR,   VIRTUE,  AND 
FRIENDSHIP. 

TO  HER  MAJESTY. 

Queen  of  the  northern  world,  whofe  gentle  fway 
Commands  our  love,  and  charmsour  hearts  t'  obey, 
For-ive  the  nation's  groan  v.-hen  William  dy'd  : 
Lo,  at  thy  feet  in  all  the  royal  pride 
Of  blooming  joy,  three  happy  realms  appear. 
And  William's  urn  almoll  without  a  tear    [tongue 
Stands;   nor  complains;  while  from  thy  gracious 
Peace  flows  in  filver  flreams  amidll  the  throncr. 
Amazing  bahn,  that  on  thofe  lips  was  found  "^ 
'Fo  foothc  the  torment  of  that  mortal  wound, 
And  calm  the  wild  affright !   The  terror  dies     ") 
The  bleeding  wound  cements,  the  danger  flies,/ 
And   Albion  fliouts  thine  honours  as  her  iovsl 
arife.  "'  ^   \ 

The  German  eagle  feels  her  guardian  dead, 
Not  her  own  thunder  can  fecure  her  head  ; 
Her  trembling  eagles  hailen  from  afar. 
And  Belgia's  lion  dreads  the  Gallic  war  : 
All  hide  behind  thy  flxield.     Remoter  lands 
Whofe  lives  lay  trullcd  in  NafTovian  hands 


Transfer  their  fouls,  and  live ;  fecure  they  play- 
In  thy  mild  rays,  and  love  the  growing  day. 


Thy  beamy  wing  at  once  defends  and  warms 
Fainting  religion,  whilft  in  various  forms 
Fair  piety  fliines  through  the  Britifli  ifles  : 
Here  at  thy  fide,  and  in  thy  kindefb  fmiles  * 
Blazing  in  ornamental  gold  fhe  flands, 
To  blefs  thy  councils  and  afliU  thy  hands, 
And  crowds  wait  round  her  to  receive  commands. 
There  at  a  humble  diftance  from  the  throne  f 
Beauteous  ftie  lies ;  her  luftre  all  her  own, 
Ungarnifh'd  ;  yet  not  blufhing,  nor  afraid, 
Nor  knows  fufpicion,  nor  afFeds  the  fhade  t 
Cheerful  and  pleas'd  Ihe  not  prefumes  to  fliare 
In  thy  parental  gifts,  but  owns  thy  guardian  care. 
For  thee,  dear  fovereign,  endlefs  vows  arife. 
And  zeal  with  earthly  wing  fahites  the  Ikies 
To  gain  thy  fafety  :   Here  a  folemn  form  * 
Of  ancient  words  keeps  the  devotion  warm. 
And  guides,  but  bounds  our  wiflies :  There  the 

mind  f 
Feels  its  own  fire,  and  kindles  unconfin'd 
With  bolder  hopes  .   Yet  ftill  beyond  our  vows. 
Thy  lovely  glories  rife, thy  fpreading  terror  grows, 

Princefs,  the  world  already  owns  thy  name ; 
Go,  mount  the  chariot  of  immortal  fame, 
Nor  die  to  be  renown'd  :   Fame's  loudeft  breath 
Too  dear  is  purchas'd  by  an  angel's  death. 
The  vengeance  of  thy  rod,  with  general  joy, 
Shall  fcourge  rebellion  and  the  rival-boy  | : 
Thy  founding  arms  his  Gall.'c  patron  hears, 
And  fpeeds  his  flight ;  nor  overtakes  his  fears. 
Till  hard  defpair  wring  from  the  tyrant's  foul 
The  iron  tears  out:  Let  thy  frown  control 
Our  angry  jars  at  home,  till  wrath  fubmit 
Her  impious  banners  to  thy  facred  feet ; 
Mad   zeal,   and   frenzy  with  their  murderousT 
train,  ( 

Feel  thefe  fweet  realms  in  thine  aufpicious  reign,  T 
Envy  expire  in  rage,  and  treafon  bite  the  chain,  j 

Fet  no  black  fcenes  affright  fair  Albion's  ftage  : 
Thy  thread  of  life  prolong  our  golden  age, 
Long  blefs  the  earth,  and  late  afcend  thy  throne 
Ethereal ;  (not  thy  deeds  are  there  unknov.'n. 
Nor  there  unfung  ;  for  by  thine  awful  hands      -. 
Heaven  rules  the  waves,  and  thunders  o'er  the  / 

lands,  r 

Creates  inferior  kings§,  and  gives' em  their  com-  \ 

mands.) 
Legions  attend  thee  at  the  radiant  gates ; 
Eor  thee  thy  fifler-feraph,  blefi  Maria,  waits. 

But   Oh!   the  parting  flroke!  fome  heavenly 
po^^er 
Cheer  thy  fad  Britons  in  the  gloomy  hour; 
Some  new  propitious  flar  appear  on  high 
The  fairefh  glory  of  the  weftern  ficy. 
And  Anna  be  its  name ;  with  gentle  fway 
To  check  the  planets  of  malignant  ray, 
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Soothe  the  rude  north  windjandtheruggcdbear,"^ 

Cairn,  rifing  wars  heal  the  contagious  air,         ( 

And  reign  with  peaceful  influence  to  the  fouth-T 

ern  fphere.  3 


*    The  ejiabiyhed church  of  England. 
f  Ths  Frotijlant  dijfcnters, 
\  The  Fretender. 

§  She  made  Charles  the  Emferar' s  fecor.d Jon  King  of 
Spain,  who  tscis  afterivards  Emperor  of  Curmany. 


} 


Note,  This  poem  ivas  •written  tit  the  year  1 705)  '"■ 
that  hcnourahlc  part  of  the  reign  of  our'late  queen,  ivhen 
foe  had  broke  the  Frerch  poivcr  at  Blenheim,  afferted 
the  right  of  Charles  the  prefnt  emperor  to  the  croivn 
of  Spain,  exerted  her  zeal  for  the  Frotcflunt  fuccefjlon-, 
and proir.ifed  inviolably  to  maintain  the  toleration  to  the 
Frotif.ant  dijfcnters.  Thus  fhe  appeared  the  chief  f up'' 
port  of  the  lifformation,  and  the  paironefs  of  the  liberties 
of  Europe. 

The  latter  part  of  her  reign  teas  of  a  different  colour  ^ 
and  zv as  by  no  means  attended  ivith  the  accomplifhtneni 
of  thofe  glorious  hopes  "which  ive  had  concei-ved.  Nolo 
the  mifc  cannot  fatisp'y  herfelf  to  pithlifb  this  neiv  edition ^ 
ivithout  acknoivledging  the  miflakc  of  her  former  pre- 
fages,  and  "while  Jhe  does  the  ivorld  this  jujiice,  foe  doer 
herfelf  the  honour  of  a  voluntary  reiraSiwn. 

Augnfl  I.  1721.  /.   W 

PALINODIA. 

Britons,  forgive  the  forv/ard  mufe 
That  dar'd  prophetic  feals  to  loofc, 
(Unfkill'd  in  fates  .eternal  book) 
And  the  deep  charadlers  miilook. 

George  is  the  name,  that  glorious  flar  ; 
Ye  faw  his  fplendors  beamuig  far ; 
Saw  in  the  eaft  your  joys  aril'e. 
When  Anna  funk  in  weftern  fxies, 
Streaking  the  heavens  with  crimfon  glooni. 
Emblems  of  tyranny  and  Rome, 
Portending  blood  and  night  to  come. 
'Twas  George  diff"us'd  a  vital  ray, 
And  gave  the  dying  nations  day  : 
His  influence  foothes  the  Ruffian  bear, 
Calms  rifmg  waxs,  and  heals  the  air  ; 
Join'd  with  the  fun  his  beams  are  hurl'd 
To  fcatter  bleflings  round  the  world, 
iulfii  whate'er  the  mufe  has  fpoke. 
And  crown  the  work  that  Anne  fonook. 

Auguft  I.  1 721. 

TO  JOHN  LOCKE,  ESQ^ 

RETIRED     FROM     BtJSINESS. 

Angels  are  made  of  heavenly  things, 
And  light  and  love  our  fouls  compofe, 
Their  blifs  within  their  bolbm  fprings, 
Within  their  bofom  flows. 

But  narrov/  minds  ftill  make  pretence 
To  fcarchthe  coafts  offlelh  and  fenfe. 
And  fetch  diviner  pleafurcs  thence. 
Men  are  akin  to  ethereal  forms. 
But  they  belye  their  nobler  birth, 
Debafe  their  honour  down  to  earth, . 
And  claim  a  fhare  with  worms. 

He  that  has  treafures  of  his  own 
May  leave  the  cottage  or  the  throne, 
May  quit  the  globe,  and  dwell  alone 

'      Within  his  fp",ious  mind. 
Locke  hath  a  foul  wi.ie  as  the  fea, 
Calm  as  the  night,  b    px   as  the  day. 
There  may  his  vafi  ic  •  -s  play. 

Nor  feel  a  thought  confin'4 
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TO  JOHN  SHUTE,  ESQ^ 
(afterwards  lord  barrington.) 

On  Mr  Locke't  dangerous  Sicknefs,fomettmeafter  be  bad 
retired  to  Jiudy  the  Scriptures,     June,  I704. 

And  muft  the  man  of  wonderous  mind 

(Now  his  rich  thoughts  are  juft  refin'd) 
Forfake  our  longing  eyes  ? 

Reafon  at  length  fubmits  to  wear 

The  wings  of  faith  ;  and  lo,  they  rear 

Her  chariot  high,  and  nobly  bear 
Her  prophet  to  the  Ikies. 

Go,  friend,  and  wait  the  prophet's  flight, 
Wtttch  if  his  mantle  chance  to  light, 

And  feize  it  for  thy  own  ; 
Shute  i9  the  darling  of  his  years, 
Young  Shute  his  better  likenefs  bears  ; 
All  but  his  wrinkles  and  his  hairs 

Are  copy'd  in  hisfon. 

Thus  when  our  follies,  or  our  faults. 
Call  for  the  pity  of  thy  thoughts. 

Thy  pen  Ihall  make  us  wife : 
The  fallies  of  whofe  youthful  wit 
Could  pierce  the  Britifh  fogs  with  light. 
Place  our  true  *  intereft  in  our  fight. 

And  open  half  our  eyes. 

TO  Mr.  WILLIAM  NOKES. 

friendship.     1702. 

Friendship,  thou  charmer  of  the  mind, 

Thou  fweet  deluding  ill, 
The  brighteft  minute  mortals  find, 

And  fharpeft  hour  we  feel. 

Fate  has  divided  all  our  ftiares 

Of  pleafure  and  of  pain  ; 
In  love  the  comforts  and  the  cares 

Are  mix'd  and  join'd  again. 

But  whilft  in  floods  our  forrow  rolls, 

And  drops  of  joy  are  few, 
This  dear  delight  of  mingling  fouls 

Serves  but  to  fwell  our  woe. 

Oh  !  why  fliould  blifs  depart  in  haflrf. 

And  friendlhip  ftay  to  moan  ? 
Why  the  fond  pafiion  cling  fo  fafl;. 

When  every  joy  is  gone  ? 

Yet  never  let  our  hearts  divide. 

Nor  death  diflblve  the  chain  : 
For  love  and  joy  were  once  ally'd, 

And  mult  be  join'd  again. 

TO  NATHANIEL  GOULD,  ESQ^ 

AFTERWARDS     SIR     NATHANAEL     GOULD.    I7O4. 

'Tis  not  by  fplendor,  or  by  Hate, 

Exalted  mien,  or  lofty  gate, 
My  mufe  takes  meafures  of  a  king : 

If  wealth,  or  height,  or  bulk  will  do, 

She  calls  each  mountain  of  Peru 
A  more  majeflic  thing. 

Frown  on  me,  friend,  if  e'er  I  boaft 

O'er  fellow-minds  enflav'd  in  clay. 


f  The  interej}  of  England^  wriUin  by  Mr.  Siutf. 


Or  fwell  when  I  fliall  have  engrofl; 
A  larger  heap  of  fhining  dufl, 
And  wear  a  bigger  load  of  earth  than  they. 
Let  the  vain  world  falute  me  loud. 
My  thoughts  look  inward,  and  forget 
The  founding  names  of  high  and  great. 
The  flatteries  of  the  crowd. 

When  Gould  commands  his  ihips  to  rua 
And  fearch  the  traffic  of  the  fea. 
His  fleet  o'ertakes  the  falling  day. 
And  bears  the  weftern  minds  away. 
Or  richer  fpices  from  the  rifing  fun  : 
While  the  glad  tenants  of  the  fhore 
Shout,  and  pronounce  him  fenator  *, 

Yet  ftill  the  man's  the  fame  : 
For  well  the  happy  merchant  knows 
The  foul  with  treafure  never  grows. 

Nor  fwells  with  airy  fame. 

But  truft  me,  Gould,  'tis  lawful  pride  * 

To  rife  above  the  mean  control 
Of  flefti  and  fenfe,  to  which  we're  ty'd  ; 
This  is  ambition  that  becomes  a  foul. 

We  fleer  our  courfe  up  through  the  Ikies; 
Farewell  this  barren  land  : 
We  ken  the  heavenly  fliore  with  longing  eycf. 
There  the  dear  wealth  of  fpirit  lies. 
And  beckoning  angels  Hand. 

TO  DR.  THOMAS  GIBSON. 

THE    LIFE    OF     SOULS.       I7O4. 

Swift  as  the  fun  revolves  the  day 

We  haften  to  the  dead, 
Slaves  to  the  wind  we  puff"  away. 

And  to  the  ground  we  tread. 
'Tis  air  that  lends  us  life,  when  firft 

The  vital  bellows  heave  : 
Our  flefli  we  borrow  of  the  dull ; 
And  when  a  mother's  care  has  nurft 

The  babe  to  manly  fize,  we  muft 

With  ufury  pay  the  grave. 

Rich  juleps  drawn  from  precious  ore 

Still  tend  the  dying  flame  : 
And  plants,  and  roots,  of  barbarous  name, 

Torn  from  the  Indian  fhore. 
Thus  we  fuppcrt  our  tottering  flefli. 

Our  cheeks  refume  the  rofe  afrefli. 
When  bark  and  fteel  play  well  their  game 

To  fave  our  finking  breath. 
And  Gibfon,  with  his  awful  povi'er, 
Refcues  the  poor  precarious  hour 

From  the  demands  of  death. 
But  art  and  nature,  powers  and  charms. 
And  drugs,  and  recipes,  and  forms. 
Yields  us,  at  lafl  to  greedy  v/orms 

A  defpicable  prey  ; 
I'd  have  a  life  to  call  my  own, 
That  fhall  depend  on  heaven  alone ; 
Nor  air,  nor  earth,  nor  fea 
Mix  their  bafe  efitnces  with  mine, 
Nor  claim  dominion  fo  divine 
To  give  me  leave  to  be. 

Sure  there's  a  mind  within  that  reigns 
O'er  the  dull  current  of  my  veins  ; 

*  Member  of  parliament /or  a  pari  hi  Sujpx,, 
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1  feel  tlie  in-vV.ird  pulfe  l*at  high 
With  vigorous  immortality. 
Let  earth  refume  the  flcfn  it  gave, 
And  breath  diffolve  amongft  the  wmds; 
Gibfon,   the  things  that  fear  a  grave, 
That  I  can  lofe,  or  you  can  fave, 

Are  not  akin  to  minds. 
We  claim  acquaintance  with  the  fKies, 
Upwards  our  fplrits  hourly  rife, 

And  there  our  thoughts  employ  : 
When  heaven  Ihall  fign  our  grand  releafe, 
We  are  no  ftrangers  to  the  place, 
The  bufmefs,  or  the  joy. 

FALSE  GREATNESS. 

Myi.o,  forbear  to  call  him  bleft 
That  only  boafts  a  large  eftate, 
Should  all  the  treafuresof  the  weft 
Meet,  and  confpire  to  make  him  great. 
I  know  thy  better  thoughts,  I  know 
Thy  reafon  can't  defcend  fo  low. 
Let  a  broad  ftrcam  with  golden  fands 

Through  all  his  meadows  roll. 
He's  but  a  wretch,  with  all  his  lands, 

That  wears  a  narrow  foul. 
He  fwells  amidll:  his  wealthy  ftore. 
And  proudly  poizing  what  he  weighs, 
In  his  own  fcale  he  fondly  lays 

Huge  heaps  of  Ihining  ore. 
He  fpreads  the  balance  wide  to  hold 

His  manors  and  his  farms, 
And  cheats  the  beam  with  loads  of  gold 

He  hugs  between  his  arms. 
So  might  the  plough-boy  climb  a  tree, 

M^hen  Crefus  mounts  his  throne, 
And  botli  ftand  up,  and  fmile  to  fee 
How  long  their  fnadow's  grown. 
Alas  !  how  vain  their  fancies  be 

To  think  that  ihape  their  own  1 
Thus  mingled  ftill  with  wealth  and  Hate, 
Crosfus  himfelf  can  never  know  ; 
His  true  dimenfions  and  his  weight 
Are  far  Inferior  to  their  fliow. 
Were  I  fo  tall  to  reach  the  pole, 
Or  grafp  the  ocean  with  my  fpan, 
I  mull  be  meafur'd  by  my  foul: 
The  mind's  the  Randard  of  the  man. 

TO  SARISSA. 

AN     EPISTLE. 

Bear  up,  Sarjdta,  through  the  rufHing  florms 
Of  a  vain  vexing  world :   Tread  down  the  cares 
Thofe  ragged  thorns  that  He  acrofs  the  road, 
Nor  foend  a  tear  upon  them.  Truft  the  mufe, 
She  fings  experienc'd  truth  :  This  briny  dew. 
This  rain  of  eyes  will  make  the  briars  grow. 
We  travel  through  a  defert,  and  our  feet 
Have  meafur'd  a  fair  fpace,  have  left  behind 
A  thoufand  dangers,  and  a  thoufand  fnares 
Well  fcap'd.     Adieu,  ye  horrors  of  the  dark. 
Ye  finifh'd  labours,  and  ye  tedious  toils 
Of  days  and  hours :    The  twinge  of  real  fmart, 
And  the  falfe  tenors  of  ill-boding  dreams 
Vauiih  toij;ether,  be  alike  forgot, 
JFor  ever  blenied  iu  one  common  grave. 


Farewell,  js  waxing  and  ye  waning  moons. 
That  we  have  watch'd  behind  the  flying  clouds 
On  night's  dark  hill,  or  fetting  or  afcending. 
Or  in  meridian  height :  Then  filence  reign  d 
O'er  half  the  world  ;  then  ye  beheld  our  tears. 
Ye  witnefs'd  our  complaints,  our  kindred  groans, 
(Sad  harmony  !)  while  with  your  beamy  horns 
Or  richer  orb  ye  filver'd  o'er  the  green 
Where  trod  our  feet,  and  lent  a  feeble  light 
To  mourners.     Now  ye  have  fulfill' d  your  round, 
Thofe  hours  are  fled,  farewell.     Months  that  arc 
Are  gone  for  ever,  and  have  borne  away       [gone 
Each  his  own  load.     Our  woes  and  forrows  paft. 
Mountainous  woes,  ftill  leffen  as  they  fly 
Far  off.     So  billows  in  a  ftormy  fea. 
Wave  after  wave  (a  long  fuccefllon)  roll 
Beyond  the  ken  of  fight :  The  failors  fafe 
Look  far  a-ftern  till  they  have  loft  the  ftorm, 
And  fhout  their  boifterous  joys.     A  gentler  Mufe 
Sings  thy  dear  fafety,  and  commands  thy  cares 
To  dark  oblivion  ;  bury'd  deep  in  night 
Lofe  them,  Sariffa,  and  aflift  my  fong. 

Av/ake  thy  voice,  finghow  the  flender  line 
Of  fate's  immortal  Now  divides  the  paft 
From  all  the  future,  with  eternal  bars 
Forbidding  a  return.     The  paft  temptations 
No  more  fliall  vex  us ;  every  grief  we  feel 
Shortens  the  deftin'd  number  ;  every  pulfc 
Beats  a  ftiarp  moment  of  the  pain  away. 
And  the  laft  ftroke  will  come.     By  fwift  degrees 
Time  fweeps  us  off,  and  we  ftiall  foon  arnve 
At  life's  fweet  period  :  O  celeftial  point 
That  ends  this  mortal  ftory  ! 

But  if  a  glinipfe  of  light  with  flattering  ray 
Breaks  through  the  clouds  of  life,  or  wandering  fire 
Amidft  the  ftiades  invite  your  doubtful  feet, 
Beware  the  dancing  meteor  :  faithlefs  guide. 
That  leads  the  lonefome  pilgrim  wide  aftray 
To  bogs,  and  fens,  and  pits,  and  certain  death ! 
Should  vicious  pleafure  take  an  angel-form, 
And  at  a  diftance  rife,  bv  flow  degrees. 
Treacherous,  to  wind  herfelf  hito  your  heart. 
Stand  firm  aloof;  nor  let  the  gaudy  phantom 
Too  long  allure  your  gaze  :  The  juft  debght 
That  heaven  indulges  lawful  muft  obey 
Superior  powers  ;  nor  tempt  your  thoughts  too  tar 
In  flavery  to  fenfe,  nor  fwell  your  hope 
To  dangerous  fize  :  If  it  approach  your  feet 
And  court  your  hand,  forbid  th'  intruding  joy 
To  fit  too  near  your  heart.  Still  may  our  fouls 
Claim  kindred  with  the  (kies,  nor  rnix  with  dult 
Our  better-born  affections;  leave  the  globe 
A  neft  for  worms,  and  haften  to  our  home. 
O  there  are  gardens  of  th'  immortal  kind 
That  crowii  the  heavenly  Eden's  rifing  hills 
With  beauty  and  with  fweets  ;  no  lurking  mifchiet 
Dwells  in  the  fruit,  nor  ferpent  twines  tue  boughs; 
The  branches  bend  laden  with  lite  and  blifs 
Ripe  for  the  tafte,  but  'tis  a  iteep  afcent  : 
Hold  fad  the  *  golden  chain  let  dowm  trom  heaven, 
'Twill  help  your  feet  and  wmgs  ;  I  feel  its  iorce 
Draw  upwards ;  faften'd  to  the  pearly  gate. 
It  guides  the  way  unerring  :  happy  'lue      [worK 
Thro'  this  dark  wild  !    'Twas  wifUom's   nobleft: 
All  join'd  by  power  divine,  and  every  link  is  love. 


«  T/ie  Cofi'tl. 
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TO  MR.  T.  BRADBURY. 


PARADISE. 


1708. 


Young  as  I  am  I  quit  the  ftage, 
Nor  will  1  kHOw  th'  applaufes  of  th'  age  ; 
Farewell  to  growing  fame.     I  leave  below 
A  life  not  half  worn  out  with  cares, 

Or  agonies,  or  years ; 
I  leave  my  country  all  in  tears  ; 
But  heaven  demands  me  upward,  and  I  dare  to  go. 
Amongft  ye,  friends,  divide  and  Ihare 

The  remnant  of  my  days, 
If  ye  have  patience,  and  can  bear  [race. 

A  long  fatigue  of  life,  and  drudge  through  all  the 
Hark  my  fair  guardian  chides  my  Itay, 

And  waves  his  golden  rod : 
"  Angel,  I  come  ;  lead  on  the  way  :" 

And  now  by  fwift  degrees 
I  fail  aloft  through  azure  feas, 
Now  tread  the  milky  road  ; 
Farewell,  ye  planets,  in  your  fpheres; 
And  as  the  ftars  are  loft,  a  brighter  fky  appears. 

In  hafte  for  paradife 
I  ftretch  the  pinions  of  a  bolder  thought ; 

Scarce  had  I  will'd,  but  I  was  part 
Deferts  of  tracklefs  light  and  all  the  ethereal  wafte, 

And  to  the  facred  borders  brought ; 
There  on  the  wing  a  guard  of  cherubs  lies. 

Each  waves  a  keen  flame  as  he  flies,     [prife. 
And  well  defends  the  walls  from  fieges  and  fur- 
With  pleafmg  reverence  I  behold 
The  pearly  portals  wide  unfold  : 
Enter,  my  foul,  and  view  th'  amazing  fcenes; 
Sit  faft  upon  the  flying  mufe. 
And  let  thy  roving  wonder  loofe 
O'er  all  th'  empyreal  plains. 
Noon  ftands  eternal  here  :   here  may  thy  fight 
Drink  in  the  rays  of  primogenial  light ; 
Here  breathe  immortal  air  : 
Joy  muft  beat  kigh  in  every  vein, 
Pleafure  through  all  the  bofom  reign; 
The  laws  forbid  the  ftranger,  pain. 

And  banifli  every  care. 
See  how  the  bubbling  fprings  of  love 

Beneath  tlie  throne  arife  ; 
The  ftreams  in  cryftal  channels  move, 
Around  the  golden  ftreets  they  rove. 
And  blefs  the  manlions  of  the  upper  fkies. 
There  a  fair  grove  of  knowledge  grows, 
Nor  fm  nor  death  infers  the  fruit  ; 
Young  life  hangs  frelh  on  all  the  boughs, 
And  fprings  from  every  root ; 
_  Here  may  thy  greedy  fenfes  feaft 
While  ecftafy  and  health  attends  on  e^^ry  tafle. 

With  the  fair profpecl  charm'd  I  flood; 
Fearlefsl  feed  on  the  delicious  fare. 
And  drink  profufe  falvation  from  the  filver  flood, 
Nor  can  excefs  be  there. 
In  facred  order  rang'd  along 

Saints  new-releas'd  by  death 
Join  the  bold  feraph's  warbling  breath. 

And  aid  th'  immortal  fong. 
Each  has  a  voice  that  tunes  his  ftringS. 
To  mighty  founds,  and  mighty  things, 
Things  of  everlafting  weight, 


Sounds,  like  the  fofter  viol,  fweet, 

And  like  the  trumpet,  ftrong. 
Divine  attention  held  my  foul, 
I  was  all  ear  I 
Thro'igh  all  my  powers  the  heavenly  accents  roll, 
I  long'd  and  wifli'd  my  Bradbury  there  ; 
"  Could  he  but  hear  thefe  notes,  I  faid, 
"  His  tuneful  foul  wo^ild  never  bear 
"  The  dull  unwinding  of  life's  tedious  thread, 
"  But  burft  the  vital  chords  to  reach  the  happy 
dead." 

And  now  my  tongue  prepares  to  join 
The  harmony,  and  with  a  noble  aim 

Attempts  th'  unutterable  name. 
But  faints,  confounded  by  the  notes  divine  : 
Again  my  foul  th'  unequal  honour  fought. 

Again  her  utmoft  force  fhe  brought. 
And  bow'd  beneath  the  burden  of  th'  unwieldly 
thought. 

Thrice  I  eflay'd,  and  fainted  thrice; 
Th'  immortal  labour  ftraiii'd  my  feeble  frame. 
Broke  the  bright  vifion,  and  diflblv'd  the  dream: 

I  funk  at  once  and  loft  the  fkies : 

In  vain  I  fought  the  fcenes  of  light 

Rolling  abroad  my  longing  eyes,      [night. 
For  all  around  them  flood   my  curtains  and  the 

STRICT  RELIGION  VERY  RARE. 

I'm  born  aloft,  and  leave  the  crowd, 
I  fail  upon  a  morning  cloud 

Skirted  with  dawning  gold  : 
Mine  eyes  beneath  the  open  day 
Command  the  globe  with  wide  furvey. 
Where  ants  in  bufy  millions  play. 

And  tug  and  heave  the  mould. 

"  Are  thefe  the  things  (my  paffion  cry'd) 
"  That  we  call  men?   Are  thefe  ally'd 

"  To  the  fair  worlds  of  light  ? 
"  They  have  ras'd  out  their  Maker's  name, 
"  Graven  on  their  minds  with  pointed  flame 

"  In  ftrokes  divinely  bright. 

"  Wretches!  they  hate  their  native  ikies; 
"  If  an  ethereal  thought  arife, 

"  Or  fpark  of  virtue  fliine, 
"  With  cruel  force  they  damp  its  plumes, 
"  Choke  the  young  fire  with  fenfual  fumes, 

"  With  bufinefs,  luft,  or  wine. 

"  Lo  !  how  they  throng  with  panting  breath 

"  The  broad  defcending  road 
"  That  leads  unerring  down  to  death, 

"  Nor  mifs  the  dark  abode." 
Thus  while  I  drop  a  tear  or  two 
On  the  wild  herd,  a  nobler  few 
Dare  to  ftray  upward,  *id  purfue 

Th'  unbeaten  way  to  God. 

I  meet  Myrtillo  mounting  high, 
I  know  his  candid  foul  afar  ; 
Here  Dorylus  and  Thyrns  fly 

Each  like  a  riling  ftar.  ^ 

Charin  I  faw  and  Fidea  there, 
I  faw  them  help  each  other's  flight,' 

And  blefs  them  as  they  go ; 
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They  foar  bayonc!  nay  labouring  fight, 
And  leave  their  loads  of  mortal  care, 

But  not  their  love  below. 
On  heaven,  their  home,  they  fix  their  eyes, 

The  temple  of  their  God  :    . 
With  morning  incenfe  up  they  rife 
Sublime,  and  through  the  lower  Ikies 

Spread  the  purfumes  abroad. 

Acrofs  the  road  a  feraph  flew, 

"  Mark  (faid  he)  that  happy  pair, 

"  Marriage  helps  devotion  there  : 

"  When  kindred  minds  their  God  purfae 

"  They  break  with  double  vigour  through 

"  The  dull  incumbent  air." 
Charm'd  with  the  pleafure  and  furprife. 

My  foul  adores  and  fings, 
"  Bkft  be  the  pwjwer  that  fprings  their  flight, 
"  That  ftreaks  tlieir  path  with  heavenly  light, 
"  That  turns  their  love  to  facrifice, 

"  And  joins  their  zeal  for  wings." 

TO  MR.  C.  AND  S.  FLEETWOOD. 

Fleetwoods,  young  generous  pait, 

Defpife  the  joys  that  fools  purfue  ; 

Bubbles  nre  light  and  brittle  too. 

Born  of  the  water  and  the  air. 
Try'd  by  a  ftandard  bold  and  juft 
Honour  and  gold  and  paint  and  dnft  ; 

How  vile  the  lad:  is,  and  as  vain  the  firfti 
Things  that  the  crowd  call  great  and  brave. 
With  me  how  low  their  value's  brought ! 
Titles  and  names,  and  life  and  breath. 
Slaves  to  the  wind  and  born  for  death  ; 
The  Ibul's  the  only  thing  we  have 
Worth  an  important  thought. 

The  foul  !  'tis  of  th'  immortal  kind, 

Nor  form'd  of  fire,  or  earth,  or  wind. 
Outlives  the  mouldering  corpfe,  and  leaves  the 
globe  behind. 

In  limbs  of  clay  though  fhe  appears, 
Array'd  in   rofy  ikin,  and  deck'd  with  ears  and 

The  flefli  is  but  the  foul's  difguife,  [eyes, 

There's  n^.thing  in  her  frame  'kin  to  the  drefs  Ibe 

From  all  the  laws  of  matter  free,  [wears. 

From  all  we  feel,  and  all  we  fee, 
She  ftands  eternally  diftindl,  and  muft  for  ever  be. 

Rife  then,  ray  thoughts,  on  high. 
Soar  beyond  ail  that's  made  to  die  ; 
Lo  !  en  an  awful  throne 
Sits  the  Creator  and  the  Judge  of  fouls, 

Whirling  the  planets  round  the  pole*;,  [riods  on. 
Winds  ofTour  threads  cf  life,  and  brings  our  pe- 
Swift  the  approach,  and  folemn  is  the  day, 
When  this  immortal  mind 
Stript  of  the  body's  coarfe  array 
To  endlefs  pain,  or  endlefs  joy, 
Muft  be  at  once  confign'd. 

Think  of  the  fands  run  down  to  wafle, 
We  poflTefs  none  of  all  the  palt. 
None  but  the  prefent  is  our  own  ; 
Grace  is  not  plac'd  within  our  power, 
*Tis  but  one  Ihort,  one  (hining  hour, 
Bright  and  declining  as  a  fetting  fun. 

3ee  the  white  nr.iniUes  wing'd  with  hafte  ; 


The  Now  that  flies  may  be  the  laft  J 
Seize  the  falvation  e'er  'tis  paft. 

Nor  mourn  the  blefling  gone  :j 
A  thought's  delay  is  ruin  here, 
A  doling  eye,  a  gafping  breath, 
Shuts  up  the  golden  fcene  in  death. 

And  drowns  you  in  defpair. 

TO  WILLIAM  BLACKBOURN,  ESQ^ 

Casimir.  Lib.  II.  Od.  2.  Imitated. 

"  QuJe  tegit  canas  modo  Bruraa  valles,"  &c, 

Mark  how  it  fnows  I  how  faft  the  vallies  fills  ! 
And  the  fweet  groves  the  hoary  garment  ivear  ; 
Yet  the  warm  fun-beams  bounding  from  the  hills 
Shall  melt  the  vail  away,  and  the  young  green  ap- 
pear. 

But  when  old  age  has  oa  your  temples  flied 
Her  filver-froil,  there's  no  returning  fun  ; 
Swift  flies  our  autumn,  fwift  our  fummer's  fled. 
When  youth,  and  love,  and  fpring,  and  golde» 
joys  are  gone. 

Then  cold,  and  winter,  and  your  aged  fnow. 
Stick  hit  upon  you  ;  not  the  rich  array, 
Not  the  green  garland,  not  the  rofy  bough. 
Shall  cancel  or  conceal  the  melancholy  gray. 

The  chafe  of  pleafures  is  not  worth  the  pains. 
While  the  bright    fands  of  health  run  waftiQg 

down  ; 
And  honour  calls  you  from  the  fofter  fcene?. 
To  fell  the  gaudy  hour  for  ages  of  renown. 

'Tis  but  one  youth,  andfl)ort,  that  mortals  have. 
And  one  old  age  diflblves  our  feeble  frame; 
But  there's  a  heavenly  art  t'  elude  the  grave. 
And  with  the  hero-race  immortal  kindred  claim. 

The  man  that  has  his  country's  facred  tears 
Bedewing  his  cold  herfe,  has  liv'd  his  day  : 
Thus  Blackbourn,  we  fliould  leave  our  names  our 
heirs ;  [away. 

Old  time  and  waning  moons  fweep  all  the  reft 

TRUE  MONARCHY.     lyor. 

The  rifing  year  beheld  th'  imperious  Gaul 
Stretch  his  dominion,  while  a  hundred  towns 
Crouch'd  to  the  vidlor  :  but  a  fleedy  foul 
Stands  firm  on  its  own  bafe,  and  reigns  as  wide, 
As  abfolute  ;   and  fways  ten  thoufand  flaves, 
Lufts  and  wild  fancies  with  a  fovereign  hand. 

We  are  a  little  kingdom  ;  but  the  man 
That  chains  his  rebel  will  to  reafon's  throne. 
Forms  it  a  large  one,  while  his  royal  mind 
Makes  heaven  its  council,  from  the  rolls  above 
Draws  its  own  ftatutes,  and  with  joy  obeys. 

'Tis  not  a  troop  of  well-appointed  guards 
Create  a  monarch,  not  a  purple  robe 
Dy'd  in  the  people's  blood,  not  all  the  crowns 
Or  dazzling  tiars  that  bend  about  the  head. 
Though  guilt  with  fun-beams  and  fet  round  with 
A  monarch  be  that  conq\iers  all  his  fears,    [ftars. 
And  treads  upon  them  ;  when  he  Hands  alone, 
Makes  his  own  camp  ;  four  guardian  virtues  wai* 
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His  aigUtly  flumbers,  and  fecure  his  dreams. 
Now  dawns  the  light ;  he  ranges  all  his  thoughts 
In  fquare  battalions,  bold  to  meet  th'  attacks 
Of  time  and  chance,himfelf  a  numei-oiis  hoft, 
All  eye,  all  ear,  all  wakeful  as  the  day. 
Firm  as  a  rock,  and  raovelefs  as  the  centre. 

In  vain  the  harlot,  pleafure,  fpreads  her  charms. 
To  lull  his  thoughts  in  luxury's  fair  lap, 
To  fenfual  eafe  (the  bane  of  little  kings, 
Monarchs  whofe  waxen  images  of  fouls 
Are  moulded  into  foftnefs)  ;  ftill  his  mind 
Wears  its  own  fliape,  nor  can  the  heavenly  form 
Stoop  to  be  modell'd  by  the  wild  decrees 
Of  the  mad'vulgar,  that  unthinking  herd. 

He  lives  above  the  crowd,  nor  hears  the  noife 
Of  wars  and  triumphs,  nor  regards  the  fliouts 
Of  popular  applaufe,  that  empty  fouTid  ; 
Kor  feels  the  flying  arrows  of  reproach, 
Or  fpite  or  envy.     In  himfelf  fecure, 
"Wifdom  his  tower,  and  confcience  is  his  fhield. 
His  peace  all  inward,  and  his  joys  his  own. 

Now  my  ambition  fwells,  my  wifhes  foar. 
This  be  my  kingdom  ;   fit  above  the  globe 
My  rifing  foul,  and  drefs  thyfelf  around 
And  fliine  in  virtue's  armour,  climb  the  height 
Of  wifdom's  lofty  caftle,  there  reiide 
Safe  from  the  fmiling  and  the  frowning  world. 

Yet  once  a  day  drop  down  a  gentle  look 
On  the  great  mole-hill,  and  with  pitying  eye 
Survey  the  bufy  emmets  round  the  heap, 
Crowding  andbuftling  in  a  thoufand  forms 
Of  ftrife  and  toil,  to  purchafe  wealth  and  fame, 
A  bubble  or  a  duil :   Then  call  thy  thoughts 
Up  to  thyfelf  to  feed  on  joys  unknown. 
Rich  without  gold,  and  great  without  renown. 

TRUE  COUKAGE. 

Honour  demands  my  fong.     Forget  the  ground. 
My  generous  mufe,  and  fit  among  the  Itars  ! 
Tiiere  fing  the  foul,  that,  confcious  of  her  birth, 
Lives  like  a  native  of  the  vital  world. 
Among  thefe  dying  clods,  and  bears  her  flate 
Juft  to  herfelf :  how  nobly  (lie  maintains 
Her  charadler,  fuperior  to  the  flefli. 
She  wields  her  palTions  like  her  limbs,  and  knows 
The  brutal  powers  were  only  born  t'  obey. 

This  is  the  man  whom  florms  could  never  make 
Meanly  complain  ;  nor  can  a  flattering  gale 
Make  him  talk  proudly  :  he  hath  no  defire 
To  read  his  fecret  fate  :  yet  unconcem'd 
And  calm  could  meet  his  unborn  deftiny. 
In  all  its  charming,  or  its  frightful  fliapes, 

He  that  unflirinking,  and  without  a  groan, 
Bears  the  firft  wound,  may  finifli  all  the  war 
AVith  mere  courageous  filence,  and  come  off 
Conqueror  :  for  the  man  that  well  conceals 
The  heavy  ftrokes  of  fate,  he  bears  them  well. 

He,  though  th'  Atlantic  and  the  Midland  feas 
With  adverle  furges  meet,  and  rife  on  high 
Sufpended  'twist  the  winds,  then  ruih  amain 
Mingled  with  flames,  upon  his  fingle  head. 
And  clouds,  and  ftars,  and  thunder,  firm  he  ftands, 
Secure  of  his  beft  life  j  unhurt,  uujnov'd  j 


I  And  drops  his  lower  nature,  born  for  deatli. 
Then  from  the  lofty  caftle  of  his  mind 
Sublime  looks  down,  exulting,  and  lurveys 
The  ruins  of  creation  (fouls  alone 
Are  heirs  of  dying  worlds)  ;  a  piercing  glance 
Shoots  upwards  from  between  his  doling  lids, 
To  reach  his  birth-place,  and  without  a  figh 
He  bids  his  batter'd  flefh  lie  gently  down 
Amongft  his  native  rubbifh;  whilftthe  fpirit 
Breathes  and  flies  upward,  an  undoubted  gucit 
Of  the  third  heaven,  th'  unruinable  fky. 

Thither,  when  fate  has  brought  our  willing  fouls. 
No  matter  whether  'twas  a  Hiarp  difeafe. 
Or  a  fliarp  fword  that  help'd  the  travellers  on, 
And  pufli'd  us  to  our  home.     Bear  up,  my  friend, 
Serenely,  and  break  through  the  ftormy  brine 
With  fleauy  prow  ;  know,  we  fliall  once  arrive 
At  the  fair  haven  of  eternal  blifs. 
To  which  we  ever  fteer  ;  whether  as  kings 
0f  wide  command  we've  fpread  the  fpacious  fea 
With  a  broad  painted  fleet,  or  row'd  along 
In  a  thin  cock-boat-with  a  little  oar. 

There  let  my  native  plank  fliift  me  to  land 
And  I'll  be  happy :  Thus  I'll  leap  afhore 
Joyful  and  fearlefs  on  th'  immortal  coaft. 
Since  all  I  leave  is  mortal,  and  it  muft  be  loft. 

To  the  much  honoured  Mr,   Thovias  Rowe,  the 
Dire£ior  of  my  youthful  Studies. 

FREE  PHILOSOPHY". 

Custom,  that  tyrannefs  of  fools. 

That  leads  the  learned  round  the  fchools, 

In  magic  chains  of  forms  and  rules  I 

My  genius  ftorms  her  throne  ; 
No  more,  ye  flaves,  with  awe  profound 
Beat  the  dull  track,  nor  dance  the  round  ; 
Loofe  hands,  and  quit  th'  inchanted  ground  : 

Knowledge  invites  us  each  alone. 
I  hate  thefe  Ihackles  of  the  mind 

Forg'd  by  the  haughty  wife  ; 
Souls  were  not  born  to  be  confin'd. 
And  led,  like  Samfon,  blind  and  bound  ; 
But  when  his  native  ftrength  he  found 

He  well  aveng'd  his  eyes. 
I  love  thy  gentle  influence,  Rowe, 
Thy  gentle  influence,  like  the  fun, 
Only  diiTolves  the  frozen  fnow. 
Then  bids  our  thoughts  like  rivers  flow. 
And  choofe  the  channels  where  they  run. 

Thoughts  fliould  be  free  as  fire  or  wind ; 
Th?  pinions  of  a  fingle  mind 

Will  through  all  nature  fly : 
But  who  can  drag  up  to  the  poles 
Lon^  fetter'd  ranks  of  leaden  fouls  ? 
A  genius  which  no  chain  controls 
Roves  with  delight,  or  deep,  or  high : 
Swift  I  furvey  the  globe  around. 
Dive  to  the  centre  through  the  folid  ground. 
Or  travel  o'er  the  Iky. 

TO  THE  REVEREND  MR.  BENONI  ROWE< 

THE  WAY  OE  THE  MULTITUDE, 

Rowx,  if  we  make  the  crowd  our  guide 
Through  life's  uncertain  road, 
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Mean  is  the  chafe;  and  wandering  wide 

We  mils  th'  irnmortal  good  ; 
Yet  if  my  thoughts  could  be  coniin'd 
To  follow  any  leader-mind, 
I'd  maik  thy  fteps,  and  tread  the  fame  i 
Drelt  in  thy  notions  I'd  spi^ear 
Kot  like  a  foul  of  mortal  frame^ 

Nor  with  a  vulgar  air. 

Men  live  at  random  and  by  chance. 

Bright  reafon  never  leads  the  dance  ; 
While  in  the  broad  and  beaten  way 

O'er  dales  and  hills  from  truth  ne  flray, 
To  riiih  we  defcend,  to  ruin  we  advance. 

Wifdom  retires  ;  Ilie  hates  the  crowd, 
And  with  a  decent  fcorn 
Aloof  ihe  climbs  her  fteepy  feat, 
Where  nor  the  grave  nor  giddy  feet 
Cf  the  learn'd  vulgar  or  the  rude, 

Have  e'er  a  paflage  worn. 

Mere  hazard  firft  began  the  track. 
Where  cuftom  leads  her  thoafands  blind 

In  willing  chains  and  ftrong  ; 
There's  fcarce  one  bold,  one  noble  mindj 
Dares  tread  the  fatal  error  back  ; 
But  hand  in  hand  ourfelves  we  bind^ 

And  drag  the  age  along. 

Mortals,  a  favage  herd,  and  loud 
As  billows  on  a  noify  flood, 

in  rapid  order  roll ; 
Example  makes  the  mifchief  good  : 
With  jocund  heel  we  beat  the  roado 

Unheadful  of  the  goah 
Me  let  *  Ithuriel's  friendly  wirig 
Snatch  from  the  crowd,  and  bear  fublime 

To  wifriom's  lofty  tower. 
Thence  to  furvey  that  Wretched  thing, 
Mankind ;  and  in  exalted  rhyme 

Blefs  the  delivering  power. 

TO  THE  REVEREND  MR.  JOHN  HOWE. 

1704. 
GkEAT  man,  permit  the  mufe  to  climbj 

And  feat  her  at  thy  feet ; 
Bid  her  attempt  a  thought  fublime, 

And  confecrate  her  wit. 
I  feel,  I  feel  th'  attradlive  force 

Of  thy  fuperior  foul : 
My  chariot  llies  her  upward  courfe, 

The  wheels  divinely  roll. 
Now  let  me  chide  the  mean  affairs 

And  uiighty  toil  of  men  : 
How  they  grow  gray  in  trifllns;  cares, 
Or  wafte  the  motions  of  the  fpheres 

Upon  delights  as  vain  1 
A  puff  of  hov.our  fills  the  mind, 
And  yellow  duft  is  folid  good  ; 
Thus,  like  the  afs  cf  f«ivage  kind, 
We  fnuff  the  breezes  of  the  wind, 

Or  fteal  the  ferpent's  food. 
Ooiild  all  the  choirs 
That  cnarm  the  poles 


*  The  name  of  an  angel  in  MiUofi's  Faradife 
Loft. 
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But  ftrike  one  doleful  found, 
'Twould  be  employ 'd  to  mourn  our  fouls, 
Souls  that  were  fram'd  of  fprightly  fires 

In  floods  of  folly  drown'd. 
Souls  made  of  glory  feek  a  brutal  joy  ; 

How  they  dlfchiim  their  heavenly  birth. 
Melt  their  brightfubftancc  down  with  droffy  earth, 
And  hate  to  be  refin'd  from  that  impure  alloy. 

Oft  has  thy  genius  rous'dus  henct 

With  eletated  ibng. 
Bid  us  renounce  this  world  of  fenfe. 
Bid  us  divide  th'  immortal  prliie 

With  the  feraphic  throng  : 
"  Knowledge  and  love  makes  fpirits  bled. 
"  Knowledge  their  food,  and  love  their  reft  i" 
But  flefii,  th'  unmanageable  beaft, 
Refifti  the  pity  of  thine  eyes, 

And  mufic  of  thy  tongue. 
Then  let  xh'^.  worms  of  groveling  mind 
Round  the  flicrtjoys  of  earthly  kind 

In  reftlefs  windings  roam  ; 
Howe  hath  an  ample  orb  of  foul, 
Where  (hining  worlds  of  knowledge  roll^_- 
Where  love,  the  centre  and  the  pole, 

Completes  the  heaven  at  home. 

THE  DISAPPOINTMENT  AND  RELIEF* 

Virtue,  permit  my  fancy  to  impofe 

Upon  my  better  pov/ers  : 
She  cafrs  fweet  fallacies  on  half  our  woes, 

And  gilds  the  gloomy  hours. 
How  could  we  bear  this  tedious  round 
Of -.vanihg  moons,  and  rolling  years. 
Of  flaming  hopes,  and  chilling  fears. 
If  (where  no  fovereign  cure  appears) 
No  opiates  could  be  found. 

Love,  the  moft  cordial  ftream  that  flows, 
Is  a  deceitful  good  : 
Young  Doris,  who  nor  guilt  nor  .danger  knows^ 

On  the  green  margin  ftood, 
Pleas'd  with  the  golden  bubbles  as  they  rofe. 
And  with  more  golden  fands  her  fancy  pav'd  thi 
Then  fond  to  be  entirely  bleft,  [Hood  1 

And  tempted  by  a  faithlefs  youth, 
As  void  of  goodnefs  as  of  truth. 
She  plunges  in  with  heedlefs  hafte, 

And  rears  the  nether  mud  : 
Darknefs  and  nr.ufeoi's  dregs  arife 
O'er  thy  fair  current,  love,  with  lari,2  fnpplies 
Of  pain  to  teaze  the  heart,  and  forrow  for  the  eyes. 
The  golden  blifs  that  charm'd  her  fight 

Is  daOi'd,  and  drown'd,  and  loll:  : 
A  fpark  or  ghmmering  Itreik  at  moft, 
Shines  here  and  there,  arnidfl:  the  night, 
Amidft  the  turbid,waves,  and  gives  a  faint  delight. 

Recover'd  from  the  fad  furprifc, 

Doris  awakes  at  laft, 
Grown  by  the  difappointment  wife  ', 
And  manages  with  art  th'  unlucky  cafl; 
When' the  lowering  fiown  fhe  fpies 
On  her  haughty  tyr.mt's  brow. 
With  humble  love  flie  meets  his  -wrathful  eyes, 

And  mp.kes  her  fov--,reign  beauty  bow  ; 
Cheerful  fhe  fmiles  upon  the  grizly  form ; 
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So  fhines  the  fetting  fun  on  adverfe  (kies, 
And  paints  a  rainbow  on  the  iiorm  ; 

Anon  fhe  lets  the  fullen  humour  fpend, 
And  with  a  virtuous  book  or  friend, 

Beguiles  th'  uneafy  hours  : 
Well-colouring  every  crofs  Ihe  meets. 
With  heart  lerene  flie  ileeps  and  eat?, 
She  Ipreads  her  board  with  fancy 'd  fweets, 
And  ftrows  her  bed  with  flowers. 

THE  HERO'S  SCHOOL  OF  MORALITY. 

Theron,  amongft  his  travel?,  found, 
A  broken  ftatue  on  the  ground  ; 
^nd  fearching  onward  as  he  went 
He  trac'd  a  ruin'd  monument. 
Mould,  mofs,  and  fliades,  had  overgrown 
The  fculpture  of  the  crumbling  (tone, 
Yet  e'er  he  paft,  with  much  ado. 
He  guefs'd,  and  fpell'd  out,  Sci-pi-o. 

"  Enough,  he  cry'd  ;  I'll  drudge  no  more 
''  In  turning  the  dull  Stoics  o'er; 
*'  Let  pedants  wafte  their  hours  of  eafe 
"  To  fweat  all  ni^ht  at  Socrates ; 
"  And  feed  their  boys  with  notes  and  niles, 
'*  Thofe  tedious  recipe's  of  fchools, 
*•  To  cure  ambition  :  I  can  learn 
"  With  greater  eafe  the  great  concern 
"  Of  mortals  ;  how  we  may  defpife 
"  All  the  gay  things  below  the  ikies. 

"  Methinks  a  mouldering  pyramid 
*'  Says  all  that  the  old  fages  faid  ; 
•*  For  me  thefe  Ihatter'd  tombs  contain 
"  More  morals  than  the  Vatican. 
*'  The  duft  of  heroes  caft  abroad, 
"  And  kick'd,  and  trampled  in  the  road, 
*'  The  relics  of  a  lofty  mind, 
"  That  lately  wars  and  crowns  defign'd, 
♦'  Toft  for  ajeft  from  wind  to  wind, 
*'  Bid  me  be  humble,  and  forbear 
"  Tall  monuments  of  fame  to  rear, 
"  They  are  but  caftles  in  the  air. 
*'  The  towering  height?,  and  frightful  falls, 
"  The  ruin'd  heaps,  and  funerals, 
"  Of  fmoking  kingdoms  and  their  kings, 
*•  Te'.l  me  a  thoufand  mournful  things 

*'  In  melancholy  Clence. — 

»« He 

"  That  living  coiild  not  bear  to  fee 
"  An  eaual,  now  lies  torn  and  dead  ; 
♦'   Here  his  pale  trunk,  and  there  his  head; 
*•  Great  Pompey  1  while  I  meditate, 
"  With  folemn  horror,  thy  fad  fate, 
*'  Thy  carcafe,  fcatter'd  on  the  fliore 
"  Without  a  name,  inftrucfls  me  more 
*'  Than  my  whole  library  before. 

"  Lie  ftill,  my  Plutarch,  then,  and  fleep, 
"  And  my  good  Seneca  may  keep 
*'  Yonr  volumes  clos'd  for  ever  too, 
"  I  have  no  further  ufe  for  you  : 
"  For  when  I  feel  my  virtue  fail, 
"  And  my  ambitious  thoughts  prevail, 
"  I'll  take  a  turn  among  the  tombs, 
"   And  fee  whereto  all  glory  comes: 
"  There  the  vile  foot  of  every  clown 
"  Tramples  the  fons  of  honour  down. 


} 
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"  Beggars  with  awful  aflies  fport, 
"  And  tread  the  Cafars  in  the  dirt." 

FREEDOM. 
1697. 

Tempt  me  no  more.    My  foul  can  ne'er  comport 

With  the  gay  flaveries  of  a  court  ; 

I've  an  averfion  to  thofe  charms. 
And  hug  dear  liberty  in  both  mine  arms. 

Go,  valTal  fouls,  go,  cringe  and  wait. 
And  dance  attendance  at  H»noiio's  gate. 
Then  run  in  troops  before  him  to  compofe  his  ftate; 
Move  as  he  moves  ;  and  when  he  loiters,  ftand  ; 

You're  but  the  Ihadows  of  a  man. 

Bend  when  he  fpeaks  ;  and  kifs  the  ground  : 

Go,  catch  th'  impertinence  of  found  : 

Adore  the  follies  of  the  great ; 
Wait  till  he  fmiles  :  But  lo,  the  idol  frown'di 

And  drove  them  to  their  fate. 

Thus  bafe  born  minds :  but  as  for  me, 
I  can  and  will  be  free  : 
Like  a  ftrong  mountain,  or  fome  ftately  tree, 

My  foul  grows  firm  upright, 
And  as  I  fland,  and  as  I  go, 

It  keeps  my  body  fo  ; 

No,  I  can  never  part  with  my  creation-right. 
Let  flaves  and  affes  ftoop  and  bow, 

I  cannot  make  this  iron  knee  [it  free. 

Bend  to  a  meaner  power  than  that  which  form'd 

Thus  my  bold  harp  profufely  play'd 
Pindarical ;  then  on  a  branchy  fliade 
I  hung  my  harp  aloft,  myfelf  beneath  it  laidj 

Nature  that  liften'd  to  my  flrain, 
Refum'd  the  theme,  and  adted  it  again. 

Sudden  rofe  a  whirling  wind 

Swelling  like  Honorio  proud. 

Around  the  ftraws  and  feathers  crowd, 
Types  of  a  llavifli  mind  ; 

Upwards  the  flormy  forces  rife, 

The  duft  flics  up  and  climbs  the  (kies. 
And  as  the  tempeft  fell,  th'  obedient  vapours  funk: 
Again  it  roars  with  bellowing  found. 

The  meaner  plants  that  grew  around. 
The  willow,  and  the  afp,  trembled  and  kifs'd  the 
ground  : 

Hard  by  there  flood  the  iron  trunk 
Of  an  old  oak,  and  all  the  ftorm  defy'd  ; 

In  vain  the  winds  their  forces  try'd, 

In  vain  they  roar'd  ;  the  iron  oak 
Bow'd  only  to  the  heavenly  thunder's  ftroke. 

ON  MR.  LOCKE'S  ANNOTAITONS, 

UPON  SEVERAL  PARTS  OF  THE  NEW  TESTAMENT, 
LEFT  BEHIND  HIM  AT  HIS  DEATH. 

Thus  reafon  learns  by  flow  degrees. 

What  faith  reveals ;  but  ftill  complains 
Of  intelledlual  pains. 

And  darknefs  from  the  too  exuberant  light. 
The  blaze  of  thofe  bright  myfteries 
Pour'd  all  at  once  on  nature's  eyes 
Offisnd  and  cloud  her  feeble  fight. 

Reafon  could  fcare  fuftain  to  fee 

Th'  Almighty  One,  th'  Eternal  Threcj 

Or  bear  the  infant  Deity  ; 


LYRIC    POEMS. 


239 


Scarce  could  her  pride  defcend  to  own 
Her  Maker  ftooping  from  his  throne. 
And  dreft  in  glories  lb  unknown. 
A  raufom'd  world,  a  bleeding  God, 
And  heaven  appeas'd  with  flowing  blood, 
"VVere  themes  too  painful  to  be  underftood. 

Faith,  thou  bright  cherub,  fpeak,  and  fay, 
Did  ever  mind  of  mortal  race 
Coft  thee  more  toil,  or  larger  grace, 
To  melt  and  bend  it  to  obey- 
'Twashard  tQ  make  fo  rich  a  foul  fubmit. 
And  lay  her  fliining  honours  at  thy  fovereign  feet. 
Sifter  of  faith,  fair  charity, 
Shaw  me  the  wondrous  man  on  high, 
Tell  how  he  fees  the  Godhead  Three  in  One  ; 
The  bright  convidlion  fills  his  eye, 
His  nobleft  powers  in  deep  proftration  lie 
At  the  myfterious  throne. 
"  Forgive,  he  cries,  ye  faints  below, 
"  The  wavering  and  the  cold  affent 
"  I  gave  to  themes  divinely  true  ; 
"  Can  you  admit  the  bleffed  to  repent  ? 
"  Eternal  darknefs  veil  the  lineS 
"  Of  that  unhappy  book, 
^'  Where  glimmering  reafon  Xvith  falfe  luftrelhines 
"  Where  the  mortal  pen  miftook 
"  What  the  celeftial  meant  1" 


TRUE  RICHES. 

I  AM  hot  concern'd  to  know 
What  to-morrow  fate  will  do  ; 
'Ti«  enough  that  I  can  fay, 
4*ve  poflefs'd  rtiyfelf  to-day  : 
Then  if  haply  midnight-death 
Seize  my  flefli,  and  ftop  my  breath, 
Yet  to-morrow  I  fliall  be 
Heir  to  the  beft  part  of  me. 

Glittering  ftones,  and  golden  things, 
Wealth  and  honours  that  have  wings, 
Ever  fluttering  to  be  gone, 
I  could  never  call  my  own  s 
Riches  that  the  world  beftows. 
She  can  take,  and  I  can  lofe ; 
But  the  treafures  that  are  mine 
Lie  afar  beyond  her  line. 
When  I  view  my  fpucious  foul. 
And  furvey  myfelf  awhole, 
And  enjoy  myfelf  alone, 
I'm  a  kingdom  of  my  own. 

I've  a  mighty  part  within 
That  the  world  hath  never  feen, 
Rich  as  Eden's  happy  ground, 
And  with  choicer  plenty  ctown'd. 
Here  on  all  the  fliining  boughs 
Knowledge  fair  and  ufelefs  grows ; 
On  the  fame  young  flowery  tree 
All  the  feafons  you  may  fee  ; 
Notions  in  the  bloom  of  light, 
Juft  difclofing  to  the  fight ; 
Here  are  thoughts  of  larger  growthi 
Ripening  into  folid  truth  ; 
Fruits  refin'd,  of  noble  tafte  ; 
Seraphs  feed  on  fuch  repaft. 
Here,  in  a  green  and  fliady  grove. 
Streams  of  pleafurc  mi.\  with  love : 


There  beneath  the  fmiling  flties 
Hills  of  contemplation  rife; 
Now  upon  fome  fliining  top 
Angels  light,  and  call  me  up; 
I  rejoice  to  raife  my  feet. 
Both  rejoice  when  there  we  meet. 
There  are  endlefs  beauties  more 
Earth  hath  no  refemblance  for  ; 
Nothing  like  them  round  the  pole. 
Nothing  can  defcribe  the  foul : 
'Tis  a  region  half  unknown, 
That  has  treafures  of  its  own. 
More  remote  from  public  view 
Than  the  bowels  of  Peru  ; 
Broader  'tis,  and  brighter  far. 
Than  the  golden  Indies  are  ; 
Ships  that  trace  the  watery  ftage 
Cannot  coall  it  in  an  age  ; 
Harts,  or  horfes,  ftrong  and  fleet, 
Had  they  v^'ings  to  help  their  feet, 
Could  not  run  it  half  way  o'er 
In  ten  thoufand  days  and  more. 
Yet  the  filly  wandering  mind, 
Loth  to  be  too  much  corifin'd, 
R-bves  and  takes  her  dfiily  tours, 
Coaftiing  round  the  narrow  fliores, 
Narrow  fibores  of  fiefli  and  fc.nfe. 
Picking  fliells  and  pebbles  thence  : 
Or  ftie  fits  at  fancy's  door. 
Calling  fliapes  and  fliadows  to  her, 
Foreign  vilits  fl;ill  receiving. 
And  t'  herfelf  a  ftranger  living. 
Never,  never  would  (he  buy 
Indian  duft,  or  Tyrian  dye. 
Never  trade  abroad  for  more. 
If  ftie  faw  her  native  fl:ore  ; 
If  her  inward  worth  were  known. 
She  might  ever  live  alone. 

THE  ADVENTUROUS  MUSE» 

Urania  takes  her  morning  flight 

With  an  inimitable  wing  : 
Through  rifing  deluges  of  dawning  light 

She  cleaves  her  wonderous  way, 
She  tunes  immortal  anthems  to  the  growing  day ; 
1  Nor  •  Rapin  gives  her  rules  to  fly,  nor  |  Purcell 
notes  to  fing. 

She  nor  inquires,  nor  knows,  nor  fears 
Where  lie  the  pointed  rocks,  or  where  th'  ingulf- 
ing fand : 
Climbing  the  liquid  mountains  of  the  fliies, 
She  meets  defcending  angels  as  fl»e  flies. 

Nor  aflis  them  where  their  country  lies. 
Or  where  the  fea-marks  (land. 

Touch'd  with  an  empyreal  ray 
She  fprings,  unerring,  upward  to  eternal  day. 

Spreads  her  white  fails  aloft,  andfl;eers. 
With  bold  and  fafc  attempt,  to  the  celeftial  landr 

Whilft  little  fliiffs  along  the  mortal  fliores 
With  humble  toil  in  order  creep, 


*  A  French  critic. 

t  An  Englijh  inajler  of?ntiJic. 
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Coaftingjn  fight  of  one  another's  oars, 
Nor  venture  through  the  boundlefs  deep, 
Such  low  pretending  fouls  are  they 

Who  dwell  enclos'd  in  folid  orbs  of  Ikull ; 
Plodding  along  their  fober  way, 

The  fnail  overtakes  them  in  their  wildeft  play, 

While  the  poor  labourers  fweat  to  be  corre<aiy 
dull. 

Give  me  the  chariot  whofe  diviner  wheels 

Mark  their  own  rout,  and  unconfin'd 

Bound  o'er  the  everlafting  hills, 
And  lofe  the  clouds  below,  and  leave  the  ftars 
behind. 

Give  me  the  mnfe  whofe  generous  force, 
Impatient  of  the  reins, 

Purfues  an  unattempted  courfe, 
Breaks  all  the  critics  iron  chains, 
And  bears  to  Paradife  the  raptur'd  raind. 

There  Milton  'dwells :  The  mortal  fung 

Themes  not  prefum'd  by  mortal  tongue  ; 

New  terrors,  or  new  glories,  (hine 
In  every  page,  and  flying  fcenes  divine 
S^irprife  the  wondering  fenfe,  and  draw  our  fouls 
along. 

Behold  his  mufe  fent  out  t'  explore 
The  unapparent  deep  where  waves  of  chaos  roar. 

And  realms  of  night  unknown  before. 

She  trac'd  a  glorious  pat'n  unknown. 
Through  fields  of  heavenly  war,  and  feraphs  over- 

Where  his  adventurous  genius  led  :       [thrown, 
Sovereign  (lie  fram'd  a  model  of  her  own. 

Nor  thank'd  the  living  nor  the  dead. 
The  noble  hater  of  degenerate  rhyme 
Shook  off  the  chains,  and  built  his  verfe  fiiblime, 
A  mon'jment  too  high  for  coupled  founds  to  climb. 

He  mourn'd  the  garden  loft  below  ; 

(Earth  is  the  fcene  for  tuneful  woe) 

Now  blifs  beats  high  in  all  his  veins, 

Now  the  loft  Eden  he  regains, 
Keeps  his  own   air,  and  triumphs  in  unrlvall'd 
ftrains. 

Immortal  bard  !  Thus  thy  own  Raphael  fings, 

And  knows  no  rule  but  native  fire  : 
All  heaven  (its  (ilent,  while  to  his  fovereign  firings 

He  talks  unutterable  things ; 
With  graces  infinite  his  untaught  fingers  rove 
Acrofs  the  golden  lyre  : 
From  every  note  devotion  fprings. 
■Rapture,  and  harmony,  and  love, 
O'erfpread  the  lillening  choir. 

TO  MR.  NICHOLAS  CLARK. 

\ 

^HK  COMPLAINT. 

*TwAS  in  a  vale  where  ofiers  grow. 

By  murmuring  (breams  we  told  our  woe. 

And  mingled  all  our  cares  : 
Friendfliip  fat  pleas'd  ifi  both  our  eyes, 
In  both  the  weeping  dews  arife, 

And  diop  alternate  tears. 

The  vigorous  monarch  of  the  day. 
Now  mounting  half  his  morning  way, 
Shone  with  a  fainter  bright  j 


Still  fickening,  and  decaying  ftili,      • 
Dimly  he  wander'd  up  the  hill. 
With  his  expiring  light. 

In  dark  eclipfe  his  chariot  roll'd, 
The  queen  of  night  obfcvir'd  his  gold 

Behind  her  fable  wheels  ; 
Nature  grew  fad  to  lofe  the  day, 
T";  e  l!owery  vales  in  mourning  lay, 

In  mourning  flood  the  hills. 

Such  are  our  forrows,  Clark,  I  cry'd, 
Clouds  of  the  brain  grow  black,  and  hide 

Our  darken'd  fouls  behind  ; 
In  the  young  morning  of  our  years 
Diftempering  fogs  have  ciimb'd  the  fpheres. 

And  choke  the  labouring  mind. 

Lo,  the  gay  planet  rears  his  head. 
And  overlooks  the  lofty  ihade, 

New-brightening  all  the  ikies  t 
But  fay,  dear  partner  of  my  moan. 
When  will  our  long  eclipfe  be  gone, 

Or  when  our  funs  arife  ? 

In  vain  are  potent  herbs  apply'd, 
Harmonious  founds  in  vain  have  try'd 

To  make  the  darknefs  fly  : 
But  drugs  would  raife  the  dead  as  foon. 
Or  clattering  brafs  relieve  the  moon, 

When  fainting  in  the  (ley. 

Some  friendly  fpirit  from  above. 
Born  of  the  night,  and  nurd  with  love, 

AlTiIt  our  feebler  fires  : 
Force  thefe  invading  glooms  away  ; 
Souls  fhoiild  be  feen  quite  tlirough  their  clay, 

Bright  as  your  heavenly  choir*. 

But  if  the  fogs  muft  damp  the  flame. 
Gently,  kind  death,  diflblve  our  frame, 

Releafe  the  prifoner-mind : 
Our  fouls  fliall  mount,  at  thy  difcharge, 
To  their  bright  fource,  and  (hine  at  large 

Nor  clouded,  nor  confin'd. 

THE  AFFLICTIONS  OF  A  FRIEND.     1767.. 

Now  let  my  cares  all  buried  lie, 

My  griefs  for  ever  dumb  : 
Your  forrows  fwell  my  heart  fo  high. 

They  leave  my  own  no  room. 

Sicknefs  and  pains  are  quite  forgot, 

The  fpleen  itfelf  is  gone  ; 
Plung'd  ill  your  woes,  I  feel  them  not, 

Or  feel  them  all  in  one. 

Infinite  grief  puts  fenfe  to  flight. 

And  all  the  foul  invades  ; 
So  the  broad  gloom  offpreading  night 

Devours  the  evening  (liades. 

Thus  am  I  born  to  be  unbleft ! 

This  fympathy  of  woe  , 
Drives  my  own  tyrants  from  my  breali 

T'  admit  a  foreign  foe. 

Sorrows  in  long  fucceflion  reign  ; 

Their  iron  rod  I  feel : 
Fri^ndfhip  has  only  chang'd  the  chain. 

But  I'm  the  priloner  ftill. 
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Why  wa$  fhi^  life  for  mifery  made  ? 

Or  why  drawn  out  fo  long  ? 
Is  there  no  room  amongft  the  dead  ? 

Or  is  a  wretch  too  young  ? 

Move  fafter  on,  great  nature's  wheel, 

Be  kind,  ye  rolling  powers, 
Hurl  my  days  headlong  dowii  the  hill 

With  undiltinguifti'd  hours. 

Be  dulky,  all  my  rifing  funs, 

Nor  fmile  upon  a  ilave  : 
Darknefs,  and  death,  make  hafte  at  once 

To  hide  me  in  the  grave. 

THE  REVERSE : 

OR,  TH»  COMFORTS  OF  A  FRIEND. 

Thus  nature  tun'd  her  mournful  tongue, 

Till  grace  lifj  up  her  head, 
Revers'd  the  forrow  and  the  fong. 

And,  fmiling,  thus  (he  laid  : 

Were  kindred  fpirits  born  for  cares  ? 

Muft  every  grief  be  mine  ? 
Is  there  a  fympathy  in  tears  ? 

Yet  joys  refufe  to  join  ? 

Forbid  it,  heaven,  and  raife  my  love, 

And  make  eur  joys  the  fame  ; 
So  blifs  and  friendfhip  join'd  above 

Mix  an  immortal  flame. 

Sorrows  are  loft  in  vain  delight 

That  brightens  all  the  foul, 
As  deluges  of  dawning  light 

O'erwhelm  the  dulky  pole. 

Pleafures  in  long  fucceflion  reign, 

And  all  my  powers  employ  : 
Friendfliip  but  fhifts  the  pleafing  fcene, 

And  frefli  repeats  the  joy. 

Life  ha!  a  foft  and  iilver  thready 

Nor  is  it  drawn  too  long  ; 
Yet,  when  my  vafter  hopes  perfuade, 

I'm  willing  to  be  gone. 

Fafl:  as  ye  pleafe  roll  down  the  hill, 

And  hafte  away,  my  years ; 
Or  I  can  wait  my  father's  will. 

And  dwell  beneath  the  fpheres. 

Rife  glorious,  every  future  fun, 

Gild  all  my  following  days. 
But  make  the  lalt  dear  moment  known 

By  well-diftinguifh'd  rays. 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
JOHN  LORD    CUTTS. 

AT  THE  SIEGE  OF  NAMUR. 

IHE  HARDY  SOLDIER. 
"  O  WHY  is  man  fo  thoughtlefs  grown  ? 
"  Why  guilty  fouls  in  hafte  to  die  ? 
••  Venturing  the  leap  to  worlds  unkr.ownj 
"  Heedlefs  to  arms  and  blood  they  fly. 

"  Are  lives  but  worth  a  foldier's  pay  ? 
'f  Why  will  ye  join  fuch  wide  extremes^ 


"  And  ftake  immortal  fouls,  in  play 

"  At  defperate  chance,  and  bloody  g^mes  ? 

''  Valour's  a  nobler  turn  of  thought, 
"  Whofe  pardon'd  guilt  forbids  her  feari:. 
«'  Calmly  fhe  meets  the  deadiy  fliot! 
"  Secure  of  life  above  the  ftars. 

"  But  phrenzy  dares  eternal  fate, 

"  And,  fpurr'd  with  honour's  airy  drcatnSj 

«*  Flies  to  attack  ih'  infernal  gate, 

"  And  force  a  paflage  to  the  fiames." 

Thus  hovering  o'er  Namuria's  plains. 
Sung  heavenly  love  in  Gabriel's  form: 
Young  Thrafo  left  the  moving  ftrains. 
And  vow'd  to  pray  before  the  ftorm. 

Anon  the  thundering  trumpet  calls ; 
Vows  are  but  wind,  the  hero  cries; 
Then  fwears  by  heaven,  and  fcales  the  walls, 
Drops  in  the  ditch,  delpairs,  and  dies. 

BURNING  SEVERAL  POEMS  OF 

OVID,  MARTIAL,  OLDHAM,  DRYDEN,  &c. 

170S. 

I  JUDGE  the  roufe  of  lewd  defire  ; 

Her  fons  to  darknefs,  and  her  works  to  fire. 

In  vain  the  flatteries  of  their  wit 
Now  with  a  nielting  ftrajn,  now  with  an  heavenly 
flight. 

Would  tempt  my  virtue  to  approve 
Thofe  gaudy  tinders  of  a  lawlefs  love. 

So  harlots  drefs  :  They  can  appear 
Sweet,  modeft,  cool,  divinely  fair. 
To  charm  a  Cato's  eye  ;  but  all  within. 
Stench,  impudence,  and  fire,  and  ugly  ragmg  fin. 

Die,  Flora,  die  in  endlefs  Ihame, 

Thou  proftitute  of  blackeft  fame, 

Stript  of  tliy  fali'e  array. 

Ovid,  and  all  ye  wilder  pens 

Of  modern  luft,  who  gild  our  fcenes, 
Poilon  the  Britifli  ftage,  and  paint  damnation  gay, 

Attend  your  miihefs  to  the  dead  ; 
When  Flora  dies,  her  imps  fliould  wait  upon  her 
Ihade. 

Strephon  *,  of  noble  blood  and  mind, 
(For  ever  (hine  his  name  !) 

As  death  approach'd,  his  foul  refin'd. 
And  gave  his  loofer  fonnets  to  the  flame. 

"  Burn,  burn,  he  cry'd  with  facred  rage, 

"  Hell  is  the  due  of  every  page, 
"  Hell  be  the  fate.     (But  O  indulgent  heaven  . 
"  So  vile  the  mufe,  and  yet  the  man  forgiven  1) 
"  Burn  on  my  foHgs :  For  not  the  filver  Thames 

"  Nor  Tyber  with  his  yellow  ftreams 
"  In  endlefs  cunents  rolling  to  the  main, 
"  Can  e'er  dilute  the  poifon,  or  wafli   out  the 
"  ftain." 

So  Mofes  by  divine  command 
Forbid  the  leprous  houfe  to  ftand 
When  deep  the  fatal  fpot  was  grown. 
<•  Break  down  the  timber,  and  dig  up  tie  ftone,-; 


*  Earl  of  Roch'-Jler. 
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TO  MRS.  B.  BENHISH. 

AGAINST  TZARS.    l6p^. 

Madam,  perfuade  me  tears  are  good 
To  wafli  our  mortal  cares  away  ; 
Thefe  eyes  fliall  weep  a  fiiddeii  flood, 
And  ftream  into  a  briny  fea. 

Or  if  thefe  orbs  are  hard  and  dry. 
(Thefe  orbs  that  never  ufe  to  rain) 
Some  ftar  diredl  me  where  to  buy 
One  fovereign  drop  for  all  my  pain. 

Were  both  the  golden  Indies  mine, 
I'd  give  both  Indies  for  a  tear  : 
I'd  barter  all  but  what's  divine  : 
Nor  fliall  I  think  the  bargain  dear. 

But  tears,  alas !  are  trifling  things, 
They  rather  feed  than  heal  our  woe  ; 
Prom  trickling  eyes  new  forrow  fpringj. 
As  weeds  in  rainy  feafons  grow. 

Thus  weeping  urges  weeping  on; 
In  vain  our  miferies  hope  relief, 
For  one  drop  calls  another  down, 
Till  we  are  drown'd  in  feas  of  grief. 

Then  let  thefe  ufelefsflreams  be  ftaid. 
Wear  native  courage  on  your  face  : 
Thefe  vulgar  things  were  never  made 
Per  fouls  of  a  fuperior  race. 

If  'tis  a  rugged  path  you  go. 

And  thoufand  foes  your  fteps  furround, 

Tread  the  thorns  down,  charge  through  the  foe  ; 

The  hardeft  fight  is  higheft  crown'd. 

FEW  HAPPY  MATCHES. 

Aug.  1701. 

Say  mighty  Love,  and  teach  my  fong, 
To  whom  thy  fweeteft  joys  belong, 

And  who  the  happy  pairs 
Whofe  yielding  hearts,  and  joining  hands, 
Find  bleffings  twilled  with  their  bands, 

To  foften  all  their  cares. 
Not  the  wild  herd  of  nymphs  and  fwains 
That  thought! efs  fly  into  thy  chains, 

As  cuftom  leads  the  way  : 
If  there  be  blifs  \\^ithout  defign. 
Ivies  and  oaks  may  grow  and  twine, 

And  be  asbleft  as  they. 

Not  fordid  fouls  of  earthly  mould 
Who  drawn  by  kindred  charms  of  gold 

To  dull  enribraces  move  : 
So  two  rich  mountains  of  Peru 
3May  rufli  to  wealthy  marriage  too. 

And  make  a  world  of  love. 

Not  the  mad  tribe  that  hell  infpires 
With  v.'anton  flames ;  thofe  raging  fires 

The  purer  blifs  deftroy  : 
On  Etna's  top  let  furies  wed, 
And  (heets  of  lightning  drefs  the  bed 

'1 '  improve  the  burning  joy. 
Kor  the  dull  pairs  whofe  marble  forms 
'Np'>e  of  the  melting  paflions  warms, 

Can  mingle  hearts  and  hands : 


Logs  of  green  wood  that  quench  the  coatf 
Are  marry'd  juft  like  Stoic  fouls, 
With  ofiers  for  their  bands. 

Not  minds  of  melancholy  ftrain. 
Still  filent,  or  that  ftill  complain. 

Can  the  dear  bondage  blefs  : 
As  well  may  heavenly  concerts  fpring 
From  two  old  lutes  with  ne'er  a  ftring, 

Or  none  befides  the  bafs. 

Nor  can  the  fofc  enchantments  hold 
Two  jarring  fouls  of  angry  mould. 

The  rugged  and  the  keen  : 
Samfon's  young  foxes  might  as  well 
In  bonds  of  cheerful  wedlock  dvrell. 

With  firebrands  ty'd  between. 
Nor  let  the  cruel  fetters  bind 
A  gentle  to  a  favage  mind  ; 

For  Love  abhors  the  fight  : 
Loofe  the  fierce  tiger  from  the  deer, 
For  native  rage  and  native  fear 

Rife  and  forbid  delight. 
Two  kindeft  fouls  alone  mull  meet, 
'Tis  friendfliip  makes  the  bondage  fweet, 

And  feeds  their  mutual  loves : 
Bright  Venus  on  her  rolling  throne 
Is  drawn  by  gentleft  birds  alone, 

And  Cupids  yoke  the  doves. 

TO  DAVID  POLHILL,  ESQ^ 

AN  EPISTLE.  Dec.  1703. 

Let  ufelefs  fouls  to  woods  retreat ; 
Polhill  fljould  leave  a  country  feat 
When  virtue  bids  him  dare  be  great. 

Nor  Kent  •,  nor  SuflTex  *,  fhould  have  charms. 
While  liberty,  with  loud  alarms. 
Calls  you  to  counfels  and  to  arms. 
Lewis,  by  fawning  flaves  ador'd, 
Bids  you  receive  a  f  bafe-born  lord  ; 
Awake  your  cares  !  awake  your  fword  ! 
Fadlions  amongft  the  |  Britons  rife. 
And  warring  tongues,  and  wild  furmife. 
And  burning  zeal  without  her  eyes. 

A  vote  decides  the  blind  debate  ; 
Refolv'd,  "  'tis  of  diviner  weight, 
'*  To  fave  the  fteeple,  than  the  ftate." 
The  bold  J  machine  is  form'd  and  join'd 
To  ftretch  the  confcience,  and  to  bind 
The  native  freedom  of  the  mind. 

Your  grandfire  (hades  with  jealous  eye 
Frown  down  to  fee  their  offspring  lie 
Carelefs,  and  let  their  country  die. 
If  II  Trevia  fear  to  let  you  (land 
Againft  the  Gaul  with  fpear  in  hand, 
At  leaft  petition  for  ^  the  land. 


•  Hi's  country-feat  and  divellbii^. 
f  The  Pretender,  proclaim" d  King  in  France. 
X   The  parliament. 

§    The  bill  againjl  occajicnal  conformity,  i|02. 
II  Mrs.  Polhill  of  the  family  of  Lord  Trevor. 
^  Mr.  Polhill  was  one   of  thofe  five  %ealou^ 
f:entlcmen  who  prefented  the  famojis  Kcntijh  p:^- 
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THE  CELEBRATED  VICTORY 

OF  THE  POLES  OVIR  OSMAN  THE  TURKISH  IM- 
PEROR  IN  THE  DACIAN  BATTLl. 

Tranjlated  from  Cafimire,  B.  W.  9d.  4.  ivith  large 
Additions. 

Gador  the  old,  the  wealthy,  and  the  ftrong, 
Cheerful  in  years  (nor  of  the  heroic  mufe 
Unknowing,  nor  unknown)  held  fair  pofleflions 
Where  flows  the  fruitful  Danube  :  Seventy  fprings 
Smil'd  on  his  feed,  and  feventy  harveft-moons 
Fill'd  his  wide  granaries  with  autumnal  joy  : 
Still  he  refum'd  the  toil :  and  fame  reports, 
While  he  broke  up  new  ground,  and  tir'd  his 

plough 
In  grafly  furrows,  the  torn  earth  difclos'd 
Helmets,  and  fwords  (bright  furniture  of  war 
Sleeping  in  ruft)  and  heaps  of  mighty  bones. 
The  fun  defcending  to  the  weftern  deep 
Bid  him  lie  down  and  reft;   he  loos'd  the  yoke, 
Yet  held  his  wearied  oxen  from  their  food 
With  charming  numbers,  and  uncommon  fong. 

Go,  fellow-labourers,  you  may  rove  fecure, 
Or  feed  befide  me  ;  tafte  the  greens  and  boughs 
That  you  have  long  forgot ;  crop  the  fweet  herb. 
And  graze  in  fafety,  while  the  vidlor  fole 
Leans  on  his  fpear,  and  breathes ;  yet  ftill  his  eye 
Jealous  and  fierce.     How  large,  old  foldier,  fay, 
How  fair  a  harveft  of  the  flaughter'd  Turks 
Strew'd  the  Moldavian  fields?  What  mighty  piles 
Of  vaft  deftru<5lion,  and  of  Thracian  dead. 
Fill  and  amaze  my  eyes  ?  Broad  bucklers  lie 
(A  vain  defence)  fpread  o'er  the  pathlcfs  hills, 
And  coats  of  fcaly  fteel,  and  hard  habergeon, 
Deep-bruis'd  and  empty  of  Mahometan  limbs. 
This  the  fierce  Sarr.cen  wore,  (for  when  a  boy, 
i  was  their  captive,  and  remind  their  drefs  :) 
Here  the  Polonians  dreadful  march 'd  along 
In  auguft  port,  and  regular  array. 
Led  on  to  conqueft :  Here  the  Turkifh  chief 
Prefumptuous  trod,  and  in  rude  order  rang'd 
His  long  battalions,  while  his  populous  towns 
Pour'd  out  frefli  troops  perpetual,  dreS  in  arms. 
Horrent  in  njail,  and  gay  in  fpangled  pride. 

O  the  dire  image  of  the  bloody  fight 
Thefe  eyes  have  feen,  when  the  capacious  plain 
Was  throng'd  with  Dacian  fpears ;  when  polifli'd 

helms 
And  convex  gold  blaz'd  thick  againft  the  fun 
Reftoring  all  his  beams !  but  frowning  war 
All  gloomy,  like  a  gather'd  tempeft,  Itood 
Wavering,  and  doubtful  where  to  bend  its  fall. 

The  ftorm  of  milTive  fteel  delay'd  a  while 
By  wife  command  ;  fiedg'd  arrows  on  the  nerve  ; 
And  icy  miter  and  fabre  bore  the  fiieath 
Reludlant ;  till  the  hollow  brazen  clouds 
Had  bellow'd  from  each  quarter  of  the  field 
Loud  thunder,  and  difgorg'd  their  fulphurous  fire. 
Then  banners  wav'd,  and  arras  were  miz'd  with 

arms; 
Then  javelins  anfwer'd  javelins  as  they  fled, 

^ition  to  the  parliament,  in  the  reign  of  King 
William,  to  hajltn  their  f applies  in  order  to  fi'p- 
$ort  \pe  King  in  his  ivar  icit'j  France, 


For  both  fled  hiffing  death  :  With  adverfe  age 
The  crooked  faulchions  met ;  and  hideous  noife 
From  clafliing  fliiclds,   through  the   long   ranks 

of  war, 
Clang'd  horrible.     A  thoufand  iron  fl;orms 
Roar  diverfe  :  and  in  harfli  confufion  drown 
The  trumpet's  filver  found.     O  rude  effort 
Of  harmony  !  not  all  the  frozen  ftores 
Of  the  cold  north,  when  pour'd  in  rattling  hail, 
Lafh  with  fuch  madnefs  the  Norwegian  plains, 
Or  fo  torment  the  ear.     Scarce  founds  fo  far 
The  direful  fragor,  when  fome  fouthern  blaft 
Tears  from  tlie  Alps  a  ridge  of  knotty  oaks 
Deep  fang'd,  and  ancient  tenants  of  the  rock  : 
The  mafly  fragment,  many  a  rood  in  length. 
With  hideous  cralh,  rolls  down  the  rugged  cliff 
Refiftlefs,  plunging  in  the  fubjecft  lake 
Como,  or  Lugaine  ;  th'  affli<Sled  waters  roar. 
And  various  thunder  all  the  valley  fills ; 
Such  was  the  noife  of  war :  the  troubled  air 
Complains  aloud,  and  propagates  the  din 
To  neighbouring  regions  ;  rocks  and  lofty  hills 
Beat  the  impetuous  echoes  round  the  Iky. 

Uproar,  revenge,  and  rage,  and  hate,  appear 
In  all  their  murderous  forms;  and  flame,  and  blood, 
And  fweat,  and  duft,  array  the  broad  campaign 
In  horror  :  hatty  feet,  and  fparkling  eyes, 
And  all  the  favage  paffions  of  the  foul. 
Engage  in  the  warm  bufinefs  of  the  day. 
Here  mingling  hands,  but  with  no  friendly  gripe, 
Join  in  the  fight ;  and  breafts  in  clofe  embrace, 
Bwt  mortal  as  the  iron  arms  of  death. 
Here  words  auftere,  of  perilous  command, 
And  valour  fwift  t'  obey  ;  bold  feats  of  arms 
Dreadful  to  fee,  and  glorious  to  relate, 
Shine   through  the   field  with    riiorc    furprifin* 
brightnefs  [plaufe 

Than  glittering  helms  or  fpears.     What  loud  ap.. 
(Bell;  meed  of  warlike  toil)  what  manly  fliouts, 
And  yells  unmanly  through  the  battle  ring  ! 
And  fudden  wrath  dies  into  endlefs  fame. 

Long  did  the  fate  of  war  hang  dubious.     Here 
Stood  the  more  numerous  Turk,  the  valiant  Pole 
Fought  here  ;  more  dreadful,  though  with  lefler 
wings. 

But  what  the  Dahets  or  the  coward. foul 
Of  a  Cydonian,  what  the  fearful  crowds 
Of  bafe  Cilicians  'fcaping  from  the  flaughter, 
Of  Parthian  bealls,  with  all  their  racing  riders. 
What  could  they  mean  againft  th'  intrepid  breafl^ 
Of  the  purfuing  foe  ?  Th'  impetuous  Poles 
Rufli  here,  and  here  the  Lithuanian  horfe 
Drive  down  upon  them  like  a  double  bolt 
Of  kindled  thunder  raging  tii rough  the  fky 
On  founding  wheels ;  or  as  fome  mighty  flood 
Rolls  his  two  torrents  down  a  dreadful  fteep 
Precipitant,  and  bears  along  the  ftream 
Rocks,  woods,  and  trees,  with  all  the  grazing  herd. 
And  tumbles  lofty  forefts  headlong  to  the  plain. 

llie  bold  Boruflian  fmokmg  frpm  afar 
Moves  like  a  tempeft  in  a  duflcy  cloud, 
And  imitates  th'  artillery  of  heaven, 
The  lightning  and  the  roar.     Amazing  fcene  ! 
Wliat  fliowers  of  mortal  hail,  what  flaky  fires 
Bviril  from  the  darknefs  1  while  their  cohorts  finji. 
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Mec  the  like  thunder,  and  an  equal  ftorm, 
Trail)  hoftiie  troops,  bat  with  a  braver  mind. 
Uiidaunted  boiltuis  tempt  the  edfre  of  war. 
And  rufh  on  the  fharp  point  j  while   baleful  mif- 

chiefb. 
Deaths,  and  bright  dangers  flew  acrofs  the  field 
Thick  and  continual,  and  a  thoufand  foul- 
Fled  murmuring  through  their  wounds.     I  flood 

aloof, 
Per  'tv.'as  unlafe  to  come  within  the  wind 
Of  Ru.Tian  banners,  when  with  whizzing  found, 
Eager  of  gh-ry.  and  prufufe  of  life, 
Tiicy  bore  down  fearlefs  on  the  charging  foes, 
And  drove  them   backward.     Then  the  Turkifti 
Wander'd  m  difarray.     A  dark  eclipfe        [moons 
Hung  on  rhe  fslver  crefceiit,  boding  night, 
long  njglit,  to  all  her  Ions  :  at  length  difrob'd 
The  ftandards  fell ;  the  barbarous  enfigns  torn 
Fled  with  the  wind,  the  fport  of  angry  heaven  : 
And  a  large  cloud  of  infantry  and  horfe 
Scattering  in  wild  diforder,  fpread  the  plain. 

Not  roife,  nor  number,  nor  the  brawny  limb, 
Nor  high-built  fi;:e  prevails  :  'Tis  courage  fights, 
'Tis  courage  conquers.     So  whole  forefts  fall 
(A  fpacious  ruin)  by  one  fingle  axe. 
And  Iteel  wellfharp'ned  :  foa  p-enerous  pair 
Of  young-wing'd  eaglets  fright  a  thoufand  doves. 

Vaft  was  the  (laughter,  and  the  flowery  green 
Drank  deep  of  flowing  crimfon.  Veteran  bands 
Here  made  their  laft  campaign.     Here  haughty 

chiefs 
Stretch'4  on  the  bed  of  purple  honour  lie 
Supine,  nor  dream  of  battle's  hard  event, 
Opprefs'd  with  iron  llumbers,  and  long  night. 
Their  ghoits  indignant  to  the  nether  world 
Fled,  but  attended  well :  for  at  their  fide 
Some  faithful  Janizaries  ftrew'd  the  field, 
FalTnin  juft  ranks  or  wedges,  lunes  or  fquares, 
Firm  as  they  ilood  ;  to  the  Warfovian  troops, 
A  nobler  toil,  and  triumph  worth  their  fight. 
But  the  broad  fabre  and  keen  poll-axe  flew 
With  fpeedy  terror  through  the  feebler  herd, 
And  mad?  rude  havock  and  irregular  fpoil 
Amongft  the  vulgar  bands  that  own'd  the  name 
<)f  Mahom-t.     The  wild  Arabians  fled 
In  fwlft  aff"right  a  thoufand  different  ways 
Through   brakes   and  thorns,    and    climb'd  the 

craggy  mountains, 
Bellowing ;  yet  haily  fate  o'ertook  the  cry. 
And  Folilh  hunters  clave  the  timorous  deer. 

Thus  the  dire  profpe(5l  diftant  fiil'd  my  foul 
With  awe  ;  till  the  lafl  relics  of  the  war, 
The  thin  Edonians,  flying  had  difclos'd 
The  gliailly  plain  :   I  took  a  nearer  view, 
Unfeemly  to  the  fight,  nor  to  the  fmell 
Crateful.     What  loads  cf  mangled  flefli  and  limbs 
(A  difma!  carnage  I)  baih'd  in  recking  gore 
Iiay  weltering  on  the  ground  ;  while  flitting  life 
Couvuls'd  the  nerves  ftUl  fliivering,  nor  had  lolt 
AH  tatte  of  pain  !   Here  an  old  Thracian  lies, 
Deform'd  with  years  and  fears,  and  groans  aloud 
Torn  with  freih  wounds;  but  inward  vitals  firm 
Forbid  the  foul's  remove,  and  chain  it  down 
By  i:he  hard  laws  of  nature,  to  fuftain 
Long  toitcent :  his  wild  eye-balls  roll :  his  teeth, 


Gnafliing  with  anguifli,  chide  his  lin?er!n<r  fate. 
Emblazon'd  armour  I'poke  his  high  command 
Aiiiongft    the   neighbouring   dead;    they   round 

their  lord 
Lay  proltrate  ;  fome  in  flight  ignobly  flain, 
Some  to  the  Ikies  their  faces  upwards  turn'd 
Still  brave,  and  proud  to  die  fo  near  their  prince, 

I  mov'd  not  far,  and  lo,  at  manly  length 
Two  beauteous  yonths  of  riclicfl  Ott'man  blood 
Extended  oil  the  field  :   in  friendftiip  join'd, 
Nor  fate  divides  them  :  hardy  warriors  both  ; 
Both  faithful ;  drown'din  fliowcrs  of  darts  they  fell, 
Each  with  his  fliield  fpread  o'er  his  lovipr's  heart, 
In  vain  :  for  on  thofe  orbs  of  friendly  brafs 
Stood  groves  of  javelins;  fome  alas,  too  deep 
Were   planted    there,  and   through   their   lovely 
Made  painful  avenues  for  cruel  dc?.th.        [bofonis 

0  my  dear  native  land,  forgive  the  tear      [paffion 

1  dropt  on  their  wan  cheeks,  when  flrong  com-« 
Forc'd  from  my  melting  eyes  the  briny  dew, 
And  paid  a  facrifice  to  hoftiie  virtue. 

Dacia,  forgive  the  fight  that  wifli'd  the  fouls 
Of  thofe  fair  infidels  fome  humble  place 
Among  the  bleil.  "  Sleep,  fleep,  ye  haplefs  pair, 
"   Gently,  I  cry'd,  worthy  of  better  fate, 
"  And  better  faith."  Hard  by  the  general  lay, 
Of  Saracen  defcent,  a  grizly  form 
Breathlcfs,  yet  pride  fat  pale  upon  his  front 
In  difappointment,  with  a  furly  brow 
Louring  in  death,  and  vext ;  his  rigid  jaws 
Foaming  with  blood  bite  hard  the  Polifli  fpear  ; 
In  that  dead  vifa^^e  my  remembrance  reads 
Rafli  Caraccas :  In  vain  the  boafting  flave 
IVomis'd  and  footh'd  the  fultan  threatening  fierce 
With  royal  fuppers  and  triumphant  fare 
Spread  wide  beneath  Warfovian  filk  and  gold  ; 
See  on  the  naktd  ground  all  cold  he  lies 
Beneath  the  damp  wide  cpveripg  of  the  air. 
Forgetful  of  his  word.     How  heaven  confounds 
Infulting  hopes  !  with  what  an  awful  fmile 
Laughs  at  the  proud,  that  loofen  all  the  reins 
To  their  unbounded  wiflies,  and  leads  on 
Their  blind  ambition  to  a  fhameful  end  1 

But  whether  am  1  borne  ?  This  thought  of  arms 
Fires  me  in  vain  to  fing  to  fenfelefs  bulls      [fong ; 
What  generous  horfe  ihould  hear.    :preak  off,  my 
My  barbarous  mufe,  be  fl:ill :  Immortal  deeds 
Mufl  not  be  thus  profan'd  in  rufl;ic  verfe  ; 
The  martial  trumpet,  and  the  following  age, 
And  growing  fame,  fliall  loud  rehcarfe  the  fight 
In  founds  of  glory.     Lo,  the  evening-fiiar 
.^hines  o'er  the  weftem  hill  ;my  oxen,  come, 
The  vvclI!uio\yn  Aar  invites  the  labourer  home^ 

TO  MR,  HENRY  BENDY3H, 

Aug-  24.1705 
Dear  Sir, 

The  following  fpng  was  yours  when  firft  com- 
pofed  ;  The  mufe  then  defcribed  the  general  fate 
of  mankind,  that  is,  to  be  ill  matched  ;  and  now 
flie  rejoices  that  you  have  efcaped  the  common 
mifchief,  and  that  your  foul  has  found  its  own 
mate.  Let  this  ode  then  congratulate  you  both. 
Grow  qiutually  in  move  complete  likenefs  and  love  j 
Perfevere,  and  be  happy. 

I  perfuade  myfeif  you  will  accept  from  the  pref< 
what  the  pen  mere  privately  infcribed  to  you  long 
a^o ;  ajid  I  eBi  ic  no  pain  left  you  fliould  take  of- 
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fence  at  the  fabulous  drefs  of  this  poem:  Nor 
would  weaker  minds  be  fcundalized  at  it,  if  they 
would  give  themfelves  leave  to  refleci  how  maiiy 
divine  truths  are  ipoken  by  the  holy  writers  in 
viuons  and  images,  parables  and  dreams :  Nor 
are  my  wifer  friends  afliamed  to  defend  it,  fince 
the  narrative  is  grave,  and  the  moral  fo  jufl  and 
obviour. 

THE  INDIAN  PHILOSOPHER. 

Sept.  3.  1 701 
why  fhould  our  joys  transform  to  pain  ? 
Why  gentle  Hymen's  filkcn  chain 

A  plague  of  iron  prove  ? 
Bendyfh,  'tis  firange  the  charm  that  binds 
Millions  of  hands,  fiiould  leave  their  minds 

At  fuch  a  loofe  from  love. 
In  vain  I  fought  the  wonderous  caufe, 
Rang'd  the  wide  fields  of  nature's  laws, 

And  urg'd  the  fchools  in  vain ; 
Then  deep  in  thought,  within  my  breaft 
My  foul  retir'd,  and  flumber  drefs'd 

A  bright  inftruclive  fcene. 

O'er  the  broad  lands,  and  crofs  the  tide, 
On  fancy's  airy  horfe  I  ride, 

(Sweet  rapture  of  my  mind  !) 
Till  on  the  banks  of  Ganges  flood. 
In  a  tall  ancient  grove  I  flood. 

For  facred  ufe  defign'd. 
Hard  by,  a  venerable  prieft, 
Rifen  with  his  God,  the  fun,  from  reft. 

Awoke  his  morning  fong ; 
Thrice  he  conjur'd  the  murmuring  ftream ; 
The  birth  of  fouls  was  all  his  theme, 

And  half-divine  his  tongue. 

«  He  fang  th'  eternal  rolling  flame, 
"  The  vital  mafs,  that  ftill  the  fame 

•'  Does  ail  our  minds  compofe  : 
*'  But  fliarp'd  in  twice  ten  thoufand  frames; 
«  Thence  differing  fouls  of  differing  names, 

"  And  jarring  tempers  rofe. 

"  The  mighty  power  that  form'd  the  mind 
<«  One  mould  for  every  two  defign'd, 

"  And  blefs'd  the  new-born  pair  -. 
"  This  be  a  match  for  this  (he  faid)  : 
«'  Then  down  he  fent  the  fouls  he  made, 

«  To  feek  them  bodies  here  : 
*'  But  parting  from  their  warm  abode 
«  They  loft  their  fellows  on  the  road, 

"  And  never  join'd  their  hands: 
"  Ah  cruel  chance,  and  crofling  fates ! 
«'  Our  eaftern  fouls  have  dropt  their  mates 

"  On  Europe's  barbarous  lands. 
"  Happy  the  youth  that  finds  the  bride 
"  Whole  birth  is  to  his  ov/n  ally'd, 
"  The  fweeteft  joy  of  life  : 
"  But  oh  the  crowds  of  wretched  fouls 
"  Fetter'd  to  minds  of  different  moulds, 

"  And  chain'd  t'  eternal  ftrife  !" 
Thus  fang  the  wondrous  Indian  bard  ; 
My  foul  with  vaft  attention  heard. 

While  Ganges  ceas'd  to  flow  : 
«  Sure  then  (I  cry'd)  might  I  but  fee 
<'  That  gentle  nymph  that  twinn'd  with  mc, 
'J  I  m^y  be  happy  top. 


"  Some  courteous  angel,  tell  me  where, 
"  What  diftant  lands  this  unknown  fair, 

"  Or  diftant  feas  detain  ? 
«  Swift  as  the  wheel  of  nature  rolls 
"  I'd  fly,  to  meet,  and  mingle  fouls, 

"  And  wear  the  joyful  chain," 

THE  HAPPY  MAN. 

Serene  as  light,  is  Myron's  foul, 
And  adlive  as  the  fun,  yet  ftcady  as  the  pole: 
In  manly  beauty  fhines  his  face  ; 
Every  mufe,  and  every  grace, 
Makes  his  heart  and  tongue  their  feat. 
His  heart  prof ufely  good,  his  tongue  divinely  fweet. 
Myron,  the  wonder  of  our  eyes. 
Behold  his  manhood  fcarce  begun ! 
Behold  the  race  of  virtue  run  ! 
Behold  the  goal  of  glory  won  !  [P"zc  *» 

Nor  fame  denies  the  merit,  nor  with-holds  the 
Her  filver  trumpets  his  renown  proclaim : 
The  lands  where  learning  never  flew. 
Which  neither  Rome  nor  Athens  knew. 
Surly  Japan  and  rich  Peru,  [name. 

In  barbarous  fongs,  pronounce  the  Britifh  hero'» 
"  Airy  blefs  (the  hero  cry'd) 
"  May  feed  the  tympany  of  pride ; 
"  But  healthy  fouls  were  never  found 
"  To  live  on  emptinefs  and  found." 

Lo,  at  his  honourable  feet 
Fame's  bright  attendant,  wealth,  appears  ; 
She  comes  to  pay  obedience  meet. 
Providing  joys  for  future  years; 
Bleflings  with  lavifli  hand  fne  pours 
Gather'd  from  the  Indian  coaft  ; 
Not  Danae's  lap  could  equal  treafures  boaft, 
When  Jove  came  down  in  golden  fhowers^ 

He  look'd  and  turn'd  his  eyes  away. 
With  high  difdain  I  heard  him  fay, 
"  Bhfs  is  not  made  of  gUttering  clay." 
Now  pomp  and  grandeur  court  his  head 
With  fcutcheons,  arms,  and  enfigns  fpread ; 
Gay  magnificence  and  ftate. 
Guards,  and  chariots,  at  his  gate, 
And  flaves  and  endlefs  order  round  his  table  wait  ; 
They  learn  the  didlates  of  his  eyes,  _ 

And  now  they  fall,  and  now  they  rife. 
Watch  every  motion  of  their  lord, 
Hang  on  his  lips  with  moft  impatient  zeal. 
With  fwift  ambition  feize  th'  unfinifti'd  word. 
And  the  command  fulfil. 
Tir'd  with  the  train  that  grandeur  brings. 
He  dropt  a  tear,  and  pity'd  kings. 
Then,  flying  from  the  noify  throng. 
Seeks  the  diverfion  of  a  fong. 

Mufic  defcending  on  a  filent  cloud, 

Tun'd  all  her  ftrings  with  endlefs  art ; 
By  flow  degrees  from  foft  to  loud 
Changing  ftie  rofe  :  The  harp  and  flute 

Harmonius  join,  the  hero  to  falute. 
And  make  a  captive  of  his  heart. 

Fruits,  and  rich  wine,  and  fcenes  of  lawlefs  love 
Each  with  utmoft  luxury  ftrove 
To  treat  their  favourite  beft  ; 
But  founding  ftrings,  and  fruits,  and  wine. 
And  lawlefs  love,  in  vain  com.bin^e 

To  make  his  virtue  lleep,  or  lull  his  foul  to  reft. 
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He  faw  the  tedious  round,  and,  with  a  figh, 
Pronounc'd  tlie  world  but  vanity. 
"  In  crowds  of  pleafure  ftill  1  find 
"  A  painful  folitude  of  mind. 
*  A  vacancy  ^^ithin  which  fenfe  can  ne'er  fupply. 
"  Hence,  and  be  gone,  ye  flattering  fnares, 
"  Ye  vulgar  charms  of  eyes  and  ears, 
"  Ye  unperforniing  proniifers  ! 
"  Be  all  my  bafer  paflions  dad, 
"  And  bafe  defires,  by  nature  made 
"  For  animals  and  boys  : 
'  •*  Man  has  a  rclllh  more  refin'd, 
"  Souls  are  for  locial  blifsdeGgn'd, 
"  Give  me  a  blefling  fit  to  match  my  mrnd, 
"  A  kindred-foul  to  doijble  and  to  fliare  my  joys." 

Myrrha  appcar'd  :  "  Serene  her  foul,    - 
"  And  adlive  as  the  fun,  yet  fleady  as  the  pole  : 
"  In  fofter  beauties  flione  her  face  ; 
"  Ever)'  mufe,  and  every  grace, 
"  Alade  her  heart  and  tongue  their  feat, 
"  Her  heart  profufely  good,  her  tongue  divinely 
■•'  Myrrha  the  wonder  of  his  eyes;"    [fweet: 
His  heart  recoil' d  with  fweet  furprife. 

With  joys  unknown  before  : 
His  foul  difi'olv'd  in  pleaflng  pain, 
Flow'd  to  his  eyes,  and  look'd  again. 

And  could  endure  no  more. 
"  Enough  !  (th'  impatient  hero  cries) 

"  And  feiz'd  her  to  his  breaft, 
"  I  feek  no  more  below  the  Ikies, 
"  1  give  ray  flavcs  the  refl." 

TO  DAVID  POLHILL,  ESC^ 

An  Anfiver  te  an  infamous  fatyr,  called  "  Advice  to  a 
Pair.ter ;"  luritten  by  a  nameLfs  author,  againji King 
William  III.  of  glorious  memory,  1698. 

jSir, 

When  you  put  this  fatyr  into  my  hand,  you  gave 
me  the  occafion  of  employing  my  pen  to  anfwer 
fo  deteftable  a  writing ;  which  might  be  done 
much  more  effe<5tual!y  by  your  known  zeal  for  the 
intereft  of  liis  majefly,  your  counfels  and  your  cou- 
rage employed  in  the  defence  of  your  king  and 
country.  And  Cnce  you  provoked  me  to  write, 
you  will  accept  of  thofe  efforts  of  my  loyalty  to 
the  befl  of  kings,  addrefied  to  one  of  the  mofl  zea- 
lous of  his  fubje<5ls,  by 

Sir, 
Your  moft  obedient  fcrvant, 

I.  W. 


And  muft  the  hero,  that  redccm'd  our  land, 
Here  in  the  front  of  vice  and  fcandal  ftand  ? 
The  man  of  wondrous  foul,  that  fcorn'd  his  cafe. 
Tempting  the  winters,  and  the  faithlefs  feas, 
And  paid  an  annual  tribute  of  his  life 
To  guard  his  England  from  the  Irifti  knife,  [name. 
And  crufn  the  trench  dragoon  ?    Muft  William's 
That  brighteft  flar  that  gilds  the  wings  of  fame, 
"William  the  brave,  the  pious,  and  the  juft, 
Adorn  thefe  gloomy  fcenes  or  tyranny  and  lufl  ? 

Poihill,  my  blood  boils  high,  my  fpirits  flame ;"! 

Can  your  zeal  fleep  !  Or  are  your  paflions  tame  ?  I 

Kcr  call  revenge  and  darknefs  on  the  Poet's f 
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Why  fmoke  the  flcies  not  ?  Why  no  thunders  roll  f 
Nor  kindhng  lightnings  blall  his  guilty  foul  ? 
Audacious  wretch  !  to  fl:ab  a  monarch's  fame, 
And  fire  his  fubjedls  with  a  rebel-flame  ; 
To  call  the  painter  to  his  black  defigns. 
To  draw  our  guardian's  face  in  hellifh  lines : 
Fainter,  beware  !   the  monarch  can  be  fliown 
Under  no  fliape  but  angels,  or  hi^  own, 
Gabriel, or  William,  on  the  Britifli  throne. 

O  !  could  my  thought  but  grafp  the  vafl  deOgn» 
And  words  with  infinite  ideas  join, 
I'd  roufe  Apelles,  from  his  iron  fleep, 
And  bid  hirh  trace  the  warrior  o'er  the  deep  :  j 

Trace  him,  ApelUv,  o'er  the  Belgian  plain ;       "J      * 
Fierce,  how  he  climbs  the  mountains  of  the  flain,^ 
Scattering  juil  vengeance  through  tlie  red  cam- 
paign. 
Then  dafti  the  canvas  with  a  flying  ftroke. 
Till  it  be  lofl  in  clouds  of  fire  and  fmoke, 
And  fay,  'Twas  thus  the  conqueror  through  1 
fquadrons  broke. 

Mark  him  again  emerging  from  the  cloud. 
Far  from  his  troops ;  there  like  a  rock  he  &0' 
His  country's  fingle  barrier  in  a  fea  of  blood 
Calmly  he  leaves  the  pleafures  of  a  throne. 
And  his  Maria  weeping ;  whilfl;  alone      [own  . 
He  wards  the  fate  of  nations,  and  provokes  his 
But  heaven  fecures  its  champion ;  o'er  the  field 
Paint  hovering  angels ;  though  they  fly  con- 
ceal'd,  [ftiield. 

Each  intercepts  a  death,  and  wears  it  on  his 

Now,  noble  pencil,  lead  him  to  our  ifle, 
Mark  how  the  ficies  with  joyful  luflre  fmile. 
Then  imitate  the  glory ;  on  the  llrand 
Spread  half  the  nation,  longing  till  he  land. 
Wafli  off  the  blood,  aad  take  a  peaceful  teint, 
All  red  the  warrior,  white  the  ruler  paint ; 
Abroad  a  hero,  and  at  home  a  faint. 
Throne  him  on  high  upon  a  fhining  feat, 
Luft  and  profanenefi  dying  at  his  feet,        [me 
While  round  his  head  the  laurel  and  the 
The  crowns  of  war  and  peace  ;  and  may  they  blow 
With  flowery  bleflings  ever  on  his  brow. 
At  hi»  right  hand  pile  up  the  Englifh  laws 
In  facred  volumes ;  thence  the  monarch  draws 

His  wife  and  jufl;  commands 

Rife,  ye  old  fages  of  the  Britifli  ifle. 

On  the  fair  tablet  caft  a  reverend  fmik, 

And  blefs  the  piece ;  thefe  flatutes  are  your  own. 

That  fway  the  cottage,  and  du'edl  the  tlirone  ; 

People  and  prince  are  one  in  William's  name. 

Their  joys,  their  dangers,  and  their  laws  the  fame. 

Let  liberty,  and  right,  with  plumes  difplay'd,"^ 
Clap  their  glad  wings  around  their  guardian 'sf 
head,  T 

Rehgion  o'er  the  refl  her  flarry  pinio.is  fpread.  J 
ReUgion  guards  him  ;  round  th'  imperial  queen 
Place  waiting  virtues,  each  of  heavenly  mien  ; 
Learn  their  bright  air,  and  paint  it  from  his  eyes; 
The  juft,  the  bold,  the  temperate,  and  the  wife 
Dwell  in  his  looks ;  majeflic,  but  fcrene  ; 
Sweet,  with  no  fondnefs;  cheerful,  but  not  vain  : 
Bright,  without  terror  ;  great,  without  difdain. 
His  foul  infpires  us  what  his  lips  command. 
And  fpreads  his  brave  example  through  the  laad : 
No:  fo  t^iC  forraer  reigns  \ 
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Bend  down  his  ear  to  each  afflided  cry, 
Let  beams  of  grace  dart  gently  fron:i  his  eye  ; 
But  the  bright  treafures  of  his  facred  breaft 
Are  too  divine,  too  vaft  to  be  expreft  : 
Colours  muft  fail  where  words  and  numbers  faint, 
And  leave  the  hero's  heart  for  thought  alone  to  paint. 


Now,  Mufe,  purfue  the  fatyrifl  again, 
Wipe  off  the  blots  of  his  invenom'd  pen ; 
Hark,  how  he  bids  the  fervile  painter  draw, 
In  monflrous  ftiapes,  the  patrons  of  our  law  ; 
At  one  flight  dafli  he  cancels  every  name 
Fro'Ti  the  white  rolls  of  honefly  and  fame ; 
This  fcribbling  wretch  marks  aU  he  meets  for  knave. 
Shoots  fudden  bolts  promifcuous  at  the  bafe  and 
And  with  unpardonable  malice  fheds  [brave, 

Poifon  and  fpite  on  undiftinguifli'd  heads. 
Painter,  forbear  ;  or  if  thy  bolder  hand 
Dares  to  attempt  the  villains  of  the  land. 
Draw  firfl  this  poet,  like  fome  baleful  fbar. 
With  filent  influence  fliedding  civil  war  ; 
Or  facSlious  trumpeter,  whofe  magic  found 
Calls  off  the  fubjedls  to  the  hoflile  ground, 
And  fcatters  hellifli  feuds  the  nation  round. 
Thefe  are  the  imps  of  hell,  that  curfed  tribe 
That  firft  create  the  plague,  and  then  the  pain  de- 
fcribe. 
Draw  next  above,  the  great  ones  of  our  ifle, 
Still  from  the  good  diftinguifliing  the  vile  ; 
Seat  them  in  pomp,  in  grandeur,  and  command. 
Peeling  the  fubjeAs  with  a  greedy  hand  : 
Paint  forth  the  linaves  that  have  the  nation  fold. 
And  tinge  their  greedy  looks  with  fordid  gold. 
Mark  what  a  felfifh  fadlion  undermines 
The  pious  monarch's  generous  defigns, 
."^poil  their  own  native  land  as  vipers  do. 
Vipers  that  tear  their  mother's  bowels  through. 
Let  great  NafTau,  beneath  a  careful  crown,        T 
Mournful  in  majefty,  look  gently  down,  > 

Mingling  foft  pity  with  an  awful  frown :  J 

He  grieves  to  fee  how  long  in  vain  he  ftrove  T 
To  make  us  bleft,  how  vain  his  labours  prove  > 
To  fave  the  ftubborn  land  he  condefcends  to  love,  j 

TO  THE  DISCONTENTED  AND  UNQUIET. 
Imitdtsd fartly  from  Cafimire,  B.  IV.  Od.  IJ. 

Varia,  there's  nothing  here  that's  free 

From  wearifome  anxiety : 

And  the  whole  round  of  mortal  joys 

With  fhort  poffeflion  tires  and  cloys  : 

'Tis  a  dull  circle  that  we  tread, 

Jufl  from  the  window  to  the  bed, 

We  rife  to  fee  and  to  be  feen,  "1 

Gaze  on  the  world  awhile,  and  then  > 

We  yawn,  and  ftretch  to  fleep  again.  3 

But  Fancy,  that  uneafy  guefl. 

Still  holds  a  longing  in  our  breaft  : 

She  finds  or  frames  vexations  ftill. 

Herfelf  the  greateft  plague  we  feel, 

We  take  ftrange  pleafure  in  our  pain, 

And  make  a  mountain  of  a  grain, 

Affume  the  load,  and  pant  and  fweat 

Beneath  th'  imaginary  weight. 

With  our  dear  felves  we  live  at  ftrife. 

While  the  moft  conftant  fcenes  of  life 


From  peevifli  humours  arc  not  tre«  ; 
Still  we  affc(5t  variety  : 
Rather  than  pafs  an  eafy  day, 
We  fret  and  chide  the  hours  away, 
Grow  weary  of  this  circling  fun, 
And  vex  that  he  Ihould  ever  run 
The  fame  old  track ;  and  ftill,  and  ftill 
Rife  red  behind  yon  eaftern  hill. 
And  chide  the  moon  that  darts  her  light 
Through  the  fame  cafement  every  night. 
We  fhift  our  chambers,  and  our  homei, 
To  dwell  where  trouble  never  conies  ; 
Sylvia  has  left  the  city  crowd, 
A^ainft  the  court  exclaims  aloud. 
Flies  to  the  woods  ;  a  hermit  faint ! 
She  loaths  her  patches,  pins,  and  paint. 
Dear  diamonds  from  her  neck  are  torn  : 
But  humour,  that  eternal  thorn. 
Sticks  {n  her  heart :   She  is  hurry'd  ftill, 
Twixt  her  wild  paflions  and  her  will : 
Haunted  and  hagg'd  where-e'er  flie  roves, 
By  purling  ftreams,  and  filent  groves. 
Or  with  her  furies,  or  her  loves. 

Then  our  own  native  land  we  hate. 
Too  cold,  too  windy,  or  too  wet ; 
Change  the  thick  climate,  and  repair 
To  France  or  Italy  for  air ; 
In  vain  we  change,  in  vain  we  fly ; 
Go,  Sylvia,  mount  the  whirhng  flcy, 
Or  ride  upon  the  feather'd  wind 
In  vain  ;  if  this  difeafed  mind 
Clings  faft,  and  ftill  fits  clofe  behind. 
Faithful  difeafe,  that  never  fails 
Attendance  at  her  lady's  fide. 
Over  the  defart  or  the  tide. 
On  rolhng  wheels,  or  flying  fails. 

Happy  the  foul  that  virtue  {how« 
Too  fix  the  place  of  her  repofe, 
Needlefs  to  move  ;  for  (he  can  dwell 
In  her  old  grandfire's  hall  as  well. 
Virtue  that  never  loves  to  roam. 
But  fweetly  hides  herfelf  at  home. 
And  eafy  on  a  native  throne 
Of  humble  turf  fits  gently  down. 

Yet  fhould  tumultuous  ftorms  arife, 
And  mingle  earth,  and  feas,  and  fkies. 
Should  the  waves  fwell,  and  make  her  roll 
Acrofs  the  line,  or  near  the  pole. 
Still  fhe's  at  peace  ;  for  well  fhe  knows 
To  launch  the  ftream  that  duty  fhows. 
And  makes  her  home  where-e'er  fhe  goes. 
Bear  her,  ye  feas,  upon  your  breaft. 
Or  waft  her,  winds,  from  eaft  to  weft 
On  the  foft  air  ;  fhe  cannot  find 
A  couch  fo  eafy  as  her  mind, 
Nor  breathe  a  climate  half  fo  kind. 

TO  JOHN  HARTOPP,  ESC^ 

AFTERWARDS  SIR  JOHN  HAHTOPP,  BART. 
Cajimire,  Book  I.   Ode  4.  imitated, 
i'  Vive  jucunda  metuens  juventa;,"  &c. 
July,  1700. 
Live,  my  dear  Hartopp,  live  to-day. 
Nor  let  the  fun  look  down  and  fay, 
^'  Inglorious  here  he  lies ;" 
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Shake  off  your  cafe,  and  fend  your  name 
1"o  immortality  and  fame, 
By  every  hour  that  flies. 

Youth's  a  foft  fcene,  but  truft  her  not : 
Her  airy  minutes,  fwift  as  thought, 

Slide  off  the  flippery  fphere  ; 
Moans  with  their  months  make  hafty  rounds, 
The  fun  has  pafs'd  his  vernal  bounds. 

And  whirls  about  the  year. 

JLet  folly  drefs  in  green  and  red. 
And  gird  her  wafte  with  flowing  gold, 
Knit  bhjfhing  rofes  round  her  head, 
Alas  !  the  gaudy  colours  fade. 

The  garment  waxes  old. 
Hartopp,  mark  the  witliering  rofe, 
And  the  pale  gold  how  dim  it  fhows ! 

Bright  and  iafling  blifs  below 

Is  all  romance  and  dream  ; 
Only  the  joys  celeftial  flow 

In  an  eternal  ftream, 
The  pleafures  that  the  fmiling  day 

With  large  right  hand  beftows, 
Falfely  her  left  ccmveys  away, 

And  fliuffles  in  our  woes. 
So  have  I  f&en  a  mother  play. 

And  cheat  her  filly  child. 
She  gave  ajid  took  a  toy  away. 

The  infant  cry'd  and  fmil'd. 

Airy  chance,  and  iron  fate, 
Hurry  and  vex  our  mortal  ftate, 
ApA  all  the  race  of  ills  create  ; 
Now  fiery  joy,  now  fullen  grief. 
Commands  the  reins  of  human  life. 

The  v/heels  impetuous  roll ; 
The  harneft  Iiours  and  minutes  flrive, 
And  days  with  flretching  pinions  drivc- 

-down  fiercely  on  the  goal. 

Not  half  fo  faft  the  galley  flies 

O'er  the  Venetian  fea, 
When  fails,  and  oars,  and  labouring  fldcs, 

Contend  to  make  her  way. 
Swift  wings  for  all  the  flying  hours 

The  God  of  time  prepares, 
The  reft  lie  ftili  yet  in  their  neft 

And  grow  for  future  years. 

TO  THOMAS  GUNSTON,  ESQ. 

HAPPY   SOLITUDE. 

Cafmire,  Book  IV.   Ode  11.  imitated. 

«  Quid  me  latentem,"  &c.  1700. 

The  noify  world  complains  of  me 
■    That  I  fliould  fliun  their  fight  and  flee 
Vifits,  and  crowds,  and  company. 
Gunfl:on,  the  lark  dwells  in  her  neft 

Till  flie  afcend  the  flcies  ; 
And  in  my  clofet  I  could  reft 

Till  to  the  heavens  1  rife. 
Yet  they  will  urge,  "  This  private  life 
"  Can  never  make  you  blell, 
"  And  twenty  doors  are  fl;ill  at  ftrife 

"  T'  engage  you  for  a  guefl:." 
FrieH<3,  fhould  the  towers  of  Windfor  or  Whitehall 
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Spread  open  their  inviting  gates  "" 

To  make  my  entertainment  gay  ; 
I  would  obey  the  royal  call, 

But  Ihort  fliould  be  my  fl;ay. 
Since  a  diviner  fervice  waits 
T'  employ  my  hours  at  home,  and  better  fill  tlie  day. 

When  I  within  myfelf  retreat, 
I  fhut  my  doors  again  ft  the  great ; 
My  bufy  eye -balls  inward  roll. 
And  there  with  large  furvey  I  fee 
All  the  wide  theatre  of  me. 

And  view  the  various  fcencs  of  my  retiring  foul ; 

There  I  walk  o'er  the  mazes  I  have  trod, 

While  hope  and  fear  are  in  a  doubtful  ftrife. 
Whether  this  opera  of  life 

Be  a<fted  well  to  gain  the  plaudit  of  my  God. 

There's  a  day  baftening,  ('tis  an  awful  day !) 
When  the  great  fovereign  ftiall  at  large  review 

All  that  we  fpeak,  and  all  we  do. 
The  feveral  parts  we  3,&.  on  this  wide  ftage  of  clay ; 

Thefe  he  approves,  and  thofe  he  blame$. 
And  crowns  perhaps  a  porter,  and  a  prince  he  damns. 
O  if  the  judge  from  his  tremendous  feat 

Shall  not  condemn  what  I  have  done, 

I  {hall  be  happy  though  unknown. 
Nor  heed  the  gazing  rabble,  nor  the  ftiouting  ftreet. 

I  hate  the  glory,  friend,  that  fprings 
From  vulgar  breath,  and  empty  found  ; 
Fame  mounts  her  upward  with  a  flattering  gale 

Upon  her  airy  wings, 
Till  envy  fhoots,  and  fame  receives  the  wound  : 
Then  her  flagging  pinions  fail, 
Down  glory  falls,  and  ftrikes  the  ground. 
And  breaks  her  batter'd  limbs. 
Rather  let  me  be  quite  conceal'd  from  fame; 
How  happy  I  fhould  lie 
In  fweet  obfcurity. 
Nor  the  loud  world  pronounce  my  little  name  ! 
Here  1  could  live  and  die  alone  ; 
Or  if  fociety  be  due 
To  keep  our  tafte  of  pleafure  new, 
Gunlbon,  I'd  live  and  die  with  you, 
For  both  our  fouls  are  one. 

Here  we  could  fit  and  pafs  the  hour, 

And  pity  kingdoms,  and  their  kings. 
And  fmile  at  all  their  fliining  things. 
Their  toys  of  ftate,  and  images  of  power  ; 
Virtue  ftiould  dwell  within  our  feat. 
Virtue  alone  could  make  it  fweet. 
Nor  is  herfelf  fecure,  but  in  a  clofe  retreat. 
While  ftie  withdraws  from  public  praifcj 
Envy  perhaps  would  ceafe  to  rail, 
Envy  itfelf  would  innocently  gaze 
At  beauty  in  a  vail : 
But  if  file  once  advance  to  light, 
Her  charms  are  loft  in  envy's  fight. 
And  virtue  ftands  the  mark  of  univerfal  fpight- 

TO  JOHN  HARTOPP,  ESQ^ 

AFTERWARDS  SIR  JOHN   HARTOPP,    BART, 
THE  DISDAIN.     I7OO. 

Hartopp,  I  love  the  foul  that  dares 
Tread  the  temptations  of  his  years 
Beneath  his  youthful  feet : 
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Fkdtwood  and  all  thy  Tieavenly  line  _  _ 
Look  through  the  ftars,  and  fmile  divine 

Upon  an  heir  fo  great. 
Young  Hartopp  knows  this  noble  theme. 
That  the  wild  fcenes  of  bufy  life, 
The  noife,  th'  amufemcnts,  and  the  Itrife, 
Are  but  the  vifions  of  the  night, 
Gay  phantoms  of  delufive  light. 

Or  a  vexatious  dream. 

Flelh  is  the  vileft  and  the  leaft 

Ingredient  of  our  frame  : 
We're  born  to  live  above  the  beaft, 

Or  quit  the  manly  name. 
Pleafures  of  fenfe  we  leave  for  boys ; 
Be  fliining  duft  the  mifer's  food  ; 
Let  fancy  feed  on  fame  and  noife, 
Souls  muft  purfue  diviner  joys, 

And  feize  th'  immortal  good. 

TO  MITIO,  MY  FRIEND. 

AN  EPISTLE. 

Forgive  me,  Mitio,  that  there  fliould  be  any 
mortifying  lines  in  the  following  poems  infcribed 
to  you,  fo  foon  after  your  entrance  into  that  ftate 
which  was  defigned  for  the  completeft  happinefs 
©n  earth  :  But  you  will  quickly  difcover,  that  the 
mufe  in  the  firlt  poem  only  reprefents  the  fhades 
and  dark  colours  that  melancholy  throws  upon 
iovc,  and  the  focial  life.  In  the  fecond,  perhaps  fhe 
indulges  her  own  bright  ideas  a  little.  Yet  if  the 
sccounts  are  but  well  balanced  at  laft,  and  things 
fet  in  a  due  light,  I  hope  there  is  no  ground  for 
cenfure.  Here  you  will  find  an  attempt  made  to 
talk  of  one  of  the  moft  important  concerns  of  hu- 
man nature  in  verfe,  and  that  with  a  folemnity 
becoming  the  argument.  1  have  banilhed  grimace 
and  ridicule,  that  perfons  of  the  mofl:  ferious  cha- 
racter may  read  without  offence.  What  was  writ- 
ten feveral  years  ago  to  yourfelf,  is  now  permitted 
to  entertain  the  world ;  but  you  may  affume  it  to 
yourfelf  as  a  private  entertainment  ftill,  while  you 
lie  concealed  behind  a  feigned  name. 

THE  MOURNING-PIECE. 

Life's  a  long  tragedy  :  This  globe  the  fiage, 
Well  fix'd  and  well  adorn'd  with  flrong  machines, 
Gay  fields,  and  ikies,  and  fcas  :  The  actors  many : 
The  plot  immenfe  :  A  flight  of  demons  fit 
On  every  failing  cloud  with  fatal  purpofe  ; 
And  Ihoots  acrols  the  fcenes  ten  thoufand  arrows 
Perpetual  and  unfeen,  headed  with  pain, 
With  forrow,  infamy,  difeafe,  and  death. 
The  pointed  plagues  fly  filent  through  the  air. 
Nor  twangs  the  bow,  yet  fure  and  deep  the  wound. 

Dianthe  adts  her  little  part  alone. 
Nor  wifties  an  aflbciate.     Lo  fiie  glides 
Single  through  all  the  florm,  and  more  fecure; 
Lefs  are  her  dangers,  and  her  breaft  receives 
The  fewefl:  darts.     "  But,  O  my  lov'd  Marilla, 
«  My  fifler,  once  my  friend,  (Dianthe  cries) 
«  How  much  art  thou  expofed  !  Thy  growing  foul 
"  Doubled  in  wedlock,  multiply'd  in  children, 
'•  Stands  but  the  broader  mark  for  ail  the  mifchlefs 
*»  That  rove  promiTcuous  o'er  the  mortal  ftage  : 
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«  Children,  thofc  dear  ycun»  limbs,  thaft  tendercft 

pieces 
"  Of  your  own  flefli,  thofe  little  other  felves, 
■'  How  they  dilate  the  heart  to  wide  dimenfions, 
"  And  foften  every  fibre  to  improve 
"  The  mother's  fad  capacity  of  pain  ! 
"  I  mourn  Fidelio  too ;  though  heaven  has  chofer 
"  A  favourite  mate  for  him,  of  all  her  fex 
"  The  pride  and  flower :  How  bleft  the  lovely  pair, 
"  Beyond  expreflion,  if  well  mingled  loves 
"  And  woes  well  mingled  could  improve  our  blifs  I 
"  Amidfl;  the  rugged  cares  of  life  behold 
"  The  father  and  the  hufband  ;  flattering  names, 
"  That  fpread  his  title,  and  enlarge  his  ihare 
"  Of  common  wretchednefs.     He  fondly  hopes 
"  To  multiply  his  joys,  but  every  hour 
"  Renews  the  difappointment  and  the  fmart. 
"  There  not  a  wound  aflli<51s  the  meaneft  joint 
«  Of  his  fair  partner,  or  her  infant  train, 
"  (Sweet  babes !)  but  pierces  to  his  inmoft  foul. 
«  Strange  is  thy  power,  O  Love !  what  numef? 

*'  ous  veins, 
«  And  arteries,  and  arms,  and  hands,  and  eyes, 
"  Are  link'd  and  faften'd  to  a  lover's  heart, 
"  By  ftrong  but  fecret  firings  t  With  vain  attempt 
"  We  put  tKe  Stoic  on,  in  vain  we  try 
«  To  break  the  ties  of  nature  and  of  blood  ; 
"  Thofe  hidden  threads  maintain  the  dear  coOi- 

"  miinion 
«  Inviolably  firm  ;  their  thrilling  motions 
"  Reciprocal  give  endlefs  fympathy 
«'  In  all  the  bitters  and  the  fweets  of  life. 
"  Thrice  happy  man,  if  pleafure  only  knew 
"  Thefe  avenues  of  love  to  reach  our  fouls, 
"  And  pain  had  never  found  them  !" 

Thus  fang  the  tuneful  maid,  fearful  to  try 
The  bold  experiment.     Oft  Daphnia  came. 
And  oft  Narcifliis,  rivals  of  her  heart. 
Luring  her  eyes  with  trifles  dipt  in  gold, 
And  the -gay  filken  bondage.     Firm  fhe  Hood, 
And  bold  repuls'd  the  bright  temptation  ftill, 
Nor  put  the  chains  on  ;  dangerous  to  try. 
And  hard  to  be  diffolv'd.     Yet  rifing  tears 
Sate  on  her  eye-lids,  while  her  nunibers  flow'd 
Harmonious  forrow ;  and  the  pitying  drops 
Stole  down  her  cheeks,  to  mourn  the  haplefs  ftate 
Of  mortal  love.     Love,  thou  befl;  bleffing  feat 
To  foften  life,  and  make  cur  iron  cares 
Eafy  ;   But  thy  own  cares  of  fofter  kind      [heart. 
Give  fliarper  wounds  :  They  lodge  too  near  the 
Beat,  like  the  pulfe,  perpetual,  and  create 
A  ftrange  uneafy  fenfe,  a  tempting  pain. 

Say,  my  companion  Mitio,  fpeak'fincere, 
(For  thou  art  learned  nov/)  what  anxious  thoughts, 
What  kind  perplexities  tumultuous  rife, 
If  but  the  abfence  of  a  day  divide 
Thee  from  thy  fair  beloved  !  Vainly  fmiles 
The  cheerful  fun,  and  night  with  radiant  eyes 
Twinkles  in  vain  :  The  region  of  thy  foul 
Is  darknefs,  till  thy  better  ilar  appear. 
Teil  me,  what  toil,  what  torment  to  fuftain 
The  rolling  burden  of  the  tedious  hours  ? 
The  tedious  hours  are  ages.     Fancy  roves 
Refliefs  in  fond  inquires  nor  believes 
Charifla  fafe  :   CharilTa,  in  whofe  life 
Thy  life  confifts,  and  in  her  comfort  thine. 
Fear  and  furmife  put  on  a  thoufand  forms 
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Of  dear  difquietude,  and  round  thine  ears 
"Whifper  ten  thoufand  dangers,  endlefs  woes, 
Till  thy  frame  fliudders  at  her  fancy'd  death  ; 
Then  dies  my  Mitio,  and  his  blood  creeps  cold 
Through  every  vein.     Speak,  does  the  ftranger 

mufe 
Caft  happy  gueffes  at  the  unknown  paflion, 
Or  has  Ihe  fabled  all  ?  Inform  me,  friend, 
Are  half  thy  joys  fincere  ?  Thy  hop^s  fulfill'd 
Or  fruftrate  ?  Here  commit  thy  fecret  griefs 
To  faithful  ears,  and  be  they  bury'd  here 
In  friendlhip  and  oblivion ;  left  they  fpoll 
Thy  new-born  pleafures  with  diftafteful  gall. 
Nor  let  thine  eye  too  greedily  drink  in 
The  frightful  profpeift,  when  untimely  death 
Shall  make  wild  inroads  en  a  parent's  heart, 
And  his  dear  offspring  to  the  cruel  grave 
Are  dragg'd  in  fad  fucceflion,  while  his  foul 
Is  torn  away  piece-meal :  Thus  dies  the  wretch 
A  various  death,  and  frequent,  ere  he  quit 
The  theatre,  and  make  his  exit  final. 

But  if  his  deareft  half,  his  faithful  mate 
Survive,  and  in  the  fweeteft  faddeft  airs 
Of  love  and  grief,  approach  with  trembling  hand 
To  clofe  his  fwimming  eyes,  what  double  pangs. 
What  racks,  what  twinges  rend  his  heart-ftringsoff 
From  the  fair  bofom  of  that  fellow-dove 
He  leaves  behind  to  mourn  ?  What  jealous  cares 
Hang  on  his  parting  foul,  to  think  his  love 
Expos'd  to  wild  oppreflion,  and  the  herd 
Of  favage  men  ?  So  parts  the  dying  turtle 
With  fobbing  accents,  with  fuch  fad  regret 
Leaves  his  kind  feather'd  mate  :  The  widow  bird 
Wanders  in  lonefome  fhades,  forgets  her  food, 
Forgets  her  life  ;  or  falls  a  fpecdier  prey 
To  talon'd  faulcons,  and  the  crooked  beak 
Of  hawks  athirft  for  blood 

THE  SECOND  PART : 

OR,  THE   BRIGUT  VISION. 

Thus  far  the  mufe,  in  unaccuftom'd  mood. 

And  flrains  unpleafing  to  a  lover's  ear, 

Indulg'd  a  gloom  of  thought ;  and  thus  flie  fang 

Partial  ;  for  melancholy's  hateful  form 

Stood  by  in  fable  robe  :  The  penfive  mufe 

Survey'd  the  darkfome  fcenes  of  life,  and  fought 

Some  bright  relievmg  glimpfe,  fome  cordial  ray 

In  the  fair  world  of  love  :  But  while  fhe  gaz'd 

Delightful  on  the  ftate  of  twin-born  fouls 

United,  blefs'd,  the  cruel  fhade  apply'd 

A  dark  long  tube,  and  a  falfe  tindur'd  glafs 

Deceitful ;  blending  love  and  hfe  at  ouce 

In  darknefs,  chaos,  and  the  common  mafs 

Of  mifery  :  Now  Urania  feels  the  cheat, 

And  breaks  the  hated  optic  in  difdain. 

Swift  vanifhes  the  fullen  form,  and  lo 

The  fcene  fhines  bright  with  blifs :   Behold  the 

place 
Where  mifchiefs  never  fly,  cares  never  come 
With  wrinkled  brow,  nor  anguifh,  nor  difeafe, 
Nor  malice  forky-tongued.     On  this  dear  fpot, 
Mitio,  my  love  would  fix  and  plant  thy  ftation 
To  adl  thy  part  of  life,  ferene  and  bleft 
With  the  fair  confort  fitted  to  thy  heart. 

Sure  'tis  a  vifion  of  that  happy  grove 
Where  the  firft  authors  of  our  mournful  race 


Liv'd  m  fweet  partnerfhip !  one  hour  they  liv'd 
But  chang'd  the  tafled  blife  (imprudent  pair  !)    ' 
For  fin,  and  fhame,  and  this  wafte  wildernefs 
Of  briars,  and  nine  hundred  years  of  pain. 
The  wifliing  mufe  new-drcffes  the  fair  garden 
Amid  this  defert  world,  with  budding  bhfs, 
And  ever-greens,  and  balms,  and  flowery  beauties 
Without  one  dangerous  tree  :  There  heavenly  dews 
Nightly  defcending  fhall  impearl  the  grafs 
And  verdant  herbage  ;  drops  of  fragrancy 
Sit  trembling  on  the  fpires  :  The  fpicy  vapours 
Rife  with  the  dawn,  and  through  the  air  diff'us'd 
Salute  your  waking  fenfes  with  perfume  : 
While  vital  fruits  with  their  ambrofial  juice 
Renew  life's  purple  flood  and  fountain,  pure 
From  vicious  taint ;  and  with  your  innocence 
ImmortaHze  the  flrudlure  of  your  clay. 
On  this  new  paradife  the  cloudlefs  Ikies 
Shall  fniile  perpetual,  while  the  lamp  of  day 
With  flames  unfully'd  (as  the  fabled  torch 
Of  Hymen)  meafures  out  your  golden  hour* 
Along  his  azure  road.     The  nuptial  moon 
In  milder  rays  ferene,  fhould  nightly  rife 
Full  orb'd  (if  heaven  and  nature  will  indulge 
So  fair  an  emblem)  big  with  filver  joys, 
And  flill  forget  her  wane.     The  feather'd  choir. 
Warbling  their  Maker's  praife  on  early  wing. 
Or  perch'd  on  evening-bough,  fhall  join  your 

worfhip, 
Join  your  fweet  vefpers,  and  the  morning  fong. 

O  facred  fymphony  !  Hark,  through  the  grove 
I  hear  the  found  divine  !  I'm  all  attention, 
All  ear,  all  ecftafy  ;  unknown  delight ! 
And  the  fair  mufe  proclaims  the  heaven  below. 

Not  the  feraphic  minds  of  high  degree 
Difdain  converle  with  men  ;   Again  returning 
I  fee  th'  ethereal  hofl  on  downward  wing. 
Lo,  at  the  eaftern  gate  young  cherubs  ftand 
Guardians,  commiflion'd  to  convey  their  joys 
To  earthly  lovers.     Go,  ye  happy  pair, 
Go  tafte  their  banquet,  learn  the  nobler  pleafures 
Supernal,  and  from  brutal  dregs  refin'd. 
Raphael  fliall  teach  thee,  friend,  exalted  thoughts 
And  intelledual  blifs.     'Twas  Raphael  taught 
The  patriarch  of  our  progeny  th'  affairs 
Of  heaven  :   (So  Milton  fings,  enlightened  bard  ! 
Nor  mifs'd  his  eyes,  when  in  fublimeft  ftrain 
The  angel's  great  narration  he  repeats 
To  Albion's  fons  high  favbur'd.)  Thou  fhalt  learn 
Celeftial  leffons  from  his  awful  tongue  ; 
And  with  foft  grace  and  interwoven  loves 
(Grateful  digreffion)  all  his  words  rehearfe 
To  thy  CharifTa's  ear,  and  charm  her  foul. 
Thus  with  divine  difcourfe,  in  fhady  bowers 
Of  Eden,  our  firft  father  entertain'd 
Eve  hisfole  auditrefs  ;  and  deep  difpute 
With  conjugal  careffes  on  her  lip 
Solv'd  eafy,  and  abitrOfeft  thoughts  reveal'd. 

Now  the  day  wears  apace,  now  Mitio  comes 

From  his  bright  tutor,  and  finds  out  his  mate. 

Behold  the  dear  adociates  feated  low 

On  humble  turf,  with  rofe  and  myrtle  flrow'd ; 

But  high  their  conference  :  how  felf-fuffic'd 

Lives  their  eternal  Maker,  girt  around 

With  glories :  arm'd  with  thunders ;  and  his  throne 

Mortal  accefs  forbids,  projeding  far 

Spkndourj  uniufTerablc  and  radiant  death. 
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"With  reverence  and  abafement  deep  they  fall 

Before  his  Sovereign  Majelly,  to  pay 

Due  worlhip  :  Then  his  mercy  on  their  fouls 

Smiles  >rith  a  gentler  ray,  butfovereign  ftill ; 

And  leads  their  meditation  and  difcourfe 

JLong  ages  backward,  and  acrofs  the  feas 

To  Bethlehem  of  Judah :  There  the  Son, 

The  filial  Godhead,  character  exprefs 

Of  brightnefs  inexpreflible,  laid  by 

His  beamy  robes,  and  made  defcent  to  earth  : 

Sprung  from  the  fons  of  Adam  he  became 

A  fecond  father,  ftudious  to  regain 

Loft  paradife  for  men,  and  purchafe  heaven. 

The  lovers  with  endearment  mutual  thus 
Promifcuous  talk'd,  and  queftions  intricate 
His  manly  judgment  ftill  refolv'd,  and  ftill 
Held  her  attention  fix'd  :  flie  mafing  fat 
On  the  fvvect  mention  of  incarnate  love, 
Till  rapture  wak'd  her  voice  to  fofteft  ftrains. 
*'  She  fang  the  Infant  God  ;  (myfterious  theme  !) 
"  How  vile  his  birth-place,  and  his  cradle  vile  ! 
•'  The  ox  and  afs  his  mean  companions;  there 
"  In  habit  vile  the  fhepherds  flock  around, 
"  Saluting  the  great  mother,  and  adore 
"  Ifrael's  anointed  King,  the  appointed  heir 
''  Of  the  creation.     How  debas'd  he  lies 
"  Beneath  his  regal  ftate  ;  for  thee,  my  Mitio, 
"  Debas'd  in  fervile  form ;  but  angels  ftood 
"  Miniftering   round   their   charge  with   folded 
"  wings  [hours 

*'  Obfequious,  though  unfeen  ;    while  lightfome 
*'  Fulfili'd  the  day,  and  the  gray  evening  rofe. 
"  Then  the  fair  guardians  hovering  o'er  his  head 
"  Wakeful  all  night,  drive  the  foul  fpirits  far, 
"  And  v/ith  their  fanning  pinions  purge  the  air 
"  From  bufy  phantoms,  from  infeftious  d.mips, 
"  And  impure  taint ;  while  their  ambrofial  plumes 
"  A  dewy  flumber  on  his  fenfes  fhed. 
"  Alternate  hymns  the  heavenly  watchers  fung 
*'  Melodious,  foothing  the  furrounding  fhades, 
"  And  kept  the  darknefs  chafte  and  holy.     Then 
"  Midnight  was  charm'd,  and  all  her  gazing  eyes 
"  Wonder'd  to  fee  their  mighty  Maker  fleep. 
'"  Behold  the  glooms  difperfe,  the  rofy  morn 
"  Smiles  in  the  eaft  with  eye-lids  opening  fair, 
*'  But  not  fo  fair  as  thine ;  O  I  could  fold  thee, 
"  My  young  Almighty,  my  Creator-Babe, 
"  For  ever  in  thefe  arms !  For  ever  dv/cU 
"  Upon  thy  lovely  form  with  gazing  joy, 
*'  And  evgry  pulfe  ftiould  beat  feraphir  love  ! 
"  Aror  „.'  my  feat  fhould  crowding  cherubs  come 
"  Wi'     Iwift  ambition,  zealous  to  attend 
"  "    Ar  prince,  and  form  a  heaven  below  the  fky. 

"  Forbear,  Charifla,  O  forbear  the  thought 
"  Of  female  fondnefs,  and  forgive  the  man 
"  That  interrupts  fuch  melting  harmony  !" 
Thus  Mitio  ;  and  awakes  her  nobler  pov/ers 
I'o  pay  juft  worftiip  to  the  facred  King, 
Jefus  the  God  ;  nor  with  devotion  pure 
Mix  the  careffes  of  her  fofter  fex ;  [afide 

(Vain  bland'fhment !)    "  Come,  turn  thine  eyes 
"  From  Bethlehem,  and  climb  up  the  doleful  fteep 
''  Of  bloody  Calvary,  where  naked  ikulls 
"  Pave  the  fad  road,  and  fright  the  traveller. 
♦'  Can  my  beloved  bear  to  trace  the  feet 
"  Of  her  Redeemer  panting  up  the  hill 
«  Hard  bwrden'd  ?  Can  thy  heart  attend  his  crofs? 


'  Nail'd  to  the  cruel  wood,  he  groans,  he  dies, 

'  For  thee  he  dies.     Beneath  thy  fins  and  mine 

'  (Horrible  load  !)  the  finlefs  Saviour  groans, 

•'  And  in  fierce  anguifh  of  his  foul  expires. 

■'  Adoring  angels  pry  with  bending  head 

"  Searching  the  deep  contrivance,  and  admire 

"  This  infinite  dcfign.     Here  peace  is  made 

"  'Twixt  God  the  Sovereign,  and  the  rebel  man  : 

"  Here  Satan  overthrown  with  all  his  hofts 

"  In  fecond  ruin  rages  and  defpairs ; 

"  Malice  itfelf  defpairs.     The  captive  prey 

"  Long  held  in  flavery  hopes  a  fweet  releafe, 

"  And  Adam's  ruiii'd  offspring  fhall  revive 

"  Thus  ranfom'd  from  the  greedy  jaws  of  death."  ^ 

The  fair  difciple  heard  ;  her  paflions  move 
Harmonious  to  the  great  difcourfe,  and  breathe 
Refin'd  devotion  :  while  new  fmiles  of  love 
Repay  her  teacher.     Both  with  bended  knees 
Read  o'er  the  covenant  of  eternal  life 
Brought  down  to  men  ;  feal'd  by  the  facred  Three 
In  heaven  ;  and  feal'd  on  earth  with   God's  own 

blood. 
Here  they  unite  their  names  again,  and  fign 
Thofe  peaceful  articles.     (Hail,  bleft  co-heirs 
Celeftial !  Ye  fliall  grow  to  manly  age. 
And,  fpite  of  earth  and  hell,  in  feafon  due 
Pofl"Lfs  the  fair  inheritance  above.) 
With  joyous  admiration  they  furvey 
The  gofpel  treafures  infinite,  unfeen 
By  mortal  eye,  by  mortal  ear  unheard, 
And  unconceiv'd  by  thought :  Riches  divine 
And  honours  which  the  Almighty  Father  God 
Pcur'd  with  immenfe  profufion  on  his  Son, 
High  treafurer  of  heaven.     The  Son  beftows 
The  life,  the  love,  the  blefling,  and  the  joy 
On  bankrupt  mortals  who  believe  and  love 
His  name.     "  Then,  my  Chariffa,  all  is  thine. 
"  And  thine,  my  Mitio,  the  fair  faint  replies. 
"  Life,death,the  world  below,  and  worlds  onhigh^ 
"  And  place,  and  time,  are  ours ;  and  things  to 

come, 
"  And  paft,  and  prefent ;  for  our  Intereft  ftands 
"  Firm  in  our  myftic  head,  the  title  fure. 
"  'Tis  for  our  health  and  fweet  refrefliment,  (while 
"  We  fojourn  ftrangers  here)  the  fruitful  earth 
"  Bears  plenteous  ;  and  revolving  feafons  ftili 
«  Drefs  her  vaft  globe  in  various  ornament. 
"  For  us  this  cheerful  fun  and  cheerful  light 
"  Diurnal  fhine.     This  blue  expanfe  of  flcy 
"  Hangs  a  rich  canopy  above  our  heads, 
"   Covering  our  flumbers,  all  with  ftary  gold 
"  Inwrought,  when  night  alternates  her  return. 
"  For  us  time  wears  his  wings  out :   Nature  keeps 
"  Her  wheels  in  motion  :  and  her  fabric  ftands. 
"  Glories  beyond  our  ken  of  mortal  fight 
"  Are  now  preparing,  and  a  manfion  fair 
"  Awaits  us,  where  the  faints  unbody'd  live. 
"  Spirits  releas'd  front  clay,  and  purg'd  from  fin  3 
"  Thither  our  hearts  with  moft  incfleant  wifh 
"  Panting  afpire  ;  whtn  fhall  that  deareft  hour 
"  Shine  and  releafe  us  hence,  and  bear  us  high, 
"  Bear  us  at  once  unfever'd  to  our  better  home  ?" 

O  bleft  connubial  ftate  !  O  happy  pair, 
Envy'd  by  yet  unfociated  fouls 
Who  feek  their  faithful  twins  !  Your  pleafures  rife 
Sweet  as  the  morn,  advancing  as  the  day, 
Fervent  as  the  glorious  noon,  fsrenely  calm 


is^ 
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As  fummer-evenings.    The  vile  fons  of  earth 
Grovelling  in  dull  with  all  their  noify  jars 
Rcftlefs,  fliall  interrupt  your  joys  no  mora 
Than  barking  animals  affright  the  moon 
Sublime,  and  riding  in  her  midnight  way. 
Friendfaip  and  love  fhall  undilliiiguifli'd  reign 
O'er  all  your  palfions  with  unrivall'd  fway 
Mutual  and  everlafting  :  Friendfhip  knows 
No  property  in  good,  but  all  things  common 
That  each  poffeffcs,  as  the  light  or  air 
In  which  we  breathe  and   live  :  There's  not  one 

thought 
Can  lurk  in  clofe  refervc,  no  barriers  fix'd, 
But  every  pafiage  open  as  the  day 
To  one  another's  breaft,  and  inmofl:  mind. 
Thus  by  communion  your  delight  fhall  grow,    -. 
Thus  ftreams  of  mingled  blifs  fwell  higher  as/ 

they  flow,  J- 

Thus  angels  mix  their  flames,  and  more  divinely  V 

glow.  -* 

TKE  THIRD  PART: 

OR    THE    ACCOUNT    BALANCED. 

Shocid  fovereign  love  before  me  Hand, 
With  all  his  train  of  pomp  and  flatc, 
And  bid  the  daring  mufe  relate 

His  comforts  and  his  cares; 
Mitio,  I  would  not  afk  the  fand 
For  metaphors  t'  exprofs  their  weight, 
Nor  borrow  numbers  from  the  flars. 
Thy  cares  and  comfort,  fovereign  love, 
Vaftly  out-weigh  the  fand  below. 
And  to  a  larger  audit  grow 
Than  all  the  flars  above. 
Thy  mighty  loffes  and  thy  gains 

Are  their  own  mutual  meafures ; 
Only  the  man  that  knows  thy  paint 

Gan  reckon  up  thy  pleafures. 

Say  Damon,  fay,  how  bright  the  fccnc, 

Damon  is  half-divinely  bleft, 
Leaning  his  head  on  his  Florella's  breaft. 
Without  a  jealous  thought,  or  bufy  care  between  : 

Then  the  fweet  palTions  mix  and  fhare ; 

Florella  tells  thee  all  her  heart. 
Nor  can  thy  foul's  remote fl  part 
Conceal  a  thought  or  wifh  from  the  beloved  fair. 

Say,  what  a  pitch  thy  pleafures  fly. 
When  friendfliip  all-fincere  grows  up  to  ecflacy, 
Ncr  felf  contrafts  the  blefs,  nor  vice  pollutes  the 

While  thy  dear  ofTsprlng  round  tlaee  fit,       [joy. 
Or  fporting  innocently  at  thy  feet 

Thy  kindeft  thougiits  engage  : 
•     Thofe  little  images  of  thee. 

What  pretty  toys  of  youth  they  be, 
And  growing  props  of  age  ! 

But  fhort  is  earthly  blifs  !  The  changing  wind 

Blows  from  the  fickly  fouth,  and  Isrings 
Aialignant  fevers  on  its  fultry  wings, 

Relentlefs  death  fits  clofe  behind  : 
Now  gafping  infants,  and  a  wife  in  tears. 

With  piercing  groans  falutes  his  cars. 
Through  every  vein  the  thr"!];ng  torments  roll } 

While  fweet  and  bitter  arc  at  ftrife 

In  thofe  dear  miferies  of  life, 
Thofe  tcnderefl  pieces  of  hit  bleeding  foul. 


The  pleafing  fenfe  of  love  awhile 
Mixt  with  the  heart-ach  may  the  pain  beguile, 

And  make  a  feeble  fight : 
Till  forrows  like  a  gloomy  deluge  rife, 

Then  every  fmiling  paffion  dies, 

And  hope  alone  with  wakeful  eyes 
Darkling  and  folitary  waits  the  flow-returning  light. 

Here  then  let  my  ambition  reft, 
May  I  be  moderately  bleft 
When  I  the  laws  of  love  obey  ; 
Let  but  my  pleafure  and  my  pain 
In  equal  balance  ever  reign. 
Or  mount  by  turns  and  fink  again. 
And  fhare  jufl  meafures  of  alternate  fway. 
So  Damon  lives,   and  ne'er  complains ; 
Scarce  can  we  hope  diviner  fcenes 

On  this  dull  ftage  of  ciay : 
The  tribes  beneath  the  northern  Bear 
Submit  to  darknefs  half  the  year. 

Since  half  the  year  is  day. 


DEATH  OF  THt  DUKE  OF  GLOUCESTER, 

Juji  after  Mr.  Bryden.      1700 
AN    EPIGRAM. 

Drvden  is  dead,  Dryden  alone  could  fin'g 
Tlie  full  grown  glories  of  a  future  king. 
Now  Glo'rer  dies  ;  Thus  lefTer  heroes  live 
By  that  inimoftal  breath  thait  poets  give  ; 
And  fcarce  revive  the  mufe  :   But  William  ftandsj 
Nor  afks  his  honours  from  the  poets  hands, 
William  fhall  fhinc  without  a  Dryden's  praife. 
His  laurels  are  not  grafted  on  the  bays, 

AN  EPIGRAM  OF  MARTIAL  TO  CIRINUS. 

"  Sic  tua,  CirinI,  promas  Epigrammata  vuIgO 
"  Ut  mecum  poffis,"  &c. 

INSCRIBED  TO  MR.  JOSIAH  HORTE. 
Lord  Bifhcp  of  Kilmore  *  in  Ireland.     1694. 

So  fmooth  your  numbers,  friend,  your  verfe  fo 

fweet, 
So  fharp  the  jeft,  and  yet  the  turn  fo  neat. 
That  with  her  martial  Rome  would  place  Cirine, 
Rome  would  prefer  your  fenfe  and  thi,    ''ht  to  mine. 
Yet  modefl  you  decline  the  public  fta 
To  fix  your  friend  alone  amidft  th'  applai    '.ng  age, 
So  Maro  did  ;  the  mighty  Maro  fings  '  .  "J 

In  vaft  heroic  notes  of  vaft  heroic  things,  r 

And  leaves  the  ode  to  dance  upon  his  Flaccus'  i 

ftrings.  ji 

He  fcorn'd  to  daunt  the  dear  Horatian  lyre,       "J 
Though  his  brave  genius  flafh'd  Pindaric  fire,    % 
And  at  Iris  will  could  filence  all  the  lyric  quire.  J 
So  to  his  Y^rius  he  refign'd  the  praife 
Of  the  proud  buflcin  and  the  tragic  bays. 
When  he  could  thunder  v.ith  a  loftier  vein, 
And  fing  of  gods  and  heroes  in  a  bolder  ftraip^ 

A  handfomc  treat,  a  piece  of  gold,  or  fo. 
And  compliments  will  every  friend  beflow; 

*  AfUrivards  Archhijkop  of  Timm, 
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Rarely  a  Virgil,  a  Cirine  we  meet, 
Who  luys  his  laurels  at  inferior  feet, 
And  yields  the  tendereft  point  of  honour 
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RuRSUM    tiias,    amande,    frater,    accep!    literas, 
eodem  fortafse  momento,  quo  mece  ad  te  perve- 
neruHt  ;   idemque  qui    tc   fcribentem  vidit  dies, 
meuni  ad  epjfiiolare  munus  excitavit  calamum ;  non 
inane  eft  internes  Fraternum  Nomen,  unions  cnim 
fpiritus  nos  intiis  animat,  agitque,  et  Concordes  in 
ambobus  efficit  motus :   O   utinaiti  crcfcat  indies, 
ct  vigefcat  mutua  charitas ;  faxit  Deus,  ut  amor 
fui  noftra  inccndat  et  defsecet  pedlora,  tunc  etenim 
et  alternis  purse  amicitiaj   flammis  erga  nos  invi- 
cem  divinum  in  modum  ardebimus ;  "Contemple- 
Biur  Jefum  noftrum,  coelefte  illud  et  adoranduni 
exemplar  charitatis.     Ille  eft, 
C^ui  quondam  ssterno  dclapfus  ab  jethere  vultus 
Induit  humanos,  ut  polTet  corpore  noftras 
(Heu  miferas)  l^afFerre  vices;  fpouforis  obivit 
Munia,  et  in  fefe  Tabulae  maledidla  Minacis 
Tranftulit,  et  fceleris  poenas  hominifque  reatum, 
■    Ecce  jacet  defertus  humi,  diffufus  in  herbam 
Integer,  innocuas  verfus  fua  fidera  palmas 
Et  placidum  attollens  vultum,  nee  ad  ofcula  Patrfs 
Amplexus  iblitofve  :  Artus  nudatus  amidu 
fiidereos,  et  fponte  finum  patefaulus  ad  iras 
Numlnis  armati.     Pater,  hie  infige  *  fagittas, 
"  Hac,  ait,  iratum  forbebunt  pedtora  fwrum, 
"  Abluat  xthereus  mortalia  crimina  fanguis." 
Dixit,  et  horrendum  frcmuere  tonJtrua  coeli 
Infenfufque  Deus,  (queni  jam  pofuiffe  paternum 
Mufy.  queri  vellet  nomen,  fed  et  ipfa  frao-ores 
Ad  tantos  pevefacfta  filet),     jam  diiTilit  ^ther, 
Pandunturque  fores,  ubi  duro  carcere  regnat, 
Ira,  et  poenarum  thefauros  mille  coercet, 
Inde  ruunt  gravidi  vcfano  lulphure  nimbi, 
Centuplicifque  volant  contorta  voiumina  flamms! 
In  caput  immeritum  ;  diro  hie  fub  pondere  prefius 
Reftat,  compre(ro»  dumque  ardens  explicat  artus 
f  Purpureo  veftes  tinelje  fudore  madefcunt. 
Nee  tamen  infando  Vindex  Regina  labori 
Segniiis  incumbit,  fed  laiTos  increpat  igncs 
Acriier,  et  fumno  languentem  fufcitat  |  cnfem  : 
«  Surge,  age,  divinum  pete  peflus,  ct  imbue  facro 
"  Flumine  mucronem  ;  Vos  hinc,n-ieafpicula,  late 
«  Ferrea  per  totum  difpergite  tormina  Chriftum, 
"  Immenfum  tolerare  valet ;  ad  pondere  poeiisE 
*  Suftehtanda  hominem  fuffulciet  Lncola  Numen. 
"  Et  tu  facra  Decas  Legum,  violata  tabella, 
"  Ebibc  vindicftam ;  vafta  fatiabere  cxde, 
*'  Mortah^culpae  penfabit  dedecus  ingens 
**  Permiffcus  Deitate  Cruor." 

Sic  fata,  immiti  contorquet  Vulnera  dextri 
Dilaniatque  finus  r  fandli  penetralia  cordis 
Panduntnr,  fsvis  avidas  dolor  involat  alis, 
Atque  auda.v  nientem  fcrutator,  et  ilia  mordet ; 
Interea  fervator  §  ovat,  vidorque  doloris 
Eminet,  il'mftri  ||  perfufus  membra  cruore, 
Exukatque  mifer  fieri ;  nam  fortius  ilium 
Urget  Patris  Honos,  et  non  vincenda  voluptas 
Servandi  mifcros  fontes ;  O  nobilis  ardor 

.    *  yof>  iv.  6.  I  Zuie  xxii.  4. 

f  Ze.6.  xiii.  7.        §  Cel,  ii.  i^         K  r^uh  xiii.  Z4- 
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Panarum  !  O  quid  non  mortalia  peftora  cogis 
Durus  amor  ^  Quid  non  coelcftia  ? 

At  fubfidat  phantafia,  vanefcant  imagines  ;  nefclo 
quo  me  proripuit  amans  Mufa :  Volui  quatuor  li- 
nias  pedibus  aftringerc,  et  ccce  !  nuraeri  crefcunt 
in  immenfum  ;  dumque  concitato  genio  laxavi  frs- 
na,  vereor  ne  juvenilis  impetus  theologium  laeferit, 
et  audax  nimis  imaginatio.  Heri  adlata  eft  ad  m^ 
epiftola  indicans  matrem  meliufculc  fe  habere,  li* 
cet  ignis  febrilis  non  prorfiis  defuerit  mortale  ejus 
domiciliura.  Piura  volui,  fed  turgidi  &  crefcente* 
verfus  noluere  plura,  et  eoanSlarunt  fcriptionis  li» 
m'tes.  Vale  amice  frater,  et  in  lludio  pietatis  et 
artis  medicce  ftrenuus  dccurre. 

Datum  k  Mufeo  meo  Londini  xvto  Kalend.  Feb. 

Anno  Salutis  cididcxciii. 

Fratris  E.  W.  olim  navigaturo.  Sep.  3c,  l6^U 

Ifelix,  pede  profpero 
I  frater,  trabe  pinea 
Sulces  aquora  cosrula 
Pandas  c?rbafa  flatibus 
QuEE  tuto  rc-ditura  fmC. 
Non  te  monftra  natantia 
Ponti  carnivorse  incols 
Praedeniur  rate  naufraga, 

Navis,  tu  tibi  creditum 
Fratrem  dimidiv.m  mei 
Salvum  fer  per  inhofpita 
Ponti  regna,  per  avios 
TracSus,  et  liquidum  chaos. 
Nee  te  forbeat  horrid  a 
Syrtis,  nee  fcopulus  niinax 
Rumpat  roboreurn  latus. 
Captent  mitia  flamina 
AntennsB  ;  et  zephyri  leves 
Dent  portum  placidum  tibi. 

Tu,  qui  flumina,  qui  vago^ 
Fluclus  oceani  regis, 
Et  fsevura  boreani  demas. 
Da  fratri  faHles  vias, 
Et  fratrem  reducem  fuisi 

AJ  Re'vcrenaum  P"irum 

Dm  JOHANNEM  PINHORNE, 

Fidiiin  Adokfcentia:  mea  Praceptorem. 

PINDARCI   CARMINIS   SPECIMEN.    l694> 

Et  te,  Pinhorni,  Miifa  Trifantica 
Salutat,  ardens  difcipiilam  tuam 
Grate  fateri :  nunc  Athenas, 

Nunc  Latias  per  amoeiiitates 
TutQ  percrrana  te  recolit  dacem, 
Te  quondam  teneros  et  Ebraia  per  afpera  graffus 
Non  dura  duNilfe  manu 
Tuo  patefcunt  lumine  Thefpii 
Campi  atqui  ad  ai-cem  Piei  id»n  iter  : 
En  altus  affurgens  Homerus 
Anna  deolque  virofque  mifcens 
Occupat  sethereum  Parnaffi  culmen  :  Horherl 

Immenfos  ftupeo  manes 

l"e,  IMaro,  dulct  canens  fylvas,  te  bela  fonanfetf 
Ardua,  da  veniam  tenui  venerare  camisna  ; 
Tufeque  accipias,  Thebanc  vataSj 
Debit*  Thwi-a  Lyra.         " ' 
Tr 
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Vobis,  oiaj;na  triasi  clariffima  nomina  femper 
Scrinia  noftra  patent,  &  petftora  noftra  patebunt, 
Oiium  mihi  cunque  levem  conceflerit  otia&horam 
Dirina  Mofis  pagina. 

riaccus  ad  banc  triadem  ponatur,  at  ipfa  pudeti- 

das 
Deponat  veneres :  venias  fed  *  "  purus  &  infons 
*'  Ut  te  collaudem,  dum  Ibrdes  h.  mala  luftra" 
AbliUus,  Venufine,  canis  ridefve.     Recifas 
H.ic  lege  accedent  fatyras  Juvenalis,  amari 
Terrores  vitiorum.     At  longe  csecus  abeflet 
Peifius,  obfcuros  vates, nifi  lumina  circum- 
-fufa  forent,fphif!gifque  senigmata.Bondejfcidifles. 
Grande  fonans  Senecss  uilraen,grandifque  cothurni 
Pompa  Sophcclei  celfo  ponantur  eodem 
Crdine,  et  ambabus  fimul  hos  ample(!rlar  in  ulnis, 
Tuto,  Poetse,  tuto  habitabitis 
Pidlos  abacos  :  improba  tinea 
Obiit,  nee  audat  fasva  caftas 
Attingere  blatta  camcenas. 
At  tu  reniden";  foeda  epigrammatuni 
Parrago  inertum,  ftercoris  impii 
Sentino  foetens,  Martialis, 
^n  barathrum  relegandus  imum 
'Aiifuge,  &C  hinc  tecum  rapias  Catullunl 
Infulse  mollem,  naribus,  auribus 
Ingrata  caftis  carmina,  et  improbi 
Spurcos  Nafonis  amoves. 

J^obilis  extrema  gradiens  Caledonis  ab  ara 
En  Eiichananus  adeft.     Divini  pfaltis  imago 
Jeffiadje  falveto  ;  potens  feu  numinis  iras 
Pulminibus  mifceie,  facro  vel  lumine  mentis 
Fugare  nocfles,  vel  citharx  fono 

Sedare  fluftus  pecfloris. 
Tu  mihi  hasrebis  comes  ambulanti, 
Tu  domi  aftabis  focius  perennis. 
Sen  levi  menfae  fimul  affidere 

Dignabere,  feuledlicae. 
Mox  recumbentis  vigilans  ad  auren? 
Aurecs  fuadebis  inire  fcmnos 
Sacra  fopitis  fuperinferens  ob- 

livia  curls, 
Stet  juxta  f  Cafimirus,  huic  nee  parciiis  ignem 
datura  indulfit  nee  Mufa  armavit  aluinnura 
f  Sarbivium  rudiore  lyra. 
Quanta  Polonum  levat  aura  cygnum  I 
4  Humana  linquens  (en  fibi  devii 
Montes  recedunt)  luxuriantibus 

Spatiatur  in  aere  pennis. 
Seu  tu  forte  virum  toUis  ad  aethera, 
Cognatofve  thrones  Stpartium  polum 

Vifurus  confurgis  ovans, 
Vifum  fatigas,  aciemque  fallis, 
Dum  tuum  a  longe  llupeo  volatum 
O  nun  iraitabilis  ales. 

Sarbivii  ad  nomen  gelida  incalet 
Mufa,  fimul  totus  fervefcere 
Santio,  ftellatas  levis  induor 
Alas  &  toUor  in  altum. 
Jam  juga  Zionis  radenspede 


•  Horat.  Lib.  I.  Sat.  6. 

\M.  Cafimirus,  Seibifivjki  Pocta  infignii  PO' 
icnis. 
t  Lii.  II.  Ode  r. 


Elato  inter  fidera  radens  veftice 

Longe  defpedlo  mortalia. 
Quam  juvat  altifonis  volitare  per  sethera  penni?, 
Et  rldere  procul  fallacia  gaudia  fecli 
Terrellse  gra'ndia  inania, 

Quae  mortale  genus  (heu  male)  deperit. 

O  curas  horninum  miferas  I  Cano> 

Et  miferas  nugas  diademata  1 

VentofsB  fortis  ludibrium. 
En  mihi  fubfidunt  terrente  a  peflore  fseces, 
Gellit  &c  effrsenis  divinum  effundere  carmen 
Mens  afflata  Deo '■ 

at  vos  heroes  &•  arma 

Et  procul  efte  Dii,  ludicra  numina. 

Quid  mihi  cum  veftrse  pondere  lanceas, 

Pallas !  aut  veftris,  Dyonyfe,  Thyrfis  ? 

Et  Clava,  &;  Anguis,  &  Leo,  &  Hercules, 

Et  brutum  tonitru  ficlitii  Patris> 
Abftate  a  carmine  noftro. 

Te,  Deus  Omnipotens !  te  noftra  fonabit  Jeftt 
Mufa,  nee  affueto  coeleftes  barbiton  aufu 
Tentabit  numeros.     Vafti  fine  limite  numen  & 
Immenfum  fine  lege  deum  numeri  fine  lege  fona- 
bunt. 

Sed  mufam  magna  polllcentem  deftituit  vigor  j 
Divino  jubare  perliringitur  oculorum  acies.  En 
labafcit  pennis,  tremit  artubus,  ruit  deorfura  per 
inane  setheris,  jacet  vidla,  obftupefcit,  filet. 

Ignofcas,  reverende  vir,  vano  conamini ;  frag- 
men  hoc  rude  licet  et  impolitum  aequi  boni  con- 
fulas,  &  gratitudinis  jam  diu  debits  in  partem 
reponas. 

Votum,fiu  Vita  in  ierris  beata. 

AD  VIRUM  DIGNISSIUM 

JOHNANNEM  HARTOPPIUM,  BARTUM. 

Hartoppi  eximio  ftemmate  nobilis 
Venaque  ingenii  divite>  fi  roges 

Quem  mea  Mufa  beat, 
Ille  mihi  felix  ter  St  amplius, 
Et  fimiles  fuperis  annos  agit 
''  Qui  fibi  fufficiens  femper  adeft  fibi." 

Hunc  longe  a  curls  mortalibus 

Inter  agros,  fylvafque  filentes 
Se  mufifque  fuis  tranquilla  in  pace  fruentem 

Sol  oriens  videt  &  recumbens. 

Non  fuse  vulgi  favor  infolentis 
(Plaufus  infani  tumidus  popelli) 
Mentis  ad  facram  penetrabit  arcem, 

Fcriat  licet  aethera  clamor. 
Nee  gaza  flammans  divitis  Indi*, 
Nee,  Tage,  veftra  fulgor  arenulae 

Ducent  ab  obfcurS  quiete 
Ad  laquear  radiantis  aula?. 

O  fi  daretur  (lamina  proprii 
Tra^lare  fufii  pollice  proprio, 

Atque  meum  mihi  fingere  fatum; 
Candidus  vitae  color  innocen^js 
Fila  nativo  decoraret  albo 

Non  Tyria  vitiata  conehS. 
Non  aurum,  non  gemma  nitens,  nee  purpura  tel» 
Intertexta  (brent  ixtvidioia  njese. 
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J.ohge  a  triumpliis,  &  fonitu  tub*     , 
Longe  rcmotos  tranfigerem  dies : 
Abftate  fafces  (fpiendida  vaniias) 
Et  vos  abrtate,  coronae. 

Pro  meo  tecflb  caFa  fit,  falubres 
Ctiptet  Auroras,  procul  urbis  atro 
Diltet  a  fumo,  fugi  at  que  longe 

Dura  phthifis  mala,  dura  tuffis. 
Difplicet  Byrla  &  frcmitu  molefto 
Turba  niercantum  ;  gratius  alvear 
Demuket  aures  murmure,  gratius 

Fons  falientis  a*juae. 

Litigiofa  Fori  me  terrent  jurgia,  lenes 
Ad  fjlvas  properans  rixolas  execror  artes 
Eminus  in  tuto  a  Unguis 

Blandimenta  artis  fimul  z?quus  odi, 
Valete,  civeS,  &  aniCeiia  fraudis 

Verba  ;  proh  mores  1  Sc  inane  facri 
Nomen  amici  \ 

Tuque  quas  noftris  inimica  mufis 

Telle  facratum  vitias  amorem, 
Abfis  seternum,  divalibidinis 
Et  pharetrate  puer  ! 

Hinc,  bine,  Cupido,  lon^ius  avola  ? 

Nil  mibi  cum  foedis,  puerjgnibus; 

^therea  fervent  face  pcflcira, 

Sacra  mibi  Venus  eft  Urania, 
,    Et  juvenis  Seffsus  amor  mihi. 

Ccelede  carmen  (nee  taceat  lyra 
Jeffsea)  la;tis  auribus  infonet, 
Nee  Watlianis  e  medullis 

TJlladies  rapiet  vel  hora. 
,    SaCri  libelli,  delicias  mese, 
Et  vos,  fodales,  femper  amabiles, 

Nunc  iimul  adfitis,  nunc  vicifllm, 
Et  fallite  taedia  vitse. 


TO  MRS.  SINGER  AFTERWARDS  MRS. 
ROWE. 

t)n  thefght  of  fome  of  her  di'vine  Poems,  never 
printed.    July  19.  lyaS. 

On  the  fair  banks  of  gentle  Thames 
1  tnn'd  mj  harp  ;  nor  did  celeftial  themes 
Refufe  to  dance  upon  my  firings  : 
There  beneath  the  evening  iky 
i  fung  my  cares  afleep,  and  rais'd  my  willies  high 
To  everlafting  things. 
Sudden  from  Albion's  vveftern  coaft 
Harmonious  notes  come  gliding  by. 
The  neighbouring  fliepherdsknew  the  (ilver found  ; 
"  'Tis  Philomela's  roice,"  the  neighbouring  fliep- 
herds  cry ; 
At  once  my  firings  all  filent  lie, 
At  once  my  fainting  mufe  was  loft, 
In  the  fuperior  fweetnefs  drown'd. 
In  vain  I  bid  my  tuneful  powers  unite  ; 
My  foul  retir'd,  and  left  my  tongue, 
I  Was  all  ear,  arid  Philomela's  fong 
Was  all  divine  delight. 

Now  be  my  harp  for  cTer  dumb, 
^ly  mufe  attempt  no  mere,    'Twailonj  ag» 
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I  bid  adieu  to  mortal  things, 

To  Grecian  tales,  and  wars  of  Rome, 

'Twas  long  a^o  I  b»-oke  all  botth' immortal  ft  rings: 

Now  thofe  immortal  firings  have  no  employ, 
Since  a  fair  sngel  dwells  below, 

To  tune  the  notes  of  heaven,- and  propagate  the  joy- 
Let  all  my  powers,  with  awe  profound, 

While  Philomela  fings. 
Attend  the  rapture  of  the  found,  ^ 

And  my  devotion  rife  on  her  feraphic  wings. 

STANZAS  TO  LADY  SUNDERLAND, 

AT  TUNBRIDGE  WELLS.      I^i:. 

Fair  nytnph,  afcend  to  beauty's  throne. 
And  rule  that  radiant  world   alone  : 
Let  favourites  take  thy  lower  fphere, 
Not  monarchs  are  thy  rival  here. 

The  court  of  be&uty,  built  fublime. 
Defies  all  powers  but  thine  and  time  : 
Envy,  that  clowds  the  hero's  Iky, 
Aims  but  in  vain  her  flight  fo  high. 

Not  Blenheim's  field,  nor  Ifter's  flood. 
Nor  ftindards  dy'd  in  Gallic  blood. 
Torn  from  the  foe,  add  nobler  grace 
To  Churchill's  houfe,  than  Spencer's  face. 

The  warlike  thunder  of  his  arms 
Is  more  commanding  than  her  charms; 
His  lightning  ftrikes  with  lefs  furprife 
Than  fudden  glances  from  her  eyes. 

His  captives  feel  their  limbs  confin'd 
In  iron  ;  flie  enflaves  the  mind  : 
We  follow  with  a  pleafing  pain^ 
And  blefs  the  conqueror  and  the  chain. 

The  mufe,  that  dares  in  numbers  do 
What  paint  and  pencil  never  knew. 
Faints  at  het  prefence  in  defpair. 
And  owns  th'  inimitable  fair.  « 


BOOK    III. 

SACRED  TO  THE  MEMOrV  OF  THE  DEAD. 

An  Epitaph  en  King  William  III.  of  glorious  mt\ 
mory. 

Who  died  March  8th  1701. 

■Beneath  thefe  honours  of  a  tomb, 
Greatnefs  in  humble  ruin  lies  : 
(How  earth  confines  in  narrow  room 
What  heroes  leave  beneath  the  ikies  1} 

Preferve,  O  venerable  pile. 
Inviolate  thy  facred  truft  ; 
To  thy  ccW  arms  the  Britifh  ifle. 
Weeping,  commits  her  richeft  duft. 

Ye  gentleft  minifters  of  fate. 
Attend  the  monarch  as  h,e  lies,  .^ 

And  bid  the  fofteft  (lumbers  wait 
With  filken  cotds  to  bind  his  eyes» 
Zij 
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Reft  his  dear  fword  beneath  his  head  ; 
Round  him  his  faithful  arms  fhall  ftand  : 
Fix  his  bright  enfigns  on  kis  bed. 
The  guards  and  honours  of  our  land. 

Ye  fifter  arts  of  paint  and  Yerfe, 
Place  Albion  fainting  by  his  fide, 
Her  groans  arifing  o'er  the  herfe. 
And  Belgia  finking  when  he  dy'd. 

High  o'er  the  grave  religion  fet 

In  folemn  gold  ;  pronounce  the  ground" 

Sacred,  to  bar  unhallow'd  feet, 

And  plant  her  guardian  virtues  round. 

Fair  liberty  in  fables  dreft, 
"Wr'rite  his  lov'd  name  upon  his  urn, 
"  William,  the  fcourge  of  tyrants  paft, 
*'  And  awe  of  princes  yet  unborn." 

Sweet  peace  Kis  facred  relics  keep, 
With  olives  blooming  round  her  head. 
And  ftretch  her  wings  acrofs  the  deep 
To  blels  the  nations  with  the  Ihade. 

Stand  on  the  pile,  immortal  fame, 
Iroad  ftars  adorn  thy  brighteft  robe. 
Thy  thoufand  voices  found  his  name 
Iq  filver  accents  round  the  globe. 

Flattery  (ball  faint  beneath  the  found. 
While  hoary  truth'infpires  the  fong ; 
Envy  grow  pale  and  bite  the  ground, 
And  flander  gnaw  her  forky  tongue. 

Night  and  the  grave  remove  your  glooms ; 
Darknefs  becomes  the  vulgar  dead ; 
lut  glory  bids  the  royal  tomb 
Difdain  the  horrors  of  a  (hade. 

Clory  with  all  her  lamps  (hall  burn. 
And  watch  the  warrior's  fleeping  clay. 
Till  the  laft  trumpet  roufe  his  urn 
To  aid  the  triumphs  of  the  day. 

ON  THE  SUDDEN" DEATH  OF  1\TRS.  MARY 
PEACOCK. 

^n  Elegiac  fong  fent  in  a  letter  of  Condolaiice  to 
Mr.  N.  F.  Merchafit,  at  Anijlerdam. 

Mark  !  She  bids  all  her  friends  adieu ; 
Some  angel  calls  her  to  the  fpheres  ; 
Our  eyes  the  radiant  faint  purfue 
Through  liquid  telefcopes  of  tears. 

Farewell,  bright  foul,  a  (hort  farewell. 
Till  we  (hall  meet  again  above. 
In  the  fweet  groves  where  pleafures  dwell, 
And  trees  of  life  bear  fruits  of  love  : 

There  glory  fits  on  every  face. 
There  friendlhip  fmiles  in  every  eye. 
There  (hall  our  tongues  relate  the  grace 
That  led  us  homeward  to  the  Iky. 

O'er  all  the  names  of  Chrift  our  king 
Shall  our  harmonious  voices  rove. 
Our  harps  fliall  found  from  every  ftring 
The  wonders  of  Iwt  bleeding  love. 


Come,  fovereign  Lord",  dear  Saviour  com?^^  ^ 

Remove  thefe  feparating  days. 
Send  thy  bright  wheels  to  fetch  us  home  > 
That  golden  hour,  how  long  it  ftays  '. 

How  long  muft  we  lie  lingering  here. 
While  faints  around  us  take  their  flight  ? 
Smiling,  they  quit  this  duiky  fphere, 
And  mount  the  hills  of  heavenly  light. 

Sweet  foul,  we  leave  thee  to  thy  reft. 
Enjoy  thy  Jefus  and  thy  God, 
Till  we,  from  bands  of  clay  releas'd, 
Spring  out,  and  climb  the  (Iiining  road. 

While  the  dear  duft  (lie  leaves  behind. 
Sleeps  in  thy  bofom,  facred  tomb  ! 
Soft  be  her  bed,  her  (lumbers  kind. 
And  all  her  dreams  of  joy  to  come. 

EPITAPHIUM  Viri  Venerabilis 
Dom,  N.  MATHER, 

Carmine  Lapidario  eonfcriptum. 

M.S. 

Reverendi  adraodum  Viri 
NATHANAELIS^JM  ATHERI. 
Quod  mori  potuit  hie  Uibtus  depofitum  eft  ; 
Si  quaeris,  hofpes,  quantus  et  qualis  fuit, 
Fidas  enarrabit  iapis. 

Nomen  a  familia  duxit 
Sandlioribus  ftudiis  &  evangelio  devotS, 

Et  per  utramque  Angliam  celebri, 
Americanum  fc.  atque  Europjeam. 
Et  hinc  quoque  in  fancfli  miniAerii  fpem  edu<flu»' 
Non  faUacem  : 
Et  hunc  utraque  tiovit  Anglia 
Dodlum  &.  docentem. 
Corpore  fuit  procero,  forma  placide  verendi; 
At  fupra  corpus  &formaiii  fublime  eminuerunt 
Indoles,  ingenium,.  atque  eruditio  i 
Supra  hzc  pietas,  8c  (fi  fas  dicere) 

Supra  pietatem  modeftia, 
CsBteras  enim  dotes  obumbravit. 
Quoties  in  rebus  divinis  peragendis 
Diviaitas  afflatse  mentis  fpecimin^ 

Praeftantiora  edipit, 
Toties  homineni  fedulus  occuluit 
Ut  folus  confpiceretur  Deus : 
Voluit  totus  latere,  nee  potuit ; 
Heu  quantum  tamen  fui  nos  latet  I 
Et  majorem  laudis  partem  fepulchrale  marmor 
Invita  obruit  filentio. 
Ciratiam  Jefu  Chri(ti  falutiferam 
Quam  abunde  haufit  ipfe,  aliis  propinavit, 
Puram  ab  humani  faece. 
Veritatis  evangelicae  decus  ingens, 
Et  ingens  propugnaculum. 
CoBcionatur  gravis  afpedlu,  gedu,  voce  ; 
Cui  nee  aderat  pompa  oratoria. 
Nee  deerat ; 
Flofculos  rhetoricesfupenracaneos  fectf 
ReruiB  dicendarum  Majeftas,  fit  Deus  prsafens. 
Hinc  arma  militiae  fuae  non  infelicia, 
Hinc  toties  fugatus  Satanas, 
£t  hinc  vidtorise 
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Ab  infertjrum  "portis  totics  reportata?. 
5'olers  ille  ferreis  impiorum  anirais  infigei'e 

Ahum  &.  falutare  vulnis  : 
Vulneratus  idem  tradlare  leniter  folers, 

Et  medelam  adhibere  magis  falutarem. 
Es  defrecato  cordis  fonte 
Divinis  eloquiis  affatim  fcatebant  labia, 
Etiam  in  familiari  contubernio  : 
Spirabat  ipfe  undique  cosleftes  tiiavitates, 
^^[uavi  oleo  laetitiae  Temper  recens  delibutus, 
Et  femper  fupra  focios  ; 
Gcatumque  diledliffimi  fui  Jefu  odorein 
Quaquaverfus  &c  late  diffudit. 
Dolores  tolerans  fupra  fidem, 
^rumnaeqvie  heu  quain  aflidue  ' 
Invidle  animo,  vidtrice  patienlia 
Varias  curarum  moles  pertulit 
Et  in  ftadio  &  in  meta  vitse  : 
Quam  ubi  propinquam  vidit 
Plerophoria  tidei  quafi  curru  alato  veiftus 

Propers  St  exultim  attigit. 
Natus  eft  in  agro  Lancaftrienfi  20°  Martli,  1630. 
Inter  Nov-Anglos  theologige  tyrocinia  fecit. 
Paftorali  munere  diu  Dublinii  in  Hibernia  fundlus, 
Tandem  (ut  fempei^rovidentium  fecutus  ducem, 
Coetui  fidelium  apud  Londinenfes  praepofitus  eft, 
Qaos  dodtrina  precibus,  Sa-  vita  beavit : 
Ah  brevi ! 
Corpore  folutus  26°  Julii,  1697.     JEtat.  67. 
Ecclefiis  moerorem,  theologis  exemplar  reliquit. 
Probis  piifque  omnibus 
Infandum  fui  defiderium  : 
Dum  pulvis  Chrifto  charus  hie  dulce  dormit 
Expedlans  ftellam  matutinam. 


TO  THE  REVEREND  MR.  JOHN  SHOWER, 

9/1  the  death  of  bis  Daughter  Mrs.  Aivie  Warner. 
Reverend  and  dear  Sir, 

"How  great  foever  was  my  fenfe  of  your  lofs,  yet  I 
did  not  think  myfelf  fit  to  offer  any  lines  of  com- 
fort :  your  own  meditations  can  furnifli  you  with 
many  a  delightful  truth  in  the  midft  of  fa  heavy 
•a  forrow  ;  for  the  covenant  of  grace  has  bright- 
nefs  enough  in  it  to  gild  the  moft  gloomy  provi  - 
■dence^  and  to  that  fweet  covenant  your  foul  is  no 
ftranger.  iVIy  own  thoughts  were  much  iraprert 
with  the  tidings  of  your  daughter's  death ;  and 
though  I  made  many  a  refledlion  on  the  vanity  of 
mankind  in  its  beft  eftate,  yet  I  muft  acknow- 
Jedge  that  my  temper  leads  me  moft  to  the  plea- 
-fant  fcenes  of  heaven,  and  that  future  world  of 
bleffednefs.  When  I  recolledl  the  memory  of  my 
friends  that  are  dead,  I  frequently  rove  into  the 
woild  of  fpirits,  and  fearch  them  out  there  :  Thus 
I  endeavoured  to  trace  Mrs.  Warner;  and  thefe 
thoughts  crowding  faft  upon  me,  I  let  them  down 
for  my  own  entertainment.  The  verfe  breaks  off 
-abruptly,  becaufe  I  had  no  defign  to  write  a  finifli- 
«d  elegy ;  and  befides,  when  I  was  lallen  upon 
the  dark  fide  of  death,  I  had  no  mind  to  tarry 
there.  If  the  lines  I  have  written  be  fo  happy  as 
to  entertain  you  a  little,  and  divert  your  grief, 
tke-tijae  (pent  in  cvm^ofmg  .tbeoi  ftall  uot  be 


reckoned  among  my  loft  hours,  and  the  re /lew 
Will  be  more  pleafing  to 
SIR, 

Your  alTedlionate  humble  fervant,  1 
I.  W. 
December  aa.  1707. 

AN  ELEGIAC  THOUGHT 

On  Mrs.  Ann  Warner,  ivho  died  of  the  Small-PoHf, 
December  18.  17*7,  at  One  of  the  Clock  in  thf 
Morning  ;  a  few  Hays  after  the  Birth  and 
Death  ofherfirjl  Child. 

Awake,  my  mufe,  range  the  wide  world  of  fouIs» 
And  feek  Vernera  fled  ;  With  upward  aim 
Direcl  thy  wing;  for  ftie  was  born  'rom  heaven, 
Fultill'd  her  vifit,  and  return'd  on  high. 

The  midnight  watch  of  angels,  that  patrale 
The  Britifli  fky,  have  notic'd  her  afcent 
Near  the  meridiaa  ftar  ;  purfue  the  track 
To  the  bright  confines  of  immortal  day 
And  paradife,  her  home.     Say,  my  Urania, 
(For  nothing  fcapes  thy  fearch,  nor  canft  thou  mifi 
So  fair  a  fpirit)  fay, beneath  what  fliade 
Of  amaranth,  or  cheerful  even-green. 
She  fits,  recounting  to  her  kindred-minds 
Angelic  or  humane,  her  mortal  toil 
And  travels  through  this  howling  wildernefs ; 
By  what  divine  protefbions  flie  efcap'd 
Thole  deadly  fnares  when  youth  and  Satan  leagu'd 
In  combination  to  afiail  her  virtue 
(Snares  fet  to  murder  fouls)  ;  but  heaven  fecur'd 
The  favourite  nymph,  and  taught  her  vidory. 

Or  does  Ihe  feek,  or  has  fhe  found  her  babe 
Amongft  the  infant-nation  of  the  bleft, 
And  clafp'dit  to  her  foul,  to  fatiate  there 
The  young  maternal  paSion,  and  abfolve 
The  unfulfill'd  embrace  ?  Thrice  happy  child  I 
That  law  the  light,  and  turu'd  its  eyes  afide 
From  our  dim  regions  to  th'  Eternal  Sun, 
And  led  the  parent's  way  to  glory  !  There 
Thou  art  forever  hers,  with  powers enlarg'd 
For  love  reciprocal  and  fweet  eonverfe. 

Behold  heranceftors  (a  pious  race) 
Rang'd  in  fair  order,  at  her  fight  rejoice 
And  img  her  welcome.     She  along  their  feats 
Gliding  falutes  them  all  with  honours  due 
Such  as  are  paid  in  heaven:   And  laft  flie  finds 
A  manlion  fafhion'd  of  diftinguiih'd  light. 
But  vacant :  "  This"  (with  fure  prefage  fhe  cries')' 
"  Await£  my  father;  when  will  he  arrive  ? 
"   How  long,  alas,  how  long!"  (Then  calls  hec 

mate)  , 

"  Die,  thou  dear  partner  .of  my  mortal  cares, 
"  Die,  and  partake  my  blifs;  we   are  for  £ver 
one." 

Ah  me-!  where  roves  my  fancy!    >Vhat  kini 
dreams 
Crowd  with  fweet  violence  on  my  waking  mindi 
Perhaps  illufions  all '  Inform  me,  mufe, 
Choofes  fhe  rather  to  retire  apart 
To  recoiled  her  dilfipated  powers, 
\nd  call  hei-  thoughts  her  own  :  fo  Intely  freed 
From  earth's  vain  fcenes,  gay  vifits,  grRtulatlons, 
From  Hymen's  hurryin-  and  tumultuous  joys, 
And  fears  and  pangs,  fierce  pangs  taat  wrougtt 
ter  i«atb. 


I. 
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Tell  me  on  what  fnblimer  theme  Ihe  dwells 
In  contemplation,  with  unerring  clue 
Infinite  truth  piiriuing.     (\Mien,  my  foul, 
O  when  fliall  thy  releafe  from  cumberous  flefli 
Pafs  the  great  feal  of  heaven  ?  What  happy  hour 
Shall  give  thy  thoughts  a  loofe  to  foar  and  trace 
The  intelle<ftual  worid?  Divine  delight? 
Vernera's  lov'd  employ  !)  Perhaps  iLe  fings 
To  fome  new  golden  harp  th'  Almighty  deeds, 
The  names,  the  honours  of  her  Saviour-God, 
His  crcfs,  his  grave,  his  victory,  and  his  crown  : 

0  could  I  imitate  th'  exalted  notes, 
And  mortal  ears  could  bear  them  ! 

Or  lies  fhe  now  before  th'  eternal  thron? 
Proftiate  in  huiiible  form,  with  deep  devotion 
O'erwhelm'd,  and  felf-abafement  at  the  light 
Of  the  uncover'd  Godhead  face  to  face  ? 
Seraphic  crowns  pay  homage  at  his  feet, 
And  hers  amongft  them,  not  of  dimmer  ore, 
Nor  fct  with  meaner  gems :  But  vain  ambition, 
And  emulation  vain,  ^ind  fond  conceit, 
And  pride  for  ever  banifh'd  Llies  the  place, 
CurR  pr'idp,  the  drefs  of  hell.     Tell  me,  Urania, 
How  her  joys  heighten,  and  her  golden  hours 
Circle  in  love.     O  itamp  upon  my  foul 
Some  Llilsful  image  of  the  fair  deceased 
To  call  my  paiHons  and  my  eyes  afid? 
From  th2  dear  breathlefs  clay.  Diftrefling  fight  ! 

1  lock,  i:id  mourn,  and  gaze  with  greedy  view 
Oi melancholy  fondnefs  •.   Tears  bedewing 
That  form  fo  late  deGu'd,  fo  late  telov'd. 
Now  loathfome  and  unlovely.     Bafe  difeafe, 
That  leaguM  with  nature's  fharpeft  pai»s,  and 

,       fpoil'd 
So  fwcet  a  ftruclure  '.  The  impoifpning  taint 
O'crfpreads  the  building  wrought  with  fiiill  divine, 
And  ruins  the  rich  temple  to  the  dull  1 

Was  this  the  countenance,  vyhcre  the  world  ad- 
Features  of  wit  and  virtue  ?  This  the  face  [mir'd 
Where   love    triumph'd  i    and   beauty   on   thefe 

cheeks. 
As  on  a  throne,  beneath  her  radiant  eyes 
W.is  feated  to  advantage  ;  mi'd,  ferenc, 
Rerledling  rofy  light  ?  Sq  fits  the  fun 
(Fair  eye  of  heaven!)  upon  a  crimfon  cloud 
Near  the  horizon,  and  with  gentle  ray 
Smiles  Ifiyely  round  the  Iky, till  rifing  fogs. 
Portending  night,  with  foul  and  heavy  wing 
Involve-  t!ie  golden  ftar,  and  firdi  him  down 
0:ipreft  with  darknefs.— — 

QNT  THE  DEATH  OF  AN  AGED  AND  HO- 
'       N0UREDRELAT1V£,MRS.  M.  W. 

July  13,1593. 

3  KKow  the  kindred-mind.     'Tis  fhe,  'tis  ihe  ; 
Among  the  heavenly  fornjs  I  fee 

The  kindred-mind  from  ileQiy  bondage  free  ; 

p  how  unlike  a  thing  was  lately  feen 
Gro-.ning  an^  papting  on  the  bed, 
With  ghaifly  air,  and  languifii  d  head, 
L:le  on  tliis  fide,  there  the  dead. 

While  the  delaying  flefli  lay  fiiivering  between. 

Long  did  the  earthly  houfe  reflrain 
Jn  ti.iaonie  lUvery  that  ethereal  ^ue(|  j 


OF  WATTS. 

• 
Prifon'd  her  rouiid  in  walls  of  pain. 

And  twifted  cramps  and  aches  with  her  cTiaia; 
Till  by  the  weight  of  numerous  days  opprefl 

The  earthy  houTe  began  to  reel. 
The  pillars  trembled,  and  the  building  fell; 
The  captive  foul  became  her  own  again: 
Tir'd  with  the  forrovi's  and  the  cares, 

A  tedious  train  of  fourl'core  years 

The  prifoner  fmii'd  to  be  relea's'd. 
She  felt  her  fetters  loofe,  and  mounted  to  her  reft. 

Gaze  on,  my  foul,  and  let  a  perfedl  view 

Faint  her  idea  all  anew  ; 
Rafe  out  thofc  melancholy  Ihapes  of  woe 
That  hapg  around  the  memory,  and  becloud  it  fo. 
Come  fancy,  come,  wdth  efl'ences  refin'd. 

With  youthful  green,  and  fpotlefs  white  ; 
Deep  be  the  tinfture,  and  the  colours  bright 
T'  exprefs  the  beauties  of  a  naked  mind. 

Piovide  no  glopmsto  form  a  fhade  ; 
All  things  above  of  vary'd  light  arc  made. 
Nor  can  the  heavenly  piece  require  a  mortal  aid. 
But  if  the  features  too  divine 
Beyond  the  power  of  fancy  ihine,  [(lirinc. 

Crin«eai  th'  inmutable  ftro.kes  l)ehind  a  graceful 

Defcribe  the  faint  from  head  to  feet. 
Make  all  the  lines  in  juft  proportioy  meet ; 
But  let  her  pofture  be 
Filling  a  chair  of  high  degree ; 
Obferve  how  near  it  Hands  to  th'  Almighty  feat. 

Paint  the  new  graces  of  her  eyes; 
Freih  in  her  looks  let  fprightly  ymilh  arife, 
And  joys  unknown  below  the  Ikies. 
Virtue,  that  lives  conceai'd  below. 

And  to  the  bread  confin'd, 
Sit5  here  triumphant  on  the  brow, 
Aiid  breaks  with  radiant  glories  thiQUgh. 
The  features  of  the  mind 
Exprefs  her  pafiion  Hill  the  fame. 

But  mori;  divinely  fweet ; 
Love  has  an  evcrlafting  flame. 

And  makes  the  work  complete. 
The  painter  mufe  with  glancing  eye 
Obferv'd  a  manly  fpirit  nigh  *, 

That  death  had  long  disjoined  ; 
"  In  the  fail-  tablet  they  fliall  Hand 
"  United  l)y  a  happier  band  :"  [mind. 

She  faid,  and  lix'd  her  fight,  and  drew  the  manly 
Recount  the  years,  my  fong,  (a  mournful  round  1) 
Since  he  was  feen  on  earth  no  more  : 
Ke  fought  in  lower  feas  and  drown'd  ; 
But  yiitory  and  pea9e  he  found 
On  the  fuperior  Ihore. 
There  now  his  tuneful  breath  in  facred  fongs 
Employs  the  European  and  the  Ea(ler.;i  tongues. 
Let  th'  awful  truncheon  and  the  flute, 
The  pencil  and  tiie  well-known  lute, 
Powerful  numbers,  charming  wit, 
And  every  art  and  fcience  meet,        [at  his  feet. 
And  bring  theix  laurels  to  his  hand,  or  lay  them. 

•  My  grandfather  J\(l>.  Thom/js  Watts,  hadfuch 
acquaiiitance  ivith  the  tpathciiMticks,  paititing^ 
riii/fic,  (i7id  poefjt\  bV.  as  gave  hhji  covfiderabic, 
ejleein  among  his  contemporaries.  He  was  com-, 
rnander  ofajbip  ofivar  1656,  andhy  blonving  up, 
ofthcjijip  in  the  butch  war  Ife.  'iv^s  Uvo-ii/i^d  ^ 
bis  yoath. 
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'Tis  done  !  What  beams  of  glory  fall 

(Rich  varnilh  of  immortal  art) 

To  gild  the  bright  original ! 
*Tis  done.  The  mufe  has  now  performed  her  part. 
Bring  down  the  piece,  Urania,  from  above, 

Aud  let  my  honour  and  my  love,  [heart. 

Drefs  it  with  chains  of  gold  to   hang  upon  my 

A  FUNERAL  POEM  ON  THE  DEATH  OF 
THOMAS  GUNSTON,  ESq^ 

Prefented  to  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lady  Ab- 
ney.  Lady  Mayorefs  of  London.     July  1701. 

Mabam, 
Had  I  been  a  common  mourner  at  the  funeral  of 
the  dear  gentleman  deceafed,  I  fliould  have  la- 
boured after  more  of  art  in  the  following  compofi- 
tion,  tofupply  the  defecft  of  nature,  and  to  feign  a 
forrcw  ;  but  l4ie  uncommon  condefcenfion  of  his 
friendlhip  to  me,  the  inward  efteem  I  pay  his  me- 
mory, and  the  vaft  and  tender  fenfe  I  have  of  the 
lofs,  make  all  the  methods  of  art  needlefs,  whillt 
natural  grief  fuppUes  more  than  all. 

I  had  rcfolved  to  lament  in  fighs  and  filence, 
and  frequently  checked  the  too  forward  mufe  :  but 
the  importunity  was  not  to  be  refifted  ;  long  lines 
of  forrovv  flowed  in  upon  rae  ere  I  was  aware, 
whilft  I  took  many  a  folitary  walk  in  the  garden 
adjoining  to  his  feat  at  Newington  ;  nor  could  I 
free  myfelf  from  the  crowd  of  melancholy  ideas. 
Your  ladyfiiip  will  find  throughout  the  poem,  that 
the  fair  and  unfinllhed  building  wliich  he  had  jufl 
raifed  for  himlelf,  gave  almoft  all  the  turns  of 
mourning  to  my  thoughts  ;  for  T  purfue  no  cftiher 
topics  of  elegy  than  what  my  paffion  and  my 
lenfes  led  me  to. 

The  poem  roves  as  my  eyes  and  grief  did,  from 
one  part  of  the  fabric  to  the  other:  It  rifes  from 
the  foundation,  falutes  the  walls,  the  doors,  and 
the  v/indows,  drops  a  tear  upon  the  roof,  and 
climbs  the  turret,  that  pleafant  retreat,  where  I 
promlfed  mylelf  many  fweet  hours  of  his  conver- 
fation  ;  there  my  fong  v/ar.ders  amongft  the  de- 
lightful fubjedls  divine  and  moral,  which  ufed  to 
entertain  our  happy  leifure  ;  and  thence  defcends 
to  the  fields  and  the  fhady  walks,  where  I  fo  often 
enjoyed  his  pleafing  difcourfe  ;  my  forrows  diffufe 
theipfelves  there  without  a  limit  :  I  had  quite 
forgotten  all  fchcme  and  method  of  writing,  till 
I  corredl  myfelf,  and  rife  to  the  turret  again  to 
lament  that  defolate  feat.  Now  if  the  critics 
laugh  at  the  folly  of  the  mufe  for  taking  too  much 
notice  of  the  golden  ball,  let  them  confider  that 
the  meaneft  thing  that  belonged  to  fo  valuable  a 
perfon  ftill  gave  fome  frefh  and  doleful  refle(5lions  : 
And  I  tranfcribe  nature  without  rule,  and  repre- 
fent  friendfliip  in  a  mourning  drefs,  abandoned  to 
deepeft  forrovv,  and  with  a  negligence  becoming 
woe  unfeigned. 

Had  I  defigned  a  complete  elegy.  Madam,  on 
your  dearelt  brother,  and  intended  it  for  public 
view,  I  fliould  have  followed  the  ulual  forms  of 
poetry,  lo  far  at  leaft,  as  to  fpend  lome  pages  in 
the  charadler  and  praifes  of  the  deceaied,  and 
thence  have  taken  occaiioh  to  call  mankind  to 
complain  aloud  yl  tU«  miiveiful  and  uufpsitkablc 


lofs :  But  I  wrote  merely  for  myfelf  as  a  friend  of 
the  dead,  and  to  eafe  my  full  foul  by  breathing; 
out  my  own  complaints ;  I  knew  his  charaiSler  and 
virtues  fo  well,  that  there  was  no  need  to  mentioa 
them  while  I  talked^ only  with  myfelf;  for  the 
image  of  them  was  ever  prefent  with  me,  which 
kept  the  pain  at  the  heart  intenfe  and  lively,  and 
my  tears  tlowing  with  my  verfe. 

Perhaps  your  ladyfliip  will  exped  fome  divine 
thoughts  and  facred  meditation?,  mingled  with  a 
fubjedl  fo  folemn  as  this  is :  Had  I  formed  a  de- 
fign  of  offering  it  to  your  hands,  I  hud  compofed  a 
more  Chriftian  poem  ;  but  it  was  grief  purely  na- 
tural for  a  death  fo  furprifing  that  drew  all  the 
ftrokes  of  it,  and  therefore  my  reflecflions  are: 
chiefly  of  a  moral  llrain.  Such  as  it  is,  your  lady- 
fliip requires  a  copy  of  it;  but  let  it  not  touch 
your  foul  too  tenderly,  nor  renew  your  own  mourn- 
ings.  Receive  it.  Madam,  as  an  offering  of  love 
and  tears  at  the  tomb  of  a  departed  friend,  and 
let  it  abide  with  you  as  a  wiuiefs  of  that  affec- 
tionate refpecl  and  honour  th'at  I  bore  him  ;  alt 
which,  as  your  Ladyfliip's  moft  rightful  due,  boti* 
by  merit  and  by  fuccefiion,  is  now  humbly  offer-. 
ed,  by. 

Madam, 

Your  Ladyfliip's  mofl:  hearty 

and  obedient  fervant, 

I.  WATTS,. 

TO  THE  DEAR  MEMORY  OF  MY  MUCH  HONOURED 
FRIEND, 

THOMAS  GUNSTON,  ESQ:_ 

Who  died  November  11.  1700,  nvhen  he  hadjuji 
finijljed  his  Scat  at  N evjingtou. 

Of  blafl:ed  hopes,  and  of  fliort  withering  joys, 
Sing,  heavenly  Mufe.     Try  thine  ethereal  voice 
In  funeral  numbers  and  a  doleful  fong  ; 
Gunftonthe  juft,  the  generous,  and  the  young, 
Gunft;on  the  friend  is  dead.     O  empty  name 
Of  earchly  blifs  !  'tis  all  an  airy  dream, 
All  a  vain  thought  1  Our  foaring  fancies  rife 
On  treacherous  v/ings !  and  hopes  that  touch  the 

ikies 
Drag  but  a  longer  ruin  thro'  the  downward  air,  . 
And  plunge  the  falling  joy  fliiil  deeper  in  defpair. 

How  did  our  fouls  ftand  flatter'd  and  prepar'd 
To  fliout  him  v.'elcome  to  the  feat  he  rear'd  !    , 
There  the  dear  man  fliould  fee  his  hopes  complete^ 
Smiling,  and  tafliing  every  lawful  iVeet        [years 
That  peace  antl  plenty  brings,   while  numerous 
Circling  delightful  play'd  around  the  fpheres  : 
Revolving  funs  fliould  flill  renew  his  itrength, 
And  draw  the  uncommon  thread  to  an  unufual 

length  : 
But  hafl:y  fate  thrufts  her  dread  flieers  betweetJ, 
Cuts  the  young  life  off,  and  fliuts  up  the  Icenc; 
Thus  airy  pleafure  dances  in  our  eyes, 
And  fpreads  falfe  images  in  fair  difguife, 
T'  alhire  our  fouls,  till  juft  within  ourarqas 
The  viUon  dies,  and  all  the  painted  charms 
Flee  quick  away  from  the  purfuing  fight,  [night. 
Till  they  are  loil  in  fliad.es,  and  mingle  with  the 

Mufe,  fl:retch  thy  wings,  and  thy  fad"  journey 
Ta  the  fair  fiibiii  tla:  thy  dying  friciid         [beatl 
U  "'J 
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Buik  naraelcfs  :  \tvriH  fiiggeft  a  thonfand  things 
Mcirnful  and  loft  as  ihy  Urania  fings. 

How  did  he  lay  the  deep  foundations  ftrong-. 
Marking  the  bounds,  and  rear  the  walls  along 
Solid  anu  lading  ,*  there  a  numerous  train 
pfhappy  Gunftons  might  in  pleafure  reign, 
iVhiic  nations  perilh,  and  long  ages  run, 
Jsaticns  unborn,  and  ages  unbegun  : 
l>Jot  time  itfelf  fliouid  wafte  the  bled  eftate, 
Kor  the  tenth  race  rebuild  the  ancient  feat. 
How  fond  our  fancies  are  !  The 
Childlefs ;  his  fibers  weep  and  i 
And    wait  upon  his  herle  with 

cries. 

Lofty  and  (low  it  moves  to  meet  the  tomb, 
IVhile  weighty  ferrous  nod  on  every  plume  ; 
A  thoufand  groans  his  dear  remains  convey,       "1 
To  his  cold  lodging  in  a  bed  of  clay,  f 

His  country's  facrod  tears  well-watering  all  the  f 
way.  J 

See  the  dull  wheels  roll  on  the  fable  road  ; 
jput  no  dear  fon  to  tread  the  mournful  load. 
And  fondly  kind  drop  his  young  lorrows  there, 
Thi;  father''  urn  bedewing  with  a  filial  tear. 
O  had  he  left  us  one  behind,  to  play 
Wamon  about  the  painted  hall,  and  fay, 
"  Tl.is  war.  my  father's,"  with  impatient  joy 
In  my  fond  arms  I'd  clafp  the  fmiling  boy. 
And  cal!  him  ray  young  friend  :  but  awful  fate 
Defigii'd  die  mighty  Itroke  aslafting  as'twas^reat. 

And  muft  this  building  then,  this  coftly  frame, 
Stand  here  for  ftrangers  1  Muft  lome   unknown 

t;ame 
ipoflefs  thefe  rooms,  the  labours  of  my  friend  ? 
Why  were  thefe  walls  ruii'd  for  this  haplefs  end  ? 
Why  thefe  apartments  all  adorn'd  fo  gay  ? 
Why  his  rich  fancy  laviib'd  thus  away  ? 
Muie,  view  tlie  paintings,  how  the  hovering  light 
Plays  o'er  the  colours  in  a  wanton  night, 
And  mi'nglfd  itjades  wrought  in  by  foft  degrees, 
Giv:-  a  fv/eet  foil  to  all  tiie  charming  piece  ; 
But  night,  eternal  night,  hangs  black  around 
The  difmal  chambers  of  the  hollow  ground, 
And  folid  fnadesunminglcd  round  his  bed 
Stand  hideous  :  iiartl.y  fogs  embrace  his  head, 
And  noifome  vapours  glide  along  his  fare 
Rifing  perpetual.     iWufe,  forfake  the  place. 
Flee  the  raw-damps  of  the  unv;ho!efome  clay, 
LooV;  to  his  airy  fpacious  hall,  and  fay, 
"  How  has  he  chang'd  it  for'  a  lonefome  cave, 
*'  Confin'd  and  crowded  in  a  narrow  grave  *. 

Th'  unhappy  houfe  looks  defolate  and  mourns, 
And  every  door  groans  doleful  as  it  turns ; 
The  pillars  languilh  ;  and  each  lofty  wall 
Stately  in  gi'ict,  laments  the  matter's  fall, 
ill  drops  ot  briny  dew;  the  fabi'ic  bears 
His  faint  refemblance,  and  renews  rhy  tears. 
Solid  and  fquare  it  rifcs  from  below  : 
A  noble  air. without  a  gaudy  fhow 
Reigns  through  the  mode!,  and  adornsihe  vrbole, 
Manly  and  plain.     Such  wa.5  the  builder's  foul. 

O  how  1  love  to  view  the  ftately  frame, 
That  dear  memorial  of  the  beflr  lov'd  name  ! 
Then  could  Iwrfli  forforae  prodigious  cave 
Va.'t  as -his  feat,  and  filent  as  his  grave. 


\\niere  the  tall  fhades  ftrctch  to  the  hideous  roof^ 
Forbid  the  day,  and  guard  the  fun-beams  off; 
Thither,  my  willing  feet,  fhould  ye  be  drawn 
At  the  gray  twilight,  and  the  early  dawn. 
There  fweetly  fad  fliould  my  foft  minutes  roll. 
Numbering  the  foirows  of  my  drooping  foul. 
But  thefe  are  airy  thoughts!  fubftantial  grief 
Grows  by  thofe  ob-ecls  that  fhould  jicid  relief; 
Fond  of  my  woes,  I  heave  my  eyes  around. 
My  grief  Irom  every  profpedt  courts  a  wound  ; 
Views  the  green  gardens,  views  the  fmiling  Ikies, 
Still  my  heart  finks,  and  dill  my  cares  arife  ; 
My  wandering  feet  round  the  fair  manfion  rove, 
A.nd  there  to  foothe  my  forrows  I  indulge  my  love. 

Oft  have  I  laid  the  awful  Calvin  by, 
And  the  fweet  Cowley,  with  impatient  eye 
To  fee  thofe  walls,  pay  the  fad  vilit  there, 
And  droj)  the  tribute  of  an  hourly  tear  : 
Still  I  behold  fome  melancholy  f •cije. 
With  many  a  penf.ve  thought,  and  many  a  Ggh, 

between. 
Two  d  lys  ago  we  took  the  evening  air, 
I.  and  my  grief,  and  my  Urania,  thei'e ; 
Say,  my  Urania,  how  the  weftern  fun 
Broke  from  black  clouds,  and  in  full  glory  Ihone, 
Gildmg  the  roof,  then  dropt  into  the  fea,      [day ; 
And  fudden  night  devour'd  the  fweet  remains  of. 
Thus  the  bright  youth  juft  rear'd  his  fiiining  head 
From  obfcure  (Iiades  of  life,  and  funk  among  the 

dead. 
The  rifing  fun  adorn'd  with  all  his  light 
Smiles  on  thefe  walls  again  :  but  endlefs  night 
Reigns  uncontroll'd  where  t!ie  dear  Gunllon  lies; 
He's  let  for  ever,  and  mult  never  rife. 
Then  why  thefe  beams,  unfeafonable  flar, 
Thefe  lightfome  fmilesdef>  ending  from  afar. 
To  greet  a  mourning  houfe  ?  In  vain  the  day 
Breaks  through  the  windows  with  a  joyful  ray. 
And  marks  a  fiiining  path  along  the  lloors 
Bounding  the  evening  and  the  morning  hours; 
In  vain  it  bounds  them  :  while  vafl:  emptinefs     "^ 
And  hollow  filence  reigns  through  all  the  place,  > 
Nor  heeds  the  cheerful  change  of  nature's  face.  3 
Yet  nature's  w'heels  will  on  without  control,      ^ 
The  lun  will  rife,  the  tuneful  fpheres  will  roll,  f 
And  the  two  mighty  Bears  walk  round  and  f" 

watch  the  pole.  J 

See  while  I  fpeak,  high  on  her  fable  wheel 
Old  night  advancing  climbs  the  eaflern  hill : 
Troops  of  dark  cloutis  prepare  her  way  ;  behold. 
How  their  brown  pinions  edg'd  with  evening  goUl 
Spread  fhadow  ing  o'er  the  houfe,  and  glide  away,' 
Slowly  parfuing  the  declining  day  ; 
O'er  the  broad  roof  they  fly  their  circuit  flill. 
Thus  days  before  thev  did,  and  days  to  come  they 

will ; 
But  the' black  cloud  that  fliadows  o'er  his  eyes, 
Hangs  there  unmoveable,  and  never  flies  : 
Fain  would  I  bid  the  envious  gloom  be  gone ;  "J 
Ah  frnitlefs  wifti  I  how  are  his  curtains  drawn   > 
For  a  long  evening  that  dcfpairs  the  dawn  !      J ' 

Mule,  view  the  turret:  juft  beneath  the  fki€S 
Lonefome  it  ftands,  and  fixes  my  fad  eyes,   •     • ' 
As  it  would  a(k  a  tcr.r.     O  facred  feat 
Sacred  to  friend.flup  1  O  divine  retreat ! 
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Here  did  I  hope  my  happy  hours  t'  employ. 
And  fed  before-hrtnd  on  the  promisM  joy. 
When  weary  of  the  noUy  town,  my  iViend 
From  mortal  care>  retiring,  fliould  al'cend 
And  lead  me  thither.     We  alone  would  fit 
Free  and  fecure  of  all  intriidincj  feet : 
Our  I  joughts  would  ftretch  their  longed  wings, 

and  rife, 
Nor  boittid  their  foarirgs  by  the  lower  (kies: 
Oar  ton'-^ues  iliould  aim  at  everlafting  themes, 
And  f;)e.;k  what  mortals  dare,  of  all  the  names 
Of  boiindlefs  joys  and  glories,  thrones  and  feats 
Built  hi^h  in  heaven  for  fouls  :   We'd  trace  the 

ftrcets 
Of  golden  pavement,  walk  each  blifsful  field. 
And  ciiiiih  and  tafte   the  fruits  the  fpicy  moun- 

taini.  yield  ; 
Then  would  we  fwear  to  keep  the  facred  road. 
And  walic  right  upwards  to  that  blell:  abode 
We'd  charge  our  parting  fpirits  there  to  meet. 
There  hand  in  hand  approach  th'  Aim 

feat, 
And   bend  our  heads  adoring  at  our  Maker' 
Thus  fliould  we  mount  on  bold  adventurous  wings 
In  high  difcourfe,  and  dwell  on  heavenly  things, 
While   the   pleai'd   hours  in    fweet    fucceflion 

move, 
tnd  minutes  meafur'd,  as  they  are  above, 
N^er-circling  joys,  and  ever-fliining  love 

Anon  our  thoughts  fliould   lower   their  lofty 
flight, 
Sink  by  degrees,  and  take  a  pleafmg  fight, 
A  large  round  profpedl  of  the  fpreading  plain. 
The  wealthy  river,  and  his  winding  train 
The  fmoivy  city,  and  the  bufy  men, 
How  v/e  Ihould  fmile  to  fee  degenerate  worms 
Laviili  their  lives,  and  fight  for  airy  forms 
Of  painted  honours,  dreams  of  empty  found 
Till  envy  rife,  and  flioot  a  fecond  wound 
At  fwelling  glory,  ftrait  the  bubble  breaks. 
And  the  fcenes  vanifli,  as  the  man  awakes  ; 
Then  the  tail  titles  infolent  and  proud 
Sink  to  the  dull,  and  mingle  with  the  crowd. 

Man  is  a  reftlefs  thing  :  Still  vain  and  wild 
Lives  beyond  fixty,  nor  outgrows  the  child  : 
His  hurrying  lufts  itill  break  the  facred  bound 
To  feek  new  pleafures  on  forbidden  ground, 
And  buy  them  all  too  dear.     Unthinking  fool, 
For  a  fiiort  dying  joy  to  fell  a  deathlefs  foul  1 
'Tit.  but  a  grain  of  fweetnefs  they  can  fow. 
And  reap  the  long  fad  harvefi  of  immortal  woe. 

Another  tribe  toil  in  a  different  ftrife, 
And  banlfli  sll  the  lawful  fweets  of  life. 
To  fweat  and  dig  for  gold,  to  hoard  the  ore,     ~J 
Hide  the  dear  dull  yet  darker  than  betore,  J- 

And  never  dare  to  ufe  a  grain  of  all  the  ftore.  _) 

Happy  the  man  that  knows  the  value  juft 
Of  earthly  things,  nor  is  enfiav'd  to  dufl. 
'Tis  a  rich  gift  the  fliiesbut  rarely  ("end 
To  favourite  fouls.   Then  hr.ppy  then,  my  friend. 
For  thou  hadft  learnt  to  manage  and  command 
The  wealth  that  heaven  beftow'd   with  liberal 
hand; 
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Hence  this  fair  ftruAure  Tofe  ;  and  hence  this 

feat 
Made  to  invite  my  not  unwilling  feet : 
In  vain  'twas  made  !  for  we  Ihall  never  meet. 
And  fmile,  and  love,  and  blefs  each  other  here; 
The  envious  tomb  forbids  thy  face  t'  appear. 
Detains  thee,  Gunfton,  from  my  longing  <  yes> 
k-nd  all  my  liopes  lie  bury'd,  where  my  Guulloa 
lies. 

Come  hither,  all  ye  tcndereft  fouls,  that  know 
The  heights  of  fondnefs,  and  the  depths  of  woe» 
Young  mothers,    who   your  darling  babes   havcf 

found 
Untimely  murder'd  with  a  ghaftly  wound  ; 
Ye  trigiited  nymphs,  who  on  the  bridal  bed 
Clafp'd  in  your  arms  your  lovers  cold  and  dead. 
Come  ;  in  the  pomp  of  all  your  wild  defpair, 
With  flowinf^  eye-Hds,  and  dilorder'd  hair. 
Death  in  your  looks ;  come,  mingle  grief  with  me. 
And  drown  your  little  ftreams  in  my  unbound-. 

ed  fea. 

You  facred  mourners  of  a  nobler  mould, 
Born  for  a  friend,  whofe  dear  embraces  hold 
Beyond  all  nature's  ties  ;  you  that  have  known 
l"wO  happy  fouls  made  intimately  one, 
And  felt  a  parting  ftroke  :  'Tis  you  muft  tell 
The  fmart,  the  twinges,  and  the  racks  I  feel : 
This  foul  of  mitie  that  dreadful  wound  has  borne, ' 
Off  from  its  fide  its  deareft  half  is  torn. 
The  reft  lies  bleeding,  and  but  lives  to  mourn. 
Oh  infinite  diftrefs  !  fuch  raging  grief 
Should  command  pity,  and  defpair  relief. 
Paflion,  methinks,  fliould  rife  from  all  my  groaUSft 
Give  fenfe  to  rocks,  and  fympathy  to  Hones. 

Ye  dufky  woods  and  echoing  hills  around. 
Repeat  my  cries  with  a  perpetual  found  : 
Be  all  ye  flowery  vales  with  thorns  o'ergrown,- 
Aflift  my  forrows  and  declare  your  own  ; 
Alas  !  your  lord  is  dead.    The  humble  plain 
Muft  ne'er  receive  his  courteous  feet  again  : 
Mourn,  ye  gay  fmiling  meadows^  and  be  feen 
In  wintery  robes,  inftead  of  youthful  green  ; 
A.iid  bid  the  brook  that  ftill  runs  warbling  by. 
Move  filent  on,    and  weep  his  ufelefs  channcf 

dry. 
Hither  methinks  the  lowing  herd  Ihould  come. 
And  moaning  turtles  murmur  o'er  his  tomb  : 
The  oakfliall  wither,  and  the  curling  vine        ~h 
Weep  his  young  life  out,  while  his  arms  i.r.twine  f 
Their  amorous  folds,  and  mix  his  bleeding  foul  C 

with  mine.  J 

Ye  ftately  elms,  in  your  long  order  mourn  *  ; 
Strip  off  your  pride  to  drefs  your  mailer's  urn: 
Here  gently  drop  your  leaves  inftead  of  tears: 
Ye  elms,  the  reverend  growth  of  ancient  years^ 
Stand  tall  and  naked  to  the  bluftering  rage 
Of  the  mad  winds ;  thus  it  becomes  your  age 
T  I  fliow  your  forrows.     Often  ye  have  feen 
Our  heads  reclin'd  upo?;  the  rifing  green  ; 
Beneath  your  facred  faade  diffus'd  we  lay. 
Here  friendfliip  reign'd  with  an  unbounded  fwayi 

^  *  There  was  a  long  row  of  tall  elms  then, 
/landing  nuhere  fome  years  after  the  lower  gar^eri 
ix;as  mads,  1 


|-flrfiff^ 


36» 


THE    WORKS   OF    WATTS. 


rere  our  own ; 
;ft  Ibul  "1 

the  whole,  f 
)oth  eur  bo-  f" 


Hither  our  fouls  their  conftant  offerings  brought, 
The  burthens  of  the  breaft,  and  labours  of  the 

thought ; 
Our  opening  bofoms  en  the  confcious  ground 
Spread  all  the  forrows  and  the  joys  we  found, 
And  mingled  every  care ;  nor  was  it  known 
Which  of  the  pains  and  pleafures  were  our  own  ; 
Then  with  an  equal  hand  and  honeft  foul 
We  fhare  the  heap,  yet  both  polTefs 
And  all  the  palTions  there  through  boi 

foms  roll. 
;Py  turns  we  comfort,  and  by  turns  complain, 
And  bear  and  eafe  by  turns  the  fympathy  of  pain. 

Friendfliip  1    myfterious    thing,   what    magic 

powers 
Support  thy  fway,  and  charm  thefe  minds  of  ours  ? 
Bound  to  thy  foot  we  boaft  our  birth-right  ftiil, 
And  dream  of  freedom,  when  we've  loft  our  will, 
And  chang'd  away  our  fouls :  At  thy  command, 
We  fnatch  new  miferies  from  a  foreign  hand, 
To  call  them  ours  ;  and,  thoughtlefs  of  our  eafe, 
Plague  the  dear  felf  that  we  were  born  to  pleafe. 
Thou  tyrannefs  of  minds,  whofe  cruel  throne 
Heap  on  poor  mortals  forrows  not  their  own  ; 
As  though  our  mother  nature  could  no  more     'J 
Find  woes  fufficient  for  each  fon  flie  bore,  / 

Friendfliip  divides  the  fliares,   and  lengthens  f 

out  the  ftore.  j 

Yet  we  are  fond  of  thine  imperious  reign, 
Proud  of  thy  fiavery,  wanton  in  our  pain, 
And  chide  the  courteous  hand  when  death 

foives  the  chain. 


ath  dif-  f 
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Virtue,  forgive  the  thought !  the  raving  mufe 
Wild  and  defpairing  knows  not  what  flie  does. 
Grows  mad  in  grief,  and  in  her  favage  hours 
Affronts  the  name  flie  loves  and  flie  adores 
She  is  thy  votarefs  too  ;  and  at  thy  flnine, 
O  facred  friendfliip,  offer'd  fongs  divine. 
While  Gunfton  liv'd,  and  both  our  fouls  were 

thine. 
Here  to  thefe  fliades  at  folemn  hours  wc  came, 
To  pay  devotion  with  a  mutual  flame. 
Partners  in  blefs.     Sweet  luxury  of  the  mind  ! 
And  fweet  the  aids  of  fenfe  !  Each  ruder  wind 
Slept  in  its  caverns,  while  an  evening  breeze 
Fann'd  the  leaves  gently,    fpgrting  through  the 

trees  : 
The  linnet  and  the  lark  their  vefpers  fung, 
And  clouds  of  crimfon  o'er  th'  horizon  hung ; 
The  flow-declining  fun  with  Hoping  wheels 
Sunk  down  the  golden  day  behind  tlie  wcltern  hills 

Mourn,  ye  gardens,  ye  unfinifli'd  gates. 
Ye  green  enclofures,  and  ye  growing  fweets, 
lament ;   for  ye  our  midnight  hours  have  known, 
And  watcU'd  us  walking  by  the  filent  moon 
In  conference  divine,  while  heavenly  fire 
Kindling  our  breails  did  all  our  thoughts  infpire 
With  joys  almolt  immortal ;  then  our  zeal 
IBiaz'd  and  burnt  high  to  reach  th'  ethereal  hill, 
And  love  rehn'd,  like  that  above  the  poles. 
Threw  both  our  arms  round  one  another's  fouls 
In  rapture,  and  embraces.     Oh  forbear. 
Forbear  my  fong  !  this  is  too  much  to  hear, 
Too  dreadful  to  repeat ;  fuch  joys  as  Uiefe, 
Tied  from  the  eartii  for  ever !— r^r? 


Oh  for  a  general  grief !  let  all  things  fhare 
Our  woes,  that  knew  our  loves:   The  neigbour- 

ing  air 
Let  it  be  laden  with  immortal  fighs. 
And  tell  the  gales,  that  every  breath  that  flies 
Over  thele  fields  fhould  murmur  and  complain, 
And  kifs  the  fading  grafs,  and  propagate  the  paitt. 
Weep  all  ye  buildings,  and  the  groves  around 
For  ever  weep  :  tliis  is  an  endlefs  wound, 
Vait  and  incurable.     Ye  buildings  knew 
His  filvet  tongue,  ye  groves  liave  heard  it  too : 
At  that  dear  found  no  more  fliaii  ye  rejoice. 
And  I  no  more  muft:  hear  tlie  charming  voice  :' 
Woe  to  my  drooping  ibul !  that  heavenly  breath. 
That  could  fpeak  life,  lies  now  congeal'd  in  death; 
While  on  his  folded  lips  all  cold  and  pale 
Eternal  chains  and  heavy  filence  dwell. 

Yet  my  fond  hope  would  hear  him  fpeak  agaii^ 
Once  more  at  leaft,  once  more,  and  thea 
Gunfl:on  aloud  I  call :  In  vain  I  cry 
Gunfton  aloud  ;  for  he  muft  ne'er  reply. 
In  vain  I  mourn,  and  drop  thefe  funeral  tears. 
Death  and  the  grave  have  neither  eyes  nor  ears  3 
Wandering  I  tune  my  forrows  to  the  groves. 
And  vent  my  fwelling  griefs,  and  tell  the  winds 
our  loves  ;  [not  : 

While  the  dear  youth  fleeps  faft,  aad  hears  ihena 
He  hal;h  forgot  me  :  In  the  lonefome  vault 
Mindlefs  of  Watts  and  friendfliip,  cold  he  lies 
Deaf  and  unthinking  clay. 

But  whither  am  I  led  ?  This  artlefs  grief 
Hurries  the  mufe  on,  obftinate  and  deaf 
To  all  the  nicer  rules,  and  bears  her  down 
From  the  tall  fabric  to  the  neighbouring  ground  : 
The  pleafing  hours,  the  happy  moments  pait 
In  thefe  fweet  fields  reviving  on  my  tafte 
Snatch  me  away  refiftlefs  with  impetous  hafte 
Spread  thy  ftrong  pinions  once  again,  my  fong, 
And  reach  the  turret  thou  haft  left  fo  long  : 
O'er  the  wide  roof  its  lofty  head  it  rears. 
Long  waiting  our  converfe  ;  but  only  hears 
The  noify  tumults  of  the  realms  on  high ; 
The  winds  falute  it  whittling  as  they  fly, 
Or  jarring  round  the  windows  ;  rattling  ihowers 
Lafli  the  fair  fides  ;  above,  loud  thunder  roars ; 
But  ftill  the  m after  fleeps ;  nor  hears  the  voice 
Of  facred  friendfliip,  nor  the  tempeft's  noife  : 
An  iron  fluml;er  fits  on  every  fenle. 
In  vain  the  heavenly  thunders  ftrive  to  roufe  it 
thence- 
One  labour  more,  my  mufe,  the  golden  fphere 
Seems  to  demand  :  See  through  the  dufl^y  air 
Downward  it  fliines  upon  the  rifing  moon ; 
And,  as  flie  labours  up  to  reach  her  noon, 
Puriues  her  orb  with  reparcuflive  light. 
And  ftreaming  gold  repays  the  paler  beams  of 

night : 
But  not  one  ray  can  react  the  darkfome  grave, 
Or  pierce  the  folid  gloom  that  fills  the  cave 
Where  Gunfton  dwells  in  death.  Behold  it  flames 
Like  fome  new  meteor  with  dilfufiv;  beams 
Through  tlie  mid-heaven,   and  overcomes  the' 

ftars; 
"  So  fliines  tlly  Gunfton'sfoul  above  i 
Raphael  replies,  and  wipes  away  my 


} 
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*»  We  faw  the  fle(h  fink  down  wkh  clofing  eyes, 
*'  We  heard  thy  grief  (hriek  out,  He  dies,  He  dies, 
•«  M.ftaken  grief!  to  call  the  flefh  the  tr.end  ! 
*<  On  our  fair  wings  did  the  bright  youth  afcend, 
"  All  heaven  embrac'd  him  with  immortal  love, 
*'  And  fung  his  welcome  to  the  courts  above. 
•'  Gentle  Ithuriel  led  him  round  the  Ikies 
«  The  buildings  Ilruck  him  with  immenfe  furpnfe  ; 
"  The  fpires  all  radiant,  and  the  manfions  bright, 
"  The  roof  high-vaulted  with  ethereal  light : 
"  Beauty  and  ftrength  on  the  tall  bulwarks  fate 
"  In  heavenly  diamond  ;  and  for  every  gate 
"  On  golden  hinges  a  broad  ruby  turns, 
••  Guards  off  the  foe,  and  as  it  moves  it  burps ; 
«  Millions  of  glories  reign  through  every  part ; 
"  Infinite  power,  and  uncreated  art, 
"  Stand  here  d.folayM,  and  to  the  ftran.^er  fiiow 
"  How  it  out-lhines  the  nobleft  feats  bdow. 
"  The  ftranger  fed  his  gazing  powers  awnile 
«  Tranfported  :  Then,  with  a  regardlef^  fmile 
"  Glanc'd  his  eye  downward  through  the   cryftal 

"   floor,  ,      ,     M    1.    r        ') 

"  And  took  eternal  leave  of  what  he  built  before. 

Now  fair  Urania,  leave  the  doleful  (train  ; 
Raphael  commands:  Affume  thy  joys  again, 
in  everlafting  numbers  fing,  and  fay, 
«  Gunfton  has  muv'd  his  dwelling  to  the  realms 

"of  day;  [groans  away. 

"  Gunfton  the  friend  lives  ftill :  And  give  thy 
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AN  ELEGY  ON  MR.  THOMAS  GOUGE. 

TO  MR.  ARTHUR  EHALLET,  MERCHANT. 

Worthy  Sir, 
The  fubjea  of  the  following  elegy  was  high  in 
your  eltiem,  and  enjoyed  a  large  fliare  ot  your 
keaions.  Scarce  doth  his  memory  need  the  a  - 
fiftanceof  the  mufe  to  make  it  perpetual;  but 
when  (lie  can  at  once  pay  her  honours  to  the  ve- 
nerable dead,  and  by  this  addrels  acknowledge 
the  favours  (lie  has  received  irom  the  hving,  it  is 
a  double  pleafure  to, 

'  Sir, 

Your  obliged  humble  fervant, 
1.  Watts. 

TO  the  memory  cf 

THE  REVEREND  MR.  THOMAS  GOUGE, 

Who  died  Jan.  Sth.  1659-1700. 

Ye  virgin  fouls,  whofe  fweet  complaint 
Could  teach  Euphrates  *  not  to  flow, 

Could  Sion's  ruin  lb  divinely  paint, 
Array'd  in  beauty  and  in  woe  : 
Awake,  ye  virgin  fouls,  to  mourn, 

And  with  your  tuneful  forrows  drels  a  prophet  s 
urn, 

p  could  my  lips  or  flowing  eyes 
iSut  imitate  fach  charming  grief, 
I'd  teach  the  feas,  and  teach  the  (kies, 
Waihngs,  and  fobs,  and  fympathies. 
Nor  (hould  the  (tones  or  rocks  be  deaf; 

^  ffaL  13J7.    Lament,  i>  ».  3' 
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Rocks  fliall  have  f  ves.  and  ftones  have  ears. 
While  Gouge's  death  is  raouru'd  in  melody  and 
tears. 
Heaven  was  impatient  of  our  crimes^ 

And  lent  his  minifter  of  death 
To  fcourge  the  bold  rebellion  of  the  times, 
And  to  demand  our  prophet's  breath  ; 
He  came  commiflion'd  for  the  fates 
Of  awful  Mead,  and  charming  Bates ; 
There  he  elfay'd  the  vengeance  (irft, 
Then  took  a  dilmal  aim,  and  brought  great  Goug^. 

to  dull. 
Great  Gouge  to  duft  1  how  doleful  is  the  found  ! 
How  vaft  the  ftroke  is '.  and  how  wide  the  wound  I, 

Oh  painful  (troke  !  diareffing  death  '. 
A  wound  unmeafurably  wide 
No  vulgar  mortal  dy'd 
When  he  refign'd  his  breath. 
The  mufe  that  mourns  a  nation's  fall, 
Siiould  wait  at  Gouge's  funeral. 
Should  mingle  majedy  and  groar>s,. 
Such  as  (he  fings  to  finking  thiores. 
And  in  deep  founding  numbers  tell. 
How  Sion  trembled,  when  this  pillar  felt. 
Sion  grows  weak,  and  England  poor, 
Natm-e  herfelf,  with  all  her  ftore, 
Can  furuifh  fuch  a  porap  for  death  no  more. 
The  reverend  man  let  all  things  mourn; 
Sure  he  was  fome  ethereal  mind, 
Fated  in  flelh  to  be  confin'd, 
And  order'd  to  be  born. 
His  foul  was  of  th'  angelic  frame, 
The  fame  ingredients,  and  the  mould  the  fame. 
When  the  Creator  makes  a  mlnilter  of  flame. 

He  was  all  fonn'd  of  heavenly  things, 
Mortals,  believe  what  my  Urania  fings,      _ 
For  (he  has  leen  him  rife  upon  his  flamy  wings. 

How  would  he  mount,  how  would  he  fly 
Up  through  the  ocean  of  the  (ky, 

Tow'id  the  celeftial  coaft  ! 
With  what  amazing  fwiftnefs  foar 
Till  earth's  dark  ball  was  leen  no  more. 

And  all  its  mountains  loft  I 
Scarce  could  the  mufe  purfue  him  with  her  fights 

But,  angels,  you  can  tell, 
For  oft  you  meet  his  wonderous  flight, 

And  kntnv  the  ftranger  well ; 
Say,  how  he  part  the  radiant  ipheres. 
And  vifited  your  happy  feats,  ^  ,         , , 

And  trac'd  the  well-known  turnings  of  the  golden  ■ 

And  walk'd  among  the  ftars.  [ftreets^ 

Tell  how  he  climb'd  the  everlafting  hills 

Surveying  all  the  realms  above, 
Borne  on  a  ttrongiwing-d  faith,   and  on  the  fiery 
Of  an  immortal  love.  [wheels 

'Twas  there  he  took  a  glorious  fight  ^ 
Of  the  inheritance  of  iainis  in  light, 
And  read  their  title  in  their  Saviour's  right. 
How  oft  the  humble  fcholar  came. 
And  to  your  fongs  he  rais'd  his  ears 
To  learn  th'  unutterable  name. 
To  view  th'  eternal  bafe  that  bears, 

The  new  creation's  frame. 
The  countenance  of  God  he  faWj 
l^ull  of  mercy:  ful|of  jwe,  ..ji 
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The  glories  of  his  power,  and  glories  of  his  grace 
There  he  beheld  the  wondrous  fprings 

Of  thofe  celeftial  facred  things, 
The  peaceful  gofpel,  and  the  fiery  law 

In  that  majeftic  face. 
That  face  did  all  his  gazing  powers  employ, 
With  ffioft  profound  abafement  and  exalted  joy 
The  rolls  of  fate  were  half  unfeal'd, 

He  flood  adoring  by ; 
The  volume  open'd  to  his  eye, 
And  fweet  intelligence  he  held 
With  all  his  fliining  kindred  of  the  fky. 
Ye  feraphs  that  furround  the  throne. 
Tell  how  his  name  was  through  the  palace  known, 
How  warm  his  zeal  was,  and  how  like  your  own  : 
Speak  it  aloud,  let  half  the  nation  hear. 

And  bold  blafphemers  (hrink  and  fear  f  : 
Impudent  tongues '.  to  blaft  a  prophet's  name  ! 
The  poifon  fure  was  fetch'd  from  hell, 

Where  the  old  blafphemers  dwell, 
To  taiBt  the  purefl  duft,  and  blot  the  whiteft 
fame :  [through, 

impudent     tongues  '.     You     fliould    be     darted 
Nail'd  to  your  own  black  mouths,  and  lie 
Ufelefs  and  dead  till  flander  die, 

Till  flander  die  with  you. 
•*  We  faw  him,  faid  th'  ethereal  throng, 
"  We  faw  his  warm  devotions  rife, 
*'  We  heard  the  fervour  of  his  cries, 
"  And  mix'd  his  praifes  with  our  fong  : 
We  knew  the  fecret  flights  of  his  retiring  hours. 
Nightly  he  wak'd  his  inward  powers, 
*  Young  Ifrael  rofe  to  wreftle  with  his  God, 
"  And  with  unconquer'd  force  fcal'd  the  celeftial 

"  towers, 
*•  To  reach  tht  bleiEng  down  for  thofe  that  fought 
"  his  blood. 
"  Oft  we  beheld  the  thunderer's  hand 
"  Raised  high  to  crufli  the  fadlious  foe  ; 
*'  As  oft  we  faw  the  rolling  vengeance  ftand 

"  Doubtful  t'  obey  the  dread  command, 
'•  While  his  afcending  prayer  upheld  the  falling 
"  blow," 

Draw  the  paft  fcenes  of  thy  delight, 
My  mufe,  and  bring  the  wondrous  man  to  fight. 

Place  him  furrounded  as  he  flood 

With  pious  crowds,  while  from  his  tongue 
A  ftream  of  harmony  ran  foft  along. 
And  every  ear  drank  in  the  flowing  good : 

Softly  it  ran  its  filver  way, 
Till  warm  devotion  rais'd  the  current  ftrong ; 
Then  fervid  zeal  on  the  fweet  deluge  rode, 

Life,  love  and  glory,  grace  and  joy. 
Divinely  roH'd  promifcuous  on  the  torrent-flood, 
And  bore  our  raptur'd  fenfe  a\r^y,  and  thoughts 
and  fouls  to  God. 

O  might  we  dwell  for  ever  there  ! 
No  more  return  to  breathe  this  groflVr  air, 
This  atmofphcre  of  fin,  calamity,  and  care. 
2ut  heavenly  fcenes  foon  leave  the  fight 

While  we  belong  to  clay, 
Paflions  of  terror  and  delight, 
Demand  alternate  fway. 

f  nough  he  nvasfo  great  attd  good  a  man,  he 
jiid  not  ejca^e  cenfure. 


j       Behold  the  man,  wTiofe  awful  voice 
Could  well  proclaim  the  fiery  law. 
Kindle  the  flames  that  Mofe's  faw. 
And  fwell  the  trumpet's  warlike  noife. 
He  fliands  the  herald  of  the  threatening  flvles, 
Lo   on  his  reverend  brow  the  frowns  divinely  rife  - 
All  Smai's  thunder  on  his  tongue,  and  lightninr' 
in  his  eyes.  * 

Round  the  high  roof  the  curfes  flew 
Diftinguifliing  each  guilty  head, 
Far  from  th'  unequal  war  the  atheift  fled, 
His  kindled  arrows  ftill  purfue. 
His  arrows  ftrike  the  atheifl:  through, 
And  o'er  his  inmofl:  powers  a  fhudderin<r  horror 

fpread.  " 

The  marble  heart  groans  with  an  inward  wound: 

Blafpheming  fouls  of  harden'd  fteel 
Shriek  out  amaz'd  at  the  new  pangs  they  feel 
And  dread  the  echoes  of  the  found.  ' 

The  lofty  wretch  arm'd  and  array'd 
In  gaudy  pride  finks  down  his  impious  head. 
Plunges  in  dark  defpair,  and  mingleswiththe'dea*. 
Now,  mufe,  aflume  a  fofter  ftrain. 
Now  fooths  the  finner's  raging  fmart, 
Borrow  of  Gouge  the  wondrous  art 
To  calm  the  furging  confcience,   and  aflwage  the 
He  tiom  a  bleeding  God  derives  [pain 5 

Life  for  the  fouls  that  guilt  had  flain. 
And  flrait  the  dying  rebel  lives, 

The  dead  arife  again ; 
The  opening  fliiesalmoft  obey 
His  powerful  fong ;  a  heavenly  ray  [day. 

Awakes  defpair  to  light,    and  flieds   a  cheerful 
His  wondrous  voice  rolls  back  the  fpheres. 
Recalls  the  fcenes  of  ancient  years. 

To  make  the  Saviour  known  • 
Sweetly  the  flying  charmer  rove's 
Through  all  his  labours  and  his  loves. 
The  anguifli  of  his  crofs,   and   triumphs  of  hif 
throne. 

Come,  he  invites  our  feet  to  try 
The  Iteep  afcent  of  Calvary, 
And  fets  the  fatal  tree  before  our  eye : 
See  here  celeftial  forrow  reigns; 
Rude  nails  and  ragged  thorns  lay  by, 
Ting'd  with  the  crimfon  of  redeeming  veins, 
la  wondrous  words  he  fung  the  vital  flood 
Where  all  our  fins  were  drown 'd, 
Words  fit  to  heal  and  fit  to  wound. 
Sharp  as  the  fpcar,  and  balmy  as  the  bloo^. 
In  his  difcourfe  divine 
Afrefli  the  purple  fountain  flow'd  ; 
Our  falling  tears  kept  fympatl»€tic  time. 
And  trickled  to  the  ground. 
While  every  accent  gave  a  doleful  found,, 
Sad  as  the  breaking  heart-ftrings  of  th'  expiring 

Down  to  the  manfionj  of  the  dead, 
With  trembling  joy  our  fouls  are  led. 

The  captives  of  his  tongue  ; 
There  the  dear  prince  of  light  reclines  his  head 

Darkncfs  and  ftiades  among. 
With  pleafing  horror  we  furvey 

The  caverns  of  the  tomb. 
Where  the  belov'd  Redeemer  lar 

£isi'\  filed  a  fweet  perfume. 
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Kark,  the  old  earthquake  roars  again 

In  Gouge's  voice,  and  breaks  the  chain 

Of  iieavy  death,  and  rends  the  tombs  : 

The  rifing  God  !  he  comes,  he  comes,  [train. 
■'JTith  throngs  of  waking  faints,  a  long  triumphing 

See  the  bright  fquadrons  of  the  fliy. 
Downward  on  wings  of  joy  and  hafte  they  fly, 
Irleet  their  returning  fovereign,  and  attend   him 

A  fhining  car  the  conqueror  fills,  [high. 

Form'd  of  a  golden  cloutl ; 
Slowly  the  pomp  moves  up  the  azure  hills, 

Old  Satan  foams  and  yells  aloud,  [the  wheels. 
And  gnaws  th'  eternal  brafs  that  binds  him  to 
The  opening  gates  of  blifs  receive  theit  king, 

The  Father- God  fmiles  on  his  Son, 
Pays  him  the  honours  he  has  won. 
The  lofty  thrones  adore,  and  little  cherubs  ling. 

Behold  him  on  his  native  throne. 

Glory  fits  faft  upon  his  head  ; 

DrefsM  in  new  light,  and  beamy  robes, 
Kis  hand  rolls  on  the  feafons,  and  the  fliining 
globes,  [dead. 

And  fways  the  living  worlds,  and  regions  of  the 

Gouge  was  his  envoy  to  the  realms  below, 
Vaft  was  his  truft,  and  great  his  ikill. 

Bright  the  credentials  he  could  ihow. 
And  thoufands  own'd  the  feal, 

His  hallow'd  lips  could  well  impart 

The  grace,  the  promife,  and  command  : 
He  knew  the  pity  of  Immanuel's  heart, 
And  terrors  of  Jehovah's  hand. 

How  did  our  fouls  ftart  out,  to  hear 

The  embaffies  of  love  he  bare, 


While  every  ear  in  raptnfe  liung 
Upon  the  charming  wonders  of  his  tongUC  I 
Life's  bufy  cares  a  facrcd  filence  bound. 

Attention  flood  with  all  her  powers,. 

With  fixed  eyes  and  awe  profound, 

Chain'd  to  the  pleafure  of  the  founds 
Nor  knew  the  flying  hours. 

But  O  my  everiafting  grief  I 
Heaven  has  recall'd  his  envoy  from  our  ey«"^ 

Hence  deluges  of  forrow  rife. 

Nor  hope  th'  impoflible  relief. 

Ye  remnants  of  the  facred  tribe 

Who  feel  the  lofs,  coine  fliare  the  fmart. 
And  mix  your  groans  with  mine: 

Where  is  the  tongue  that  can  delcribe 

Infinite  things  with  equal  art. 
Or  language  fo  divine  ? 

Oui-  paflions  want  the  heavrenly  flame. 
Almighty  Love  breathes  faintly  in  our  fongs, 
And  awful  threatcnings  languifli  on  oar  tongue*- 

Howe  is  a  great  but  fingle  name  : 
Amidft  the  crowd  he  ftands  alone  : 
Stands  yet,  but  with  his  ftarry  pinions  on, 
Dreft  for  the  flight,  and  ready  to  be  gone. 

Eternal  God,  command  his  ftay. 

Stretch  the  dear  months  of  his  delay  ; 
O  we  could  wiih  his  age  were  one  immortal  day  f 

But  when  the  flaming  chariot's  come, 
And  fliining  guards,  t'  attend  thy  prophet  home, 

Amidft  a  thoufand  weeping  eyes, 
Send  an  Eli(ha  down,  a  foul  of  equal  fize. 
Or  burn  this  worthlefs  globe,  and  take  us  to  the" 
flvies. 


DIVINE  SONGS  FOR  CHILDREN. 

PREFACE. 

TO  AIL  TAAT  ARE  CONCERNED  IN  THE  EDUCATION  OF  CHtLDXENi 


My  Friejids, 
ir  is  an  awful  and  important  charge  that  is  com- 
mitted to  you.  The  wifdom  and  welfare  of  the 
fucceeding  generation  are  intrufted  with  you  be- 
forehand, and  depend  much  on  your  condudl. 
The  feeds  of  mifery  or  happinefs  in  this  world,  and 
that  to  Come,  are  oftentimes  fown  very  early  ?  and 
therefore,  whatever  may  conduce  to  give  the 
minds  of  children  a  relifh  for  virtue  and  religion, 
•ught,  in  the  firft  place,  to  be  propofed  to  you 

Verfe  was  at  firft  defigned  for  the  fervice  of  God, 
though  it  hath  beca  wretchedly  abufed  fince  The 
"ancients,  among  the  Jews  and  the  Heathens,  taught 
their  children  and  difciples  the  precepts  of  morality 
and  worfliip  in  verfe.  The  children  of  Ifrael  were 
'OomroaiKied  to  learn  ths  words  of  the  fong  of  Mo- 


fes,  Deu£.  xxxi.  19,  30,  and  we  are  diredted  hf 
the  New  Teftament,  not  only  to  fing  "  with  grace^ 
"  in  the  heart,  but  to  teach  and  admonilh  one  an- 
"  other  by  hymns  and  fongs,"  Ephef,  v.  i^.  And 
there  are  thefe  four  advantages  in  it. 

I.  There  is  a  great  delight  in  the  very  learning 
of  troths  and  duties  this  way.  There  is  fame- 
thing  fo  amuflng  and  entertaining  in  rhymes  anct 
metre,  that  will  incline  children  to  make  this 
part  of  their  bufinefs  a  diverfion.  And  you  may- 
turn  their  very  duty  into  a  reward,  by  giving  themi 
the  privilege  of  learning  one  of  thefe  fongs  every 
week,  if  they  fulfil  the  bufinefs  of  the  week  well,< 
and  promifing  them  the  book  itfelf,  when  tbeJ^ 
have  learnt  ten  or  twenty  fongs  out  of  it. 
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What  is  learnt  In  verfe,  is  longer  retained 
in  memory,  and  fooner  recolledled.  The  like 
founds,  and  the  like  number  of  fyllables,  exceed- 
ingly aflift  the  remembrance.  And  it  may  often 
Jiappcn,  that  tlie  end  of  a  fong  running  in  the 
mind,  may  be  an  effecftual  means  to  keep  oft  feme 
temptations,  or  to  incline  to  fome  duty,  when  a 
word  of  fcripture  is  not  upon  their  thoughts. 

III.  This  will  be  a  conftant  furniture  for  the 
tainds  of  children,  that  they  may  have  fomething 
to  think  upon  when  alone,  and  fing  over  to  them- 
felves.  This  may  fometimes  give  their  thoughts 
a  divine  turn,  and  raife  a  young  meditation.  Thus 
they  will  not  be  forced  to  feek  relief  for  an  emp- 
tinefs  of  mind,  out  of  the  loofe  and  dangerous  fen- 
nels of  the  age. 

IV.  Thefe  Divine  Songs  may  be  a  pleafant  and 
proper  matter  for  their  daily  or  weekly  worfliip, 
to  fing  one  in  the  family,  at  fuch  time  as  the  pa- 
rents or  governors  (hall  appoint ;  and  therefore  I 
lave  confined  the  verfe  to  the  moft  ufual  pfalm 
tunes. 

The  greateft  part  of  this  little  book  was  com- 
pofed  feveral  years  ago,  at  the  requeft  of  a  friend, 


who  has  been  long  engaged  in  tlie  work  of  Cft^C" 
chifing  a  very  great  number  of  children  of  all 
kinds,  and  with  abundant  Ikill  and  fuccefs.  So 
that  you  will  find  here  nothing  that  favours  of  a 
party  :  The  children  of  high  and  low  degree,  of 
the  church  of  England  or  DilTenters,  baptifed  in 
infancy,  or  not,  may  all  join  together  in  thefe 
fongs.  And  as  I  have  endeavoured  to  fink  the 
language  to  the  level  of  a  child's  underftanding, 
and  yet  to  keep  it,  if  poflible,  above  contempt  j 
fo  I  have  defigned  to  profit  all,  if  poflible,  and  of- 
fend none.  I  hope  the  more  general  the  fenfe  is; 
thefe  compofures  may  be  of  the  more  univerfal  ufe 
and  fervice. 

I  have  added  at  the  end,  fome  attempts  of  fon- 
nets  on  moral  fubjedts,  for  children,  with  an  air 
of  pleafantry,  to  provoke  fome  fitter  pen  to  write 
a  little  book  of  them. 

May  the  Almighty  God  make  you  faithful  in 
this  important  work  of  education;  may  he  fuc- 
ceed  jour  cares  with  his  abundant  grace,  that  the 
rifing  generation  of  Great  Britain  may  be  a  glory 
aiiiong  the  nations,  a  pattern  to  the  Chrittia* 
world,  and  a  blefling  to  the  earth. 


SONG     I. 

A  GKKERAL  SONG  OF  PRAISE  TO  GOD. 

jHow  glorious  is  our  heavenly  King, 

Who  reigns  above  the  Iky  ! 
How  (hall  a  child  prefume  to  fing 

His  dreadful  majefty .' 

How  great  his  pov/er  is,  none  can  tell, 

Nor  think  how  large  his  grace  ; 
Not  men  below,  nor  faints  that  dwell 

On  high  before  his  face. 

Not  angels  that  (land  round  the  Lord, 

Can  fearch  his  fecrct  will ; 
But  they  perform  liis  heavenly  word. 

And  fing  his  praifes  flill. 

Then  let  me  join  this  holy  train. 

And  my  firft  offerings  bring; 
Th'  eternal  God  will  not  difdain 

To  hear  an  infant  fing. 

My  heart  refolves,  my  tongue  obeys. 

And  angels  (hall  rejoice, 
^0  hear  their  mighty  Maker's  praife 

Sound  from  »  feeble  voice. 

SONG    II. 

JRAISE  FOR  CREATION  AND  PROVIDIHCE. 

t  SING  th'  almighty  power  of  God, 
Tliiit  made  the  mountains  rife/ 


That  fpread  the  flowing  feaS  abroad,, 
And  built  the  lofty  (kies. 

I  fing  the  wifdom  that  ordain'd 

The  fun  to  rule  the  day  ; 
The  moon  fliines  full  at  his  command/ 

And  all  the  (tars  obey. 

I  fing  the  goodnefs  of  the  Lord, 
That  fiird  the  earth  with  food  : 

He  form'd  the  creatures  with  his  word^ 
And  then  pronounc'd  them  good. 

Lord,  how  thy  wonders  are  difplay'd; 

Where'er  1  turn  mine  eye  ! 
If  I  furvey  the  ground  I  tread, 

Or  gaze  upon  the  (ky  ! 

There's  not  a  plant  or  flower  below. 
But  makes  thy  glory  known  ; 

And  clouds  arife,  and  tempefts  blow, 
By  order  from  thy  throne. 

Creatures  (as  numerous  as  they  be) 

Are  fubjecft  to  thy  care ; 
There's  not  a  ^jlace  where  we  can  flee 

But  God  is  prefent  there. 

In  heaven  he  (hines  with  beams  of  love,' 
With  wrath  in  hell  beneath  ! 

'Tis  OTi  his  earth  I  (land  or  move, 
And  'tis  his  air  I  breathe. 

His  hand  is  my  perpetual  guard ; 

He  keeps  me  with  his  eye  ; 
Why  fliould  I  then  forget  the  Lordj, 

Who  is  for  eyer  nigh  ? 
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SONG  in. 

PRAISE  TO  GOD  FOR   OUR  REDEMPTIOW. 

^LEST  be  the  wifdotn  and  the  power, 

The  juftice  and  the  grace, 
That  join'd  in  counfel  to  reftorc, 

And  fave  our  ruin'd  race. 

Our  father  ate  forbidden  fruit, 

And  from  his  glory  fell ; 
And  we  his  children  thus  were  brought 

To  death,  and  near  to  hell. 

Bieft  be  the  Lord  that  fent  his  Son 

To  take  our  flelh  and  blood  ; 
He  for  our  lives  gave  up  his  own, 

To  make  our  peace  with  God. 

He  honour'd  all  his  Father's  laws,' 

Which  we  have  difobey'd  ; 
He  bore  our  fins  upon  the  crofs. 

And  our  full  ranfom  paidr 

Behold  him  rifing  from  the  grave  ; 

Behold  him  rais'd  on  high  : 
He  pleads  his  merit,  there  to  fave 

Tranfgreffors  doom'd  to  die. 

There -on  a  glorious  throne  he  reigns, 

And  by  his  power  divine 
Redeems  us  frotn  the  flavifh  chains 

Of  Satan  and  of  Sin. 

Thence  fhall  the  Lord  to  judgment  come, 

And  with  a  fovereign  voice 
Shall  call,  and  break  up  every  tomb. 

While  waking  faints  rejoice. 

O  may  I  then  with  joy  appear 

Before  the  Judge's  face. 
And  with  the  blefs'd  affembly  there 

Sing  his  redeeming  grace  ! 

SONG    IV. 

5RAISE    FOR    MERCIES    SPIRITUAL    AND     TEM- 
PORAL. 

Whene'er  I  take  my  walks  abroad. 

How  many  poor  I  fee  ! 
What  fhall  I  render  to  my  God 

For  all  his  gifts  to  me  ? 

Not  more  than  others  I  deferve,. 

Yet  God  has  given  me  more  ; 
For  I  have  food,  while  others  ftarve, 

Or  beg  from  door  to  door. 

How  many  children  in  the  ftreet 

Half  naked  I  behold  '. 
While  I  am  cloth'd  from  head  to  feet, 

And  cover'd  from  the  cold. 

While  fome  poor  wretches  fcarce  can  tell  ^ 

Where  they  may  lay  their  head ; 
I  have  a  home  wherein  to  dwell, 

And  reft  upon  my  bed. 

While  others  early  learn  to  fwear. 

And  curfe,  and  lie,  and  fteal ; 
Lord,  I  am  taught  thy  name  to  fear,    ' 

Aud  do  thy  holy  will.  ^ 


Are  thefe  thy  favoufs  day  by  inf 

To  me  above  the  reft  ? 
Then  let  me  love  thee  more  than  they. 

And  try  to  ferve  thee  beft. 

SONG    V. 

PRAISE  FOR  BIRTH  AND  EDUCATION  IN  A 
CHRISTIAN  JLAND. 

Great  God,  tdthee  my  voice  Iraife, 
To  thee  my  youngeft  hours  belong  ; 
I  would  begin  my  life  with  praife, 
Till  growing  years  irtiprove  the  fong. 

'Tis  to  thy  fovereign  graCe  I  owe 
That  I  was  born  on  BritiOi  ground  ; 
Where  ftreams  of  heavenly  mercy  flow. 
And  words  of  fweet  falvation  found. 

I  would  not  chartge  my  native  land 
For  rich  Peru  with  all  her  gold :, 
A  nobler  prize  lies  in  my  hand. 
Than  Eaft  or  Weftern  Indies  hold. 

How  do  I  pity  thofe  that  dwell 
Where  ignorance  and  darknefs  reigns  ! 
They  know  no  heaven,  they  fear  no  heli/ 
Thofe  endlefs  joys,  thofe  endlefs  pains.' 

Thy  glorious  promifes,  O  Lord, 
Kindle  my  hopes  and  my  defire  ; 
While  all  the  preachers  of  thy  word 
Warn  me  to  'fcape  eternal  lire. 

Thy  praife  (hall  ftill  employ  my  breath. 
Since  thou  haft  mark'd  my  way  to  heaveiv ; 
Nor  will  I  run  the  road  to  death. 
And  wafte  the  bleflings  thou  haft  given. 

S  O  N  G    VI. 

PRAISE  Foi  THE  GOSPEU 

Lord,  I  afcribe  it  to  thy  grace. 
And  not  to  chance  as  others  do. 
That  I  was  born  of  Chriftian  race. 
And  not  a  Heathen  or  a  Jew. 

What  would  the  ancient  Jewifli  kings,- 
And  Jewifli  prophets  once  have  given. 
Could  they  have  heard  thofe  glorious  things. 
Which  Chrift  reveal'd  and  brought  from  heaven  i 

How  glad  the  heathens  would  ha:ve  been. 
That  worfhip'd  idols,  wood  and  ftone. 
If  they  the  book  of  God  had  feefj. 
Or  j  efus  and  his  gofpel  known  ! 
Then  if  this  gofpel  I  refufe, 
How  fliall  I  e'er  lift  up  mine  eyes  ? 
For  all  tire  Gentiles  and  the  Jews 
Againft  me  will  in  judgment  rife. 

SONG    VIII. 

THE  EXCELLENCY  OF  THE  BIBtB. 


Great  God,  with  wender  and  with  praife 

On  all  thy  works  I  look  ; 
But  ftill  thy  wifdom,  power  and  grace. 

Shine  brighteft  ia  thy  book* 
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The  ftars,  that  in  their  ceurfes  roll. 

Have  much  inftruiflion  given; 
But  thy  good  word  informs  my  foul 

How  I  may  climb  to  heaven. 

The  fields  provide  me  food,  and  fliow 

The  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ; 
Bu:  fruits  of  life  and  glory  grow 

In  thy  moft  holy  word. 

Here  are  my  choiceft  treafures  hid, 

Here  my  beft  comfort  lies  ; 
Here  my  defires  are  fatisfy'd, 

And  hence  my  hopes  arife. 

lord,  make  me  underftand  thy  law ; 

Show  what  my  thoughts  have  been  : 
And  from  thy  gofpel  let  me  draw 

Pardon  for  all  my  fin. 

Here  would  I  learn  how  Cbrift  had  dy'd 

To  fave  my  foul  from  hell : 
^ot  all  the  books  on  earth  befide 

Such  heavenly  wonders  tell, 

Then  let  me  love  my  Bible  more. 

And  take  a  frelh  delight 
By  day  ti  read  thefe  wonders  o'er, 
And  meditate  by  night. 

SONG    viir. 

■JRAISX  TO  GOD  FOR  LEARNING  TO  READ. 

The  praifes  of  my  tongue 

I  offer  to  the  Lord, 
That  I  was  taught,  and  learnt  fo  young 

To  read  his  holy  word. 

That  I  am  brought  to  know 

The  danger  I  was  in, 
By  nature  and  by  pradtice  too< 

A  wretched  flave  to  fin. 

That  I  am  led  to  fee 

I  can  do  nothing  well ; 
And  whither  Ihall  i  finner  fle« 

Te  fave  hlmfelf  from  hell  ? 
Dear  Lord,  this  book  of  thine 

Informs  me  where  to  po. 
For  grace  to  pardon  all  my  fin, 

And  make  me  holy  too. 

Here  lean  read,  and  learn 

How  ChrilV,  the  Son  of  God, 
Has  undertock  our  great  concern; 

Our  ranlom  coft  his  blood. 

And  now  he  reigns  above. 

He  fends  his  Spirit  down 
To  (how  the  wonders  of  his  loVe, 

And  make  his  gofpel  known. 

O  may  that  Spirit  teach. 

And  make  my  heart  receive 
Thofe  truths  which  all  thy  fervants  preach, 

And  all  thy  faints  believe. 

Then  fliall  1  praife  the  Lord 

In  a  more  cheerful  ftrain. 
That  I  was  taught  to  read  his  word, 

And  have  not  learnt  ia  vain. 


SONG    IX. 

The  ALl-SEEING  COtU 

Almighty  God,  thy  piercing  eye 
Strikes  through  the  fliades  of  nighty 

And  our  moft  fecret  adtions  lie 
All  open  to  thy  fight. 

There's  not  a  fin  that  we  commit. 

Nor  wicked  word  we  fay, 
But  in  thy  dreadful  book  'tis  writ, 

Againft  the  judgement-day. 

And  muft  the  crimes  that  I  have  done 

Be  read  and  publifli'd  there  ? 
Be  all  expos'd  before  the  fun, 

While  men  and  angels  hear? 

Lord,  at  thy  foot  afham'd  I  lie ; 

Upward  I  dare  not  look  ; 
Pardon  my  fins  before  I  die, 

And  blot  them  from  thy  book. 

Remember  all  the  dy'ng  pains 

That  my  Redeemer  felt, 
And  let  his  blood  walh  out  my  ftaisij 

And  anfwer  for  my  guilt. 

0  may  I  now  for  ever  fear 

T'  indulge  a  finful  thought. 
Since  the  great  God  can  fee  and  hear, 
And  writes  down  every  fault. 

SONG    X. 

SOLEMN  THOUGHTS  OF  GOD  AND  DEATgl 

There  is  a  God  that  reigns  above. 
Lord  of  the  heavens,  and  earth,  andfeas  : 

1  fear  his  wrath,  I  afli  his  love, 
And  with  my  lips  I  fing  his  praife. 

There  is  a  law  v.'hich  he  has  writ, 
To  teach  us  all  that  we  nuift  dP  : 
My  foul,  to  his  commands  fubmit. 
For  they  are  holy,  juft,  and  true. 

There  is  a  gofpel  of  rich  grace. 
Whence  fiiiners  all  their  comfo.rts  draw  ; 
Lord,  I  repent,  and  feek  thy  face  ; 
For  I  have  often  broke  thy  law. 

There  is  an  hour  when  I  muft  die, 
Nor  do  I  know  how  foon  'twill  come  ; 
A  thoufand  children  young  as  I, 
Are  call'd  by  death  to  hear  their  doom. 

Let  me  improve  the  hours  I  have, 
Before  the  day  of  grace  is  fled ; 
There's  no  repentance  in  the  gravc» 
Nor  pardons  offer'd  to  the  dead. 

Juft  as  a  tree  cut  down,  that  fell 
To  north  or  fouthward,  there  it  lies'; 
So  man  departs  to  heaven  or  hell, 
Fix'din  the  Itate  wherein  he  dies. 

SONG    XI. 

flEAVEN  AND  HELti' 

There  is  beyond  the  (ky 
A  heaven  of  joy  and  love; 
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And  holy  children  when  they  die 
Go  to  that  world  above. 

I'here  is  a  dreadful  hell, 

And  everlafting  pains ; 
There  finners  muft  with  devils  dwell 

In  darknefs,  fire,  and  chains. 

Can  fuch  a  wretch  as  I 

Efcape  this  curfed  end  ? 
And  may  I  hope  whene'er  I  die 

I  (hall  to  heaven  afcend  ? 

Then  will  I  read  and  pray, 
While  I  have  life  and  breath  ; 

Left  I  fhould  be  cut  off  to-day. 
And  fent  t'  eternal  death. 


SONG    XII. 

THE  ADVANTAGES  OF  EARLY  RELIGION. 

Happy's  the  child  whofe  youngeft  years 

Receive  inftruClions  well: 
Who  hates  the  fianer'spath,  and  fears 

The  road  that  leads  to  hell. 

When  we  devote  our  youth  to  God, 

*Tis  pleaflng  in  his  eyes  ; 
A  flower,  when  offer'd  in  the  bud. 

Is  no  vain  facrifice. 

'Tis  eafier  work  if  we  begin 

To  fear  the  Lord  betimes; 
While  finners  that  grow  old  in  fin 

Are  harden'd  in  their  crimes. 

'Twill  fave  us  from  a  thoufand  fnares, 

To  mind  religion  young  ; 
Grace  will  preferve  oar  following  years, 

And  make  our  virtue  ftrong. 

To  thee.  Almighty  God,  to  thee, 

Our  childhood  we  relign  ; 
'Twill  pleafe  us  to  look  back  and  fee 

That  our  whole  lives  were  thine. 

Let  the  fweet  work  of  prayer  and  praife 

Employ  my  youngeft  breath  ; 
Thus  I'm  prepar'd  for  longer  days, 

Or  fit  for  early  death. 


SONG    XIII. 

THE   DANGER  OF  DELAY. 

Why  fhould  I  fay, ''  'Tis  yet  too  foon 
"  To  feek  for  heaven  or  think  of  death  ?" 
A  flower  may  fade  before  'tis  noon, 
And  1  this  day  may  loofe  my  breath. 

If  this  rebellious  heart  of  mine 
Defpife  the  gracious  calls  of  heaven, 
I  maybe  harden'd  in  my  fin. 
And  never  have  repentance  given. 

What  if  the  Lord  grow  wroth  and  fwear, 
While  I  refufe  to  read  and  pray. 
That  he'll  refufe  to  lend  an  ear 
To  all  my  groans  another  day  ? 
Vol.  IX. 


What  if  his  dreadful  anger  bum, 
While  I  refufe  his  offer'd  grace, 
And  all  his  love  to  fury  turn. 
And  ftrike  me  dead  upon  the  place  ? 

'Tis  dangerous  to  provoke  a  God  1 

His  power  and  vengeance  none  can  tell ; 

One  ftroke  of  his  Almighty  rod 

Shall  fend  young  finners  quick  to  hell. 

Then  'twill  for  ever  be  in  vain 
To  cry  for  pardon  and  for  grace  : 
To  wifli  I  had  my  time  again. 
Or  hope  to  fee  my  Maker's  face. 

SONG    XiV. 

EXAMPLES  OF  fiARLY  IIFTT. 

What  blefs'd  examples  do  I  find 

Writ  in  the  word  of  truth. 
Of  children  that  began  to  mind 

Religion  in  their  youth  ! 

Jefus,  who  reigns  above  the  flcy, 

And  keeps  the  world  in  awe. 
Was  once  a  child  as  young  as  I, 

And  kept  his  Father's  law. 

At  twelve  year«  old  he  talk'd  with  men, 

(The  Jews  all  wondering  ftand) 
Yet  he  obey'd  his  mother  then, 

And  came  at  her  command. 

Children  a  fweet  hofanna  fung. 

And  bleft  their  Saviour's  name  ; 
They  gave  him  honour  wiih  their  toigue, 

While  fcribes  j.  id  pritlls  blafpheme. 

Samuel  the  child  was  wean'd,  and  brought 

To  wait  upon  the  Lord ; 
Young  Timothy  by  times  was  .taught 

To  know  his  holy  word. 

Then  why  fliould  I  fo  long  delay 

What  others  learnt  fo  foon  ? 
1  would  not  pals  another  day 

Without  this  work  begun. 

SONG     XV. 

AGAINST     LYING. 

O  'tis  a  lovely  thing  for  youth 
To  walk  betimes  in  wifdoni's  way  ; 
To  fear  a  lie,  to  fpeak  the  truth, 
That  we  may  truft  to  all  they  fay. 

But  liars  we  can  never  truft. 

Though  they  fliould  fpeak  the  thing  that's  true  j 

And  he  that  does  one  fault  at  firft. 

And  lies  to  hide  it,  makes  it  two. 

Have  we  not  known,  nor  heard,  nor  read. 
How  God  abhors  deceit  and  wrong  ? 
How  Ananias  was  ftruck  dead, 
Catch'd  with  a  lie  upo»  his  tongue  ? 

So  did  his  wife  Saphira  die. 
When  Ihe  came  in,  and  grew  fo  bold 
As  to  confirm  that  wicked  lie 
That  juft  before  herhulband  told. 
A» 
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The  Lord  delights  in  them  that  fpeak 
The  words  of  truth  ;  but  every  liar 
Miift  have  his  portion  in  the  lake 
That  burns  with  brimltone  and  with  fire. 

Then  let  me  always  watch  my  lips, 
Left  I  be  (truck  to  death  and  hell, 
Since  God  a  book  of  reckoning  keeps 
For  every  lis  that  children  tell. 

SONG    XVI. 

AGAINST  qUARRELLIKG  AND  FIGHTING. 

Let  dogs  delight  to  bark  and  bite, 

For  God  hath  made  them  fo  ; 
Let  bears  and  lions  growl  and  fight, 

For  'tis  their  nature  too. 

But,  children,  you  fliould  never  let 

Such  angry  paffions  rife  ; 
Your  little  hands  were  never  made 

To  tear  each  other's  eyes. 

Let  love  through  all  our  actions  run^' 

And  all  your  words  be  mild  ; 
Live  like  the  bleffed  virgin's  fon. 

That  fweet  and  lovely  child. 

His  foul  *as  gentle  as  a  Iamb  ; 

And  as  his  (Mature  grew. 
He  grew  in  favour  bo'li  with  man, 

And  God  his  Father  too. 

Now  Lord  of  all  lie  reigns  above, 

And  from  his  heavenly  throne 
He  fees  what  children  dwell  in  love, 

And  marks  them  for  his  own. 

SONG     XVIL 

LOVE  BETWEEN  BROTHERS  AND  SISTERS, 

Watever  brawls  difturb  the  ftreet, 
Th^re  fhould  be  peace  at  home  ; 

\Vhe4e  fifters  dwell  and  brothers  meet, 
Quarrels  fhould  never  come. 

Birds  in  their  little  nefts  agree  ; 

And  'tis  a  fhameful  fight. 
When  children  of  one  family 

Fall  oat  and  chide  and  fight. 

Hard  names  at  firft,  and  threatening  words, 

That  are  but  noify  breath, 
May  grow  to  clubs  and  naked  fwords, 

To  murder  and  to  death. 

The  devil  tempts  one  mother's  fori 

To  rage  againfl:  another  ; 
So  wicked  Cain  was  hurry'd  on 

Till  ho  had  kill'd  his  brother. 

The  wife  will  make  their  anger  cool, 

At  leaft  before  'tis  night ; 
But  in  the  bofom  of  a  fool 

It  burns  till  morning-light. 

Paidon,  O  Lord,  our  childifh  rage, 
Our  little  brawls  remove  j 


That,  as  we  grow  to  riper  age, 
Our  hearts  may  all  be  love. 

SONG   xvin. 

against  scoffing  and  calling  NAMES. 

Our  tongues  were  made  to  blefs  the  Lord, 

And  not  fpeak  ill  of  men  ; 
When  others  give  a  railing  wofd, 

We  mud  not  rail  again. 

Crofs  words  and  angry  names  require 

To  be  chaflis'd  at  ichool; 
And  he's  in  danger  of  hell  fire. 

That  calls  his  brother  fool. 

But  lips  that  dare  be  fo  profane, 

To  mock  and  jeer  and  feoff" 
At  holy  thinr;s  or  holy  men, 

The  Lord  fliall  cut  them  off. 

When  children  in  their  wanton  play 

Serv'd  old  Elifha  fo; 
And  bid  the  prophet  go  his  way, 

"  Go  up,  thou  bald-head,  go." 

God  quickly  ftopp'd  their  wicked  breath. 

And  fent  two  raging  bears. 
That  tore  them  limb  from  limb  to  death. 

With  blood  and  groans  and  tears. 

Great  God,  how  terrible  art  thou 

To  finners  e'er  fo  young  1 
Grant  me  thy  grace,  and  teach  me  how 

To  tame  and  rule  my  tongue. 

SONG     XIX. 

against  swearing  and  cursing,  and  takins 
god's  name  in  vain. 

Angels,  that  high  in  glory  dwell. 

Adore  thy  name.  Almighty  God  ! 
And  devils  tremble  down  in  hell. 

Beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  rod. 

And  yet  how  wicked  children  dare 
Abufe  thy  dreadful  glorious  name  ! 

And  when  they're  angry,  how  they  fwear. 
And  curfe  their  fellows  and  blafpheme  ! 

How  will  they  ftand  before  thy  face. 
Who  treated  thee  with  fuch  difdain, 

While  thou  flialt  doom  them  to  the  place 
Of  everlading  fire  and  pain  ? 

Then  never  fliall  one  cooling  drop 

To  quench  their  burning  tongues  be  given  ;' 

But  I  will  praife  thee  here,  and  hope 
Thus  to  employ  my  tongue  in  heaven. 

My  heart  fliall  be  in  pain  to  hear 

Wretches  afTront  the  Lord  above  ; 
'Tis  that  great  God  whofe  power  I  fear ; 

That  heavenly  Father  whom  I  love. 

If  my  companions  grow  profane, 

I'll  leave  their  friendfhip,  when  I  heat 

Young  finners  take  thy  name  in  vain. 
And  learn  to  curie,  and  learn  to  fwear. 
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SONG    XX. 

A/^ArNST  IDLENESS  AND  MISCHIEF, 

How  doth  the  little  bufy  bee 

Improve  each  fhining  hour, 
And  gather  honey  all  the  day 

From  every  opening  flower  ? 

How  (kilfullv  flie  builds  her  celll 
-  How  neat'flie  fpreads  the  wax  ! 
And  labours  hard  to  ftore  it  well 
With  the  fweet  food  fhe  nuakes. 

In  works  of  labour  or  of  fkill, 
I  would  be  bufy  too  ;  _ . 

For  Satan  finds  fome  mifchief  ftill 
For  idle  hands  to  do. 

In  books,  or  work,  or  healthful  play, 

Let  my  firft  years  be  paft. 
That  I  may  give  for  every  day 

Some  good  account  at  laft. 

SONG    Xxi. 

AGAINST  EVIL  COMPANY. 

'Wry  (hould  I  join  with  thofe  in  play, 

In  whom  I've  no  delight ; 
Who  cui-fe  and  fwear  but  never  pray  ; 

Who  call  ill  names  and  fight  ? 

1  hate  to  hear  a  wanton  fong  : 
Their  words  offend  mine  ears: 

I  fhould  not  dare  defile  my  tongue 
With  language  fuch  as  theirs. 

Away  from  fools  I'll  turn  mine  eyes, 

Nor  with  the  fcpflFers  go  ; 
I  would  be  walking  with  the  wife, 

That  wifer  I  may  grow. 

From  one  rude  boy  that  us'd  to  mock, 

They  learn  the  wicked  jefl: 
One  fickly  (heep  infects  the  flock, 

And  poifons  ill  the  reft. 

My  God,  I  hate  to  walk,  or  dwell 

With  finful  children  here  ;  . 
Then  let  me  not  be  fent  to  he)*, 

Where  none  but  finners  are. 

SONG    XXli. 

AGAINST  PRIDE  IN  CLOTHES. 

Why  Ihoukl  our  garments,  made  to  hide 
Our  parents  fhame,  provoke  our  pride  ? 
The  art  of  drefsdid  ne'er  begin. 
Till  Eve  our  mother  learnt  to  fin. 

When  firft  fhe  put  her  covering  on. 
Her  robe  of  innocence  was  gone  ; 
And  yet  her  children  vainly  boafl 
In  the  fad  marks  of  glory  loft. 

How  proud  we  are  !  how  fond  to  fhow 
Our  clothes,  and  call  thens  rich  and  new  1 
When  the  poor  fheep  and  filk-worm  wore 
That  very  clothing  long  before. 


The  tulip  and  the  butterfly 

Appear  in  gayer  coats  than  I; 

Let  me  be  drcft  fine  as  I  will; 

Flies,  worms,  and  flowers,  exceed  me  ftill. 

Then  will  I  fet  my  heart  to  find 
Inward  adornin^s  of  the  mind  ; 
Knowledge  and  virtue,  truth  and  grace 
Thefe  are  the  robes  of  richelt  drefs. 

l-To  more  fhall  worms  with  me  compare; 
This  is  the  raiment  angels  wear  ; 
The  Son  of  God,  when  here  below, 
Put  on  this  bleft  apparel  too. 

It  never  fades,  it  ne'er  grows  old, 

Nor  fears  the  rain,  nor  moth,  nor  mouldii 

It  takes  no  fpot,  hut  flill  refines ; 

The  more  'tis  worn,  the  more  it  fliines. 

In  this  on  earth  fhould  I  appear; 
Then  go  to  heaven  and  wear  it  there  ; 
God  will  approve  it  in  his  fight ; 
'Tis  his  own  work,  and  his  delight. 

SONG     XXIII. 

OBEDIENCE  TO  PARENTS. 

Let  children  that  would  fear  the  Lord 

Hear  v/hat  their  teachers  fay ; 
With  revei-ence  meet  their  parents  word. 

And  with  delight  obey. 

Have  you  not  heard  what  dreadful  plagued 

Are  threaten'd  by  the  Lord, 
To  him  that  breaks  his  father's  law, 

Or  mocks  his  mother's  word ; 

What  heavy  guilt  upon  him  lies  ! 

How  curfed  is  his  name  ! 
The  ravens  fhall  pick  out  his  eyes. 

And  eagles  eat  the  fame. 

But  thofe  who  worfhip  God,  and  give 

Their  parents  honour  due, 
Here  on  this  earth  they  long  fhall  live. 

And  live  hereafter  too. 


SONG     XXIV. 

THE  child's  COMPLAINTf 

Wht  fhould  I  love  my  fport  fo  well, 
So  conftant,  at  my  play,  ^ 

And  lofe  the  thoughts  of  heaven  and  hell 
And  then  forget  to  pray  ? 

What  do  I  read  iny  Bible  for. 
But,  Lord,  to  learn  thy  will ; 

And  fhall  1  daily  know  thee  more. 
And  lefs  obey  thee  ftill  ? 

How  fenfelefs  is  my  heart  and  wild ! 

How  vain  are  all  my  thoughts ! 
Pity  the  weaknefs  of  a  child. 

And  pardon  all  my  faults  ! 

Make  me  thy  heavenly  voice  to  hear^ 

And  let  me  love  to  pray ; 
Since  God  will  lend  a  gracious  eat 
[      To  what  a  child  can  fay. 

A  a  ij 
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SONG     XXV. 

A  MORNING  SONG. 

Mr  God,  who  makes  the  fun  to  know 

His  proper  hour  to  rife, 
And  to  give  light-to  all  below, 

Doth  fend  him  round  the  ikies. 

When  from  the  chamhers  of  the  eaft 

His  morning  race  hcgins, 
He  never  tires,  nor  flops  to  reft ; 

But  round  the  world  he  fhines. 

So,  like  the  fun,  would  I  fulfil 

The  bufmefs  of  the  day  ; 
Begin  my  work  betimes,  and  flill 

March  on  my-heavenly  way. 

Give  me,  O  Lord,  thy  early  grace, 

Nor  let  my  foul  complain 
That  the  young  morning  of  my  days 

Has  all  been  fpent  in  vain. 

SONG     XXVT. 

AN  EVENING  SONG. 

And  now  another  day  is  gone, 

I'll  fmg  my  Maker's  praife  ; 
My  comforts  every  hour  make  knov.-n 

His  providence  and  grace. 

But  how  my  childhood  runs  to  wafte  ! 

My  fins,  how  great  their  fum  ! 
Lord,  give  me  pardon  for  the  part. 

And  ftrength  for  days  to  come. 

I  lay  my  body  down  to  flcep  ; 

Let  angels  guard  my  head. 
And  througli  the  hours  of  darknefs  keep 

Their  watch  around  my  bed. 

With  cheerful  heart  I  clofe  my  eyes. 

Since  thou  wilt  not  remove  ; 
And  in  the  morning  let  me  rife 

Rejoicing  in  thy  love. 

SONG     XXVII. 

FOR  THE  lord's  DAT  MORNING. 

This  is  the  day  when  Chrjft  arofe 

So  early  from  the  dead ; 
Why  fhould  I  keep  my  eyelids  clos'd,     . 

And  wade  my  hours  in  bed  ? 

This  is  the  day  when  Jcfus  broke 
The  power  of  death  and  hell ; 

And  fhall  I  dill  wear  Satan's  yoke, 
And  love  my  fins  fo  well  ? 

To-day  with  pleafure  Chriftians  meet, 

To  pray  and  hear  the  word  : 
And  I  would  go  with  cheerful  feet 

To  learn  thy  will,  O  Lord. 

I'll  leav.  my  fport  to  read  and  pray. 

And  fo  prepare  for  heaven  : 
O  may  1  love  this  blefled  day 

The  beft  of  all  the  feven  I 


SONG     XXVIIL 

FOR    THE    LORd's-DAY    KVENINO. 

Lord,  how  delightful  'tis  to  fee 

A  whole  aflembly  worlhip  thee  I 

At  once  they  fing,  at  once  they  pray ; 

They  hear  of  heaven,  and  learn  the  way. 

I  have  been  there,  and  ftill  would  go: 
'Tis  like  a  little  heaven  belo\^  ; 
Not  all  my  pleafure  and  my  play 
Shall  tempt  me  to  forget  this  day. 

0  write  upon  my  memory.  Lord, 
The  texts  and  dodlrines  of  thy  word  ; 
That  I  may  break  thy  laws  no  more, 
But  love  thee  better  than  before. 

With  thoughts  of  Chrift  and  things  divine 
Fill  up  this  foolilh  heart  of  mine ; 
That,  hoping  pardon  through  his  blood, 

1  may  lie  down  and  wake  with  God. 

THE  TEN  COMMANDMENTS,  OUT  OF 
THE  OLD  TESTAMENT, 

PUT  INTO  SHORT  RHYME  FOR  CHILDREN. 

Exodus,  Chap.  xx. 

1.  Thou  Ihalt  have  no  more  Gods  but  me, 

2.  Before  no  idol  bow  thy  knee. 

3.  Take  not  the  name  of  God  in  vain. 

4.  Nor  dare  the  Sabbath-day  profane. 

5.  Give  both  thy  parents  honour  due. 

6.  Take  heed  that  thou  no  murder  do. 

7.  Abftain  from  words  and  deeds  unclean. 

8.  Nor  fteal  though  thou  art  poor  and  mean. 

9.  Nor  make  a  wilful  lie,  nor  love  it. 

10.  What  is  thy  neighbour's  dare  not  covet. 


THE  SUM  OF  THE  COMMANDMENTS, 
OUT  OF  THE  NEW  TESTAMENT. 

Matthew  xxii.  37. 

With  all  thy  foul  love  God  above. 
And  as  thyfelf  thy  neighbour  love. 

OUR  saviour's  GOLDEN  RULE. 

Matthew  vii.  12. 

Bf  you  to  ot|^ers  kind  and  true. 
As  you'd  have  others  be  to  you  ; 
And  neither  do  nor  fay  to  men, 
Whate'er  you  would  not  take  again. 

DUTY  TO  GOD  AND  OUR  NEIGHBOUR. 

Love  God  with  all  your  foul  and  ftrength, 

With  all  your  heart  and  mind  : 
And  love  your  neighbour  as  yourfelf,  . 

Be  faithful,  juft,  and  kind. 

Deal  with  another  as  you'd  have 

Another  deal  with  you  ; 
What  you're  unwilling  to  receive. 

Be  furc  you  never  do. 
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Out  of  my  Book  of  HtMNS  /  hu've  here  added  the 
Hofanna,  and  Glory  to  the  Father,  Isfc.  to  hepmr 
at  the  End  of  any  of  thefe  Songs,  according  to  the 
DireSiion  of  Parents  or   Governors. 

THE  HOSANNA ;  OR  SALVATION 
ASCRIBED  TO  CHRIST. 

LONG  METRE. 

Ho s ANNA  to  king  David's  Son, 
Who  reigns  on  a  fuperior  throne  : 
We  blefs  the  Prince  of  heavenly  birth, 
Who  brings  falvation  down  on  earth. 

Let  every  nation,  every  age, 
In  this  delightful  work  engage  ; 
Old  men  and  babes  in  Sion  fing 
The  growing  glories  of  her  king, 

COMMON   METRE. 

HosANNA  to  the  Prince  of  Grace; 

Sion,  behold  thy  king  ! 
Proclaim  the  Son  of  David's  race, 

And  teach  the  babes  to  fing. 

Hofanna  to  th'  eternal  Word, 

Who  from  the  Father  came; 
Afcribe  falvation  to  the  Lord, 

With  bleflings  on  his  name. 

SHORT   METRE. 

HosANNA  to  the  Son 

Of  David  and  of  God, 
Who  brought  the  news  of  pardon  down, 

And  bought  it  with  His  blood. 

To  Chrift,  th'  anointed  King, 

Be  endlefs  bleflings  given  ; 
Let  the  whole  earth  his  glory  fing. 

Who  made  our  peace  with  heaven. 

GLORY  TO  THE  FATHER  AND  THE 

SON,  &c, 

LONG  METRE. 

To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One  ; 
Be  honour,  praife  and  glory  given, 
By  all  on  earth,  and  all  in  heaven. 

COMMON   METRE. 

Now  let  the  Father  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  be  ador'd. 
Where  there  are  works  to  make  him  known, 

Or  faints  to  love  the  Lord. 

SHORT   METRE. 

Give  to  the  Father  praife, 

Give  glory  to  the  Son  ; 
And  to  the  Spirit  of  his  grace ; 

Be  equal  honour  done. 


A  SLIGHT  SPECIMEN  OF  MORAL  SONGS, 

Such  as  I  ivifo  fame  happy  and  condfcending  genius 
luould  undertake  for  the  ufe  of  children,  and  perform 
much  better. 

The  fenfe  and  fubjedts  might  be  borrowed  plenti- 
fully £iom  the  Proverbs  of  Solomon,  from  all  the 


common  appearances  of  nature,  from  all  the  oc- 
currences of  civil  life,  both  in  city  and  country 
(which  would  alfo  afford  matter  for  other  divine 
fongs).  Here  the  language  and  meafures  fhould 
be  eafy,  and  flowing  with  cheerfulnefs,  with  or 
without  the  folemnities  of  religion,  or  the  facred 
names  of  God  and  holy  things ;  that  children 
might  find  delight  and  profit  together. 

This  would  be  one  effecftual  way  to  deliver 
them  from  thofc  idle,  wanton,  or  profane  fongs, 
which  give  fo  early  an  ill  taint  to  the  fancy  and 
memory  ;  and  become  the  feeds  of  future  vices, 

1.  THE  SLUGGARD.  • 

'Tis  the  voice  of  the  fluggard;  I  heard  him  com- 
plain, [again." 
"  You  have  wak'd  me  too  foon,  I  mufl:  flumber 
As  the  door  on  its  hinges,  fo  he  on  his  bed,  [head. 
Turns  his  fides  and  his  flioulders  and  his  heavy 

"  A  little  more  fleep  and  a  little  more  flumber ;" 
Thus  he  waftes  half  his  days,  and  his  hours  with- 
out number  ; 
And  when  he  gets  up,  he  fits  folding  his  hands, 
Or  walks  about  fauntering,  or  trifling  he  flands. 

I  pafs'd  by  his  garden,  and  few  the  wild  brier. 
The  thorn  and  the  thiftle  grow  broader  and  higher 
The  clothes  that  hang  on  him  are  turning  to  rags  : 
And  his  money  flill  wafces  till  he  ftarves  or  he  begs. 

I  made  him  a  vifit,  fi;ill  hoping  to  find 
He  had  took  better  care  for  improving  his  mind  : 
He  told  me  his  dreams,  talk'd  of  eating  and  drink- 
ing;  [ing. 

But  he  icarce  reads  his  Bible  and  never  loves  think- 

Said  I  then  to  my  heart,  "  Here's  a  leflbn  for  me  ;" 
That  man's  but  a  picture  of  what  I  might  be  ; 
But  thanks  to  my  friends  for  their  care  in  my 
breeding,  [ing. 

Who  taught  me  betimes  to  love  working  and  read- 

II.  INNOCENT  PLAY, 

Abroad  in  the  meadows  to  fee  the  young  Iambs 
Run  fporting  about  by  the  fide  of  their  dams, 
With  fleeces  fo  clean  and  fo  white ; 
Or  a  nefl;  of  young  doves  in  a  large  open  cage, 
When  they  play  all  in  love,  without  anger  or  rage, 
How  much  may  we  learn  from  the  fight ! 

If  we  had  been  ducks,  we  miiht  dabble  in  mud  ; 
Or  dogs,  we  might  play  till  it  ended  in  blood  ; 

So  foul  and  fo  fierce  are  their  natures : 
But  Thomas  and  William,  and  fuch  pretty  names. 
Should  be  cleanly  and  harmlcfs  as  doves  or  as  lambs, 

Thofe  lovely  fweet  innocent  creatures. 

Not  a  thing  that  we  do,  nor  a  word  that  we  fay. 
Should  hinder  another  in  jefting  or  play; 

For  he's  ftill  in  earneft  that's  hurt ; 
How  rude  are  the  boysthat  throw  pebbles andmire ! 
There's  none  but  a  madman  will  fling  about  fire. 

And  tell  you,  "  'Tis  all  but  in  fport." 

III.  THE  ROSE. 

How  fair  is  the  rofe !  what  a  beautiful  flov^er 
The  glory  of  April  and  May  ! 
A  a  iij 
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33ut  the  leaves  are  beginning  to  fade  in  an  hour, 

And  they  wither  and  die  in  a  day. 
Yet  the  rofe  has  one  powerful  virtue  to  boaft, 

Above  all  the  flowers  of  the  field  : 
When  its  leaves  are  all  dead,  and  fine  colours  are 

Still  how  fvveet  a  perfume  it  will  yield  !       [lofl, 

go  frail  is  the  youth  and  the  beauty  of  men, 

Though  they  bloom  and  look  gay  like  the  rofe : 
But  all  our  fond  care  to  preferve  them  is  vain  ; 
■   Time  kills  them  as  faft  as  he  goes. 

Then  I'll  not  be  proud  of  my  youth  or  my  beauty, 

Since  both  cf  them  wither  and  fade  : 
But  gain  a  good  name  by  well-doing  my  duty ; 
•  This  will  fcent,  like  a  rofe,  when  I'm.  dead. 

IV.  THE  THIEF. 

Why  fliould  I  deprive  my  neighbour 

Of  his  goods  againft  his  will  ? 
Hands  were  made  for  honefl  labour, 

Not  to  plujider  or  to  fleal. 

'Tis  a  foohfii  felf-deceivlng 

By  fuch  tricks  to  hope  for  gain  : 
All  that's  ever  got  by  thieving 

Turns  to  forrow,  Ihame,  and  pain. 

Have  not  Eve  and  Adam  taught  us 

Their  fad  profit  to  compute  ? 
To  whac  difmal  ftate  they  brought  ui 

When  they  ftole  forbidden  fruit  ? 

Oft  we  fee  a  young  beginner 

Pradife  little  pilfering  ways, 
Till  grown  up  a  harden'd  finner  ; 

Then  the  gallows  ends  his  days. 

Theft  will  not  be  always  hidden, 

Though  we  fancy  none  can  fpy  : 
When  we  take  a  thing  forbidden, 

God  beholds  it  with  his  eye.  _ 

Guard  my  heart,  O  God  of  heaven, 

Left  I  covet  what's  not  mine  : 
Left  I  fteal  what  is  not  given, 

Guard  my  heart  and  hands  from  fi». 

V.  THE  ANT,  OR  EMMET. 

These  Emmets  how  little  they  are  in  our  eyes  ? 
We  tread  them  to  duft,  and  a  troop  of  them  dies 

Without  our  regard  or  concern  : 
Yet,  as  wife  as  we  arc,  if  we  went  to  their  fchcol, 
T  here's  many  a  fluggard  and  many  a  fool, 

Some  leffons  of  wifdom  might  learn. 

'i'hey  don't  wear  their  time  out  in  fleeping  or  play, 
But  gather  up  corn  in  a  fun-ftiiny  day. 

And  for  winter  they  lay  up  their  ftores  -. 
They  manage  their  work  in  fuch  regular  forms, 
^ne  would  think  they  forefaw  all  the  frofts  and 
the  ftorms, 

And  fo  brought  their  food  within  doors. 

But  I  have  lefs  fenfe  than  a  poor  creeping  ant, 
Jf  I  take  not  due  care  for  the  things  I  ftiall  want. 

Nor  provide  againft  dangers  in  time. 
When  death  or  old  age  ftiall  ftarc  in  my  face, 
What  a  wretch  fhall  I  be  in  the  end  of  my  days. 

If  I  tiiflc  away  all  their  prime  ! 
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Now,  now,  while  my  ftrength  and  my  youth  arrf 

in  bloom. 
Let  me  think  what  willferveme  when  ficknefs  ftiall 

And  pray  that  my  fins  be  forii;iven .  [come. 
Let  me  read  in  good  books,  and  believe,  and  obey. 
That  when  death  turns  me  out  of  this  cottage  of 

I  may  dwell  in  a  palace  in  heaven.      [clay, 

VI.     GOOD  RESOLUTION^, 

Thougb  I  am  now  in  younger  days. 

Nor  can  I  tell  what  fhall  befal  mc.- 
I'll  prepare  for  every  place, 

W'here  my  growing  age  Ihall  call  me. 

Should  I  be  rich  or  great, 

Others  fhall  partake  my  goodnefs; 
I'U  fupjily  the  poor  with  meat, 

Never  ftiowing  fcorn  or  rudenefs. 

Where  I  fee  the  blind  or  lame. 

Deaf  or  dumb,  I'll  kindly  treat  them  ; 

I  deferve  to  feel  the  fame 

If  I  mock,  or  hurt,  or  cheat  them. 

If  I  meet  with  railing  tongues. 

Why  ftiould  I  return  them  railing. 
Since  I  bcft  revenge  piy  wrongs. 

By  my  patience  never  failing  f 

When  I  hear  thetp  telling  lies. 

Talking  foolilh,  curfing,  fv, earing; 
Firft  I'll  try  to  make  them  wife, 

Or  I'll  loon  go  oat  of  hearing. 

What  though  I  be  low  and  mean, 

I'll  engage  the  rich  to  love  me, 
While  I'm  modeft,  neat  and  clean. 

And  fubmit  when  they  reprove  mc. 

If  I  ftiould  be  poor  and  fick, 

I  ftiall  meet,  I  hope,  with  pity. 
Since  I  love  to  help  the  weak, 

Though  they're  neither  fair  nor  witty. 

I'll  not  willingly  offend, 

Nor  be  eafily  offended  ; 
What's  amifs  VU,  ftrive  to  mend, 

And  endure  what  can't  be  menjed. 
May  I  be  fo  watchful  ftill 

O'er  my  htunours  and  my  paflion. 
As  to  fpeak  and  do  no  ill. 

Though  it  ftiould  be  all  the  falhion  : 

Wicked  fafhions  lead  to  hell ; 

Ne'tr  may  I  be  found  complying ; 
But  in  life  behave  fo  well. 

Not  to  be  afraid  of  dying. 

A  SUMMER  EVENING. 
How  fine  has  the  day  been,  howbright  was  the  fun. 
How  lovely  and  joyful  the  courfe  that  he  rnn. 
Though  he  rofe  in  a  mift  when  his  race  he  begun, 

Aftd  there  fpUow'd  fome  droppings  of  rain  ! 
But  now  the  fair  traveller's  come  to  the  weft, 
His  rays  are  all  gold,  and  his  beauties  are  bell; ; 
He  paints  the  Iky  gay  as  he  finks  to  his  reft. 

And  foretells  a  bright  rifing  again. 
Juft  fuch  is  the  Chriftian  :  His  courfe  he  begins, 
Lik«  the  fun  in  a  mift,  while  he  mourns  for  his  fins. 
And  melts  into  tears:   Then  he  breaks  out  and 

And  travels  his  heavenly  wey  :  [ftiines"/ 
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But  when  he  comes  nearer  to  finifh  his  race, 
Like  a  fine  fetting  fun  he  looks  richer  in  grace, 
And  gives  a  fure  hope  at  the  end  of  his  days 
Of  rifing  in  brighter  array. 

Some  Copies  of  the  folio-wing  Hymn  ba-ving  gat  abroad 
already  into  fe-veral  hands,  the  Author  has  been  per~ 
uaded  to  permit  it  to  appear  in  public,  at  the  end  of 
thefe  Songs  for  Children. 

A  CRADLE  HYMN. 
Hush  !  my  dear,  lie  ftill  and  flumber, 

Holy  angels  guard  thy  bed  ! 
Heavenly  bleffings  without  number 

Gently  falling  on  thy  head. 
Sleep,  my  babe  ;  thy  food  and  raiment, 

Houfe  and  home  thy  friends  provide ; 
All  without  thy  care  or  payment. 

All  thy  wants  are  well  fupply'd. 
How  much  better  thou'rt  attended 

Than  the  Son  of  God  could  be. 
When  from  heaven  he  defcended. 

And  became  a  child  like  thee  ? 

Soft  and  eafy  is  thy  cradle  : 

Coarfe  and  hard  thy  Saviour  lay  : 
When  his  birth-place  was  a  ftable. 

And  his  fofteft  bed  was  hay. 

Bleffed  babe  !  what  glorious  features, 

Spotlefs  fair,  divinely  bright ! 
Mufl  he  dwell  with  brutal  creatures  ! 

Hew  could  angels  bear  the  fight  ? 

Was  there  nothing  but  a  manger 

Curfed  finners  could  aftbrd, 
To  receive  the  heavenly  ftranger  ! 

Did  they  thus  affront  their  Lord  .' 
Soft,  my  child ;  I  did  not  chide  thee, 

Though  my  fonj  might  found  tpo  hardj 


{*  Mother  "J 
J.  fits  befide  thee, 
Nurfe  that  J 
And  her  arms  fhall  be  thy  guard. 

Yet  to  read  the  fliameful  ftory, 

How  the  Jews  abus'd  their  King, 
How  they  ferv'd  the  Lord  of  glory. 

Makes  me  angry  while  I  fing. 

See  the  kinder  fliepherds  round  him, 

Telling  wonders  from  the  Iky ! 
Where  they  fought  him,  there  they  found  hina. 

With  his  virgin  mother  by. 

Sec  the  lovely  babe  a-drefling ; 

Lovely  infant,  how  he  fmil'd ! 
When  he  wept,  the  mother's  blefling 

Sooth'd  and  hufh'd  the  holy  child. 

Lo,  he  flumbers  in  his  manger. 

Where  the  horned  oxen  fed ; 
Peace,  my  darling,  here's  no  danger, 

Here's  no  ox  a-near  thy  bed. 

'Twas  to  fave  thee,  child,  from  dying, 

Save  my  dear  from  burning  flame. 
Bitter  groans  and  endlefs  crying. 

That  thy  bleft  Redeemer  came. 

May'ft  thou  live  to  know  and  fear  him, 

Truft  and  love  him  all  thy  days  ; 
Then  go  dwell  for  ever  near  him. 

See  his  face,  and  fing  his  praife  ! 

I  could  give  thee  thoufand  kiffes, 

Hoping  what  I  moft  defire  ; 
Not  a  mother's  fondeft  wifhes 

Can  to  greater  joys  afpire. 

*' Here  you  may  life  the  -words,  irother^fifiery  neigh' 
bour, friend,  l^c. 

A  a  iiij 
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To  rural  lays,  e'er  yet  in  manhood  ripe, 
A  fhepherd  didft  thou  tune  thine  oaten  pipe  -. 
The  groves  and  ftreams,  and  daify-painted  plains, 
The  joys  and  griefs  of  unambitious  fwains 
Employ'd  thy  verfe  ;  thy  verfe,  whofe  magic  force 
The  Severn  charm'd,  and  ftopp'd  his  filver  courfc  ; 
Thus  play'd  thy  youth  :  but  weightier  cares  engage 
Thy  more  experienc'd  life,  and  learned  age  ; 
Thy  country's  love  thy  tragic  ftrains  infufe. 
And  the  free  Britons  bkfs  thy  patriot  mufe. 

welsted's  epistle  to  philips. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  A.  PHILIPS. 


Ambrose  Philips,  dcfcended  of  an  ancient  family  in  Leicefterlhire,  was  born  in  167I.  Qf  the 
place  of  his  birth,  or  the  early  part  of  his  hfe,  there  are  no  memorials. 

He  received  his  academical  education  at  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge,  of  which  he  became  a 
rellow. 

He  was  probably  intended  for  the  church,  and  feems  to  have  taken  the  firlt  orders;  for  Pope 
mentions  him  in  "  the  Bathos,"  as  a  zealous  proteflanc  deacon. 

He  firft  tried  his  poetical  powers,  in  contributing  fome  Englilh  verfes  to  the  "  Cambridge  collec- 
tion," on  the  death  of  Queen  Mary. 

He  afterwards  undertook  to  epitomize  Hacket's  "  Life  of  Archbiflicp  Williams,"  which  he  pu, 
blifhed  in  17CO,  with  an  Appendix,  giving  an  account  of  his  benefaftions  to  St.  John's  College. 

In  this  work,  he  had  an  opportunity,  which  he  wanted,  to  promote  the  principles  of  the  Whig 
party,  of  which  he  was  a  zealous  adherent,  as  the  Archbilhop  was  the  perpetual  antagonift  to  Laud, 
and  a  flrenuous  oppofer  of  the  high  church  meafures. 

About  this  time,  it  is  probable,  he  left  the  Univerfity,  and  repaired  to  London,  where  he  eafily 
found  ac<efs  to  Addifon  and  Steele,  by  whom  he  was  received  with  kindnefs;  and,  according  to  Ja- 
Gob,  he  affociated  with  the  wits  who  frequented  Button's  Coffee-houfe. 

Not  long  afterwards,  he  probably  publifhed  his  Six  Paforals ;  at  leaft  he  mufl  have  publiihed 
them  befor^'e  1704,  becaufe  they  ?re  evidently  prior  to  thofe  of  Pope,  his  powerful  rival  in  that 
fpecies  of  compofition. 

This  work,  which  he  infcrlbed  to  the  unlverfal  patron,  the  Earl  of  Dorfet,  firft  procured  him 
the  notice  of  the  pubHc,  and  completely  eflabhlhed  his  poetical  reputation. 

He  afterwards  went  abroad  ;  but  how  he  was  employed,  or  in  what  fituation,  is  not  yet  difco- 
vered. 

It  is  certain  that  he  was  at  Copenhagen  in  1709,  from  whence  he  addreffed  A  Poetical  Epi/lh  to 
the  Earl  of  Dorfet,  which  is  juftly  efteemed  one  of  his  befl  performances. 

It  was  publiihed  in  '  The  Tatler,"  under  the  title  of  A  IVirder  Piece,  and  mentioned  by  Steele 
in  the  following  terms  of  approbation. 

«  This  is  as  fine  a  piece  as  we  ever  had  from  any  of  the  fchoois  of  the  moft  learned  pamters: 
fuch  Images  as  thefe  give  us  a  new  pleafure  in  our  fight ;  and  fix  upon  our  minds  traces  of  reflexion 
which  accompany  us  whenever  the  Ilk?  objects  occur." 

Pope,  when  he  affe6ted  to  defpife  his  other  writings,  always  excepted  this  out  of  the  number  ;  and 
in  one  of  his  firft  letters,  mentions  it  with  high  praife,  as  the  produiStion  of  a  man  "  who  could 
write  nobly." 

On  his  return  to  London,  his  friends  were  ho  longer  in  power ;  and  having  obtained  no  fuitable 
provifion,  he  was  reduced  to  tranflate  The  Pofian  Tales  for  Tonfon ;  for  which,  though  liberally 
rewarded,  he  was  afterwards  reproached  by  Pope,  with  this  addition  of  coate.niptj  that  he  worked 
ifit  half-a-crown. 

The  bard,  whom  pilfer'd  paftorals  renown, 

Who  turni  3  Perfwu  tab  f^r  lialf-a-crown. 


3*3  THE   LIFE   OF   A.   PHILIPS. 

In  the  latter  part  of  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne,  he  was  fecreury  to  the  Hanover  Cl-jb  •  wh» 
iifed  to  drink  regular  toalls  to  the  heahh  of  thofe  ladies  who  were  moft  zealoufly  attached  to  the 
HanoTerian  fucceffion ;  upon  whom  he  wrote  the  fellowing  Efigram,  not  coUeded  in  his  poems. 

The  reigning  iz.\r,  on  polifii'd  cryftal  fhine. 
Enrich  our  glaffes,  and  improve  our  wine  ; 
The  favourite  names  we  to  our  lips  apply, 
Indulge  our  thoughts,  and  drink  with  ecftacy. 
"While  thefe,  the  chofen  beauties  of  our  ifle, 
Propitious  on  the  caufe  of  freedom  fmile  ; 
The  rafh  Pretender's  hopes  we  may  defpiie. 
And  truil  Britannia's  fafety  to  their  eyes. 

fo  171a,  he  brought  upon  the  ftage  at  Drury-Lane.  The  Bif^rejl  Mother,  a  tragedy,  which  is  al- 
moftatranflationfrom  the  «  Andromaque"  of  Racine.  It  is,  however,  very  well  tranflated  the 
poetry  pleafing,  and  the  incidents  fo  affefiing,  that  it  never  fails  bringing  tears  into  the  eyes  of. 
icnfible  audience. 

Oft'  as  Andromache  renews  her  woe, 

The  mothers  fadden,  and  their  eyes  o'erflow  ; 

Hermiorte,  with  love  and  rage  opprcft. 

Now  foothes,  now  animates  each  maiden  breaft. 

From  firft  to  laft,  alternate  paffions  reign. 

And  we  refift  the  poet's  art  in  vain. 

The  friends  of  Philips  exerted  every  art  to  promote  his  intereft  with  the  town.  Before  the  ap, 
pearance  of  the  play,  a  whole  Speaator  was  devoted  to  its  pralfe;  and  while  it  yet  continued  to  be 
adcd,  another  Speaator  was  written  to  tell  what  impreflion  it  made  upon  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley ; 
and  on  the  firft  night,  a  felecft  audience,  fays  Pope,  was  called  together  to  applaud  it. 

It  was  concluded  with  the  moft  fuccefsful  epilogue  that  ever  was  yet'fpoken  on  the  Englifli 
theatre.  The  three  firft  nights  it  was  recited  twice,  and  not  only  continued  to  be  demanded  through 
the  run  of  the  play,  but  whenever  it  is  recaUed  to  the  ftage,  the  epilogue  is  ftill  expeded,  and  is  ftill 
Ipoken. 

Of  this  diftinguilhed  epilogue,  the  reputed  author  was  Budgell ;  but  it  was  known  in  Tonfon's 
fan»ily,  and  told  to  Garrick,  that  AMfon  was  the  author  of  it ;  and  that  when  it  had  been  at  firft 
printed  with  his  name,  he  came  early  in  the  morning,  before  the  copies  were  diftributed,  and  or- 
dered it  to  be  given  to  Budgell,  that  it  might  add  wtight  to  the  felicitation  which  he  was  then 
making  for  a  place. 

Philips  was  now  high  in  the  ranks  of  literature.  His  play  was  applauded ;  his  tranflations  from 
Sappho  had  been  publilhed  in  "  The  Spedator;"  he  was  an  important  and  a  diftinguiflied  aflbciate 
of  clubs,  witty  and  poetical ;  and  nothing  was  wanting  to  his  happinefs,  but  that  he  fhould  be  fure 
of  its  continuance. 

It  was  his  misfortune  to  become  ridiculous,  without  his  own  fault,  by  the  injudicious  kindnefs 
and  extravagant  admiration  of  his  friends,  who  were  very  willing  to  advance  his  reputation,  but 
unhappily  commended  him  too  much. 

Tickell,  in  "  The  Guardian,"  gave  an  account  of  paftoral,  partly  critical,  and  partly  hiftorical ; 
in  which,  when  the  merit  of  the  raodern  is  compared,  Tafib  and  Guarini  are  cenfured  for  remote 
thoughts  and  unnatural  refinements;  and  the  pipe  of  the  paftoral  niufe  is  tranfmitted  by  lawful  in- 
heritance, from  Theocritus  t6  Virgil,  from  Virgil  to  Spenfer,  and  from  Spenfer  to  Philips. 

This  mauguration  of  Philips  ofiended  Pope,  and  was  the  occafion  of  his  writing  the  40th  num- 
ber of  "  The  Guardian,"  in  which  he  drew  a  comparifon  of  Philips's  performance  with  his  own  ; 
and  though  he  has  him.'elf  always  the  advantage,  he  gives  the  preference  to  Philips. 

The  defign  of  aggrandizing  himfcif,  he  difguifed  with  fuch  dexterity,  that,  though  Addifon  dif- 
covered  it,  Steele  was  deceived,  and  was  afraid  of  difpleafing  Pope  by  publifhing  his  paper. 

The  enemies  of  Pope  exulted  to  fee  him  placed  below  Philips  in  a  fpecies  of  poetry  upon  which 
he  was  fuppofed  to  value  himfcif,  but  were  much  mortified  to  find  that  Pope  himfelf  was  the  rca! 
author  of  that  paper,  and  that  the  whole  criticifm  was  an  artifice  of  irony. 

From  that  time  Pope  acd  Philips  lived  in  a  perpetual  rcciprccaiion  of  malevolence. 
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In  poetical  powers,  of  either  praife  or  fatire,  there  was  no  proportion  betweeh  the  tv^^o  comba- 
tants ;  but  Philips,  though  he  could  not  prevail  by  wit,  hoped  to  hurt  Pope  with  another  weapon, 
and  charged  him  as  difafFedted  to  the  government. 

Pope  appears  to  have  been  extremely  exafperated;  for,  in  the  firft  edition  of  his  "  Letters,"  he 
calls  Philips  "  rafcal ;"  and  in  the  laft,  ftill  charges  him  with  detaining  in  his  hands  the  fubfcriptioni 
for  "  Homer,"  delivered  to  him  by  the  Hanover  club ;  that  he  might  delay  the  gratification  of 
him  by  whofe  profperity  he  was  pained ;  but  he  no  where  complains  that  Philips  threatened  to 
clraftife  him  at  Button's  CofFee-houfe,  as  is  commonly  reported. 

Upon  the  fucceflion  of  the  Houfe  of  Hanover,  Philips  feems  to  have  obtained  too  little  notice : 
he  was  only  made  a  Juftice  of  the  Peace  for  Weftminfter,  which  did  not  much  elevate  his  charatSler; 
and  in  1717,  a  Commilfioner  of  the  Lottery. 

In  1718,  he  projecfled  a  periodical  paper,  called,  The  Free-Thinker,  in  which  he  was  affifted  by  Dr. 
Hugh  Boulter,  afterwards  Archbilhop  of  Armagh,  the  Right  Honourable  Richard  Weft,  Lord 
Chancellor  of  Ireland,  the  Reverend  Gilbert  Burnet,  the  Reverend  Henry  Stevens,  and  Welftcd, 
whofe  contributions  were  chiefly  poetical.  It  has  been  re-printed  in  3  vols.  8vo. ;  but  it  is  now 
little  read,  though  much  of  it  is  worthy  of  revival. 

In  1722,  he  brought  on  the  ftage  at  Drury-Lane,  The  Briton,  a  tragedy,  which  was  atSed  with 
confiderable  fuccefs ;  but  is  now  neglefted,  though  it  deferves  to  be  more  known.  One  of  the 
fcenes  between  Vanncc,  the  Brltilh  Prince,  and  Valens,  the  Roman  general,  is  confefled  t6  be  written 
with  great  dramatic  fkill,  animated  by  fpirit  truly  poetical. 

The  fame  year  he  exhibited  another  tragedy  at  Drury-Lane,  on  the  llory  of  Humphry  Bule  ef 
Cloucejler  ;  which  met  with  great  fuccefs ;  but  at  prefent  it  is  only  remembered  by  its  title. 

Welftcd  wrote  a  copy  of  verfes  in  praife  of  this  tragedy,  which  is  printed  among  his  "  Poems," 
the  general  merit  of  which,  particularly  his  "  Genius,  an  Ode,"  entitles  him  to  more  attention  than 
he  has  hitherto  received  from  the  readers  of  poetry. 

In  1724,  when  Dr.  Boulter  was  advanced  to  the  Archblftiopric  of  Armagh,  he  did  not  forget 
his  friend  Philips  ;  but  took  him  to  Ireland,  as  partaker  of  his  fortime,  made  him  his  fecretary,  and 
added  fuch  preferments  as  enabled  him  to  reprefent  the  county  of  Armagh  in  the  Irifti  parliament. 

In  December  1726,  he  was  made  Secretary  to  the  Lord  Chancellor;  and  in  Auguft  1733,  became 
Judge  of  the  Prerogative  Court. 

After  the  death  of  Dr.  Boulter,  in  1 742,  he  continued  fome  years  in  Ireland;  but  at  laft,  having 
purchafeJ  an  annuity  of  400  1.  he  returned  to  England  in  1748,  having  furvlved  moft  of  his  friends 
and  enemies,  and  among  them  his  implacable  antagonift  Pope. 

The  fame  year,  he  coUetSted  and  publilhed  his  Poems,  in  one  volume,  with  a  dedication  to  the 
Duke  of  Newcaftle,  omitting  the  fmall  epigram  upon  the  Toajls  of  the  Hano-ver  Club  ;  which  is  le& 
to  be  wondered  at,  than  that  he  fhould  have  adopted  this  fhort  eTplgram  on  good  JMii/ic  and  had  Daiutrs, 
written  by  Mr.  Jeffreys. 

Hovir  ill  the  motion  with  the  mufic  fults ; 
So  fiddled  Orpheus,  and  fo  danc'd  the  brutes. 

He  now  certainly  hoped  to  pafs  fome  years  of  life  in  plenty  and  tranquillity ;  but  he  did  not 
long  enjoy  his  fortune ;  he  was  ftruck  with  a  palfy,  and  died  at  his  lodgings  near  Vauxhall,  June  18. 
1749,  in  the  78th  year  of  his  age. 

There  is  little  tranfmitted  of  the  perfonal  chara61:er  of  Philips ;  only  It  is  known,  that  he  was 
diftinguiftied  for  bravery  and  fkill  in  the  fword.  To  extreme  fufceptibillty  of  cenfure,  he  added 
folemnity  in  converiation.  Dr.  Johnfon  relates,  that  Mr.  Ing,  a  gentleman  of  great  eminence  in 
Staffordfhire,  happened  to  be  once  at  table  with  him,  and  took  occafion  to  afk  him,  "  How  came 
thy  King  of  Eplrus  to  drive  oxen,  and  to  fay,  "  I  am  goaded  on  by  love  ?"  After  which  queftion, 
he  never  fpoke  again. 

He  appears,  however,  to  have  been  a  man  of  Integrity  ;  for  P.  Whitehead  relates,  that  when  Ad- 
difon  was  Secretary  of  State,  Philips  applied  to  him  for  fome  preferment,  but  was  coolly  anfwered, 
that  It  was  thought  he  was  already  provided  for  by  being  made  a  Juftice  of  Weftminfter.  To 
this  obfervation.  Philips,  with  fome  indignation,  replied,  "  Though  poetry  was  a  trade  he  could 
cot  live  by;  yet  he  fcorned  to  owe  iubfiftence  to  another  which  he  ought  not  to  live  by." 
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As  a  poet,  Philips  appears  not  to  deferve  the  contempt  with  which  he  has  been  treated  by  P(5pe, 
nor  the  high  praife  he  has  feceived  from  Cooke,  in  "  The  Battle  of  the  Poets."  In  his  Pajiorah,  he 
takes  Spenfer  for  his  pattern,  and  endeavours  to  be  natural.  By  endeavouring  to  imitate  too  fer- 
vilely,  the  manners  and  fentiments  of  vulgar  ruftics,  he  is  fometimes  flat  and  infipid.  Pope's  "  Pafto- 
rals"  are  written  in  a  very  different  form.  He  takes  Virgil  for  his  pattern,  and  labours  to  be  ele- 
gant ;  but  his  topics  are  beaten,  and  his  chief  merit  is  the  fmoothnefs  of  his  verfification,  which 
15  muOcal  to  a  degree  of  Avhich  rhyme  could  hardly  be  thopght  capable. 

In  the  paffages  which  Pope  has  imitated  from  Virgil,  he  has  merited  but  little  applaufe.  The  imita- 
tions of  Phihps  have  all  the  pafloral  fimplicity  of  Spenfer,  a  true  Doric  dialetfl,  and  very  lively  de- 
fcription.  Pope,  therefore,  may  be  allowed  to  be  the  beft  verCfier,  and  Philips  the  better  Arcadian. 
As  a  general  poet,  he  appears  to  difadvantage  on  a  comparifon  with  Pope  ;  but  though  he  is  not 
a  very  animated  or  firfl-rate  writer,  his  frjl  and  ffth  Paflorals,  his  Epifk  from  Copenhagen^  his  Ode 
on  the  Death  of  Earl  Cozuper,  his  tranflations  of  the  two  Odes  of  Sappho,  and  the  two  firft  Olympic  Odes 
ef  Pindar,  and  above  all,  his  plealing  tragedy  of  The  Diflrefl  Mother,  are  a  confiderable  acquifition 
to  Englilh  poetry.  .^■ 

His  charadter,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  is  more  favourable  than  might  be  expelled  from  th^ 
■well-known  prejudices  of  that  excellent  biographer  ;  yet  he  has  omitted  to  notice  his  incomparable 
iranflation  of  the  two  fragments  of  Sappho ;  and  might  have  mentioned  that  the  name  of  Namby 
Pamhy  was  firfl  bellowed  on  him,  by  the  facetious  Henry  Gary,  in  ridicule  of  his  poems  of  fhort 
lines,  which  have  been  fince  burlefqued  by  the  ingenious  Ifaac  Hawkins  Browne,  Efq.  in  his  excellent 
fcurlefque  piece,  on  Swift,  Pope,  Thomfon,  Young,  Philips  and  Gibber,  called,  "  The  Pipe  of  To- 
bacco," by  fuch  a  clofe  imitation,  that  it  has  not  the  appearance  of  a  copy  but  an  original. 

"  Of  The  Dijirejl  Mother,  not  much  is  pretended  to  be  his  own,  and  therefore  it  is  no  fubjedl  of 
criticlfin :  his  other  two  tragedies,  I  believe,  are  not  below  mediocrity,  nor  above  it.  Among  the 
poems  comprifed  in  the  prefent  colledlion,  the  Letter  from  Denmark  riiay  be  juftly  praifcd :  the 
Paforals,  which,  by  the  writer  of  the  "  Guardian,"  were  ranked  as  one  of  the  four  genuine  pro- 
dudions  of  the  ruftic  mufe,  cannot  furely  be  defpicable.  That  they  exhibit  a  mode  of  life  which 
did  not  exift,  nor  ever  exifted,  is  not  to  be  objeded ;  the  fuppofition  of  fuch  a  flate  is  allowed  to 
paftoral.  In  his  other  poems,  he  cannot  be  denied  the  praife  of  lines  fometimes  elegant ;  but  he 
Jias  feldom  much  force,  or  much  comprehenfion.  The  pieces  that  pleafe  beft,  are  thofe  which 
from  Pope,  and  Pope's  adherents,  procured  him  the  name  of  Namby  Pamby  .-  the  poems  of  fhort 
lines,  by  which  he  paid  his  court  to  all  ages  and  characters,  from  Walpole  the  "  fteerer  of  the 
realm"  to  Mifs  Pulteney  in  the  nurfery.  The  numbers  are  fmooth  and  fpfitely ;  and  the  didlion 
is  feldom  faulty.  They  are  not  loaded  with  much  thought  ;  yet  if  they  had  been  written  by  Ad- 
difon,  they  would  have  had  admirers :  little  things  are  not  valued,  but  when  they  are  done  by  thole 
V  ho  can  do  greater. 

"  In  his  tranflations  from  Pindar,  he  found  the  art  of  reaching  all  the  obfcurity  of  the  Theban 
bard,  however  he  may  fall  below  his  fublimity ;  he  will  be  allowed,  if  he  has  lefs  fire,  to  have 
more  fmoke. 

"  He  has  added  nothing  to  Englifh  poetry,  yet  at  leall  half  his  book  defcrves  to  be  read ;  per- 
haps he  valued  mofl  himfelf  that  part  which  the  critic  would  rejed." 
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TO  HIS  GRACE  THOMAS,  DUKE  OF  NEWCASTLE. 


My  Lord, 
The  hpnours  of  your  ancient  and  illuftrious  fa- 
mily, wfiich  that  noble  writer,  Algernon  Sidney, 
places  among  the  firft  in  thefe  kingdoms  for  pre- 
rogative of  birth,  the  titles  which  you  have  long 
worn  with  diftinguifhed  luftre,  and  the  high  fta- 
tion  which  you  have  many  years  filled,  and  now 
fill,  in  the  government,  give  your  Grace  a  juft 
pre-eminence  in  the  community ;  but  they  are 
excellencies  of  a  more  exalted  kind  to  which  this 
tribute  of  my  refpecft  is  paid.  Your  early  zeal  in 
the  caufe  of  liberty,  which  manifefted  itfelf  at  the 
clofe  of  a  late  reign,  when  the  worft  of  fchemes 
were  promoted  againft  this  nation  by  the  wont 
of  men,  the  affociatiort  (of  which  I  had  the  honour 
to  be  an  humble  member)  into  which  you  then 
entered,  with  fome  others,  eminent  for  their  birth, 
fortune,  and  knowledge,  for  fecuririg  the  fuccef- 
fion  of  the  houfe  of  Hanover  to  the  throne  of  thefe 
kingdoms,  your  tafte  of  ufeful  and  polite  litera- 
ture, and  the  encouragement  which  you  ha^re  al- 
ways been  ready  to  give  to  it,  your  friendly  re- 
gard to  it,  and  connedlion  with,  that  unniverlity 
which  has  been  the  nurfe  of  the  greateft  ftatef- 


men,  heroes,  philofophers,  and  poets,  of  Engllfh 
growth,  and  the  open  hberality  of  your  heart  on 
all  laudable  occafions,  mud  give  you  a  place  in 
the  affedlions  of  all  Englifhmen  who  know  the  in- 
tereft  of  their  native  country  :  and  to  thofe  vir- 
tues, more  than  to  the  private  friendlhip  with 
which  your  Grace  has  long  honoured  me,  I  make 
this  offering  of  the  few  Poetical  Pieces,  which 
were  the  produce  of  my  leifure,  but  ibme  of  my 
moft  pleafant  hours  :  your  Grace  will  be  able  to 
diitinguifli  thofe  which  have  been  printed  before, 
from  thofe  which  now  make  their  firft  appearances 
and  I  number  amoTig  the  felicities  of  my  days, 
this  opportunity  of  approaching  you  with  forae- 
thing  perhaps  not  unworthy  your  acceptance ; 
and  I  have  the  honnour  to  bej 

My  Lord, 

Your  Grace's 

moft  devotedj  obliged, 

and  moft  humble  ferrant, 

AMBROSE  PHILIPS. 
April,  1743. 


PREFACE  TO  THE  PASTOPvAL  POEMS. 

*'  Noftra,  nee  erubuit  fylvas  habitare,  Thalia."     Virg,  Eel.  vi.  2. 


IT  is  foraewhat  ftrange  to  conceive,  in  an  age  fo 
addicfted  to  the  mufes,  how  Paftoral  Poetry  comes 
to  be  never  fo  much  as  thought  upon ;  confider- 
ing  efpeciaily,  that  it  is  of  the  greateft  antiquity, 
and  hath  ever  been  accounted  the  foremoft,  among 
the  fmaller  poems,  in  dignity,  Virgil  and  Spen- 
fer  made  ufe  of  it  as  a  prelude  to  Epic  Poetry : 
but,  I  fear,  the  innocency  of  the  fubjeft  makes  it 
fo  little  inviting. 

There  is  no  kind  of  Poem,  if  happily  executed, 
but  gives  delight  ;  and  herein  may  the  Paftoral 
boaft  after  a  peculiar  manner  :  for,  as  in  painting, 
fo  in  poetry,  the  country  affords  not  only  the  moft 
delightful  fcenes  and  profpedls,  but  hkewife  the 
moft  pleafing  images  of  life. 

Gaffendus  (I  remember)  obferves,  that  Peiref- 
kius  was  a  great  lover  of  mufic,  efpeciaily  the 
melody  of  birds  :  becaufe  their  fimple  ftrains  have 
lefs  of  paflion  and  violence,  but  more  of  a  fedate 


and  quiet  harmony;  and,  therefore,  do  they  ra- 
ther befriend  contemplation.  In  like  manner,  the 
Paftoral  Song  gives  a  fweet  and  gentle  compofure 
to  the  mind  ;  whereas  the  Epic  and  Tragic  Poems, 
by  the  vehemency  of  their  emotions,  raife  the  fpi- 
rits  into  a  ferment. 

To  view  a  fair  ftately  palace,  ftrikes  us  indeed 
with  admiration,  and  fwells  the  foul  with  notions 
of  grandeur  :  but  when  I  fee  a  little  coantry- 
dwelling,  advantageoufly  fituated  amidft  a  beau- 
tiful variety  of  hills,  meadows,  fields,  woods,  and 
rivulets,  I  feel  an  unfpeakable  fort  of  fatisfadlion, 
and  cannot  forbear  wiftiing  my  kinder  fortune 
would  place  me  in  fuch  a  fweet  retirement. 

Theocritus,  Virgil,  and  Spenfer,  are  the  only 
poets  who  feem  to  have  hit  upon  the  true  nature 
of  Paftoral  compofitions  :  fo  that  it  will  be  fuf- 
ficient  praife  for  me,  if  I  have  not  altogether  £aii« 
ed  in  my  attempt. 
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THE  FIRST  PASTORAL. 

Lobbifi. 

If  we,  O  Dorfet,  quit  the  city-throng, 
To  meditate  in  fhades  the  rural  fong, 
By  your  command,  be  prefent ;  and,  O  bring 
The  mufe  along  !   The  mufe  to  you  fliall  fing : 
Her  influence,  Buckhurft,  let  me  there  obtain, 
And  I  forgive  the  fam'd  Sicilian  Swain. 
Begin. — In  unluxurious  times  of  yore. 
When  flocks  and  herds  were  no  inglorious  ftore, 
Lobbin,  a  ftiepherd-boy,  one  evening  fair. 
As  weftern  winds  had  cool'd  the  fultry  air. 
His  number'd  (heep  within  the  fold  now  pent, 
Thus  plain'd  him  of  his  dreary  difcontent ; 
Beneath  a  hoary  poplar's  whilpering  boughs, 
He,  folitary,  fat  to  breathe  his  vows, 
Venting  the  tender  anguifh  of  his  heart, 
As  paflion  taught,  in  accents  free  of  art : 
And  little  did  he  hope,  while,  night  by  night, 
His  fighs  were  lavifli'd  thus  on  Lucy  bright. 
Ah,  well-a-day  :  how  long  muft  I  endure 
This  pining  pain  ?  Or  who  fiiall  fpeed  my  cure! 
Fond  love  no  cure  will  have,  feek  no  repofe, 
Delights  in  grief,  nor  any  meafure  knows  : 
And  now  the  moon  begins  in  clouds  to  rife ; 
The  brightening  ftars  iiicreafe  within  the  Ikl'es; 
"  The  winds  are  hulh  ;   the  dews  diftil ;   and  fleep 
Hath  clos'd  the  eye-lids  of  my  weary  llieep: 
I  only,  with  the  prowling  wolf,  conftrain'd 
II  All  night  to  wake  :  with  hunger  he  is  pain'd, 
"  And(     with  love.     His  hunger  he  may  tame  ; 
*'  But  who  crin  quench,  O  cruel  love,  thy  flame  ? 
*'  Whilom  did  I,  all  as  this  poplar  fair, 
II  Up-raife  my  heedlcfs  head,  then  void  of  care, 
"  'Mong  ruftic  routs  the  chief  for  wanton  game; 
"  Nor  could  they  merry  make,  till  Lobbin  came'. 
I'  Who  better  feen  than  I  in  fhepherds'  arts. 
To  pleafe  the  lads,  and  win  the  lalles'  hearts ! 
How  deftly,  to  mine  oaten-reed  fo  fweet, 
•|  Wont  they,  upon  the  green  to  Ihift  their  feet  ? 
"  And,    iveary'd  in  the  dance,  how   would   they 

"  yearn 
"  Some  well-devifed  tale  from  me  to  learn  ? 
For  many  fongs  and  tales  of  mirth  had  I, 
To  chafe  the  loitering  fun  adown  the  (ky  : 
ii  ?".^'  }^  '■  ^'"'^^   "^"cy  coy,  deep-wrought   her 
I  Wiib'.n  my  heart,  unmindful.of  delight  [♦'  fpi^ht 
II  The  jolly  grooms  I  fly,  and,"  all  alone,  ° 

To  rocks  and  woods  pour  forth  my  fr.iitlefs 
"  moan. 
•|  Oh  !  quit  thy  wonted  fcorn,  relentlefs  fair  I 
£re,  Uogering  long,  1  pcrifli  through  defpair. 


"  Had  Rofalind  been  miftrefs  of  my  mind, 

'•  Though  not  fo  fair,  flie  would  have  prov'd  more 

'  kind. 
"  O  think,  unwitting  maid,  while  yet  is  time 
'I  How  flying  years  impair  thy  youthful  prime  ! 

Thy  virgin-bloom  will  not  for  ever  ft;ay 
.'!  ^^^  Jo^-ers,  though  left  ungather'd,  will  decav : 
"  The  flowers,  anew,  returning  feafons  brin<T  !  ' 
"  But  beauty  faded  has  no  fecond  fpring.     ** ' 
"  My  words  are  wind  !  She,  deaf  to  all  my  cries 
'I  Takes  pleafure  in  the  mifchief  of  her  eyes,         ' 
"  Like  fnlking  heifer,  loofe  in  flowery  meads, 
"  She  gads  where'er  her  roving  fancy  leads  ;' 
'I  Yet  ftill  from  me.     Ah  me,  the  tirefome  chafe  I 

Sliy  as  the  fawn,  flie  flies  my  fond  embrace. 
'  She  flies,  indeed,  but  ever  leaves  behind, 
'  Fly  where  flie  will,  her  likenefs  in  my  mind. 
'  No  cruel  purpofe,  in  my  fpeed,  I  bear ; 
'  ' Tis  only  love ;  and  love  why  fhould'fl:  thou  fear? 
'   What  idle  fears  a  maiden-breaft  alarm  : 
'  Stay,  Ample  girl :  a  lover  cannot  harm. 
'  Two  fportive  kidlings,  both  fair-fleck'd,  I  rear  ; 
'  Whole  fliooting  horns  like  tender  buds  appear  :' 
•  A  lambkin  too,  of  fpotlefs  fleece,  I  breed,  { 

'  And  teach  the  fondling  from  my  hand  to' feed  :      \ 
'  Nor  will  I  ceafe  betimes  to  cull  the  fields 
'  Of  every  dewy  fweet  the  morning  yields; 
'  From  early  fpring  to  autumn  late  Ihalt  thou  i 

'  Receive  gay  girlonds,  blooming  o'er  thy  brow  : 
'  And  when,— Bat,  why  thefe  unavailing  pains  ? 
'  The  gifts,  alike,  and  giver,  ftie  difdains : 
'  And  now,  left  heirefs  of  the  glen,  flie'll  deem 
■  Me,  landlefs  lad,  unworthy  her  efteem  : 
'  Yet,  was  flie  born,  like  me,  of  fliepherd-fire ; 

And  I  may  fields  and  lowing  herds  acquire.  1 

'  O  :  would  my  gifts  but  win  her  wanton  heart,-*     J 
Or  could  I  half  the  warmth  I  feel  impart,  '     i 

How  would  I  wander,  every  day,  to  find '  \ 

The  choice  of  wildings,  blufliing  through  the       ' 

"  rind  ! 
For  gloffy  plumbs  how  lightfome  climb  the  tree 
How  rifli  the  vengeance  of  the  thrifty  bee  1      * 
Or  !  if  thou  deign  to  live  a  fliepherdefs. 
Thou  Lobbin's  flock,  and  Lobbin,  flialt'poflefs: 
And,  fair  my  flock,  nor  yet  uncomely  I, 
If  liquid  fountains  flatter  not;   and  why 
Should  liquid  fountains  flatter  us,  yet  fliow  \ 

The  bordering  flowers  lefs  beauteous  than  they'      1 

,    "  g"""^^-  "  mean, 

O  .   come,  my  love  ;  nor  think  th'  employment 
The  dams  to  milk,  and  little  lam'okins  wean, 
To  drive  a-field,  by  morn,  the  fattening  ewes. 
Ere  the  warm  fau  drink  up  the  cooly  dews, 
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**  While,  with  my  pipe,  and  with  my  voice,  I 
"  cheer  ["  ear. 

"  Each  hour,   and  through  the  day  detain  thine 
*'  How  would  the  crook  befcem  thy  lily-hand  ! 
**  How  would  my  younglings  round  thee  gazing 

"  ftand  : 
•'  Ah,  witlefs  younglings  !  gaze  not  on  her  eye  : 
"  Thence  all  my  forrow  ;  thence  the  death  I  die. 
"  O,  killing  beauty  I   and  O,  fore  defire  '. 
"  Muft  then  my  fufFerings,  but  with  life,  expire  ? 
*'  Though  bloflbms  every  year  the  trees  adorn, 
"  Spring  after  fpring  I  wither,  nipt  with  fcorn  ; 
"  Nor  trow  I  when  this  bitter  blaft  will  end, 
*'  Or  if  yon  (tars  will  e'er  my  vows  befriend. 
*'  Sleep,  fleep,  my  flock;  for  happy  ye  may  take 
"  Sweet  nightly  reft,  though  Itill  your  mafter 
"  wake." 
Now  to  the  waning  moon,  the  nightingale, 
In  flender  warblings,  tun'd  her  piteous  tale. 
The  love-fick  fhepherd,  liftening,  felt  relief, 
Pleas'd  with  fo  fweet  a  partner  in  his  grief, 
Till,  by  degrees,  her  notes  and  illent  night 
To  flumbers  fpft  his  heavy  heart  invite. 


THE  SECOND  PASTORAL. 

THENOT,    COLINET, 

Thenot. 

Is  it  not  Colinet  I  lonefome  fee, 
Leaning  with  folded  arms  againft  the  tree  ? 
Or  is  it  age  of  late  bedims  my  fight  ? 
'Tis  Colinet,  indeed,  in  woeful  plight. 
Thy  cloudy  look,  why  melting  into  tears, 
Unfeemly,  now  the  iky  fo  bright  apj;ears  1 
Why  in  this  mournful  manner  art  thou  found, 
Unthankful  lad,  when  all  things  fmiie  around? 
Or  heareft  not  lark  a.nd  linnet  jointly  ling. 
Their  notes  blithe-warbling  to  falute  the  fpring  ? 

Colinet. 
Though  blithe  their  notes,  not  fo  my  wi^'yward 

fate; 
Nor  lark  would  fing,  nor  linnet,  in  my  ftate. 
Each  creature,  Thenot,  to  his  talk  is  born, 
As  they  to  mirth  and  mulic,  I  to  mourn. 
Waking,  at  midnight,  I  my  woes  renew. 
My  tears  oft'  mingling  with  the  falling  dew. 

Thenot. 
Small  caufe,  I  ween,  has  lufty  youth  to  plain  : 
Or  who  may,  then,  the  weight  of  eld  fuftain. 
When  every  flackening  nerve  begins  to  fail. 
And  the  load  prefleth  as  our  days  prevail  ? 
Yet,  though  with  years  my  body  downward  tend, 
As  trees  beneath  their  fruit,  in  autumn,  bend  ; 
Spite  of  my  fnowy  head,  and  icy  veins. 
My  mind  a  cheerful  temper  ftill  retains : 
And  why  fliould  man,  miihap  what  will,  repine. 
Sour  every  fweet,  and  mis  with  tears  his  wine  ? 
But  tell  me,  then  :  it  may  relieve  thy  woe,  ' 

To  let  a  friend  thine  inward  ailment  know. 

Colinet. 
'  Idly  'twill  wafle  thee,  Thenot,  the  whole  day, 
S'ymldft  thou  give  ear  to  all  my  grief  can  fay. 
Thine  ewes  will  wander  ;  and  the  heedlefs  lambs, 
In  loud  complaint^,  require  their  abfent  dams. 
Vol.  IX. 
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Thenot. 
See  Lightfoothe  fliall  tend  them  clofe  :  and  I, 
'Tween  whiles,  acrofs  the  plain  will  glanqe  mino 

eye. 

Colinet. 
Where  to  begin  I  know  not,  where  to  end. 
Doth  there  one  fmiling  hour  my  youth  attend  ? 
Though  few  my  days,  as  well  my  follies  fliow. 
Yet  are  thofe  days  all  clouded  o'er  with  woe : 
No  happy  gleam  of  funfliine  doth  appear. 
My  lowering  Iky,  and  wintery  months,  to  cheer. 
My  piteous  plight  in  yonder  naked  tree. 
Which  bears  the  thunder-fear,  too  plain  I  fee  : 
Quite  deftitute  itftaiids  of  flielter  kind, 
The  mark  of  ftorms,  and  fport  of  every  wind  : 
The  riven  trunk  feels  not  th'  approach  of  fpring  ; 
Nor  birds  among  the  leaflefs  hrauches  fing  : 
^o  more,  beneath   thy   Ihade,  Ihali    fhepherds 

throng. 
With  jocund  tale,  or  pipe,  or  pleafing  fong. 
Ill-fated  tree  !  and  more  ill-fated  I '. 
From  thee,  from  me,  alike  the  Ihepherds  fly. 

Thenot. 
Sure  thou  in  haplefs  hour  of  time  waft  born. 
When  blighting  mildews  fpoils  the  rifing  corn. 
Or  biafting  winds  o'er  bloiTom'd  hedge-rows  pafs. 
To  kill  the  promis'd  fruits,  and  fcorch  the  grals, 
Or  when  the  moon,  by  wizard  charni'd,  fore- 

ihows, 
Blood-ftain'd  in  foul  eclipfe,  impending  woes. 
Untimely  born,  ill-luck  betides  thee  Ihii. 

Colinet. 
And  can  there,  Thenot,  be  a  greater  ill  ? 

Thenot, 
Nor  fox,  nor  wolf,  nor  rot  among  our  iherp, 
From  this  good  fhepherd's  CE.it  his  flock  mdy  keep : 
Againft  ill-luck,  alas  1  all  forecaft  fails ; 
Nor  toil  by  day,  nor  watch  by  night,  avails. 

Colinet. 
Ah  me,  the  while  I  ah  me,  the  lucklefs  day  \ 
Ah,  lucklefs  lad  !  befits  me  more  to  fay. 
Unhappy  hour  1  when,  fiefli  in  youthful  bud, 
I  left,  Sabrina  fair,  thy  iilvery  iiood. 
Ah,  filly  II   more  fiily  than  my  Jiieep, 
Which  on  thy  flowery  banks  1  wont  to  keep. 
Sweet   are  thy  banks!    Oh,  when  fliail  I,  once 

more. 
With  ravifli'd  eyes  review  thine  amell'd  fliore  ? 
When,  in  the  cryftal  of  thy  water,  fcan 
Each  feature  faded,  and  my  colour  wan  } 
When  (hall  I  fee  my  hut,  the  fraall  abode 
Myfelf  did  raife,  and  cover  o'er  with  fod  ? 
Small  though  it  be,  a  mean  an  humble  cell 
Yet  is  there  room  for  peace  and  me  to  dwell, 

Thenot. 
And  what  enticement  charm'd  thee,  far  away 
From  thy  lov'd  home,  and  led  thy  heart  aftray  ? 

Colinet. 
A  lewd  defire,  ftrange  lads  and  fwains  to  know  : 
Ah,  God  !  that  ever  I  (hould  covet  woe  1 
With  wandering  feet  unbleft,  and  fond  of  fame, 
I  fought  I  know  not  what  befides  a  name. 

Thenot. 
Or,  footh  to  fay,  didft  thou  not  hither  roam 
In  fearch  of  gains  more  plenty  than  at  home  ? 
A  rolling-ftone  is,  ever,  bare  of  mofs  ; 
And,  to  their  ccft,  green  years  old  proverbs  crofs. 

J5J? 
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CoUnet. 
^in^n  need  there  was,  in  random  fearch  of  gain, 
i'o  drive  my  pininp  flock  athwart  the  plain, 
To  diftant  Cam.     Fine  gain  at  length,  I  trow, 
To  hoird  up  to  myfelf  fuch  deal  of  woe  I 
My  flieep  quite  fpent,  through  travel  and  ill-fare, 
And,  like  their  keeper,  ragged  grown  and  bare. 
The  damp,  cold  greenfward,  for  my  nightly  bed. 
And  loroe  (lant  willow's  trunk  to  reft  my  head. 
Hard  is  to  bear  of  pinching  cold  the  pain  ; 
And  hard  is  want  to  the  unpradlis'd  fwain: 
But  neither  want,  nor  pinching  cold,  is  hard, 
To  blading  ftorms  of  calumny  compar'd  : 
Unkind  as  hail  it  falls ;  the  pelting  fliower 
Deftroys  the  tet>der  herb,  and  budding  flower. 

Thenot. 
Slander  we  fnepherds  count  the  vilefl:  wrong  : 
And  what  wounds  forer  than  an  evil  tongue  ? 

Colinet. 
Untoward  lads,  the  wanton  imps  of  fpite, 
Make  mock  of  all  the  ditties  I  indite. 
In  vain,  O  Colinet,  thy  pipe,  fo  fliril), 
Charms  every  vale,  and  gladdens  every  hill  s 
In  yain  thou  feeksthe  coverings  of  the  grove, 
Xn  the  coal  fhade  to  fing  the  pains  of  love  : 
Sing  what  thou  wilt,  ill-nature  will  prevail ; 
And  every  elf  hath  fkill  enough  to  rail : 
But  yet,  tiiough  poor  and  artlefs  be  my  vein, 
Menalcas  feems  to  like  my  fimple  ftrain : 
And,  while  that  he  delighteth  in  my  fong, 
"Which  to  the  good  iVIenalcas  doth  belong, 
Nor  night,  nor  day,  Ihall  my  vude  TOufic  ceafe  ; 
I  alk  no  more,  fo  I  Menalcas  pkafe. 

nenot. 
llifenalc^s,  lord  of  thefe  fair  fertile  plains, 
Prefcrvcs  the  flieep,  and  o'er  the  iTiepherds  reigns : 
For  him  our  yearly  wakes,  and  feafts,  we  hold. 
And  choofe  the  faireft  firftling  from  the  fold  : 
He,  good  to  ail,  who  good  deierve,  fhall  give 
Thy  flock  to  feed,  and  thee  at  eafe  to  live, 
Shall  curb  the  malice  of  unbridled  tongues, 
And  bounteoufly  reward  thy  rijral  fongs. 

Colinet. 
Firft,  then,  (hall  lightfome  birds  forget  to  fly. 
The  briny  ocean  turn  to  paftiires  dry, 
And  every  rapid  river  ceafe  to  flow. 
Ere  I  unmitidful  of  Menalcas  grow. 

Tbcnot. 
This  night  thy  care  with  me  fprget ;  and  fold 
Tli;,  flock  with  mine,  to  ward  th'  injurious  cold. 
New  milk,  and  clouted  cream,  mild  cheefe  and 

curd, 
"With  fome  remaining  fruit  of  laft  yearns  hoard, 
Shall  be  our  evening  fare,  and,  for  the  night, 
Sweet  herbs  and  raofs,  which  gentle  fleep  invite  : 
And  novy  behold  the  fun's  depan'.ng  ray, 
O'er  yonder  hill,  the  fign  of  ebl.ing  day  :' 
'With  fongs  i.hc  jovial  hinds  return  from  plough; 
And  unyok'd  heifers,  loitering  homeward,  low. 

THE  THIRD  PA^TQRAI,. 

Albino. 

IVB^if  Virgil  thought  no  fliame  the  Doric  reed 
^o  tnne,  and  flo.  ks  on  Mantuan  plains  to  feed 
With  young  Augnftu.^'  name  he  grac'd  his  fong: 
/-fid  Spenlei,  when  amid  the  rural  thron? 


He  caroll'd  fweet,  and  graz'd  along  the  fiood 
Of  gentle  Thames,  made  every  founding  wood 
With  good  Eliza's  name  to  ring  around  ; 
Eliza's  name  on  every  tree  was  found : 
Since  then,  through  Anna's  cares  at  eafe  we  live, 
And  fee  our  cattle  unmolefted  thrive, 
While  from  our  Albion  her  vidtorious  arms 
Drive  wafl;eful  warfare,  loud  in  dire  alarms, 
Like  them  will  I  my  flender  mufic  raife, 
And  teach  the  vocal  valleys  Anna's  praife. 
Meantime,  on  oaten  pipe  a  lowly  lay. 
As  my  kids  browfe,  obfcure  in  ihades  I  play  : 
Yet,  not  obfcure,  while  Dorfet  thinks  no  fcorn 
To  vifit  woods,  and  fvvains  ignobly  born. 

Two  valley  fwains,  both  mufical,  both  young, 
In  friendfhip  mutual,  and  united  long, 
Retire  within  a  moffy  cave,  to  fliun 
The  crowd  of  fhejiherds,  and  the  noon-day  fun. 
A  gloom  of  fadnefs  overcafts  their  mind  : 
Revolving  now,  the  folemn  day  they  find. 
When  young  Albino  died.     His  image  dear 
Bedews   their   cheeks    with    many    a    trickling 

tear: 
To  tears  they  ad(?  the  tribute  of  their  verfe; 
Thefe  Angelot,  thofe  Palin,  did  rehearfe. 
Atigelot. 

Thus,  yearly  circling,  by-paft  times  return ; 
And  yearly,  thus,  Albino's  death  we  mourn. 
Sent  into  lifv-,  alas  !  how  fliort  thy  flay  : 
How  fweet  the  rofc  !  how  fpeedy  to  decay  ! 
Can  we  forget.  Albino  dear,  thy  knell, 
Sad-founding  wide  from  every  village  bell? 
Can  we  forget  how  forely  Albion  raoan'd. 
That  hills,  and  dales,  and  rocks,  in  echo  groan'd,. 
Prefaging  future  woe,  when,  for  our  crimes, 
We  lo(t  Albino,  pledge  of  peaceful  times, 
Fair  boafl;  of  this  fair  ifland,  darling  joy 
Of  nobles  high,  and  every  fhepherd  boy  ? 
No  joyous  pipe  was  lieard,  no  flocks  were  feen, 
Nor  fliepherd  found  upon  the  grafly  green. 
No  cattle  graz'd  the  field,  nor  drank  the  fiood^ 
No  birds  were  heard  to  warble  through  the  woocl. 
In  yonder  gloomy  grove  outftretch'd  he  lay 
His  lovely  limbs  upon  the  dampy  clay; 
On  his  cold  cheek  the  rofy  hue  decay'd, 
And,  o'er  his  lips,  the  deadly  blue  difpl'ay'd  : 
Bleating  around  him  lie  his  plaintive  flieep. 
And  mourning  fhepherds   Come,   in  crowds,  to 

weep.  1 

Young  Buckhurft  comes:  and,  is  there  np  redrefs  V      j 
As  if  the  grave  regarded  our  diftrefs  .' 
The  tender  virgins  come,  to  tears  yet  new, 
And  give,  aloud,  the  lamentations  due. 
The  pious  mother  comes,  with  grief  uppreft  : 
Ye  trees,  and  confcious  fountains,  can  atteft 
With  what  fad  accents,  and  what  piercing  cries, 
She  fiU'd  the  grove,  and  importun'd  the  fliies. 
And  every  rtar  upbraided  with  his  death. 
When,  in  her  wiilow  d  arms,  devoid  of  breath. 
She  clafp'd  her  fun;  nor  did  the  nymph,  for  this, 
Place  in  her  darling's  welfare  all  her  blifs. 
Him  teaching,  young,  the  harmlefs  crook  to  wieldj 
And  rule  the  peaceful  empire  of  the  field. 
As  milk-white  fwans  on  ftreams  of  filver  ftiow. 
And  filvery  flireams  to  grace  the  meadows  flow^ 
\s  corn  the  vales,  and  trees  the  hills  adorn. 
So  thou,  to  thine,  an  ornament  was  burn. 
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,Since  thou,  delicious  youth,  didft  quit  the  plains, 
Th'    ungrateful  ground   we    till   with    fruitiefs 

pains, 
In  labour'd  furrows  fow  the  choice  of  wheat, 
And,  over  empty  flieaves,  in  harveft  fweat, 
A  thin  increafe  our  fleecy  cattle  yield  ; 
And  thorns,  and  thirties,  overfpread  ihe  field. 
How  all  our  hope  is  fled  like  morniny^^-dew  1 
And  fcarce  did  we  thy  dawn  of  manhood  view. 
Who  now  fliall  teach  the  pointed  fpear  to  throw, 
To  whirl  the  fling,  and  bend  the  fliubborn  bow, 
To  tofs  the  quoit  withfteady  aim,  and  far. 
With  finewy  force,  to  pitch  the  mafly'bar  ? 
Nor  doft  thou  live  to  blefs  thy  mother's  days,    ^ 
To  fhare  her  triumphs,  and  to  feel  her  praife. 
In  foreign  realms  to  purchafe  early  fame. 
And  add  new  glories  to  the  Britifli  nanae  : 
O,  peaceful  may  thy  gentle  fpirit  reft  I 
The  flowery  turf  lie  light  upon  thy  breaft ; 
Nor  (hrieking  owl,  nor  bat,  thy  tomb  fly  round, 
Nor  midnight  goblins  revel  o'er  the  ground. 
Palin. 
No  more,  miftaken  Angelot,  coipplain : 
Albino  lives  ;  and  all  our  tears  are  vain : 
Albino  lives,  and  will  for  ever  live. 
With  myriads  mixt.  who  neyer  know  to  grieve, 
Who  welcome  every  ftrariger-gueft,  nor  fear 
Ever  to  mourn  his  abfence  with  a  tear. 
Where  cold,  nor  heat,  nor  irkfome  toil  annoy. 
Nor  age,  nor  ficknefs,  comes  to  damp  their  joy  : 
And  now  the  royal  nymph,  who  bore  him,  deigns 
The  land  to  rule,  and  Ihield  the  fimple  fwains. 
While,  from  above,  propitious  he  looks  down  : 
For  this,  the  welkin  does  no  longer  frown. 
Each  planet  fliines,  indulgent,  from  his  fphere. 
And  we  renew  our  paftimes  with  the  year. 
Hills,  dales,  and  woods,  with  flirilling  pipes  re- 
found  : 
The  boys  and  virgins  dance,  with  chaplets  crown'd, 
And  hail  Albino  bleft  :  the  valleys  ring 
Albino  bleft  1   O  now,  if  ever,  bring 
The  laurel  green,  the  fmelling  eglantine, 
And  tender  branches  from  the  mantling  vine, 
The  dewy  cowflip,  which  in  meadow  grows. 
The  fountain-violet,  and  the  garden-rofe, 
Marfli-lilies  fweet,  and  tufts  of  daftbdil, 
With  what  ye  cull  from  wood,  or  verdant  hill. 
Whether  in  open  fun,  or  fliade  they  blow. 
More  early  fome,  and  fome  unfolding  flow, 
Bring,  in  heapM  canifliers,  of  every  kind, 
As  if  the  fummer  had  with  fpring  combin'd, 
And  nature,  forward  to  aflift  your  care, 
Did  not  profufion  for  Albino  fpare. 
Your  hamlets  ftrew,  and  every  public  way ; 
And  confecrate  to  mirth  Albino's  day  : 
■  Myfelf  will  lavifli  all  my  little  ftore. 
And  deal  about  the  goblet  flowing  o'er  : 
Old  Moulin  there  Ihall  harp,  young  Myco  ilng, 
And  Cuddy  dance  the  round  amid  the  ring. 
And  Hobbinol  his  antic  gambols  play  : 
To  thee  thefe  honours,  yearly,  will  we  pay  : 
Nor  fail  to  mention  thee  in  all  our  cheer, 
And  teach  our  children  the  remembrance  dear. 
When  we  our  fhcaring-feaft,  or  harveft  keep. 
To  fpeed  the  plough,  and  blefs  our  thriving  flieep. 
While  willow  kids,  and  herbage  lambs  purfue. 
While  bees  love  thyme,  and  locuft  flp  the  dew, 


While  bird*  delight  in  woods  their  notes  to  fl:rain, 
Thy  name  and  fweet  memorial  fliall  remain. 

THE  FOURTH  PASTORAL. 

MYCO,    ARGOL.     ' 

Myco. 
This  place  may  feem  for  fliepherd's  leifure  made. 
So  clofe  thefe  elms  inweave  their  lofty  fliade  ; 
The  twining  woodbine,  how  it  climbs;  to  breathe 
Refrefliing  fweets  around  on  all  beneath  ; 
The  ground  witii  grafs  of  cheerful  green  befpread. 
Through  which  the  fpringing  flower  up-rears  the 

head : 
Lo,  here  the  kingcup  of  a  golden  hue, 
Medly'd  with  daifies  white  and  endive  blue, 
And  honeyluckles  of  a  purple  dye, 
Confufion  gay  '.  bright  waving  to  the  eye. 
Hark,  how  they  warble  in  that  brambly  bufli. 
The  gaudy  goldfinch,  and  the  fpeckly  thrufli, 
The  linnet  green,  with  others  fram'd  for  flcill. 
And  blackbird  fluting  through  his  yellow  bill: 
In  fprightly  concert  how  they  all  combine. 
Us  prompting  in  the  various  fongs  to  join : 
Up,  Argol,  then,  and  to  thy  lip  apply 
Thy  mellow  pipe,  or  Voice  more  founding  try  :  .  ^ 
And  fince  our  ewes  have  graz'd,  what  harms  if 

they 
Lie  round  and  liflien  while  the  lambkins  play  ? 

Argol. 
Well,  Myco,  can  thy  damty  wit  exprefs 
Fair  nature's  bounties  in  the  faireft  drefs  : 
'Tis  rapture  all !  the  ptace,  the  birds,  the  flcy  ; 
And  rapture  works  the  finger's  fancy  high. 
Sweet  breathe  the  fields,  and  now  a  genJc  breeze 
Moves  every  leaf,  and  trembles  throu,,'h  the  trees  s. 
Ill  fuch  incitements  fuit  my  rugged  lay. 
Befitting  more  the  mufic  thou  canit  play. 

Myco. 
No  fliill  of  mufic  kon  I,  fniiple  fwain. 
No  fine  device  thine  ear  to  entertain : 
Albeit  forae  deal  I  pipe,  rude  thoagh  it  be, 
SuiEcient  to  divert  my  iheep  and  me  ; 
Yet  Colinet  (and  Colinet  hath  fkill) 
Oft  guides  my  fingers  on  the  tuneful  quilJ, 
And  fiin  would  teach  roe  on  whit  fourds  to  dwell. 
And  where  to  link  a  nute,  and  where  to  fwell. 

Argol. 
Ah,  Myco  ;  half  my  fiocs  would  I  befliow, 
Should  Colinet  lo  mc  his  dinning  fliow  : 
So  trim  his  fonnets  are,  I  pv'jtl.ee,  Iwain, 
Now  give  us,  once,  a  fan^pie  of  his  ftrain  : 
For  wonders  of  thai  lad  the  iheplieidh  fay. 
How  fweet  his  pipe,  how  r&y.\\ng  his  lay  ! 
The  fweetnefs  of  liis  pipe  and  uy  rchearfe; 
And  aik  what  boon  thou  wiilclt  tor  thy  verfe. 

Myio 
Since  then  thou  lift,  a  moainful  fong  I  choofc  S 
A  mournful  fong  relieves  a  mournful  mufe, 
Fall  by  the  river  on  a  b.ink  he  late. 
To  weep  the  lovely  maid's  untimely  fate,. 
Fair  Stella  hight :  a  lovely  maid  was  Are, 
\\1iofe  fate  he  wept,  a  faitliful  ihepherd  he. 

Awake,  my  pipe  ;  in  every  note  exprefs 
Fair  Stdla-'s  d^ath,  and  Colinet' s  dijlrcft, 
B  b  ij 
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'    "  O  woeful  iliy  !  O,  day  of  woe  to  me  ! 

"  That  ever  I  (hould  live  fuch  day  to  fee  ! 

"  That  ever  (he  could  die  !  O,  moft  unkind, 

"  To  go  and  leave  thy  Collnet  behind  ! 

"  From  blamelefs  love,  and  plighted  troth  to  go, 

"  And  leave  to  Colinei  a  life  of  woe  !" 

Jivtite,  rny  pipe  ;  in  every  note  exprefs 
Fair  Stetia^s  death,  and  Colinefs  dijirefs. 

"  And  yet,  why  blame  I  her  !  Full  fain  would 
"  fhe 
"  With  dying  arms  have  clafp'd  herfelf  to  me  : 
"  I  clafp'd  her  too,  but  death  prov'd  over-ftrong  ; 
'*  Nor  vows  r.or  tears  could  rieeting  life  proicng : 
"  Yet  h.iw  Ihall  I  from  tows  and  tears  refrain? 
*'  And  why  (hould  vows,  alas  1  and  tears  be  vain  !" 

Aivake,  my  pipe  ;  in  every  note  exprefs 
Fair  Stelias  death,  and  Colinei' s  dijirefs. 

"  Aid  me  to  grieve,  with  bleating  moan,  my 

flieep, 
"  Aid  me,  thou  ever-flowing  flream,  to  weep  ; 
"  Aid  me,  ye  faint,  ye  hollow  winds,  to  figh, 
''  And  thou,  my  woe,  aflift  me  thou  to  die. 
''  Me  flock  nor  ftieami  nor  winds  nor  vsroes,  re- 

'•  lieve ;  [grieve." 

"  She  lov'd  through  life,  and  I  through  life  will 

Aivake,  my  pipe  ;  in  eiicry  note  exprefs 
Fair  Stella^ s  death,  and  Colinef  s  dijirefs. 

'*  Ye  gentler  maids,  companions  of  my  fair, 
"  With  downcaft  look,  and  with  diflieveird  hair, 
"  All  beat  the  breaft,  antl  wring  your  hands  and 

"  moan  : 
"  Herhour, untimely, mighthaveprov'd  yourown: 
"  Her  hour,  untimely,  help  me  to  lament ; 
"  And  let  your  hearts  at  Stella's  name  relent." 

A-Muke,  V'.y  pipe ;  in  every  note  exprefs 
Fair  Stella's  death,  arid  CoiineV s  dijirefs. 

"  In  vain  th'  endearing  ludre  of  your  eyes 
"  V.'e  doat  upon,  and  you  as  vainly  yrize. 
"What   though  your  beauty  bl'efs  the  faithful 

'■^  •     "  fwain,  .     (.  . 

*•  And  in  th'enamour'd  heart  like  queens  yereign; 
••  Yet  in  their  prime  does  death  the  faireit  kill, 
♦'  As  ruihlefs  winds  the  tender  bloffoms  fpil!." 

Awahe,  my  pipe  ;  in  eiiery  note  exprefs 
Fair  Stella's  death,  and  Colinefs  dijirefs. 

"  Such  Stella  was;  yet  Stella  might  not  live  ! 
"  And  what  could  Colinet  in  ranfwn  give  ? 
♦'  Oh  !  if  or  mufjc's  voice,  or  beauty '.s  charm, 
•'  C<.u!d  mildtn  death,  and  ftay  his  lifted  arm. 
My  pipe  her  face,  her  face  my  pipe  might  fave, 
Redfecniing  each  the  other  from  the  grave," 

Atvahe,  my  pipe ;  in  every  note  exprefs 
fair  Ctclla's  death,  and  Colinefs  dijirefs. 

<,  VT  ^^'  '^^"'*'*^''^  ^^'^'  '  ffll  death's  uplifted  arm 
^    Nor  beauty  can  aireft,  nor mufic  charm. 
*  Behold  :  oh,  baleful  fight !  lee  where  flte  lies  ' 
"  The  budding  flower,  unkindly  blafted,  dies: 
«  \L°n  ^.^"•'S'^;  li^e  the  longelc  day  to  mourn, 
VVjll  (lie  again  to  life  and  me  return." 
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Aii'fike,  my  pipe  ;  in  every  note  exprcjs 
Fair  Stella's  dtiiib,  and  Colinet's  dijlrejs. 

"  Unhappy  Colinet  I  what  boots  thee  now, 
"  To  weave  frefh  girlonds  for  thy  Stella's  brow  ? 
"  No  girlond  ever  more  may  Stella  wear, 
"  Nor  fee  the  flowery  feafon  of  the  year, 
"  Nor  dance,  nor  ling,  nor  ever  fweetly  fmile, 
"  And  every  toil  of  Colinet  beguile." 

Awake,  my  pipe  ,•  in  every  note  exprefs 
Fair  Stella's  death,  and  Colinefs  dijlrej's. 

"  Throw  by  the  lily,  daffodil,  and  rofe  ; 
"  Wreaths  of  black  yevv,  and  willow  pale,  com- 
"  poffe,  [drefs'd, 

''  With    baneful   hemlock,    deadly    rig'nt-fliade, 
"  Such  chaplets  as  m.ay  witnefs  thine  unreft, 
"  If  aught  can  witnefs  :  O,  ye  fliepherds,  tell, 
''  When  I  am  dead,  no  Ihepherd  lov'd  lb  well  !" 

Aivake,  my  pipe  :  in  every  note  exprefs 
Fair  Stella's  death,  and  Colinefs  dijlt ej's. 

"  Alack,    my  (heep  I    and  thou,  dear  fpotlefs 
"  lamb, 
"  By  Stella  nurs'd,  whowean'd  thee  from  the  dain, 
''  What  heed  give  I  to  aught  but  to  my  grief, 
"  My  whole  employment,  and  my  whole  relief  I 
'*  Stray  where  ye  lift,  fome  happier  mafter  try : 
"  Yet  once,  my  flock,  was  none  fo  bleiVd  as  I." 

Anxiake,  my  pipe  ;  in  every  note  exprefs 
Fair  Stella's  death,  and  Colinefs  dijtrejs. 

"  BTy  pipe,  whofe  foothing  found  could  pafllon 
"  move, 
''  And  firft  taught  Stella's  virgin  heart  to  love, 
"  Shall  filent  hang  upon  this  blafted  oak, 
"  Whence  owls  their  dirges  fing,  and  ravens  croak: 
"  Nor  lark,  nor  linnet,  fliall  my  day  delight, 
"  Nor  nightingale  fuipend  my  moan  by  night : 
"  The  night  and  day  iliall  undiftinguifli'd  be, 
"  Alike  to  Stella,  and  alike  to  me." 

No  more,  my  pipe  ;  here  ceafe  nve  to  exprefs 
pair  Stella's  death,  and  Colinefs  dijirefs. 

Thus,  forrowing,  did  the  gentle  fl^epherd  fing. 
And  urge  the  valley  with  his  wail  to  ring. 
And  now  that  (heep-hook  for  my  fong  ]  crave. 
Ar^ol. 

Not  this,  but  one  more  coftly,  flialt  thou  have, 
Of  feafon'd  elm,  where  Ituds  of  brafs  appear. 
To  fpeak  the  giver's  name,  the  month,  and  year  ; 
The  hook  of  polifli'd  fteel,  the  handle  torn'd, 
And  richly  by  the  carver's  fkill  adorn'd. 
O,  Colinet  1  how  fweet  thy  grief  to  hear  I 
How  does  thy  verfe  fubdue  the  liflening  ear  !. 
Soft  falling  a§  the  ftill,  refrefliing  dew, 
To  flake  the  drought,  and  herbage  to  renew : 
Not  half  fo  fweet  th-e  midnight  winds,  which  move 
In  drowfy  murmurs  o'er  the  waving  grove. 
Nor  valley  brook,  that,  hid  by  aldeis,  fpeeds 
O'er  pebbles  warbling,  and  through  whifpering 

reeds,  ■  ,  .  • 

Nor  dropping  waters,  which  from  rocks  diflil. 
And  welly  grots  with  tinkling  echo/i's  fill. 
Thrice  happy  Colinet,  who  can  relieve 
Hcart-anguifli  fere,  and  make  it  fweet  to  grieve  I 


PASTORALS. 


iZft 


And  next  to  thee  Hiall  Myco  beartlie  bell. 
Who  can  repeat  thy  peerleis  fong  fo  well : 
But  fee  !  the  hills  increaling  (liadows  call  ; 
The  fun,  I  ween,  is  leaving  us  in  halte  : 
His  weakly  ray?  faint  e;limmer  through  the  wood, 
And  blucy  mifti  arile  from  yonder  flood. 

Myco. 
.    Bid  then  our  dogs  to  gather  in  the  flieep. 
Good  fliepherds,  with  their  flock,  betimes  fliould 

fleep. 
Who  late  lies  down,  thou  know'ft,  as  late  will  rife, 
And,  fluggard-like,  to  noon-day  fnoring  hes. 
While  in  the  fold  his  injur'd  ewes  complain, 
And  after  dewy  paftures  bleat  in  vain. 

THE  FIFTH  PASTORAL. 

Cuddy. 

In  rural  ftrains  we  firft  our  mufic  try, 

And  bafhful  into  <voods  and  thickets  fly, 

Miftrurting  then  our  Ikill ;  yet  if  through  time 

Our  Voice,  improving,  gain  a  pitch  fublime. 

Thy  growing  virtues,  Sackvllle,  fliall  engage 

Kly  riper  verfe,  and  more  afpiring  age. 

•    The  fun,  now  mounted  to  the  noon  of  day, 

^egan  to  flioot  direft  his  burning  ray  ; 

\Vhen,  with  the  flocks,  their  feeders  fought  the 

fliade      •     , 
A  venerable  oak  wide-fpreading  made  ; 
What  fliould  they  do  to  pafs  the  loitering  time  ? 
As  fancy  led,  each  form'd  his  tale  in  rhyme : 
And  fome  the  joys,  aad  feme  the  pains  of  love, 
And  fome  to  fet  out  ftrange  adventures,  ftrove; 
The  trade  of  wizards  fome,  and  Merlin's  fliill. 
And  whence,  to  charms,  fuch  empire  o'er  the  will, 
^hen  Cuddy  laft  (who  Cuddy  can  excel 
In  neat  device  ?)  his  tale  began  to  tell. 

"  When  (hepherds  flourifli'd  in  Eliza's  reign, 
"  There  Uv'd  in  high  repute  a  jolly  fwain, 
"  Young  Colin  Clout ;  who  well  could  pipe  and 

f  And  by  his  notes  invite  the  lagging  fpring. 

*'  He,. as  his  cuftom  was,  at  leifure  laid 

?'  In  woodland  bower,  without  a  rival  play'd, 

f  Soliciting  his  pipe  to  warble  clear, 

"  Enchantment  Iweet  as  ever  wont  to  hear 

'*  Belated  wayfarers,  from  wake  or  fair 

f  Detajn'dby  mufic,  hovering  on  in  air  :    ,. 

*'  Drawn  by  the  magic  of  th'  enticing  found, 

"  What  troops  of  mute  admirers  flock'd  around  ! 

"  The  fteerlings  left  their  food;  and  creatures, 

"wild 
"  By  nature  form'd,  infenfibly  grew  mild, 
f  He  makes  the  gatliering  birds  about  him  throng, 
"  And  loads  the  neighbouring  branches  with  his 

"  fong  : 
V  There,  with  the  crowd,  a  nightingale  of  fams, 
"  Jealous,  and  fond  of  praife,  to  lift  en  Came  : 
"  She  turii'd  her  ear,  and  paul'e  by   paufe,  with 
'•  Like  echo  to  the  lliepherd's  pipe  reply'd.  [pride. 
*'  The  fliepherd  beard  with  wonder,  and  again, 
'*  To  try  her  more,  renev/'d  his  various  ftrain  : 
"  To  all  th^  various  ftrain  Hie  plies  her  throat, 
*'  And  adds  peculiar  grace  to.  every  note. 
"  If  Colin,  in  complaining  accent  grieve, 
"  Or  briiker  inotion  to  his  meafare  givv.'. 


'  If  gentle  founds  he  modulate,  or  ftrorig, 

'  She,  not  a  little  vain,  repeats  the  long  : 

'  But  fo  repeats,  that  Colm  half-deipis'd 

'  His  pipe  and  Ikill,  around  the  country  priz' J: 

'  And  fweetelt  fongfter  of  the  winged  kind, 

'  What  thanks,  fai'd  he,  what  praifes,  flialll  find 

'  To  equal  thy  melodious  voice  ?  In  thee 

'  The  rudeiiefs  of  my  rural  fife  I  fee  ; 

"  From  thee  I  learn  no  more  to  vaunt  my  ikill : 

"  Aloft  in  air  {lie  late,  provoking  itill 

"  The  vanqiiifli'd   fwain.     Provok'd,  at  lafl:,   he 

"  ftrove 
''  To  fliow  the  little  minftrel  of  the  grove 
"  His  utmoft  powers,  determin'd  once  to  try 
"  Haw  art,  exerting,  might  with  nature  vie  ; 
'«  For  vie  could  none  with  either  in  their  part, 
"  With  h?r  in  nature,  nor  with  him  in  art- 
"   He  draws-in  breath,  his  rifing  breath  to  fill : 
"  Throughout  the  wood  his  pipe  is  heard  to  flirilL 
"  From  note  to  note,  in  hafte,  his  fingers  fly  ; 
"  Still  more  and  more  the  numbers  multiply  : 
"  And  now  they  trill,  and  now  they  fail  and  rife, 
"  And  fwift  and  flow  they  change  with  fweet 

"  furprife. 
"  Attentive  flie  dothfcarce  the  founds  retain  ; 
'<  But  to  herfelf  nrft  cons  the  puzzling  ftrain. 
"  And  tracing,  heedful,  note  by  note  repays 
"  The  Ihepherd  in  his  own  harmonious  lays, 
«'  Through    every   changing    cadence    runs    at 

''  length, 
'  And  adds  in  fweetnefs  what  he  wants  in  ftrengh. 
"  Then  Colin  threw  his  fife  difgrac'd  afide, 
"  While  flie  loud  triumph  fings,.proclaiming  wide 
•<  Her  mighty  conqueft,  and  within  her  throat 
"  Twirls  many  a  wild  unimitable  note, 
"  To  foil  her  rival.     What  could  Colin  more  ? 
"  A  little  harp  of  maple  ware  he  bore  : 
'«  The  Httleharp  was  old,  but  newly  ftrung, 
"  Which,  ufual,  he  acrofs  his  Ihoulders  hung. 
«'  Now  take,  delightful  bird,  my  laft  farewell, 
<-'  He  laid,  and  learn  irom  hence  thou  doft  excel 
"  No  trivial  artift:  and  anon  he  wound 
"  The    murmuring  firings,    and    order'd  every 

*'  found : 
"  Then  earneft  to  his  inftrument  he  bends, 
"  And  both  hands  pliant  on  the  firings  extends : 
"  His  touch  the  firings  obey,  and  various  move, 
'<  The  lower  anfwering  Hill  to  thofe  above  : 
«  His  fingers,  reftlefs,  traverfe  to  and  fro, 
"  As  in  purfuit  of  harmony  they  go  : 
«'  Now,  lightly fl^imming, o'er  the  firings  they  paft,. 
«  Like  winds  which  gently  brufli  the  plying  grals, 
"  While  melting  airs  arife  at  their  cdmmatid: 
'«  And  now,  laborious,  with  a  weighty  hand 
'*  He  finks  into  the  cords  with  folemn  pace, 
'«  To  give  the  fwelling  tones  a  bolder  grace  ; 
"  And  now  the  left,  and  now  by  turns  the  right, 
"  Ef.ch  other  chafe,  harmonious  both  in  flight : 
"  Then  his  whole  fingers  blend  a  fwarm  of  founds, 
"  Till  the  fweet  tumult  through  the  harp  re- 

"  bounds, 
"  Ceafe,  Colin,  ceafe,  thy  rivaLteafe  to  vex  ; 
"  The  mingling  notes,  alas  '.  her  ear  perplex; 
"She  irarbles,  diffident,  in  hope  and  fear, 
','  And  hits  injperfedl  accents  liete  and  there, 
'   «'  And  fain  would  utter  forth  fome  dou'ble  tone, 
Whea  fuon  Ihe  iih^n,  and  can  utter  none ; 
Bbiij 


^90 


THE  WORKS   OF  A.PHILIPS. 


"  Ajain  (he  tries,  and  yet  aj^ain  fhe  fails  ; 
•*  For  itill  the  harp's  united  power  prevails. 
•'  Then  Colin  pl.iy'd  again,  and  playing  fung  : 
"  Sh'.  with  the  fatal  love  of  glory  ftuBg, 
•'  Hear*  all  in  pai.n  :  her  heart  begins  to  fwell  : 
"  In  piteous  notes  ihc  figlis,  in  notes  which  tell 
*'  Her  bitter  ang uirti :  he  Itill  finging  plies 
"  His  limber  joints  :  her  Ibrrows  higher  rife. 
•'  How  ftiail  fhe  bear  a  conqueror,  who,  before, 
*'  No  equal  through  the  grove  in  mulic  bore  ? 
*•  She  droops,  (he  hangs  her  flagging  wings,  fhe 

**  moans, 
«'  And  fetcheth  from  her  breaft  melodious  groans. 
*•  Opprefs'd  with  grief  at  laft  too  great  to  quell, 
««  Down,  breathlefs,  on  the  guilty  harp  flie  fell. 
"  Then  Colin  loud  lamented  o'er  the  dead, 
*'  And  unavailing  tears  profufely  fhed, 
■    **  And  broke  his  wicked  firings,  and  ciirs'd  his 

••  Ikill ; 
*'  And  bed  to  make  atonement  for  the  ill, 
*'  If,  for  fuch  ill,  atonement  might  be  made, 
*•  He  builds  her  tomb  beneath  a  laurel  fhade, 
■"  Ihen  «dds  a  verfe,  and  fets  with  flowers  the 

''  ground, 
*'  And  makes  a  fence  of  winding  ofiers  round. 
"  A  verfe  and  tomb  is  all  I  row  can  give ; 
'♦  And  here  thy  name  at  leaft,  he  faid,  fhall  live." 

Thus  ended  Cuddy  with  the  fetting  fun, 
And,  by  his  tale,  unenvy'd  praifes  won. 

THE  SIXTH  PASTORAL. 

GEROM,    HOBEINOL,     LANQUET. 

Cerojt. 

Jiovr  ftill  the  fea  behold  !  how  calm  the  fky  I 
And  how,  in  fportive  chafe,  the  fwalloWs  fly  ! 
IVIy  goats,  fccure  from  harm,  fmall  tendance  need, 
While  high,  on  yonder  hanging  rock,  they  feed  : 
And  here  below,  the  banky  fhore  along. 
Your  heifers  graze.     Now,  then,  to  ftrive  in  fong 
Prepare.     As  eldefl,  Hobbinol  begin  ; 
And  Lanquet's  rival  verfe,  by  turns,  come  in. 
Hobbinol. 

Let  others  ftake  what  thofen  pledge  they  will, 
^r  kid,  or  lamb,  or  mazer  wrought  with  fkill : 
Tor  praife  we  fing,  n'-r  wager  ought  befide  ; 
And,  whole  the  praife,  lijt  Geron's  lips  decide. 
Lanquet. 

To  Ceron  I  my  voice,  and  fkill,  commend, 
A  candid  umpire,  and  to  both  a  friend. 
Geton. 

Begin  then,  boys ;  and  vary  ■well  your  fong : 
Befini  nor  fear,  iionr.  Geron's  fentehce,  wroijg. 
A  boxen  hautboy,  loud,  and  fweet  of  found. 
All  varnifh'd,  and  with  brazen  ringlets  bou*d, 
> .     I  to  ihp  vidlor  give  :  no  mean  reward. 
If  10  the  ruder  village-pipes  compar'd. 
Hobbinol. 

The  fnows  are  melted  ;  and  the  kindly  rain 
lJef(.tn..„on  every  herb,  and  every  grain: 
Soft  balmy  breezeM  breathe  along  the  fky ; 
The  bloomy  fcafon  of  the  year  is  nigh. 
Lanquet. 

The  cuckoo  calls  aJoad  his  wandering  love ; 
Tht  turtle's  moan  if  heard  in  every  grove  ; 
llie  paflures  change ;  the  warbling  linnets  fing : 
Prepare  to  welcome  iu  t'ne  gaudy  fpring. 


Jiohbinol. 
When  locufts,  in  the  ferny  bufhes,  c^y. 
When  ravens  pant,  and  fnakes  in  caverns  lie, 
Graze  then  in  woods,  and  quit  the  fhadelefs  plain, 
Elfe  fhall  ye  prefs  the  fpungy  teat  in  vain. 
Lanquet. 
When  greens  to  yellow  vary,  and  ye  fee 
The  ground  beftrew'd  with  fruits  of  every  tree. 
And  itormy  winds  are  heard,  think  winter  near, 
Nor  trull  too  far  to  the  declining  year. 
Hobbinol. 
Woe  then,  alack  !  befall  the  fpendthrift  fwain. 
When  froft,  and  fnow,  and  hail,  and  fleet,  and  rain. 
By  turns  chaftife  him,  while,  through  little  care. 
His  flieep,  unflielter'd,  pine  in  nipping  air. 
Lanquet. 
The  lad  of  forecaft  then  untroubled  fees 
The  white-bleak  plains,  and  filvery  frofled  trees : 
He  fends  his  flock,  and,  clad  in  homely  frize. 
In  his  warm  cott  the  wintery  blaft  defies. 
Hobbinol. 
Pull  fain,  O  blefs'd  Eliza  \  would  I  praife 
Thy  maiden-rule,  and  Albion's  golden  days  : 
Then  gentle  Sidney  liv'd,  the  fhepherd's  friend  : 
Eternal  bleffings  on  his  fliade  attend  ! 
Lanquet. 
Thrice  happy  fhepherds  now  1  for  Dorfet  loves 
The  country-mufe,  and  out  refounding  groves, 
While  Anna  reigns  :   O,  ever  may  fhe  reign  '. 
And  bring,  on  earth,  the  golden  age  again. 
Hobbinol. 
I  love,  in  fecret  all,  a  beauteous  maid. 
And  have  my  love,  in  fecret  all,  repaid  ; 
This  coming  night  fhe  plights  her  troth  to  me  ; 
Divine  her  name,  and  thou  the  vidlor  be. 
Lanquet. 
Mild  as  the  lamb,  unharmful  as  the  dove. 
True  as  the  turtle,  is  the  maid  I  love  : 
How  we  in  fecret  love,  I  fliall  not  fay : 
Divine  her  name,  and  I  give  up  thC  day. 
Hobbinol. 
Soft  on  a  cowflip-bank  my  love  and  i 
Together  lay;  a  brook  ran  murmuring  by  : 
A  thoufand  tender  things  to  me  fhe  faid ; 
And  I  a  thoufand  tender  things  repaid. 
Lanquet, 
In  fammer-fhade,  behind  the  cocking  hay, 
What  kind  endearing  words  did  flie  not  fay  I 
Her  lap,  with  apron  deck'd,  flie  fondly  fpread, 
And   ftrok'd  my  cheek,   and    lull'd  my  leaning 
head. 

Hobbinol. 
Breathe  foft,  ye  winds;  ye  waters,  gently  flow; 
Shield  her,  ye  trees ;  ye  flowers,  around  her  grow  : 
Ye  fwams,  I  beg  you,  pafs  in  filence  by  ; 
Aly  love,  iu  yonder  vale,  afleep  does  lie. 
Lanquet- 
Otice  Delia  flept  on  eafy  mofs  reclin'd. 
Her  lovely  limbs  half  bare,  and  rude  the  wind  J 
I  fmooth'd  her  coats,  and  (lole  a  filent  kifs: 
Condemn  me,  fhepherds,  if  I  did  amifs. 
Hobbinol. 
As  Marian  bath'd,  by  chance  I  pafl^ed  by ; 
She  blufh'd,  and  at  me  glanc'd  a  fit'^long  eye  : 
Then,  cowering  iu  the  treacherous  ftream,  ftc 

try'd 
Her  tempting  form,  yet  ftill  in  vain,  to  hide. 
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Lanquet. 
As  I,  to  cool  me,  bath'd  one  fultry  J:iy, 
Fotid  Lydia,  lurking,  in  the  fedges  lay  : 
The  wanton  laughM,  and  leemM  iti  hafte  to  fly, 
Yet  oft  flie  ftopt,  and  oft  (lie  tuin'd  her  eye. 
Hobbinol. 
When  firft  I  faw  (would  I  had  hever  feen  I) 
Young  Lyfct  lead  the  dance  on  yonder  green, 
Intent  upon  her  beauties,  as  fhe  mov'd. 
Poor  heedlefs  wretch  !  at  unawares  I  lov'd. 
Lanquet. 
When  Lucy  decks  with  flowers  her  fwelling 
breaft, 
And  on  her  elbow  leans,  diflembling  reft, 
Unable  to  refrain  my  madditig  niind, 
Nor  herds,  nor  pafturc,  worth  iny  care  I  find. 
Hobbinol. 
Come,  Rofalind,  6  come  !  for,  wanting  thee, 
Our  peopled  vale  k  defert  is  to  me.       * 
Come,  RofaHnd,  O  come  !  My  brinded  kine, 
My  fnowy  flieep,  my  farm,  and  all,  are  thine. 
LaJiqiiet. 
Come,  Rofalind,  O  come  '.   Here  (hady  bowers, 
Here   are    cool   fountaias,   and    here    fpringing 

flowers : 
Come,  Rofalind  :  Here  evier  let  us  ftay. 
And  fweetly  wafte  the  live- long  time  away. 
Hobbinol. 
In  vain  the  feafons  of  the  moon  I  know, 
The  force  of  healing  herbs,  and  where  they  grow  : 
No  herb  there  is,  no  feafon,  to  remove 
From  my  fond  heart  the  racking  pains  of  love. 
Lanquet. 
What  profits  nie,  that  I  in  charms  have  fkill, 
And  ghofts,  and  goblins,  order  as  I  will. 
Yet  have,  with  all  my  charms,  no  power  to  lay 
The  fprite  that  breaks  my  quiet  night  and  day  ? 
Hobbinol. 
O,  that,  like  Colin,  I  had  Ikill  in  rhymes, 
To  purchafe  credit  with  fucceeding  times '. 
Sweet  Colin  Clout  1  who  never,  yet,  had  peer  ; 
Who  fung  through  all  the  feafons  of  the  year. 
Lanquet. 
■Let  me,  like  Merlin,  ling  :  his  voice  had  power 
To  free  th'  'clipfing  moon  at  midnight  hour  : 
And,  as  he  fung,  the  fairies  with  their  queen, 
Jh  mantles  blue,  came  tripping  o'er  the  green. 
Hobbinol. 
Laft  eve  of  May  did  I  not  hear  them  fing. 
And  fee  their  dance  ?  And  I  can  fliow  the  ring. 
Where,  hand  in  hand,  they  fliift  their  feet  fo  light : 
The  grafs  fprings  greener  from  their  tread   by 
night. 

Lanquet. 
But  haft  thou  feen  their  king,  in  rich  array, 
Fam'd  Oberon,  with  damafk'd  robe  fo  gay, 
And  gemmy  crown,  by  moonfliine  fparkiing  far. 
And  azure  fceptre,  pointed  with  a  liar  ? 
Geron. 
Here  end  your  pleafing  ftrife.  Both  vigors  are  ; 
And  both  with  Colin  may,  in  rhyme,  compare. 
A  boxen  hautboy,  loud,  and  fweet  of  fdund. 
All  varnilh'd,  and  with  brazen  ringlets  boundj 
To  each  I  give.     A  mizzling  mift  defcends 
Adown  that  fteepy  rock  :  and  this  v/ay  tends 
Yon  diftant  rain.     Shoreward  the  veflels  ftrive  ; 
And,  fee,  the  boys  their  flocks  tu  flielter  drive. 


THE  STRA.Y  NYMPH. 

Cease  your  mulic,  gentle  fwains ; 
Saw  ye  Delia  crofs  the  plains? 
Every  thicket,  every  grove, 
Have  I  rang'd,  to  find  my  love : 
A  kid,  a  lai,nb,  my  flock,  I  give, 
Tell  nie  only,  doth  flie  live  ? 

White  her  (kin  as  mountain-fnow ; 
In  her  cheek  the  rofes  blow  ; 
And  her  eye  is  brighter  far 
Than  the  beamy  morning  ftar. 
When  her  ruddy  lip  ye  view; 
'Tis  a  berry  moift  with  dew  s 
And  her  breath,  oh,  'tis  a  gale 
Faffing  o'er  a  fragrant  vale. 
Palling,  when  a  friendly  (liower 
FrelTiens  every  herb  and  flower. 
Wide  her  bofom  opens,  gay 
As  i;he  primrofe-dell  in  May, 
Sweet  as  violet-borders  growing 
Over  fountains  ever-fiowing. 
Like  the  tendrils  of  the  vine. 
Do  her  auburn  treffes  twine, 
GloiTy  ringlets  all  behind 
Streaming  buxom  to  the  wind, 
When  along  the  lawn  (lie  bounds. 
Light,  as  hind  before  the  hounds  : 
And  the  youthful  ring  die  fires, 
Hopelefs  in  their  fond  delires, 
As  her  flitting  feet  advance, 
Wanton  in  the  winding  dance. 

Tell  me,  fliepherds,  have  ye  feen 
My  delight,  my  love,  my  queen  ? 

THE  HAPPY  SWAlNi 

Have  ye  feen  the  morning  (ky, 
When  the  dawn  prevails  on  high> 
when,  anon,  foms  purple  ray 
Gives  a  iample  of  the  day, 
When,  anon,  the  lark,  on  wing. 
Strives  to  foar,  and  ftrains  to  fing  ? 

Have  ye  feen  th'  ethereal  blue 
Gently  (bedding  filvery  dew, 
Spangling  o'er  the  filent  green. 
While  the  nightingale,  unfeen, 
To  the  moon  and  ftars,  full  bright,  - 
Lonefome  chants  the  hymn  of  night  ? 

Have  ye  feen  the  broider'd  May 
All  her  feented  bloom  difplay, 
Breezes  opening,  every  hour. 
This,  and  that,  expedting  flower» 
While  the  mingling  birds  prolong* 
From  each  buili,  the  vernal  long  \ 

Have  ye  feen  the  damalk-rofe 
Her  unfu'ily'd  blufti  difclofe. 
Or  the  lily's  dewy  bell. 
In  her  glofly  white,  excell, 
Or  a  garden  vary'd  o'er 
With  a  thoufand  glories  more  ? 

By  the  beauties  thefe  dilpla/j 
Morning,  evening,  night,  or  day^ 
By  the  pleafures  thefe  excite, 
End'efs  fources  of  delight ! 
Judge,  by  them,  the  joys  I  find, 
Since  my  Rofalind  was  kindj 
Since  (he  did  herfelf  refign 
To  my  vows,  for  ever  mine. 

S  U  iilj 
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TO   A  FRTEND, 
Vho  desired  me  to  write  on  the  death  of 

KING  WILLIAM.       April  20.  I702. 

Tkost  me,  dear  Genrge,  could  I  in  verfe  but  fliow 
What  forrow  1,  \irhat  forrow  all  men,  owe 
To  Naffau's  fate,  or  could  I  hope  to  laife 
A  fong  proportion'd  to  the  monarch's  praife, 
Could  I  his  merits,  or  my  grief,  exprefs, 
And  proper  thoughts  in  proper  language  drefs, 
Unbidden  fhould  my  pious  numbers  flow, 
The  tribute  of  a  heart  o'ercharg'd  with  woe  ; 
But,  rather  than  profane  his  facred  herfe 
"With  languid  praifes,  and  unliallow'd  verfe, 
My  fighs  I  to  myfetf  in  filence  keep, 
And  inwardly,  with  fecret  anguifh,  weep. 

Let  Halifax's  mufe  (he  knew  hiin  welt) 
His  virtues  to  fucceeding  ages  tell. 
Let  him,  who  fung  the  warrior  on  the  Boyne, 
(Provoking  Dorfet  in  the  taik  to  join) 
Aod  fliow'd  the  hero  more  than  man  before, 
'Let  him  th'  illuftrious  mortal's  fate  deplore  ; 
A  mournful  theme  :  while,  on  raw  pinions,  I 
But  flutter,  and  make  weak  attempts  to  fly; 
Content,  if,  to  divert  my  vacant  time, 
T  can  but  like  fome  love-fick  fopling  rhyme, 
To  fome  kind-hearted  miftrefs  make  my  court, 
And,  like  a  inodifh  wit,  in  fonnetfport. 

Let  others,  more  ambitious,  rack  their  brains 
In  polifli'd  fentiments,  and  labour'd  ftrains: 
To  blooming  Phyllis  I  a  fong  corapofe. 
And,  for  a  rhyme i  compare  her  to  the  rofe ; 
Then,  while  my  fancy  works,  I  write  down  morn, 
*ro  paint  the  blufli  that  does  her  cheek  adorn, 
And,  when  the  whitenefs  of  her  fltin  I  fhow, 
"With  ecftafy  bethink  myfelf  of  fnow. 
Thus,  without  pains,  I  tinkle  in  the  clofe, 
And  fweeten  into  verfe  infipid  prole. 

The  country  fcraper,  when  he  wakes  his  crowd. 
And  makes  the  tortur'd  cat-gut  fqueak  aloud, 
Is  often  ravifli'd,  and  in  transport  loft  : 
What  more,  my  friend,  can  fam'd  Corelli  boaft. 
When  harmony  herfelf  from  heaven  defcendf. 
And  on  the  artift's  moving  bow  attends  ? 

Why  then,  in  making  verfes,  fhould  I  ftrain 
Tor  wit,  and  of  •A.poUo  beg  a  vein  ? 
Who  ftudy  Hoiace  and  the  Stagyrite  ? 
Why  cramp  my  dulnefs,  and  in  torment  write  ? 
Let  me  tranfgrefs  by  nature,  nor  by  rule, 
An  artlefs  idiot,  not  a  ftudy'd  fool, 
A  Withers,  not  a  Rymet,  lincc  I  aim 
At  nothing  lefs,  in  writing,  than  a  name. 

FROM  HOLLAND,  TO  A  FRIEND  IN 
ENGLAND, 

IN  THE  YEAR  I705. 

From  Utrecht's  filent  walks,  by  winds,  I  fenJ 
Health  and  kind  wiitiej  to  giy  ulifent  friend. 


The  winter  fpent,  I  feel  the  poet's  fire ; 
The  fun  advances,  and  the, fogs  retire  : 
The  genial  fpring  unbinds  the  frozen  earth. 
Dawns  on   the    trees,   and  gives    the  primrefe 

birth. 
Loos'd  from  their  friendly  harbours,  once  again 
Confederate  fleets  affemble  on  the  main  : 
The  voice  of  war  the  gallant  foldier  wakes; 
And  weeping  Cloe  parting  kiffes  takes. 
On  new-plum'd  wings  the  Roman  eagle  foars: 
The  Belgick  lion  in  full  fury  roars. 
Difpatch  the  leader  from  your  happy  coaft, 
The  hope  of  Europe,  and  Britannia's  boaft; : 
O,  Marlborough,  come  1  frefii  laurels  for  thee  rife  I 
One  conqueft  more  ;  and  Gallia  will  grow  wife. 
Old  Lewis  makes  his  laft  effort  in  arms. 
And  (hows  how,  ev'n  in  age,  ambition  charms. 

Mean  while,  my  friend,  the  thickening  fliades 
I  haunt, 
And  fmooth  canals,  and  after  rivulets  parit : 
The  fmooth  canals,  alas,  too  lifelefs  fhow  '. 
Nor  to  the  eye,  nor  to  the  ear,  they  flow. 
Studious  of  eafe,  and  fond  of  humble  things. 
Below  the  fmiles,  below  the  frowns  of  kings. 
Thanks  to  my  ftars,  I  prize  the  fweets  of  life  : 
No'fleeplefs  nights  I  count,  no  days  of  flrife. 
Content  to  live,  content  to  die,  unknown, 
Lord  of  myfelf,  accountable  to  none  ; 
I  fleep,  I  wake,  I  drink ;  I  fometimes  love  ; 
I  read,  I  write  ;  I  fettle,  and  I  rove. 
When,  and  where-e'er,  I  pleafe  :  thus,  every  hour 
Gives  fome  new  proof  of  my  defpotic  power. 
All,  that  I  will,  I  can  ;  but  then,  I  will 
As  reafon  bids;  I  meditate  no  ill ; 
And,  pleas'd  with  things  which  in  my  level  lie, 
Leave  it  to  madmen  o'er  the  clouds  to  fly. 

But  this  is  all  romance,  a  dream  to  you, 
Who  fence  and  dance,  and  keep  the  court  in  view. 
White  ftaffs  and  truncheons,   feals    and    golden 

keys. 
And  fdver  ftars^  your  towering  genius  pleafe  1 
Such  manly  thoughts  in  every  infant  rife. 
Who  daily  for  fome  tinfel  trinket  cries. 

Go  on,  and  profper,  Sir  :   but  firft  from  me 
Learn  your  own  temper;  fori  know  you  free. 
You  can  be  honeft  ;  but  you  cannot  bow, 
And  cringe,  beneath  a  fupercilious  brow  : 
You  cannot  fawn ;  your  ftubborn  foul  recoils 
At  bal'enels ;  and  your  blood  too  highly  boils. 
From  nature  fome  fubmiffive  tempers  have; 
Unkind  to  you,  flie  form'd  you  not  a  flave. 
A  courtier  muft  be  fupple,  full  of  guile, 
Muft  leai  .1  to  praife,  to  flatter,  to  revile, 
The  good,  the  b;id,  an  enemy,  a  friend, 
To  give  fdlle  hopes,  and  on  falfe  hopes  depend. 
Go  on,  and  profper.  Sir ;  but  learn  to  hide 
Your  upright  fpirit :  't  will  be  conftrued  pride. 
The  fplendour  of  a  court  is  all  a  cheat ; 
You  rault  be  icrvlle,  eve  jou  can  be  great.- 
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Befides,  your  ancient  patrimony  wafted. 

Your  youth  run  out,  your  fchemes  of  grandeur 

blafted, 
You  may  perhaps  retire  in  difcontent, 
And  curfe  your  patron,  for  no  ftrange  event : 
The  patron  will  his  innocence  proteft, 
And  frown  in  earncft,  though  he  fmil'd  in  jeft. 

Man,  only  for  hunfelf,  can  fuffer  wrong ; 
His  reafon  fails,  as  his  defires  grow  ftrong  : 
Hence,  wanting  ballafl,  and  too  full  of  fail. 
He  lies  expos'd  to  every  rifing  gale. 
From  youth  to  age,  for  happinefs  he's  bound : 
He  fplits  on  rocks,  or  runs  his  bark  aground, 
Or,  wide  of  land,  a  defert  ocean  views, 
And,  to  the  laft,  the  flying  port  purfues. 
Yet,  to  the  lafl,  the  port  he  does  not  gain, 
And  dying  finds,  too  late,  he  liv'd  in  vain. 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  DORSET. 

Copenhagen,  March  9.  1709. 

From  frozen  climes,  and  endlefs  tradts  of  fnow, 
From  ftreams  which  northern  winds  forbid  to  flow. 
What  prefent  fiiall  the  mufe  to  Derfet  bring. 
Or  how,  fo  near  the  pole,  attempt  to  fmg  ? 
The  hoary  winter  here  conceals  from  fight 
Ail  pleafmg  objedts  which  to  verfe  invite. 
The  hills  and  dales,  and  the  delightful  woods, 
The  flowery  plains,  and  Clver-ftreaming  floods, 
By  fnow  difguis'd,  in  bright  confufion  lie. 
And  with  one  dazzling  wafte  fatigue  the  eye. 

No  gentle  breathing  breeze  prepares  the  fpring. 
No  birds  within  the  defert  region  fing. 
The  fhips,  unmov'd,  the  boiiierous  winds  defy, 
While  rattling  chariots  o'er  the  ocean  fly. 
The  vaft  leviathan  wants  room  to  play, 
And  fpout  his  waters  in  the  face  of  day. 
The  flarving  wolves  along  the  main  fea  prowl, 
And  to  the  moon  m  icy  valleys  howl. 
O'er  many  a  ftjining  league  the  level  main 
Here  fpreads  itfelf  into  a  glafl"y  plain  : 
There  folid  billows  of  enormous  fize, 
Alps  of  green  ice,  in  wild  diforder  rife. 

And  yet  but  lately  have  I  feen,  ev'n  here. 
The  winter  in  a  lovely  drefs  appear. 
Ere  yet  the  clouds  let  fall  the  treafur'd  fnow. 
Or  winds  begun  through  hazy  Ikies  to  blow. 
At  evening  a  keen  eaftern  breeze  arofe. 
And  the  defcending  rain  unfully'd  froze. 
Soon  .is  the  filent  fliadesof  night  withdrew. 
The  ruddy  morn  difclos'd  at  once  to  view 
The  face  of  Nature  in  a  rich  difguife. 
And  brighten'd  every  objedl  to  my  eyes  : 
For  every  Ihrub,  and  every  blade  of  grafs,  _ 
And  every  pointed  thorn,  leem'd  wrought  in  glafs; 
In  pearls  and  rubles  rich  the  hawthorns  fhow, 
While  through  the  ice  the  crimfon  berries  glow. 
The  thick-fprung  reeds,  which  watery  marflies 

yield, 
Seem'd  polifh'd  lances  in  a  hoftile  field. 
The  ilag,  in  limpid  currents,  with  furprife, 
Sees  cryftal  branches  on  his  forehead  rife  : 
The  fpreading  oak,  the  beech,  and  towering  pine, 
Glaz'd  over,  in  the  freezing  ether  fhine. 
The  frighted  birds  the  rattling  branches  (hun. 
Which  wave  and  glitter  in  the  diflant  fun. 

When  if  a  fudden  gull  of  wind  arife, 
The  brittk  forcft  into  atoms  fli«, 


The  crackling  weod  beneath  the  tempeft  bends. 
And  in  a  fpangled  fliower  the  profpedt  ends  ; 
Or,  if  a  fouthern  gale  the  region  warm, 
And  by  degrees  unbind  the  wintery  chaml. 
The  traveller  a  miry  country  fees, 
And  journeys  fad  beneath  the  dropping  trees : 
Like  fome  deluded  peafant,  Merlin  leads  [mead?. 
Through  fragrant  bowers,  and  through  dMiciou* 
While  here  enchanted  gardens  to  him  rife. 
And  airy  fabrics  there  attra<S  his  eyes, 
His  wandering  feet  the  magic  paths  purfue. 
And,  while  he  thinks  the  fair  illufion  true. 
The  tracklefs  fcenes  difperfe  in  fluid  air, 
And  woods,  and  wilds,  and  thorny  ways  appeal, 
A  tedious  road  the  weary  wretch  returns. 
And,  as  he  goes,  the  tranfient  vifion  mourns. 

To  the  Right  Honourable 

CHARLES  LORD  HALIFAX, 

One  of  the  Lords  Jujl'ices  appointed  by  his  Majefy,  IJIJ^. 

Patron  of  verfe,  O  Halifax,  attend, 
The  mufe's  favourite,  and  the  poet's  friend! 
Approaching  joys  my  ravifh'd  thoughts  infpirei 
I  feel  the  tranfport ;  and  my  foul's  on  fire  ! 

Again  Britannia  rears  her  awful  head ; 
Her  fears,  tranfplanted,  to  her  foes  are  fled^ 
Again  her  ftandard  fhe  difplays  to  view  ; 
And  all  its  faded  lilies  bloom  anew. 
Here  beauteous  liberty  falutes  the  fight. 
Still  pale,  nor  yet  recovcr'd  of  her  fright,- 
'W'hilft  here  religion,  fmillng  to  the  fkies. 
Her  thanks  exprefies  with  up-lifted  eyes. 

But  who  advances  next,  with  cheerful  grace, 
Joy  in  her  eye,  and  plenty  in  her  face  ? 
A  wheaten  garland  does  her  head  ardorn, 
O  property  !  O  goddefs,  Englifh  born  !     [mourn ! 
Where  haft  thou  been  ?    How  did  the  wealthy 
The  bankrupt  nation  figh'd'  far  thy  return. 
Doubtful  for  whom  her  fpreading  funds  were  fiU'd, 
Her  fleets  were  freighted,  and  her  fields  were  till'd. 
No  longer  now  fhall  France  and  Spain  combin'd. 
Strong  in  their  golden  Indies,  awe  mankind. 
Brave  Catalans,  who  for  your  freedom  flrive,  • 
And  in  your  fhatter'd  bulwarks  yet  furvive. 
For  you  alone,  worthy  a  better  fate, 
O,  may  this  happy  change  not  come  too  late  \ 
Great  in  your  fufferings  ! — Bat,  my  mufe,  forbear  f 
Nor  damp  the  public  gladnefs  witii  a  tear ; 
The  hero  has  receiv'd  their  juft  complaint, 
Grac'd  with  the  name  of  our  fam'd  patron-iaiot : 
Like  him,  with  pleafure  he  foregoes  his  reft, 
^  And  longs,  like  him,  to  fuccour  the  diftrefe'd. 
Firm  to  his  friends,  tenacious  of  his  word. 
As  juftice  calls,  he  draws  or  ftieaths  the  fword  : 
Matur'd  by  thought,  his  councils  fliall  prevail ; 
Nor  ftiall  his  promlfe  to  his  people  fail. 

He  comes,  defire  of  nations !  England's  boaft  T 
Already  he  has  reach'd  the  Belgian  coaft. 
Our  great  deliverer  conies  !  and  with  him  bringi& 
A  progeny  of  late  fucceeding  kings, 
Fated  to  triumph  o'er  Britannia's  foes 
In  diilant  years,  and  fix  the  world's  repofe. 

The  floating  fquadrons  now  approach  the  fliorc  9. 
Loft  in  the  failors  Ihouts,  the  cannons  roar  : 
And  now,  behold,  the  fovereign  of  the  main^ 
High  01;  the  deck,  amidit  his  ftii^ing  traia, 
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Surveys  the  rubje«5t  flood.    An  eaftcrn  gale 
Plays  through  the  flirouds,  and  fwells  in  every  fail ; 
Th'  obfequious  waves  his  new  dominion  own, 
And  gently  wait  their  monarch  to  his  throne. 
Now  the  glad  Britons  hail  their  king  to  land, 
Hang  on  the  rocks,  and  blacken  all  the  ftrand  : 
But  who  the  filent  ecftacy  can  fhow, 
The  paflions  which  in  nobler  bofoms  glow  ? 
Who  can  defcribe  the  godlike  patriot's  zeal .' 
Or  who,  my  Lord,  your  generous  joys  reveal  ? 
Ordain'd,  once  more,  our  trcafure  to  advance, 
Retrieve  our  trade,  and  link  the  pride  of  France, 
Once  more  the  long-negleiSled  arts  to  raife, 
And  form  each  rifing  genius  for  the  bays. 

Accept  the  prefent  of  a  grateful  fong ; 
This  prelude  may  provoke  the  learned  throng : 
To  Cam  and  Ifls'lhall  the  joyful  news. 
By  me  convcy'd,  awaken  every  mufe. 
Ev'n  now  the  vocal  tribe  in  verfe  confpires  ; 
And  I  already  hear  their  founding  lyres : 
To  them  the  mighty  labour  I  refign. 
Give  up  the  theme,  and  quit  the  tuneful  nine. 
So  when  the  fpring  firft  fmiles  among  the  trees, 
And  bloffoms  open  to  the  vernal  breeze, 
The  watchful  nightingjale,  with  early  ftrains. 
Summons  the  warblers  of  the  woods  and  plains, 
But  drops  her  mufic,  when  the  choir  appear. 
And  iiftens  to  the  concert  of  the  year. 

To  the  Honourable 

JAMES  CRAGGS,  ESQ^ 

Secretary  at  War,  at  Hampton-Coart.     JJIJ- 

Though  Britain's  hardy  troops  demand  your  care. 
And  cheerful  friends  your  hours  of  leifure  Ihare  ; 
O,  Craggs,  for  candour  known !  indulge  awhile 
My  fond  defire,  and  on  my  labour  fmilc ; 
Kor  count  it  always  an  abufe  of  time 
To  read  a  long  epiftle,  though  in  rhyme. 

To  you  I  fend  my  thoughts,  too  long  confin'd, 
And  eafe  the  burden  of  a  loyal  mind  ; 
To  you  my  fecret  tranfports  I  difclofe. 
That  rife  above  the  languid  powers  of  profe. 
But,  while  thefe  artlefs  numbers  you  perufe, 
Think  'tis  my  heart  that  didl:ates,not  the  mufe  ; 
My  heart,  which  at  the  name  of  Brunfwick  fires, 
And  no  afliftance  from  the  mufe  requires. 

Believe  me,  Sir,  your  breaft  that  glows  with  zeal 
For  George's  glory,  and  the  public  weal. 
Your  breaft  alone  feels  more  pathetic  heats ; 
Your  heart  alone  with  ftronger  raptures  beats. 

WTien  I  review  the  great  examples  paft, 
And  to  the  former  ages  join  the  laft  ; 
Still,  as  the  godlike  heroes  to  me  rife. 
In  arms  triumphant,  and  in  councils  wife. 
The  king  is  ever  prefent  to  my  mind ; 
His  greatnefs,  trac'd  in  every  page,  I  find  ; 
The  Greek  and  Roman  pens  his  virtues  tell, 
And  under  Ihining  names  on  Brunfwick  dwell. 

At  Hampton,  while  he  breathes  untainted  air. 
And  feems,  to  vulgar  eyes,  devoid  of  care  ; 
The  Britifti  nnifes  to  the  grove  will  prefs, 
Tune  their  melodious  harps,  and  claim  accefs : 
But  let  them  not  too  ralhly  touch  the  firings ; 
For  fate  allows  no  folitude  to  kings. 

Hail  to  the  Ihades,  where  William,  great  in  arms, 
Retir'd  from  con<jucft  to  Maria's  charms  ! 
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Where  George  ferene  in  majefty. appears, 
And  plans  the  wonders  of  fucceeding  years  '. 
There,  as  he  walks,  his  comprehenfive  mind 
Surveys  the  globe,  and  takes-in  all  mankind: 
While,  Britain,  for  thy  fake  he  wears  the  crown; 
To  fpread  thy  power  as  wide  as  his  renown  : 
To  make  thee  umpire  of  contending  ftates. 
And  poife  the  balance  in  the  world's  debates. 

From  the  fmooth  terrafs,  as  he  calls  his  eye, 
And  fees  the  current  fea-ward  rolling  by ; 
What  fchemes  of  commerce  rife  in  his  defigns  ! 
Pledges  of  wealth  !  and  unexhaufted  mines ! 
Through  winds  and  waves,  beneath  inclement  flciesj 
Where  liars,  diftinguifh'd  by  no  name,  arife, 
Our  fleets  fhall  Undifcover'd  lands  explore, 
And  a  new  people  hear  our  cannons  roar. 

The  rivers  long  in  ancient  ftory  fam'd. 
Shall  flow  obfcure,nor  with  the  Thames  be  nam'd; 
Nor  fhall  our  poets  copy  from  their  praife. 
And  Nymphs  and  Syrens  to  thy  honour  raife  ; 
Nor  make  thy  banks  with  Tritons  Ihells  refound, 
Nor  bind  thy  brows  with  humble  fedges  round : 
But  paint  thee  as  thou  art ;  a  peopled  llream  ! 
The  boaft  of  merchants,  and  the  failors  theme  ! 
Whofe  fwelling  floods  unnumber'd  fliips  fuftain, 
And  pour  whole  towns  afloat  into  the  main ; 
While  the  redundant  feas  waft  up  frelh  ftores, 
The  daily  tribute  of  far  diftant  ihores. 

Back  to  thy  fource  T  try  thy  filver-trairi. 
That  gently  winds  through  many  a  fertile  plain  j 
Where  flocks  and  lowing  herds  in  plenty  feed. 
And  fliepherds  tune  at  eafe  the  vocal  reed  : 
Ere  yet  thy  waters  meet  the  briny  tide, 
And  freighted  veflels  down  thy  channel  ride  ; 
Ere  yet  thy  billows  leave  their  banks  behind. 
Swell  into  ftate,  and  foam  before  the  wind  : 
Thy  fovereign's  emblem  !  in  thy  courfe  complete! 
When  I  behold  him  in  his  lov'd  retreat, 
Where  rural  fcenes  their  pleafing  views  difcl&fej 
A  fylvan  deity  the  monafch  fliows  ; 
And  if  he  only  knew  the  woods  to  grace. 
To  roufe  the  ilag,  and  animate  the  chafe  : 
While  every  hour,  from  thence,  his  high  com-« 

mands, 
By  fpeedy  winds  convey'd  to  various  lands. 
Control  affairs  ;  give  weighty  councils  birth  ; 
And  fway  the  mighty  rulers  of  the  earth. 

Were  he,  our  illand's  glory  and  defence. 
To  reign  unadlive,  at  the  world's  expence  ; 
Say,  generous  Craggs,  who  then  fliould  quell  the 
Of  lawlefs  fa(51:ion,  and  reform  the  age  ?         [rag6 
Who  Ihould  our  dear-bought  liberties  maintain  ? 
Who  fix  our  leagues  with  France,  and  treat  with 

Spain  ? 
WhochecktheheadftrongSwede ;  afliiage the  Czar ; 
Secure  our  peace,  and  quench  the  northern  war  ? 
The  Turk,  though  he  the  Chriftian  name  defies, 
And  curfcs  Eugene,  yet  from  Eugene  flies, 
His  caufe  to  Brunfwick's  equity  dare  truft  ; 
He  knows  him  valiant,  and  concludes  him  jufl  s 
He  knows  his  fame  in  early  youth  acquir'd. 
When  turban'd  hofts  before  his  fword  retir'd. 

Thus  while  his  influence  to  the  poles  extends, 
Or  where  the  day  begins,  or  where  it  ends,    , 
Far  from  our  coafts  he  drives  off"  all  alarms ; 
Ahd  thofe  his  power  proteins,  his  goodnefs  charm^i 
Great  in  himfetf,  and  undebas'd  with  pride. 
The  fovereign  lays  his  regal  ftate  alide, 
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Pkas'd  to  qjpear  without  the  bright  dlfguifc 

Of  pomp ;  and  on  his  inborn  worth  reHes. 

His  fubjeds  are  his  guefts ;  and  daily  boaft 

The  condefcenfion  of  their  royal  holt : 

While  crowds  fucceeding  crowds  on  either  hand, 

A  ravifti'd  multitude,  admiring  ftand. 

His  manly  wit  and  fcnfe,  with  candour  join'd, 

His  fpcech  with  every  elegance  refin'd, 

His  winning  afpedt,  his  becoming  eafe, 

Pecuhar  graces  all,  confpire  to  pieafe,  ^ 

And  render  him  to  every  heart  approv'd ; 

The  king  refpedted,  and  the  man  belov'd. 

Nor  is  his  force  of  genius  lefs  admir'd. 

When  moft  from  crowds  or  public  cares  retir'd. 

The  learned  arts,  by  turns,  admittance  find ; 

At  once  unbend  and  exercife  his  mind. 

The  fecret  fprings  of  nature,  long  conceal'd. 

And  to  the  wife  by  flow  degrees  reveal'd, 

(Delightful  fearch  !)  his  piercing  thought  defcnes. 

Oft  through  the  concave  azure  of  the  Ikies 

His  foul  delights  to  range,  a  boundlefs  fpace, 

Which  myriads  of  celeftial  glories  grace  ; 

Worlds  behind  worlds,  that  deep  in  ether  he. 

And  funs,  that  twinkle  to  the  dillant  eye  ; 

Or  call  them  ftars,  on  which  our  fates  depend. 

And  every  ruling  ftar  is  Brunfwick's  friend. 

Soon  as  the  rifing  fun  flioots  o'er  the  ftream, 
And  gilds  the  palace  with  a  ruddy  beam. 
You  to  the  healthful  chafe  attend  the  king, 
And  hear  the  foreft  with  the  huntfmen  ring : 
While  in  the  dully  town  we  rule  the  {late, 
And  from  Gazettes  determine  England's  fate. 
Our  groundlefs  hopes  and  groundlefs  fears  prevail, 
As  artful  brokers  comment  on  the  mail. 
Deafen'd  with  news,  with  politics  opprefl:, 
I  wilh  the  wind  ne'er  vary'd  from  the  weft. 
Secure  on  George's  councils  I  rely. 
Give  up  my  caiJCs,  and  Britain's  foes  defy. 
What  though  cabals  are  form'd,   and  impious 
leagues !  [trigues .? 

Though  Rome  fills  Europe  with  her  dark  m- 
His  vigilance,  on  every  flate  intent,  ^    . 
Defeats  their  plots,  and  over-rules  th'  event. 

But  whither  do  my  vain  endeavours  tend  ? 
Or  how  fliall  I  my  rafti  attempt  defend  ? 
Divided  in  my  choice,  from  praife  to  praife 
1  rove,  bewilder'd  in  the  pleafing  maze. 
One  virtue  niark'd,  another  I  purfue. 
While  yet  another  rifes  to  my  view. 
Unequal  to  the  talk,  too  late  I  find 
The  growing  theme  unfinifli'd  left  behind. 
Thus,  the  deluded  bee,  in  hopes  to  drain 
At  once  the  thymy  treafure  of  the  plain. 
Wide  ranging  on  her  little  pinions  toils, 
And  Ikims  o'er  hundred  fiowers  for  one  flie  fpoils: 
When,  foon  o'erburden'd  with  the  fragrant  weiirht, 
Homeward  Ihe  flies,  and  flags  beneath  her  freight. 


TO  LORD  CARTERET, 


DEPARTING  FROM  DUBLIN,   1736. 

Behold,  Britannia  waves  her  flag  on  high. 
And  calls  forth  breezes  from  the  weftern  fcy. 
And  beckons  to  her  fon,  and  fmooths  the  tide. 
That  does  Hibernia  from  her  chfFs  divide. 

Go,  Carteret,  go;  and,  with  thee,  go  along 
The  nation's  blelung,  and  the  poet's  fong  ; 
Loud  acclamations,  with  melodious  lays, 
The  kindeft  wiflies,  and  fincereft  praife. 

Go,  Carteret,  go ;  and  bear  my  joys  away ! 
So  fpeaks  the  mufe,  that  fain  would  bid  thee  day;' 
So  fpoke  the  virgin  to  the  youth  unkind, 
Who  gave  his  vows,  and  canvafs,  to  the  wiad, 
And  promis'd  to  return  ;  but  never  more 
Did  he  return  to  the  Threician  fhore. 

Go,  Carteret,  go :  alas,  &  tedious  while 
Haft  thou  been  abfent  from  thy  mother-ifle ; 
A  flov>r-pac'd  train  of  months  to  thee  and  thine^ 
A  flight  of  moments  to  a  heart  hke  mine, 
That  feels  perfedtions,  and  refigns  with  pain 
Enjoyments  I  may  never  know  again. 

O,  while  mine  eye  purfues  the  fading  fails> 
Smooth  roll,  ye  waves,  and  fteady  breathe,  ye  gak^ 
And  urge  witli  gentle  fpeed  to  Albion's  ftrand 
A  houfehold  fair,  amidft  the  faireft  land. 
In  every  decency  of  life  polite, 
A  freight  of  virtues  wafting  from  my  fight : 
And  now  farewell,  O  early  in  renown, 
Illuftrious,  young,  in  labours  for  the  crown, 
Juft,  and  benign,  and  vigilant,  in  power. 
And  elegant  to  grace  the  vacant  hour. 
Relaxing  fweet !  Nor  are  we  born  to  wear 
The  brow  ftiil  bent,  and  give  up  life  to  care  ; 
And  thou,  mild  glory,  beaming  round  his  faniCj 
Francifca,  thou,  his  firft,  his  lateft  flame  ; 
Parent  of  bloom !  In  pleafing  arts  refin'd ! 
Farewell,  thy  hand,  and  voice,  in  mufic  join'd ; 
Thy  courtefy,  as  foothing  as  thy  fong. 
And  fmiles  foft-gleaniing  on  the  courtly  throng : 
And  thou,  Charifla,  haftening  to  thy  prime, 
And  Carolina,  chiding  tardy  time. 
Who  every  tendei-  wim  of  mine  divide, 
For  whom  I  ftrung  the  lyre,  once  laid  afidtf. 
Receive,  and  bear  in  mind,  my  fond  farewell. 
Thrive  on  in  life  !  and,  thriving  on,  excel  1 
Accept  this  token,  Carteret,  cf  jrood-will, 
The  voice  of  nature,  undebas'd  by  Ikill, 
Thefe  parting  numbers,  cadenc'd  by  my  grief. 
For  thy  lov'd  fake,  and  for  my  own  relief. 
If  aught,  alas,  thy  abfence  may  relieve, 
Now  I  am  left,  perhaps,  through  life  to  grieve  : 
Yet  would  I  hope,  yet  hope  I  know  not  why, 
(But  hopes  and  wiflies  in  one  balance  lie) 
Thou  may'ft  revifit,  with  thy  wonted  fmiles, 
lerna,  ifland  fet' around  with  ifles  : 
May  the  fame  heart,  that  bids  thee  now  adieu, 
Salute  thy  fails,  and  hail  thee  into  view  ! 
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SONG. 

^ROM  White's  and  Will's 

To  purling  rills 
^hc  love-Ock  Strephon  flies ; 

There,  full  of  woe. 

His  numbers  flow, 
And  all  in  rhyme  he  dies. 

The  fair  coquet. 

With  feign'd  regret. 
Invites  him  back  to  town  ; 

But,  when  in  tears 

The  youth  appears, 
She  meets  him  with  a  frown. 

Full  oft  the  maid 

This  prank  had  play'd, 
*Till  angry  Strephon  fwore. 

And,  what  is  flrange, 

Though  loth  to  change. 
Would  never  fee  her  more. 

SONG. 

Why  we  love,  and  why  we  hate, 

Is  not  granted  us  to  know  : 
Random  chance,  or  wilful  fate, 

Guides  the  fhaft  from  Cu|)id's  bow. 

If  on  me  Zelinda  frown, 

Madnefs  'tis  in  me  to  grieve  : 

Since  her  will  is  not  her  own. 
Why  Ihould  I  uneafy  live  ? 

If  I  for  Zelinda  die, 

Deaf  to  poor  Mizella's  cries, 
Aik  Hot  me  the  reafon  why  : 

Seek  the  riddle  in  the  Ikies. 

TO  SIGNORA  CUZZONI. 

May  25.  1724. 

Little  fyren  of  the  ftagc, 
Charmer  of  an  idle  age, 
Empty  warbler,  breathing  lyre, 
Wanton  gale  of  fond  defire, 
Bane  of  every  manly  art. 
Sweet  enfeebler  of  the  heart ! 
O,  too  pleafing  in  thy  ftrain, 
Hence,  to  fouthern  climes  again ; 
Tuneful  mifchief,.  vocal  fpelT, 
To  this  ifland  bid  farewell ; 
JLeave  us  as  we  ought  to  be, 
JLeave  the  Britons  I'ough  and  free. 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  LAT£ 

EARL  OF  HALIFAX. 
Juiie^Oy  1 718. 
Weeping  o'er  thy  facred  urn, 
iivcr  ihall  the  mules  mourn ; 


Sadly  fliall  their  numbers  flow. 
Ever  elegant  in  woe. 

Thoufands,  nobly  born,  fliall  die, 
Thoufands  in  oblivion  he. 
Names,  wliich  leave  no  trace  behind, 
Like  the  clouds  before  the  wind. 
When  the  dulky  fhadows  pafs, 
Lightly  fleeting  o'er  the  grafs. 

But,  O  Halifax,  thy  name 
Shall  through  ages  rife  in  fame  : 
Sweet  remembrance  Ihalt  thou  find, 
Sweet  in  every  noble  mind. 

To  the  Honourable 

MISS  CARTERET. 

Bloom  of  beauty,  early  flower 
Of  the  bhfsful  bridal  bower. 
Thou,  thy  parents  pride  and  care, 
Faireft  offspring  of  the  fair. 
Lovely  pledge  of  mutual  love. 
Angel  feeming  from  above. 
Was  it  not  thou  day  by  day 
Doft  thy  very  fex  betray. 
Female  more  and  more  appear. 
Female,  more  than  angel  dear. 
How  to  fpeak  thy  face  and  mien, 
(Soon  too  dangerous  to  be  feen) 
How  {ball  I,  or  fhall  the  mufe, 
Language  of  referablance  choofe  ? 
Language  like  thy  mien  and  face. 
Full  of  IweetHefs,  full  of  grace  1 
By  the  next  returning  fpring. 
When  again  the  linnets  fmg. 
When  again  the  lambkins  jplay. 
Pretty  fportlings  full  of  May, 
When  the  meadows  next  are  feen, 
Sweet  enarnel !  white  and  green. 
And  the  year  in  frefh  attire. 
Welcomes  every  gay  defire, 
Blooming  on  fhalt  thou  appear 
More  inviting  than  the  year. 
Fairer  fight  than  orchard  fliows. 
Which  bcfide  a  river  blows : 
Yet,  another  fpring  I  fee, 
And  a  brighter  bloom  in  thee : 
And  another  round  of  time, 
Circling,  flill  improves  thy  prime : 
And,  beneath  the  vernal  ikies. 
Yet  a  verdure  more  fliall  rife, 
Ere  thy  beauties,  kindling  flow, 
In  each  finifii'd  feature  glow. 
Ere,  in  fmiles  and  in  diidain. 
Thou  exert  thy  maiden  reign, 
Abfolute,  to  favc  or  kill. 
Fond  beholders,  at  thy  will. 

Then  the  taper-moulded  wafte 
With  a  fpan  of  ribbon  brac'd, 
And  the  fwell  of  either  breafl:, 
And  the  wide  high-vaulted  cheft, 
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And  the  neck  fo  white  and  round. 
Little  neck  v/ith  brilliants  bound. 
And  the  ftore  of  charms  which  Ihine 
Above,  in  lineaments  divine, 
Crowded  in  a  narrow  fpace 
To  complete  the  defperate  face, 
Thefe  alluring  powers,  and  more, 
Shall  enamour'd  youths  adore  ; 
Thefe,  and  more ,  in  courtly  lays, 
Many  an  aching  heart  fhall  praife. 
Happy  thrice,  and  thrice  again, 
Happieft  he  of  happy  men, 
"Who,  in  courtihip  greatly  fped, 
Wins  the  damfel  to  his  bed. 
Bears  the  virgin-prize  away. 
Counting  life  one  nuptial  day  ; 
For  the  dark-brown  dufk  of  hair. 
Shadowing  thick  thy  forehead  fair, 
Down  the  veiny  temples  growing, 
O'er  the  floping  flioulders  flowing. 
And  the  fmoothly  pencil'd  brow. 
Mild  to  him  in  eveiy  vow. 
And  the  fringed  lid  below, 
Thin  as  thinneft  bloffoms  blow. 
And  the  hazely  lucid  eye, 
Whence  heart-winning  glances  fly, 
And  that  cheek  of  health,  o'erfpread 
With  foft -blended  white  and  red, 
And  the  witching  fmiles  which  break 
Round  thofe  lips,  which  fweetly  fpeak. 
And  thy  gentlenefs  of  mind. 
Gentle  from  a  gentle  kind, 
Thefe  endowments,  heavenly  dower ! 
Brought  him  in  the  promis'd  hour. 
Shall  for  ever  bind  him  to  thee. 
Shall  renew  him  ftill  to  woo  thee. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

WILLIAM  EARL  COWPER.  1733. 

STROPHE  I. 

Wake  the  Britifli  harp  again, 
To  a  fad  melodious  ftrain  ; 
Wake  the  harp,  whofe  every  firing. 
When  Halifax  refign'd  his  breath, 
Accurs'd  inexorable  death ; 
^  For  I,  once  more,  muft  in  afili(Stion  fing, 
One  long  of  forrow  more  bellow. 
The  burden  of  a  heart  o'ercharg'd  with  woe  : 
Yet,  O  my  foul,  if  aught  may  bring  relief, 
Full  many,  grieving,  (hall  applaud  thy  grief. 
The  pious  verfe,  that  Cowper  does  deplore. 
Whom  all  the  boafted  powers  of  verfe  ci<nnot  re- 
ftore.  • 

ANTISTROPHE  I. 
Not  to  her,  his  fondell  care, 
Not  to  his  lov'd  offspring  fair. 
Nor  his  country  ever  dear. 
From  her,  from  them,  from  Britain  torn  : 
With  her,  with  them,  does  Britain  mourn : 
His  name,  from  every  eye,  calls  forth  a  tear  ; 
And,  intermingling,  lighs  with  praife, 
All  good  men  wifh  the  number  of  his  days 
Had  been  to  him  twice  told,  and  twice  again. 
In  that  feal'd  book,  where  all  things  which  pertain 
'lo  mortal  man,  whatever  things  befall, 
Aic  from  eternity  confinti'd,  beyond  recall; 


EPODB  I. 

Where  every  lofs,  and  every  gain. 
Where  every  grief,  and  every  joy. 
Every  pleafure,  every  pain, 
Each  bitter,  and  each  Iweet  alloy. 
To  us  uncertain  though  they  flow. 
Are  pre-ordain'd,  and  fix'd,  above. 
Too  wretched  ftate,  did  man  foreknow 
Thofe  ills,  which  man  cannot  remove  ! 
Vain  is  wifdom  for  preventing 
What  the  wifefl:  live  lamenting. 

STROPHE  IL 
Hither  fent,  who  knows  the  day 
When  he  fhall  be  call'd  away  I 
Various  is  the  term  aflign'd  : 
An  hour,  a  day,  fome  months,  or  yearn. 
The  breathing  foul  on  earth  appears  ; 
But,  through  the  fwift  fucceflion  of  mankind, 
Swarm  after  fwarm  !  a  bufy  lace, 
The  ftrength  of  cities,  or  of  courts  the  grace. 
Or  who  in  camps  delight,  or  who  abide 
DifFus'd  o'er  lands,  or  float  on  oceans  wide, 
Of  them,  though  many  here  long  lingering  dwell. 
And  fee  their  children's  children,  yet,  how  few 
excel ! 

ANTISTROPHE  IL 
Here  we  come,  and  hence  we  go, 
Sadows  pafling  to  and  fro, 
Seen  a  while,  forgotten  foon  : 
But  ihou,  to  fair  diflindtion  bom. 
Thou,  Cowper,  beamy  in  the  morn 
Of  life,  flill  brightening  to  the  pitch  of  noon, 
Scarce  verging  to  the  fteep  decline. 
Hence  fummon'd  while  thy  virtues  radiant  ihinCj 
Thou  Angled  out  the  fofterling  of  fame. 
Secure  of  praife,  nor  lefs  fecur'd  from  blame, 
Shalt  be  remember'd  with  a  fond  applatife. 
So  long  as  Britons  own  the  fame  indulgent  lawe. 

EPODE  II. 

United  in  one  public  weal. 
Rejoicing  in  one  freedom,  all, 
Cowper's  hand  apply'd  the  feal. 
And  levell'd  the  partition-wall. 
The  chofen  feeds  of  great  events 
Are  thinly  fown,  and  flowly  rife  : 
And  time  the  harveft-fcythe  prefents, 
In  feafon,  to  the  good  and  wife  : 
Hymning  to  the  harp  my  flory. 
Fain  would  I  record  his  glory. 

STROPHE  III.  " 

Pouring  forth,  with  heavy  heart. 
Truth  unleaven'd,  pure  of  art. 
Like  the  hallow'd  bard  of  yore, 
Whe  chaunted  in  authentic  rhymes 
The  worthies  of  the  good  old  times, 
Ere  living  vice  in  verfe  was  varnilh'd  o'er, 
And  virtue  died  without  a  fong. 
Support  of  friendlefs  right,  to  powerful  wrong 
A  check,  behold  him  in  the  judgment  feat ! 
Twice,  there,  approv'd,  in  righteoufnefs  complete; 
In  juft  awards,  how  gracious !  tempering  law 
With  mercy,  and  reproving  with  a  wuming  awe. 

ANTISTROPHE  III. 
Hear  him  fpeaking,  and  you  hear 
Reafon  tuneful  to  the  ear  1 
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Lips  with  thytaj  hngu%ge  fweet, 

Diftilling  on  the  hearer's  mind 

The  balm  of  wifdom,  fpeech  refin'd, 

Celeftial  gifts ! — Oh,  when  the  nobles  meet, 

When  next,  thou  fea-furrounded  land. 

Thy  nobles  meet  at  Brunfwick's  high  command. 

In  vain  they  fhall  the  charmer's  voice  defire  ! 

In  vain  thole  lips  of  eloquence  require  ! 

Thar  mild  convidlion  which  the  foul  aflails 

By  foft  alarms,  and  with  a  gentle  force  prevails ! 

EPODE  III. 
To  fuch  perfuafion,  willing:  yields 
The  liberal  mind,  in  freedom  train'd. 
Freedom,  which;  in  crimfon'd  fields, 
By  hardy  toil  our  father's  gain'd, 
Inheritance  of  long  defcent ! 
The  facrcd  pledge  fo  dearly  priz'd 
By  that  blefs'd  fpirit  we  lament : 
Grief-eaCng  lays,  by  grief  devis'd, 
Plaintive  numbers,  gently  flowing, 
Sooth  the  forrows  to  him  owing  1 

STROPHE  IV. 
larly  on  his  growing  heir, 
Stamp  what  time  may  not  impair. 
As  he  grows,  that  coming  years. 
Or  youthful  pleafures,  or  the  vain 
Gigantic  phantom  of  the  brain 
Ambition,  breeding  monftrous  hopes  and  fears, 
Or  worthier  cares,  to  youth  unknown. 
Ennobling  manhood,  flower  of  life  full-blown, 
May  never  wear  the  bofom-image  faint . 
O,  let  him  prove  what  words  but  weakly  paint, 
The  lively  lovely  femblance  of  his  fire, 
A  model  to  his  fon  !  that  ages  may  admire  ! 

ANTISTROPHE  IV. 

Every  virtue,  every  grace. 

Still  lenewing  in  the  race, 

Once  thy  father's  pleafing  hope. 

Thy  widow'd  mother's  comfort  now, 

Ho  fuller  blifs  does  heaven  allow. 

While  we  behold  yon  wide-fpread  azure  cope, 

■^^'ith  burning  ftars  thick-lufter'd  o'er, 

Than  to  enjoy,  and  to  defervc,  a  (lore 

Of  treafur'd  fame,  by  blamelefs  deeds  acquir'd, 

By  all  unenvied,  and  by  all  defired, 

Free-gift  of  men,  the  tribute  of  good-will ! 

Rich  in  this  patrimony  fair,  increafe  it  flill. 

EFODH  IV. 
The  fnllnefs  of  content  remains 
Above  the  yet  unfathom'd  fkies. 
Where,  triumphant,  gladnefs  reigns. 
Where  wifhes  ceafe,  and  pleafures  rife 
Beyond  all  wifh  ;  where  bitter  tears 
Por  dying  friends  are  never  flied ; 
Where  fighing,  none  defire  pafs'd  years : 
RccalTd  or  wilh'd  the  future  fled. 
Mournful  meafures,  O,  relieve  me  ! 
Sweet  remembrance  !  ceafe  to  grieve  me. 

STROPHE  V. 
He  the  robe  of  juftice  wore 
Sully'd  not,  as  heretofore, 
When  the  magiftrate  was  fought 
With  yearly  gifu.    Of  what  avail 
Are  guilty  hoards  ?  for  life  is  frail ; 
And  vrc  are  judg'd  where  favour  is  not  bought. 


By  him,  forewarn'd  thou  frantic  Ifle, 
How  did  the  thirft  of  gold  thy  fons  begnile ! 
Beneath  the  fpecious  ruin  thoufands  groan'd. 
By  him,  alas,  forewarn'd,  by  him  bcmoan'd. 
Where  fliall  his  like, on  earth,  be  found  ?  oh,  when 
Shall  I,  once  more,  behold  the  mofl  belov'd  of  mcQ ! 

ANTISTROPHE  V. 
Winning  afpedl !  winning  mind  ! 
Soul  and  body  aptly  join'd  ! 
Searching  thought,  engaging  wit, 
Enabled  to  inftrud;,  or  pleafe. 
Uniting  dignity  with  eafe. 
By  nature  form'd  for  every  purpcfe  fit, 

Endearing  excellence  ! O,  why 

Is  fuch  perfedlion  born,  and  born  to  die? 

Or  do  fuch  rare  endowments  Hill furvive. 

As  plants  remov'd  to  milder  regions  thrive. 

In  one  eternal  fpring  ?  and  we  bewail 

The  parting  foul,  new-born  to  life  that  cannot^fail* 

EPODE  V. 

Where  facred  friendlhip,  plighted  love, 
Parental  joys,  unmix'd  with  care, 
Through  perpetual  time  improve  ? 
Or  do  the  deathlefs  blefled  Ihare 
Sublimer  raptures,  unrevcal'd. 
Beyond  or  weak  conception  pure  .* 
But,  while  thofe  glories  lie  conceal'd. 
The  righteous  count  the  promife  fure, 
Trials  to  the  laft  enduring. 
To  the^laft  their  hope  fecuring. 

To  the  Right  Honourable. 

WILLIAM  PULTENEY,  ESC^ 

May  I.   1743. 

Who,  much  diftinguifh'd,  yet  is  blefs'd  ! 
Who,  dignified  abovi  the  reft. 

Docs,  IHll,  unenvied  live  ? 
Not  to  the  man  whofe  wealth  abounds. 
Nor  to  the  man  whofe  fame  refounds, 
Does  heaven  fuch  favour  give, 
Nor  to  the  noble-born,  nor  to  the  ftrong, 
Nor  to  the  gay,  the  beautiful,  or  young, 

Whom  then,  fecurc  of  happinefs. 
Does  every  eye  beJiolding  blefs. 
And  every  tongue  commend  ? 
Him,  Pultney,  who,  poflefling  ftore, 
Is  not  felicitous  of  more. 
Who,  to  mankind  a  friend. 
Nor  envies,  nor  is  envied  by,  the  great, 
Polite  in  courts,  polite  in  his  retreat . 

Whofe  unambitious,  aiftive  foul, 
Attends  th;  welfare  of  the  whole. 

When  public  Itomis  -.u-ife. 
And  in  the  calm  a  thoufand  ways 
DIverfifies  his  nights  and  days, 

Still  elegantly  wife ; 
While  books,  each  morn,  the  lightfome  foulinvite, 
And  friends,  withfeafon'd  mirth,  improve  the  nigbt, 
In  him  do  men  no  blemifh  fee  ; 
And  fuclions  in  his  praife  agree, 

When  moft  they  vex  the  ftate  : 
Diftinguifh'd  favourite  of  the  flcies, 
Belov'd  he  lives,  lamented  dies ;     - 

Vet,  ftiHjl  he  not,  to  fate  -^ 
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Submit  entire  ;  the  refcuing  mufe  fhall  fave 

His  precious  name,  and  win  him  from  the  grave. 

Too  frail  is  brafs  and  poUfti'd  flone  ; 
Perpetual  fame  the  mufe  alone 

On  merit  can  beftow  : 
Yet,  muft  the  time-enduring  fong, 
The  verfe  unrivall'd  by  the  throng, 
From  nature's  bounty  flow  : 
Th'  ungifted  tribe  in  metre  pafs  away, 
Oblivion's  fport,  the  poets  of  a  day. 

What  laws  fliall  o'er  the  ode  prefide  ? 
Jn  vain  would  art  prefume  to  guide 

The  chariot-wheels  of  praife, 
When  fancy,  driving,  ranges  free» 
Frefh  flowers  fcledling,  like  the  bee, 
And  regularly  flrays. 
While  nature  does,  difdaining  aids  of  flcill. 
The  mind  withthpught,  her  ears  with  numbers,  fill. 

As  when  the  Theban  hymns  divine 
Make  proud  Olympian  vidlors  llhine 
In  an  eternal  blaze, 
The  varying  mcafures,  ever  new. 
Unbeaten  trails  of  fame  purfue. 
While  through  the  glorious  maze 
The  poet  leads  his  heroes  to  renown. 
And  weaves  in  vcrfe  a  never-fading  crown. 

TO  MISS  MARGARET  PULTENEY, 

PAUGHTER    OF    DANIEL  PULTENVj  £Sq.    IN    THE 
NURSERY. 

April  ij.  1727. 

Dimply  damfel,  fweetly  fmiling, 
All  carefling,  none  beguiling, 
Bud  of  beauty,  fairly  blowing. 
Every  charm  to  nature  owing. 
This  and  that  new  thing  admiring, 
Much  of  this  and  that  inquiring. 
Knowledge  by  degrees  attaining. 
Day  by  day  fome  virtue  gaining. 
Ten  years  hence,  when  I  leave  chiming, 
Beardlefs  poets,  fondly  rhyming, 
(Fefcued  now,  perhaps  in  fpelling,) 
On  thy  riper  beauties  dwelling. 
Shall  accufe  each  killing  feature 
Of  the  cruel,  charming,  creature, 
Whom  I  knew  complying,  willing, 
Tender,  and  averfe  from  killing. 

^O  MISS  CHARLOTTE  PUI-TENEY, 

IN    HER    mother's    ARMS. 
May  I.    1724. 

Timely  bloflbm,  infant  fair. 
Fondling  of  a  happy  pair. 
Every  morn,  and  every  night. 
Their  folicitous  delight. 
Sleeping,  waking,  fiill  at  eafe, 
Pleafing,  without  Ikill  to  pleafe, 
Little  goffip,  blithe  and  hale, 
Tattling  many  a  broken  tale. 
Singing  many  a  tunelefs  fono-, 
Lavifli  of  a  heedlefs  tongue. 
Simple  maiden,  void  of  art, 
Babbling  out  the  very  he  art. 


Yet  abandon'd  to  thy  tnD, 
Yet  imagining  no  ill, 
Yet  too  innocent  to  blufli. 
Like  the  linnet  in  the  bufh. 
To  the  mother-linnet's  note 
Moduling  her  flender  throat 
Chirping  forth  thy  petty  joys, 
Wanton  in  the  change  of  toys. 
Like  the  linnet  green,  in  May, 
Flitting  to  each  bloomy  fpray. 
Wearied  then,  and  plad  of  reft. 
Like  the  linnet  in  the  neft. 
This  thy  prefent  happy  lot. 
This,  in  time,  will  be  forgot : 
Other  pleafures,  ether  cares, 
Ever-buly  time  prepares ; 
And  thou  (halt  in  thy  daughter  fee. 
This  |)i<fture,  once,  refembled  thee. 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
ROBERT  WALPOLE,  ESC^ 

June  15.  1724- 

Votary  to  public  zeal, 
Minifter  of  England's  weal. 
Have  you  leifure  for  a  fong. 
Tripping  lightly  o'er  the  tongue. 
Swift  and  fweet  in  every  meafure, 
Tell  me,  Walpole,  have  you  leifure? 
Nothing  lofty  will  I  fing. 
Nothing  of  the  favourite  king. 
Something,  rather,  fung  with  cafe. 
Simply  elegant  to  pleafe. 

Fairy  virgin,  Britifli  mufe. 
Some  unhear'd-of  ftory  choofe 
Choofe  the  glory  of  the  fwain. 
Gifted  with  a  magic  ftrain. 
Swaging  grief  of  every  kind. 
Healing,  with  a  verfe,  the  mind ; 
To  him  came  a  man  of  power. 
To  him,  in  a  cheerlefs  hour  ; 
When  the  fwains  by  Druids  taught. 
Soon  divin'd  his  irkfome  thought, 
Soon  the  maple  harp  he  ftrung. 
Soon  with  filver  accent,  fung. 

"  Steerer  of  a  mighty  realm» 
"  Pilot  waking  o'er  the  helm, 
"  Blefling  of  thy  native  foil, 
"  Weary  of  a  thanklefs  toil, 
"  Caft  repining  thought  behind, 
"  Give  thy  trouble  to  the  wind. 
"  Mortal,  deflin'd  to  excel,    . 
"  Bear  the  blame  of  doing  well, 
"  Like  the  worthies  great  of  old, 
•"  In  the  lift  of  fame  enroll' d. 
«  What,  though  titles  thou  decline  ? 
"  Still  the  more  thy  virtues  fhine. 
«  Envy,   with  her  ferpent  eye, 
"  Marks  each  praife  that  foars  on  high. 
«♦  To  thy  lot  refign  thy  will : 
"  Every  good  is  mix'd  with  ill. 
"  See,  the  white  unblemifh'd  rofe 
"  On  a  thorny  bramble  blows . 
"  See,  the  torrent  pouring  rain 
"  Does  the  limpid  fountain  ftain : 
"  See,  the  giver  of  the  day 
"  Urgetih  on,  through  clouds,  his  way ; 


«<  Nothing  ji  entirely  blefs'd; 
««  Envy  d^ts  thy  worth  atteft. 

"  Plcafing  vifions,  at  command, 
•«  Anfwcr  to  my  voice  and  hand  ; 
«  Quick,  the  blifsful  fcene  prepare, 
«  Sooth  the  patriot's  heavy  care  : 
»  Vifions,  cheering  to  the  fight, 
M  Give  him  earneft  of  delight. 

"  Wife  difpofer  of  affairs, 
"  View  the  end  of  all  thy  cares ! 
«  Forward  cafl  thy  ravifh'd  eyes, 
"  See  the  gladdening  harvefl  rife  : 
"  Lo,  the  people  reap  thy  pain ! 
"  Thine  the  labour,  theirs  the  gain. 
"  Yonder  turn  a  while  thy  view, 
"  Turn  thee  to  yon  fpreading  yew, 
«  Once  the  gloomy  tree  of  fate, 
"  Once  the  plighted  virgin's  hate  : 
"  Now,  no  longer  does  it  grow, 
"  Parent  of  the  warring  bow  ; 
"  See,  beneath  the  guiltlefs  fhade, 
"  Peafants  ftiape  the  plow  and  fpade, 
*'  Refcued,  ever,  from  the  fear 
"  Of  the  whiftling  fliaft  and  fpear. 
"  Lo,  where  plenty  comes,  with  peace ! 
'     "  Hear  the  breath  of  murmur  ceafc : 
"  See,  at  laft,  unclouded  days; 
"  Hear,  at  lafl,  unenvied  praift. 
"  Nothing  fhall  thy  foul  moleft ; 
"  Labour  is  the  price  of  reft. 

"  Mortal,  deftin'd  to  exce\, 
"  Bkfs  the  toil  pf  doing  well !" 

SUPPLICATION  FOR  MISS  CARTERET, 

IN    THE    SMALL-POX. 
Dublin,  July  3I.  1 725. 

Power  o'er  every  power  fupreme. 
Thou  the  poets  hallow'd  theme. 
From  thy  mercy  feat  on  high. 
Hear  my  numbers,  Kear  my  cry. 
Breather  of  all  vital  breath. 
Arbiter  of  life  and  death, 
Oh,  preferve  this  innocence. 
Yet  unconfcious  of  offence,  " 
Yet  in  life  and  virtue  growing. 
Yet  no  debt  to  nature  owing. 

Thou  who  giv'ft  angelic  grace 
To  the  blooming  virgin  face. 
Let  the  fell  difeafe  not  blight 
What  thou  mad'fl  for  man's  delight : 
O'er  her  features  let  it  pafs 
Like  the  breeze  o'er  fpringing  grafs. 
Gentle  as  refrelhing  fhowers 
Sprinkled  over  opening  flowers. 
O,  let  years  alone  diminish 
Beauties  thou  waft  pleas'd  to  finifh. 

To  the  pious  parents  give 
That  the  darling  fair  may  live  : 
Turn  to  bleffings  all  their  care. 
Save  their  fondnefs  from  dcfpair. 
Mitigate  the  lurking  pains 
Lodg'd  within  her  tender  veins ; 
•Soften  every  throb  of  anguifh. 
Suffer  not  her  ftrength  to  languifli : 
Take  her  to  thy  careful  keeping. 
And  prevent  the  mother'*  weeping. 
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TO  MISS  GEORGIANA, 

yOONGEST    DAUGHTER    TO    LORD    CARTERET. 
Auguji  10.   1725.' 

Little  charm  of  placid  mien, 
Minature  of  beauty's  queen. 
Numbering  years,  a  fcanty  nine, 
Stealing  hearts  without  dellgn. 
Young  inveigler,  fond  in  wiles, 
Prone  to  mirth,  profufe  in  fmile». 
Yet  a  novice  in  difdain, 
Plcafure  giving  without  pain. 
Still  carening,  ftill  carefs'd. 
Thou  and  all  thy  lovers  blefs'd. 
Never  teiz'd  and  never  teizing, 
O,  for  ever  pleas'd  and  pleafmg  ! 
Hither,  Britifh  mufe  of  mine, 
Hither  all  the  Grecian  nine. 
With  the  lovely  graces  three. 
And  your  promis'd  nurfeling  fee : 
Figure  on  her  waxen  mind 
Images  of  life  refin'd  ; 
Make  it,  as  a  garden  gay, 
Every  bud  pf  thought  difplay. 
Till,  improving  year  by  year. 
The  whole  culture  fhall  appear, 
Voice,  and  fpeech,  and  action,  riling. 
All  to  human  fenfe  furpriflng. 
Is  the  filken  web  fo  thin 
As  the  texture  of  her  {kin  ? 
Can  the  lily  and  the  rofe 
Such  unfully'd  hue  difclofe ! 
Are  the  violets  fo  blue 
As  her  veins  expos'd  to  view  ? 
Do  the  flars,  in  wint'ry  flcy, 
Twinkle  brighter  than  her  eye  ? 
Has  the  morning  lark  a  throat 
Sounding  fweeter  than  her  note  ? 
Who  e'er  knew  the  like  before  thee  ? 
"They  who  knew  the  nymph  that  bare  thee. 
From  thy  paftime  and  thy  toys. 

From  thy  harmlefs  cares  and  joys. 
Give  me  now  a  moment's  time  -. 
When  tliou  fhalt  attain  thy  prime. 
And  thy  bofom  feel  defire, 
Love  the  likenefs  of  thy  fire, 

Oi)e  ordain'd,  through  life,   to  prove 

Still  thy  glory  ftill  thy  love. 

Like  thy  fifter,  and  like  thee, 

Let  thy  nurtur'd  daughters  be  : 

Semblance  of  the  fair  who  bore  thee, 

Ti-acc  the  pattern  fet  before  thee, 

Where  the  Liffy  meets  the  main, 

Has  thy  fiOcr  heard  my  ftrain  : 

From  the  Liffy  to  the  Thames, 

Minftrel  echoes  fing  their  names. 

Wafting  to  the  willing  ear 

Many  a  cadence  fweet  to  hear, 

Smooth  as  gently  breathing  gales 

O'er  the  ocean  and  the  vales, 

While  the  veffel  calmly  glides 

O'er  the  level  glaffy  tides. 

While  the  fummer  flowersare  fpringing, 

And  the  new-fledg'd  birds  ar^  licgiog. 
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EPIGRAMS  AND  SHORT  POEMS. 

UPON  THE  TOASTS  OF  THE  HANOVER  CLUB. 

The  reigning  fair  on  polifii'd  cryftal  fhine, 
Enrich  our  glaffes,  and  improve  our  wine. 
The  favourite  names  we  to  our  lips  apply, 
Indulge  our  thoughts,  and  drink  with  ecftacy. 
While  thefe,  the  chofen  beauties  of  our  ifle. 
Propitious  on  the  caufe  of  freedom  fmile. 
The  rafh  pretender's  hopes  vvc  may  defpife, 
And  truA  Britannia's  fafety  to  their  eyes. 

ON  A  COMPANY  OF  BAD  DANCERS  TO 

GOOD  MUSIC  *. 
How  ill  the  motion  with  the  mufic  fuits  ! 
So  Orpheus  fiddled,  and  fo  danc'd  the  brutes. 

EPIGRAM. 

Georg*  came  to  the  crown  without  ftriking  a 

blow: 
Ah,  quoth  the  Pretender,  Vi^ouW  I  could  do  fo ! 

IN  ANSWER  TO  THE  QJIESTION,  WHAT 
IS  THOUGHT  ? 

The  hermit's  folace  in  his  cell. 

The  fire  that  warms  the  poet's  brain. 

The  lover's  heaven,  or  his  hell. 

The  madman's  fport,  the  wife  man's  pain. 

TO  MR.  ADDISON  ON  CATO. 

The  mind  to  virtue  is  by  verfe  fubdu'd, 

And  the  true  poet  is  a  public  good  : 

This  Britain  feels,  while,  by  your  lines  infpir'd. 

Her  free-born  fons  to  glorious  thoughts  are  fir'd. 

In  Rome  had  you  efpous'd  the  vanquifh'd  caufe, 

Inflam'd  the  fenate  and  upheld  her  laws. 

Your  manly  fcenes  had  liberty  reftor'd. 

And  given  the  juft  fuccefs  to  Cato's  fword, 

O'er  Csefar's  arms  your  genius  had  prevaii'd, 

And  the  mufe  triumph'd  where  the  patriot  fail'f'  |i 

t)N  WIT  AND  M^SDOM. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

In  fearch  of  wifdoni  far  from  wit  I  fly  : 
Wit  is  a  harlot  beauteous  to  the  eye, 
In  whofe  bewitching  arms  onr  early  time 
We  wafte,  and  vigour  of  our  youthful  prime  : 
But  when  reflection  comes  with  riper  years. 
And  manhood  with  a  thoughtful  brow  appears. 
We  caft  the  miflrefs  off  to  take  a  wiYe, 
And,  wed  to  wifdom,  lead  a  happy  life. 

Tbefolloicing  Mfitaph  oh  the  monument  of  my  kinf- 
•woman,  ivas  •wriffeii  at  the  requejl  oj"  her  hujband. 

Within  the  burial-vanlt  near  this  marble,  lieth 
the  body  of  Penelope,  youngeft  daughter  (and 
coheir  with  her  filler  Elizabeth)  to  Robert  Phi- 
lips of  Newtcn-Regis,  in  the  county  of  Warwick, 
Efq.  She  died  in  her  fix  and  thirtieth  year,  on 
the  25th  day  of  January,  1726. 

*  ms  epigram  is  claimed  ly  Mr.  'Jeff''e)'s,  and  is 
printer!  in  his  H'^orit, 

Yot.  IX. 


LET  THIS   INSCRIPTION, 

(Appealing  yet  to  teflimonies  manifold) 

Recall  to  every  furviving  witnefs. 

And,  for  enfample,  record  to  pofterity. 

Her  endowments. 

Whether  owing  to  the  indulgency  of  nature. 

Or  to  the  affiduous  Itffons  of  education, 

Or  to  the  fiient  admonitions  of  reflection. 

To  her  parents,  hufband,  children, 

In  no  care,  no  duty,  no  affection. 

Was  Ihe  wanting, 

Referving,  d'^ferviag,  v.'inning. 

From  them  refpeclively. 

Equal  endearments. 

Of  countenance  and  of  difpofition. 

Open,  cheerful,  modefl ; 
Of  behaviour,  humble,  courteous,  eafy  ; 
Of  fpeech,  affable,  free,  difcreet ; 
In  civilities,  pun^ual,  fincere,  and  elegant ; 
Prone  to  offices  of  kindnefs  and  good  will  ; 
To  enmity  a  flranger  ; 
Forward,  earneft,  impatient. 
To  fuccour  the  dillrefs'd, 
To  comfort  the  afflidied  ; 
Solicitous  for  the  poor, 
And  rich  in  ftore  of  alms  : 
Whereby  flie  became 
The  delight,  the  love,  the  blefling,  of  all. 

In  her  houfehold  flourifhed 
Cheerfulnefs,  due  order,  thrift,  and  plenty. 
In  the  clofet  retired. 
In  the  temple  public. 
Morning  and  evening  did  fhe  worfliip  ; 
By  inftrucflion,  by  example, 
Sedulous  to  nurture  her  children  in  godlinef*:- 
So  prevalent  her  love  to  them, 
Vifited  with  that  fore  difeafe, 
Which  too  often  kills  or  biites 
The  mother's  fondefl  hopes. 
That  (regardlefs  of  felf-prefervation) 
In  pioufly  watching  over  their  fives 
She,  catching  the  infection,  loft  her  own, 
1  riumphing,  through  refignation. 
Over  ficknel's,  pain,  ang uilh,  agony. 
And  (encompafied  with  tears  and  lamentations) 
Expiring  in  the  fervour  of  prayer. 

To  the  Memory,  ever  dear  and  precious,  oj"  his  moll  af- 
feHionate,  mojl  beloved,  and  mnji  dcfer-jir.g  IVife,  is 
this  momument  raifed  by  Henry  Vernon,  of  Hilton, 
in  the  county  of  Stafford,  Efquire.  To  him  fhe  btrcfve 
Sons  and  tivo  Daughters,  all furvi'oing,  faving  Eli- 
zabeth ;  ivho  dying,  in  her  fecond  ye.ir,  cftLefmall- 
pox,fome  feixi  days  before,  refletb  by  her  mother. 

THE  FABLE  OF  THULE,  UNFINISHED. 

Far  northward  as  the  Dane  extends  his  fway, 
Where  the  fun  glances  but  a  floping  ray. 
Beneath  the  fharpeft  rigour  of  the  fkies, 
Difdainful  Thule's  wintery  ifland  lies. 
Unhappy  maid  !  thy  tale,  forgotten  long, 
Shall  virgins  learn  from  my  initrudtive  fon  j, 
And  every  youth,  who  lingers  in  defpair, 
B;  thr.  example  warn  the  cruel  fair, 
C  c 


In  CjTMus,  facred  to  the  queen  of  love, 
(Uhere  fVands  her  temple,  and  her  myrtle  grove,) 
Va*  Thule  bom,  uncertain  how.  'Tis  faid 
Once  Venus  \\-on  Adonis  to  her  bed. 
And  pregnant  grew,  the  birth  to  chance  aflign'd 
In  woods,  and  foiler'd  by  the  feather 'd  kind. 
"\Vith  flowers  fomeflrew  the helplefs  orphan  round, 
■\Vith  downy  mofs  fotne  fpread  the  carpet  ground, 
Some  ripen'd  fruits,  fome  fragrant  honey,  bring ; 
And  fome  fetch  water  from  the  running  fpring ; 
While  others  warble  from  the  btJughs,  to  cheer 
Their  infant-charge,  and  tune  her  tender  ear. 
Soon  as  the  fun  forfakes  the  evening  ikies, 
And  hid  in  fhades  the  gloomy  foreft  lies, 
The  nightingales  their  tuneful  vigils  keep, 
Aud  lull  her,  with  their  gentler  ftrains,  to  fleep. 

This  the  prevailing  rumour  :  as  fhe  grew, 
!Ko  dubious  tokens  fpoke  the  rurtiour  true. 
In  every  forming  feature  might  be  feen 
£ome  bright  refemblance  of  the  Cyprian  queen  : 
"Nor  was  it  hard  the  hunter  youth  to  trace, 
In  al!  her  early  paffion  of  the  chafe  : 
And  when,  on  fpringing  flowers  reclin'd,  fiie  fung, 
The  birds  upon  the  bending  branches  hung, 
"While,  warbling,  fheexpreft'd  their  various  ftrains, 
And,  at  a  diflatice,  charm'd  the  liflening  fwains; 
So  fweet  her  voice  refounding  through  the  wood, 
They  thought  the  nymph  feme  Syren  from  the 

Half  human  thus  by  lineage,  hulf  divine,  [flood. 
In  foreftsdid  the  lonely  beauty  fhine,  [glades, 

like  woodland  flowers,  which  paint  the  deiert 
And  wafte  their  fweets  in  unfrequented  Ihades. 
2>Io  human  face  flie  faw,  and  rarely  feen 
y^Y  human  face  :  a  folitary  queen 
i)he  rul'd,  and  rang'd,  her  Hiady  empire  round. 
2<Jo  horn  the  filent  huntrefs  bears ;  no  hound, 
"With  noify  cry,  diflurbs  her  folemn  chafe, 
Swift,  as  the  bounding  ftag,  fhe  wings  her  pace ; 
And,  bend  whene'er  me  will  her  ebon  bow, 
A  fpeedy  death  arrefts  the  flying  foe. 
The  bow  the  hunting  goddefs  firfl  fupply'd, 
And  ivory  quiver  crofs  her  Ihoulders  ty'd. 

Th'  imperious  queen  of  heaven,  with  jealous 
IBeholds  the  blooming  virgin  from  the  fkies,  [eyes, 
At  once  admires,  and  dreads  her  glowing  charms, 
And  fees  the  god  already  in  her  arms : 


THE    WORKS    OF    A.   PHILIPS. 


In  vain,  fhe  finds,  her  bitter  tongue  reprovs* 
His  broken  vowS,  arid  his  dandeftiAe  loves  r 
Jove  ftill  continues  frail :   and  all  in  vain 
Does  Thule  in  obfcureft  fhades  remain, 
While  Maja's  fon,  the  thunderer's  winged  fpy, 
InfornT^  him  where  the  lurking  beauties  He. 
Whatfure  expedient  then  fliall  Juno  find, 
To  calm  her  fears,  and  eafe  her  boding  mind? 
Delays  to  jealous  minds  a  torment  prove  ; 
And  Thule  ripens  every  day  for  love. 

She  mounts  her  car,  andlhakes  the  filken  reins; 
The  harnefs'd  peacocks  fpread  their  painted  trains. 
And  fmooth  their  glofly  necks  againft  the  fun : 
The  wheels  along  the  level  azure  ruii. 
Eaflward  the  goddefs  guides  her  gaudy  team. 
And  perfects,  as  fhe  rides,  her  forming  fcheme. 

The  various  orbs  now  pafs'd,  adown  the  fteep 
Of  heaven  the  chariot  whirls,  and  plunges  deep 
In  fleecy  clo-.ids,  which  o'er  the  mid-land  main 
Hang  pois'd  in  air,  to  blefs  the  ifles  with  xain  : 
And  here  the  panting  birds  repofe  a  while  : 
Nor  fo  their  queen  ;  fhe  gains  the  Cyprian  ifle, 
By  fpeedy  zephyrs  borne  in  thicken'd  air : 
Unfeen  Ihe  feeks,  unfeen  fhe  finds,  the  fair. 

Now  o'er  the  mountain  tops  the  rifing  fun 
Shot  purple  rays  :  now  Thule  had  begun 
Her  morning  chafe,  and  printed  ih  the  dews 
Her  fleeting  fteps.     The  goddefs  now  purfues, 
Now  overtakes  her  in  the  full  career, 
And  fliiigs  a  javelin  at  the  flying  deer. 
Amaz'd,  the  virgin  huntrefs  turns  her  eyes } 
When  Juno,  (now  Diana  in  difguife,) 
Let  no  vain  terrors  difcompofe  thy  mind  ; 
My  fecond  vifit,  like  my  firfl,  is  kind. 
Thy  ivory  quiver,  and  thy  ebon  bow. 
Did  not  I  give  ? — Here  fudden  bluflies  glow 
On  Thule's  cheeks :  her  bufy  eyes  furvey 
The  drefs,  the  crefcent*;  and  her  doubts  give  way. 
I  own  thee,  goddefs  bright,  the  nymph  replies, 
Goddefs,  1  own  thee,  ahd  thy  favours  prize  : 
Goddefs  of  woods,  and  lawns,  and  level  plains, 
Frefii  in  my  mind  thine  image  flill  remains. 

Then  Juno,  beauteous  ranger  of  the  grove. 
My  darling  care,  fa,ir  objedl  of  my  love, 
Hither  I  come,  urg'd  by  no  trivial  fears. 
To  guard  thy  Ijloom,  and  warn  thy  tender  years. 


TRANSLATIONS. 


THE  FIRST  OLYMpIONIQUE  OF  PINDAR. 

TO    HIERO    OF    SYRACUSE,    VICTORIOUS    IN    THE 
HORSE-RACE. 

ARGUMENT. 

The  poet  praifes  Hiero  for  his  juflice,  his  wifdoiti, 
and  his  fkill  in  mufic.  He  likewife  celebrates 
the  horfe  that  won  the  race,  and  the  place  where 
the  Olympic  games  were  performed.  From  the 
place  (namely  Peloponnefus)  he  takes  an  oc- 
cifion  of  digreffing  to  the  known  fable  of  Tan- 
talus and  Pelops ;  whence,  returning  to  Hiero, 


he  fets  forth  the  felicity  of  the  Olympian  vic- 
tors. Then  he  concludes,  by  praying  to  the 
gods  to  preferve  the  glory  and  dignity  of  Hiero, 
admonifhing  him  to  moderation  of  mind,  in  his 
high  flation ;  and,  laftly,  glories  in  his  own  ex- 
cellency in  compofitions  of  this  kind. 

STROPHE  I.     Mea/ures  1 8. 

Each  element  to  water  yields; 
And  gold  like  blazing  fire  by  night, 
Amidil  the  (lores  of  wealth  that  build* 
The  mind  aloft,  is  eminently  bright  j 


But  if,  my  Ibul,  tvitli  fon^  ctertre 

To  fing  of  games  thou  doll:  afpire; 

As  thou  by  day  canft  not  defcry, 

Through  all  the  liquid  wafle  df  Iky, 

One  burnifh'd  flar,  that  like  the  fun  does  gldw, 

And  cherifh  evelry  thing  below, 

So,  my  fweet  foul,  no  toil  divine. 

In  fong,  does  like  th'  Olympian  fhine  .- 

Jlence  do  the  n^ighty  poets  raife 

A  hymn,  of  every  tongue  the  praifo, 

The  fon  of  Saturn  to  refound. 

When  far,  from  every  land,  they  come 

To  vifit  Hiero's  regal  dome, 

Where  peace,  where  plenty,  is  for  ever  found  i 

ANTISTROPHE  I.    Meafurts  i8. 
L.ord  rtf  <?icilia's  fleecy  plains. 
He  governs,  riijhteous  in  his  power* 
And,  all  excelling  while  he  reigns, 
From  every  lovely  virtue  crops  the  flower : 
In  mufic,  blofTom  of  delight, 
jpivinely  flrill'd,  he  cheers  the  night, 
As  we  are  wont,  when  friends  defign 
To  feaft  and  wanton  o'er  their  wine  : 
But  from  the  wall  the  Dorian  harp  take  down, 
If  Pifa,  city  of  renown. 
And  if  the  fleet  viiflorious  fteed, 
The  boafl:  of  his  unrivall'd  breed, 
Heart-pleafing  raptures  did  infpire. 
And  warm  thy  breaft  with  facred  fire, 
When  late,  on  Alpheus*  crowded  fhore, 
Forth-fpringing  quick,  each  nerve  he  ftrainM, 
The  warning  of  the  fpur  difdain'd, 
And  fwift  to  vi<5tory  his  niafter  bore. 

EPODE  I.     Meqfures  i6. 
The  lov'd  iSyracufian,  the  prince  of  the  courf^. 
The  king,  whb  delights  in  the  fpeed  of  the  horfe  ; 
Great  his  glory,  great  his  fame. 
Throughout  the  land  where  Lydian  Pelops  came 
To  plant  his  men,  a  chofen  race, 
A  land  the  ocean  does  embrace, 
Pelops,  whom  Neptune,  ruler  of  the  main, 
Wa*5  known  to  love,  when  into  life  again. 
From  the  reviving  cauldron  warm, 
Clotho  produc'd  hirri  whole,  his  fhoulder-bfedd, 
And  its  firm  brawn,  of  fliining  ivory  made  : 
JBut  truth,  unvarnifh'd,  oft  negleifted  lies, 
When  fabled  tales,  invented  to  furprife. 
In  miracles  mighty,  have  power  to  charm. 
Where  ficftions,  happily  combift'd, 
jDeceive  and  captivate  the  mind. 

STROPHE  II.     Meafurei  it. 
Thus  Poefy,  harmonious  fpell. 
The  fource  of  pleafures  ever  new* 
With  dignity  does  wonders  tell ; 
And  we,  amaz'd,  believe  each  wonder  true. 
Day,  after  day,  brings  truth  to  light, 
Unveil'd,  and  munifeft  to  fight : 
Sut,  of  the  blefs'd,  thofe  lips  which  name 
Foul  deeds  aloud,  fhall  fuffer  blame. 
Thee,  fon  of  Tantalus,  my  faithful  fong 
Shall  vindicate  from  every  wrcnc, 
The  glories  of  thy  houfe  refliore. 
And  baffle  falfehoods  told  before  : 
Kow,  in  his  turn,  thy  are  prepar'd 
A  banquet ;  wlicn  the  gods  appear'i 
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At  Sipl)ii3,  his  fweet  aboae, 

To  grace  the  due  proportion'd  feaft  : 

There,  firft,  the  trident-bearing  gnefl: 

Beheld  thy  lovely  form  ;  and  now,  he  glow'd  j 

ANTISTROPHE  II.     Msafures  i8. 
And  nbw,  his  foul  fubdued  by  love. 
Thee  in  his  golden  car  he  boie 
Swift  to  the  lofty  towers  of  Jove, 
Whofe  name  the  nations  all  around  adore  : 
Thus  Ganymede  was  caught  on  high, 
To  fetve  the  power  who  rules  the  iky. 
When  thou  no  longer  didfl:  appear, 
And  thofe,  who  fought  a  pledge  fo  dear, 
Without  thee  to  thy  widow'd  mothef  came, 
Some  envious  neighbour,  to  defame 
Thy  father's  feafl,  a  rumour  fpread, 
The  rumour  through  the  country  fled, 
That  thou,  to  heighten  the  repail, 
Waft  into  feething  water  caft. 
Fierce  bubbling  o'er  the  raging  fire. 
Thy  limbs  without  compaffion  carv'd. 
Thy  fodden  flefli  in  iheffes  ferv'd, 
To  gorge  the  gods,  and  a  Voracious  fire  : 

EPODE   II.      Mec/,<res  l6. 
But,  in  thought  ever  pure,  fhall  I  deem  it  amifs, 
Vile  gluttons  to  call  the  partakers  of  blifs  : 
Let  me  then  refrain,  and  dread: 
A  curfe  hangs  over  the  blafphemer's  head. 
If  they,  who  fupervife  and  ward 
The  heavens,  did  ever  fhow  regard 
To  mortal  man,  this  Tantalus  might  boaft. 
Of  mortal  men  that  he  was  honour'd  moft  s 
But  he  not  able  to  digeft 
The  glut,  the  furfcit,  of  immortal  joys, 
One  heinous  forfeit  all  his  blifs  deftroys : 
For  over  him  the  godhead  hung,  in  air, 
A  ponderous  ftone,  a  dreadful  poife  of  care  ! 
From  his  head  to  remove  it,  with  terror  opprefs'd. 
In  vain  he  tries,  and  feeks  in  vain 
One  cKeerfnl  moment  to  regain : 

STROPHE  III.     Meafures  l8. 
A  life  of  woe,  beyond  relief. 
His  portion  now ;  ordain'd  before 
To  torments  of  a  three-fold  grief. 
This  fourth  was  added  to  complete  Ms  flore, 
Since,  high  prefuming  in  his  foul, 
He  hedlar  and  ambrofia  ftole. 
To  give  to  men  ;  by  which  he  knew 
That,  tafting,  he  immortal  grew  : 
But  be  not  man  deceiv'd  :  the  gods  reveal 
What  moft  we  labour  to  conceal : 
For  this  the  powers,  wlio  deathlefs  reign. 
To  earth  fent  down  his  fon  again. 
To  dwell  with  men,  a  fhort-liv'd  race, 
Whofe  fudden  fate  come  on  apace. 
His  flowery  age  in  all  its  pride. 
When,  o'er  his  chin,  a  blackening  fhade 
Of  down  was  caft,  a  vow  he  made. 
Deep  in  his  foul,  to  win  the  profer'd  bride. 

ANTISTOPHE  III.     Meqfures  l8. 
Hippodamia,  boafted  name. 
From  her  great  fire  the  Pifan  proud. 
Alone,  by  night,  the  lover  came 
Befide  the  hoary  fea,  and  ca'l'd  aloud 
On  him  who  fways  the  triple  fpear. 
And  fills  ■vvitlj  diu  the  deafen'd  «ar  j 
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AVhcn,  at  hii  feet,  the  god  arofe : 
Then  Pclops,  eager  to  dilclofe 
His  mighty  care,  "  O  Neptune,  if  thy  mind 
«'  In  love  did  ever  pleafure  find, 
««  Let  not  Oenomaus  prevail, 
«  And  kt  this  brazen  javelin  fail : 
«'  Oh  !  bear  rae  hence,  on  wheels  of  fpeed, 
■  «  To  Elis,  to  th.e  glorious  meed  : 
«  To  vidory  oh  !  whirl  me,  flrait : 
«  Since,  after  ten,  and  other  three, 
«'  Bold  fuiters  flain,  yet  fti)l  we  fee, 
•*  from  year  to  year,  the  promis'd  nuptials  wait 

EPODE  III.  Meafures  l6. 
«  Of  his  daughter.     No  perilous  toil  can  excite 
«  The  dailard  in  heart,  v.ho  defpairs  of  his  might. 
"  Since  v/c  all  are  born  to  die,  _ 
«  Who,  overcaf^,  v>ould  in  oblivion  lie, 
"  In  unrelated  age  decay, 
«'  And  meanly  fquander  life  away, 
«  Cut  off  from  every  praife  ?  Then  let  me  dare 
•'  This  conflift,  in  the  dufty  lifts,  to  fhare  ; 
«  And  profper  thou  my  glowing  wheels." 
Thus  Felops  fpokej  nor  was  his  fervent  prayer 
Pour'd  forth  in  fruitiefs  v/ords,  to  waft  in  air  : 
The  deity  his  whole  ambition  grants  ; 
Nor  fhining  car,  nor  courfers,  now  he  wants : 
in  the  golden  bright  chariot  nev/  vigour  he  feds, 
Exulting  in  the  horfes'  feet. 
Unwearied  ever,  ever  fleet : 

STROPHE  IV.     Meafarc:  1 8. 
Oenomaus,  he  triumphs  o'er 
Thy  prowcfs,  and,  to  fhare  his  bed. 
Claims  the  bright  maid ;  who  to  him  bore 
Six  princely  fons,  to  manly  virtues  bred. 
Now,  folemniz'd  with  fteaming  blood, 
And  pious  rites,  near  Alpheus'  flood 
Entomb'd,  he  flecps,  where  th'  altar  flands, 
That  draws  the  vows  of  diftant  lands  : 
And  round  his  tomb  the  circling  racers  ftrive : 
And  round  the  wheeling  chariots  drive. 
In  thy  fani'd  courfcs,  Pelops,  rife 
Th'  Olympian  glories  to  the  flcies. 
And  fiiine  afar  :  there  we  behold 
1  he  ftretch  of  manhood,  ftrenuous,  bold, 
In  fore  fatigues,  and  there  the  ftrife 
Of  winged  feet.     Thrice  happy  he. 
Who  overcomes !  for  he  fliall  fee 
Unclouded  days,  and  tafle  the  fweets  of  life. 

ANTISTROPHE  IV.     Meafures  l8. 
Thy  boon,  O  vic^lory  !  thy  prize. 
The  good  that,  in  a  day  obtain'd. 
From  day  to  day  frefli  joy  fupplies. 
Is  the  fupreme  of  blifs  to  man  ordaia'd: 
But  let  me  now  the  rider  raife 
And  crown  him  with  ^olian  lays, 
The  vigor's  due  :  and  I  confide, 
Though  every  welcome  gueft  were  try'd, 
Not  one,  in  all  the  concouife,  would  be  found 
For  faireft  knowledge  more  renown' d. 
Nor  yet  a  mafter  more  to  twine, 
In  lafting  hymns,  each  wreathing  line. 
The  guardian  god,  who  Watchful  guides 
Thy  fortunes,  Hiero,  prefides 
O'er  all  thy  cares  with  anxious  power  ; 
And  foon,  if  he  does  net  d.ny 
His  needful  aid,  my  hopes  run  high 
To  IJDg  more  pleafing  ia  the  joyful  hour. 
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EPODE  IV.     Meafurt)  l6. 
On  thy  chariot,  triumphant  when  thou  flialt  ap^ 

pear. 
And  fly  o'er  the  courfe  with  a  rapid  career. 
Tracing  paths  of  language  fair. 
As  I  to  Cronion's  fanny  mount  repair. 
Even  now  the  mufe  prepares  to  raife, 
Her  growth,  the  {Irongeft  dart  of  praife, 
For  me  to  wield.     Approt'd  in  other  things. 
Do  others  rife,  confpicuons,  only  kmgs. 
High  mounting  on  the  fiimmit  fix  : 
There  bound  thy  view,  wide  fpread,  nor  vainly  try 
Farther  to  ftretch  the  profpe(ft  of  thine  eye  ; 
Be,  then,  thy  glorious  lot  to  tread  fublime. 
With  fteady  fteps,  the  meafur'd  tradl  of  time  ;  _ 
Be  mine,  with  the  prize-bearing  worthies  to  mix, 
In  Greece,  throughout  the  learned  throng, 
Proclaim  d  unrival'd  in  my  fong. 

THt;  SECOND  OLYMPIONIQUE. 

Td    THERON    OF    AGRIGENTUM,  VICTORIOUS    Vk 
THE  CHARIOr-RACE. 

ARGUMENT. 

He  pralfes  Theron  king  of  Agrigcntum,  on  ac- 
count of  the  vidory  obtained  in  the  Olympic 
Games,  with  a  chariot  and  four  horfes ;  like- 
wife  for  his  juftice,  his  hofpitality,  his  fortitude, 
and  the  illuftrioufnefs  of  his  anceftors ;  whofo 
adventures  are  occafionally  mentioned:  then 
he  interweaves  digreflionS  to  Semele,  Ino,  Pe- 
leus.  Achilles,  and  others,  and  defcribes  the  fu- 
ture ftate  of  the  righteous  and  of  the  wicked. 
Laftly,  he  concludes  with  extolling  his  own  Ikill 
in  panegyric,  and  the  benevolence  and  libera- 
lity of  Theron. 

STROPHE   I.     Meafures  1 6. 
Sovereign  hymns,  whofe  numbers  fway 
The  founding  harp,  what  god,  what  hero,  fay, 
What  man,  fliall  we  refound  .^ 
Is  not  Pifa  Jove's  delight  ? 
And  did  not  Hercules,  with  conqneft  crown  a 
To  hiin  ordain 

Th'  Olympiad  for  an  army  f^iin. 
Thank-offering  of  the  war  ? 
And  muft  we  not,  in  Theron's  right. 
Exert  our  voice,  and  fwell  our  fong  ? 
Theron,  whofe  viftorious  car 
Four  courfers  whirl,  fleeting  along. 
To  ftranger-guefls  indulgent  hoft, 
of  Agrigentum  the  fupport  and  boaft. 
Cities  born  to  rule  and  grace, 
Fair  blofTom  of  his  ancient  race, 

ANTISTROPHE  I.     Meafures  l6. 
Worthies  fore  perplex'd  in  thought,  [fought. 

Till,  wandering  fur,  they  found,  what  long  they 
A  ftcred  feat,  faft  by 
Where  the  ftream  docs  rapid  run, 
And  reign'd,  of  Sicily  the  guardian  eye. 
When  happy  days, 

And  wealth,  and  favour,  flow'd,  and  praife, 
That  in-born  worth  inflames. 
Saturnian  Jove,  O  !  Rhea's  fon. 
Who  o'er  Olynijpus  doft  prefide. 
And  the  pitch  of  lofty  games. 
And  Alpheus,  of  rivers  the  pride, 
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Rejoicing  in  my  fongs,  do  thou 
Incline  thine  ear,  propitious  to  my  vow, 
Blcffing,  with  a  bounteous  hand, 
The  rich  hereditary  land. 

EPODE  I.      Mea/ures  lO. 
Through  their  late  lineage  down.    No  power  can 

acSbions  paft, 
Whether  deeds  of  right  or  wrong, 
As  things  not  done  recall, 
Not  even  time,  the  father,  who  produces  all ; 
yet  can  oblivion,  waiting  long, 
Gathering  ftrength 
Through  the  length 

Of  profperous  times,  forbid  thofe  deeds  to  laft : 
Such  force  has  fweet-healing  joy 
The  feftering  fmart  of  evils  to  deftroy, 

STROPHE   II.     Mea/ures  l6. 
When  felicity  is  fent 

Down  by  the  will  fupreme  with  full  content : 
Thy  daughters,  Cadmus,  they. 
Greatly  wretched  here  below, 
Blefs'd  evermore,  this  mighty  truth  difplay. 
No  weight  of  grief. 
But,  whelm'd  in  pleafures,  find  relief, 
Sunk  in  the  fweet  abyfs. 
Thou,  Semelc,  with  hair  a-flow. 
Thou  by  thunder  doom'd  to  die. 
Mingling  with  the  gods  in  blifs. 
Art  happy,  for  ever  on  high  : 
Thee  Pallas  does  for  ever  love, 
Thee  chiefly  Jupiter,  who  rules  above ; 
Thee  thy  fon  holds  ever  dear. 
Thy  fon  with  the  ivy-wreath'd  fpear. 

ANTISTROPHE  II.     Mea/ures  l6. 
Beauteous  Ino,  we  are  told. 
With  the  fea-daughters  dwells  of  Nereus  old, 
And  has,  by  lot,  obtain'd 
Lafting  life,  beneath  the  deep, 
A  life  within  no  bounds  of  time  reflrain'd. 
The  hour  of  death. 
The  day  when  we  refign  our  breath. 
That  offspring  of  the  fun, 
Which  bids  us  from  our  labours  fleep, 
In  vain  do  mortals  fcek  to  know, 
Or  who  deftin'd  is  to  run 
A  life  unintangled  with  woe ; 
For  none  are  able  to  difclofe 
The  feafons  of  th'  uncertain  ebbs  and  flows 
Now  of  pleafures,  now  of  pains. 
Which  hidden  fate  to  men  ordains : 

EPODE   II.      Mea/ures  lO. 
Thus  Providence,  that  to  thy  anceflry,  long-fam'd, 
Portions  out  a  pleafing  fhare 
Of  heaven-fprung  happinefs. 
Does,  ceafing  in  another  turn  of  time  to  blefs, 
Diftribute  fome  reverfe  of  care. 
As  from  years 
Pafl  appears, 

Since  the  predeflin'd  fon,  at  Pytho  nam'd, 
Did  Laius,  blindly  meeting  kill, 
And  the  oracle,  of  old  pronounc'd,  fulfil : 

STROPHE  III.     Mea/ures  l6. 
Fell  Erinnys,  quick  to  view 
The  deed,  his  warlike  fons  in  battle  f:ew, 
Each  by  th?  other's  rage 
But  to  Polynices  flain 


Surviv'd  Therfander,  glory  of  his  age, 

For  feats  of  war, 

And  youthful  contefts,  honour'd  far, 

The  Scion,  kept  alive 

To  raife  th'  Adraflian  houfe  again : 

From  whence  ^ncfidamus'  heir 

Does  his  fpreading  root  derive. 

To  branch  out  a  progeny  fair  ; 

Who,  fpringing  foremoft  in  the  chafe 

Of  fame,  demands  we  fhould  his  triumph  gracc^ 

Timing  lyres  to  vocal  lays. 

Sweet  union  of  melodious  praife  ; 

ANTISTROPHE  III.     Mea/ures  l6. 
For  not  only  has  he  borne 

Th'  Olympian  prize,  but,  with  his  brother,  worij 
The  garland  of  renown, 
At  Pytho  and  at  Iflhmus  ;  where, 
Viclorious  both,  they  fhar'd  th'  allotted  crowUj 
Joint-honour,  won 
In  twelve  impetuous  courfes,  run 
With  four  unwearied  fleeds. 
To  vanquifh  in  the  ftrife  fcverc 
Does  all  anxiety  deftroy  : 
And  to  this,  if  wealth  fucceeds 
With  virtues  enamel'd,  the  joy 
Luxuriant  grows  ;  fuch  affluence 
Does  glorious  opportunities  difpenfe, 
Giving  depth  of  thought  to  find 
Purfuits  which  pleafe  a  noble  mind, 

EPODE  III.      Mea/ures  10, 
Refulgent  flar  !  to  man  the  pureft  beam  of  light  \ 
The  pofTefTor  of  this  ftore. 

Far-future  things  difcerning,  knows  [woes 

Obdurate  wretches,  once  deceas'd,  to  immediate 
Confign'd,  too  late  their  pains  deplore  ; 
For  below 
Ere  they  go. 

Sits  one  in  judgment  who  pronounces  right 
On  crimes  in  this  wide  realm  of  Jove ; 
Whofe  dire  decree  no  power  can  e'er  remove  : 

STROPHE  IV.     Mea/ures  l6. 
Bu,t  the  good,  alike  by  night, 
Alike  by  day,  the  fun's  unclouded  light 
Beholding,  ever  blefs'd. 
Live  an  unlaborious  life. 
Nor  anxious  interrupt  the  hallow'd  reft 
With  fpade  and  plow, 
The  earth  to  vex,  or  with  the  prow 
The  briny  fea,  to  eat 
The  bread  of  care  in  endlefs  flrife. 
The  dread  divinities  among 
The  few  unaccuftom'd  to  wrong. 
Who  never  broke  the  vow  they  fwore, 
A  tearlefs  age  enjoy  for  ever-more  ; 
While  the  wicked  hence  depart 
To  torments  which  appall  the  heart ; 

ANTISTROPHE  IV.     Mea/ures  l6. 
But  the  fouls  who  greatly  dare, 
Thrice  try'd  in  either  ftate,  to  perfcvere 
From  all  injuftice  pure, 
Journeying  onward  in  the  way. 
Of  Jupiter,  i;i  virtue  ftill  fecure, 
Along  his  road 

Arrive  at  Saturn^s  rais'd  abode  j 
V  here  foft  fea-breezes  breathe 
Round  the  iflrind  of  the  blefs'd  ;  where  gay 
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The  trees  with  golden  blcfffimg  glow; 

■Whpre,  their  brows  and  arms  to  wreathe. 

Bright  garlands  on  every  fide  below  ; 

Por,  fprinor.ng  thick  in  every  fteld, 

The  earth  does  golden  flowers  fpontaneous  yield  5 

And,  in  every  limpid  Iream, 

The  budding  gold  is  feen  to  gleani : 

EPODE   IV.      Meafures  lO. 
Fair  heritage!  by  rlgliteous  Rhadamanth'? award ; 
Who,  coequal,  takes  his  feat 
With  Saturn,  fire  divine, 

Thy  conforr,  Rhta,  who  above  the  reft  doth  fliine, 
High  thron'd,  thou  piatron-goddefs  great : 
Theie  among 
(Blilsful  thron.,  !) 

Does  Peleus  and  does  Cadmus  find  regard ; 
And,  throi'gh  hii  mother's  winning  prayer. 
To  Jcve,  Acjiiile^  dvycUs  immortal  there  : 

STROPHE  V.     Meafures  id. 
He  who  Hc(?;or  did  deftroy, 
The  pili?r  firni,  the  whole  fupport,  of  Troy, 
And  Cycniis  ,e;ave  to  die, 
And  Aurora's  ^lithi-ip  fon. 
My  arm  bmcc^th  yet  many  darts  have  I, 
All  fv/itt  of  fiigHt, 
Within  my  qi'-iver,  founding  right 
To  eviry  fki:f'il  ear: 
But,  ofth.-  multitude,  not  one 
Dilcerns  the  myflery  uneyplain'd. 
He  franfcendcnt  does  appear 
In  linovvlci!ee,  from  Nature  who  gain'd 
His  fcore  :  but  the  dull-ietter'd  crowd. 
In  cenfure  vehement,  in  nonfenfe  loud, 
Clamour  idly,  wanlifig  ikill, 
Like  crows,  in  vain,  provoking  ftill. 

ANTISTROPHE  V.      Meafures  16. 
The  celeftial  bird  of  Jove  : 
But,  to  the  mark,  addrefs  thy  bow,  nor  rove. 
My  foul :  and  v.hom  do  I 
Single  out  with  fond  defire. 
At  him  to  l£t  illuflrious  arrows  fly  ? 
My  fix'd  intent, 
My  aim,  on  Agrigentum  bent, 
A  folemn  oath  I  plight,  , 

Sinct're  as  honeft  minds  require, 
That  through  an  hundred  circling  years, 
With  recorded  worthies  bright. 
No  rivaling  city  appears 
To  boafl  a  man  rnori"  frank  to  Impart 
Kind  ofnce.p  to  friends  with  open  heart. 
Or,  with  hand  arnidft  his  ftore, 
Delighting  to  dillribute  more. 

El>ODE   V.      Meafures  \0. 
Than  Theron  :  yet  foul  calumny,  injuriout  blame, 
Did  tlie  men  ol  rancour  raifc  ' 

Againfl  his  {"air  renown, 

Dofameri  who  by  evil  a<ftions  ftrove  to  ^rown 
His  good,  and  to  conceal  his  praife.      ' 
Can  the  fand, 
On  the  flrand. 

Be  n-,m.bcr'd  o'er  >  Then,  true  to  Therqn'a  fame. 
His  favours  (howerir.g  down  delight,    " 
On  thoufandi  who  is  able  to  recite  ? 


THE  FIRST  ODE  OF  ANACREO^, 

ON  HIS  LUTE. 

The  line  of  Atreus  will  I  Cng ; 
To  Cadmus  will  I  tune  the  ftring : 
But,  as  from  ftring  to  ftring  I  move. 
My  lute  will  only  found  of  love. 

The  chords  I  change  through  every  fcrew^ 
And  model  the  whole  lute  anew. 
Once  more  in  fong,  my  voice  !  raife. 
And,  Hercules,  thy  toils  I  praife  :     ' 
My  lute  does  ftill  my  voice  deny. 
And  in  the  tones  of  Iqve  reply. 
Ye  heroes,  then,  at  once  farewell : 
Loves  only  echo  from  my  ftiell. 

THE  SECOND  ODE, 

ON  WOMEN. 

Nature  the  bull  with  horns  fupplies, 
The  horfe  with  hoofs  ftie  fortifies. 
The  fleeting  foot  on  hares  beftows. 
On  lions  teeth,  two  dreadful  rows  ! 
Grants  fifli  to  fwim,  and  birds  to  fly, 
And  on  their  {kill  bids  men  rely. 
Women  alone  defcncelefs  live, 
To  women  what  does  nature  give  ?■ 
Beauty,  ftie  gives  inftead  of  darts. 
Beauty,  inftead  of  fliields,  imparts  \ 
Nor  can  the  fword,  nor  fire  oppofe 
The  fair,  vi^orious  where  Ihe  goesi, 

THE  THIRD  ODE. 


Onz  midnight  when  the  Bear  did  ftanej 
A-level  with  Bootes'  hand, 
And,  with  their  labour  fore  opprefs'4, 
The  race  of  men  were  laid  to  reft. 
Then  to  my  doors,  at  unawares, 
Came  Love,  and  tried  to  force  the  bars. 

W'ho  thus  affails  my  doors,  I  cry'd  ? 
Who  breaks  my  flumbers  .'  Love  reply'4, 
Open  :  a  child  hlone  is  here  ! 
A  little  child ! — you  need  not  fear  : 
Here  through  the  moonlefs  nig^t  I  ftray. 
And,  drench'd  in  rain,  have  loft  my  way^ 

Then  mov'd  to  pity  by  his  plight. 
Too  mucli  in  hafte  my  lamp  I  light. 
And  open  :  when  a  child  I  fee, 
A  little  child,  he  fcem'd  to  me  ; 
Who  bore  a  quiver,  and  a  bow^ ; 
And  wings  did  to  his  flioulders  grow. 

Within  the  hearth  I  bid  him  ftand, 
Then  chafe  and  cherifli  either  hand 
Between  my  palms,  and  wring,  with  care, 
The  trickling  water  from  his  hair. 

Now  come,  faid  he,  no  longer  chill. 
We'll  bend  this  bow,  and  try  our  (kill. 
And  proye  the  ftring,  how  far  its  power 
Remain?  unftacken'd  by  the  ftiower. 

He  bends  his  bow,  and  cuUs  his  quiver. 
And  piercfs  like  a  breeze,  my  liver; 
Then  leaping,  laughing,  as  he  fled, 
Rejoice  with  me,  my  hoft,  he  faid  : 
My  bow  isfdund  in  every  part. 
And  yv^i  Ihall  rue  it  at  your  hearts 


TRANSLATIONS. 
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AN  HYMN  TO  VENUS. 

FROM  THE   GREEK  OF   SAPPHq. 

0  Venus,  beauty  of  the  flcies, 
To  whom  a  thoufand  temples  rife, 
Gayly  falfe  in  gentle  fmiles, 

Full  of  love-perplexing  wiles, 

O,  goddefs  !  from  my  heart  remove 

The  wafting  cares  and  pains  of  lov^. 

If  ever  thou  haft  kindly  heard 
A  fong  in  foft  diftrefs  preferr'd. 
Propitious  to  my  tuneful  vow, 
O,  gentle  goddefs!  hear  me  now. 
Defcend,  thou  bright,  immortal  gueft, 
In  all  thy  radiant  charms  confefs'd. 

Thou  once  didft  leave  almighty  Jove, 
And  all  the  goWen  roofs  above  : 
The  car  thy  wanton  fparrows  drew  ; 
Hovering  in  air  they  lightly  flew  ; 
As  to  my  bower  they  wing'd  their  way, 

1  faw  their  quivering  pinions  play. 

The  birds  difmifs'd  (while  you  remain) 
Bore  back  their  empty  car  again  : 
Then  you,  with  looks  divinely  mild, 
In  every  heavenly  feature  fmll'd. 
And  afk'd  what  new  complaints  I  made^ 
And  why  I  call'd  you  to  my  aid  ? 

What  frenzy  in  my  bofom  rag'd. 
And  by  what  care  to  be  affuag'd  ?■ 
What  gentle  youth  I  would  allure, 
Whom  in  my  artful  toils  fecure  ? 
Who  does  thy  tender  heart  fubdue, 
Tell  me,  my  Sappho,  tell  me  who  ? 

Though  now  he  ftiuns  thy  longing  arms, 
He  foon  fhall  court  thy  flighted  charms  j 
Though  now^  thy  offerings  he  defpife, 
,  He  foon  to  thee  fhali  facrifice  ; 
Though  now  he  freeze,  he  foon  feall  burn, 
And  be  thy  yi<ftim  in  his  turn. 

Celeftial  vifitant,  once  more 
Thy  needful  prefence  I  Implore  ^ 
In  pity  come  and  eai'e  my  grief. 
Bring  my  diftemper'd  foul  relief: 
Favour  thy  fuppliant's  hidden  fires. 
And  give  me  all  jny  heart  deiires. 


A  FRAGMENT  OF  SAPPHO. 

Bless'd  as  the  immortal  gods  is  he. 
The  youth  who  fondly  fits  by  thee. 
And  hears  and  fees  thee  all  the  while 
Softly  fpeak,  and  fweetly  fmile, 

'Twas  thisdepriv'd  my  foul  of  reft, 
And  rais'd  fuch  tumults  in  my  bread  j 
For  while  I  gaz'd,  in  tranfport  tofs'd, 
My  breath  was  gone,  my  voice  was  loft. 

My  bofom  glow' d:   the  fubtle  flame 
Ran  quickly  through  my  vital  frame  j 
O'er  my  dim  eyes  a  darknefs  hung. 
My  ears  with  hollow  murmurs  rung. 

In  dewy  damps  my  limbs  were  chill'd. 
My  blood  with  gentle  horrors  thrill'd; 
My  feeble  pulfe  forgot  to  play, 
I  fainted,  funk,  and  dy'd  away. 

TO  MR.  AMBROSE  PHILIPS, 

ON    HIS  DISTREST    MOTHER. 

/itionymtiu!,  from  StteW s  ColliSiwn. 

Long  have  the  writers  of  this  warlike  age 
With  human  facrifices  drench'd  the  ftage  ; 
That  fcarce  one  hero  dares  demand  applaufe. 
Till,  weltering  in  his  blood,  the  ground  hegnaw«: 
As  if,  like  fwans,  they  only  could  delight 
With  dying  ftrains,  and  while  they  pleafe  affright. 

Our  Philips,  though  'twere  to  oblige  the  fair. 
Dares  not  deftroy,  where  Horace  bids  him  fpare : 
His  decent  fcene  like  that  of  Greece  appears; 
No  deaths  our  eyes  offend,  no  fights  our  ears. 
While  he  from  nature  copies  every  part. 
He  forms  the  judgment,  and  affedls  the  heart. 

Oft'  as  Andromache  renews  her  woe. 
The  mothers  fadden,  and  their  qyes  o'erflow. 
Herniione,  with  love  and  rage  polTeft, 
Now  foothes,  now  animates,  each  maiden  breafl. 
Pyrrhus,  triumphant  o'er  the  Trojan  walls, 
Is  greatly  perjur'd,  and  as  greatly  falls. 
Love,'  and  Defpair,  and  Furies  are  combin'd^ 
In  poor  Oreftes,  to  diftra6t  his  mind. 
From  tirft  to  laft  alternate  pailions  reign; 
And  we  refift  the  Poet's  will  in  vain. 
C  c  iiij 
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THE  LIFE  OF  HAMILTON. 

•"—==*'  '  "    ' '  ■  ■  ■'     ' I  ii> 

O'  the  perfonal  hiftory  of  Hamilton,  the  compiler  of  this  collecSlion  regrets  his  inability  to  give 
an  account  proportioned  to  his  reputation  among  his  contemporaries,  or  his  rank  among  the  -writers 
of  verfe. 

Little  attention  has  been  beftowed  by  the  anonymous  editor  of  his  poems,  in  tranfmltting  the  in- 
cidents of  his  life,  or  in  delineating  his  moft  prominent  and  obfervable  particularities ;  and  the  in- 
telligence  which  tradition  has  preferved,  is  general  and  fcanty. 

The  life  of  a  private  gentleman,  devoting  part  of  his  time  to  polite  literature,  is  held  by  his  ac- 
quaintance, to  be  little  deferving  of  tranfmiifion  to  pofterity.  He  rifes  to  eminence  by  exertions 
■which,  to  ordinary  difcernment,  do  not  diftinguifh  him  from  other  men.  When  his  fame  is  efla- 
bjiflied  by  time,  it  is  generally  too  late  to  trace  the  events  of  his  life,  or  to  invedigate  minutely  the 
peculiarities  of  habit  and  difpofition  which  mark  his  charadler. 

The  account,  therefore,  which  is  here  to  be  expecfted,  may  properly  be  proportioned  to  the  means 
of  information,  rather  than  to  his  qualifications,  which  deferve  more  ample  illuftratlon  than  this 
brief  memorial  can  bellow. 

William  Hamilton,  was  the  fecond  fon  of  ——  Hamilton,  Efq.  of  Bangour  in  Ayrlhire  ;  a  gen- 
tleman of  an  opulent  fortune,  and  of  an  ancient  and  honourable  family.  He  was  was  bom  in  1704. 
He  had  all  the  advantages  of  a  liberal  and  polite  education.  His  tafte,  like  his  ftudies,  was  un- 
cpnfined ;  but  his  peculiar  genius  for  poetry  appeared  at  an  early  time  of  life.  It  was  improved  by 
a  lively  imagination,  an  exquifite  delicacy  of  fentiment,  an  extenfive  acquaintance  with  claflical 
learning,  and  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  world. 

The  e^rly  part  of  his  life  feems  to  have  been  divided  between  the  occupations  of  literature  the 
amufements  of  poetry,  and  the  gaieties  of  elegant  fociety,  of  which  he  was  the  unrivalled  pride  and 
ornament. 

The  latter  part  of  his  life  was  unfortunate. 

Education,  private  affeflion,  and  friendlhip,  have  often  a  powerful  influence  on  political  principles. 
He  had  been  bred  a  Jacobite,  and  was  unhappily  prompted,  by  his  own  mifguided  zeal,  or  the  per- 
fuaftons  and  example  of  his  friends,  to  join  the  flandard  of  the  Pretender,  in  1745. 

The  fame  year,  he  celebrated  the  fuccefs  of  the  rebels  at  Preftonpans,  in  an  Ode  on  the  Battle  of 
Qladfmuh,  which  was  printed  at  the  time,  and  "  married  to  the  harmonies"  of  M'Gibbon.  This 
was  the  only  occafion  he  had  of  poetical  triumph  and  exultation. 

The  year  following,  he  faw  the  hopes  of  his  party  perifh,  in  the  fuppreflion  of  the  rebellion  by  the 
lEemorable  vicSory  obtained  over  the  rebels  by  the  Duke  of  Cumberland,  at  Culloden. 

It  is  not  certain  whether  he  was  prefent  in  the  adlion  ;  but  it  appears,  that  his  life,  for  fome  time 
afterwards,  was  in  imminent  danger. 

pis  refleiSions  on  this  reverfe  of  fortune,  are  expreffed  in  A  Soliloquy ,  -wrote  In  "Jun:  1 746. 
Now  in  this  fad  and  difmal  hour 

Of  multiply'd  diflrefs, 
Has  any  former  thought  the  power 

To  make  thy  forrows  lefs. 
'V\'^hen  all  around  thee,  cruel  fnares 

Threaten  thy  deflin'd  breath. 
And  every  Iharp  refle(5tion  bears 
Want,  exile,  chains,  or  death. 

He  wandered  about,  for  forne  time,  in  the  Highlands,  and  lexperienced  much  perfonal  inconve- 
nience in  eluding  the  diligence  of  the  King's  troops,  employed  in  difarming  the  iuhabitantj  ;  but  at 
lafl,  found  means  to  efcape  to  France. 

For  this  intelligence,  the  prefent  writer  is  obliged  to  Mr.  John  Home,  the  celebrated  author  of 
"  Douglas,"  a  very  acctirate  obfcrver  of  the  paffages  of  that  time,  which,  he  is  happy  to  announce 
will  foon  receive  every  pofhble  illnftration  from  his  elegant  and  claflical  pen. 

He  refided  feveral  years  abroad,  chiefly  in  France  and  Italy,  unconnedled  with  the  zealots  of  re- 
bellion, and  devoted  to  the  milder  ambitions  of  the  ingenuous  mure. 

At  length,  having  made  his  peace  with  the  Government,  he  returned  to  Sccthnd  to  take  pofle.Tion 
fl  the  family  eftate,  wlijch  J^^d  devolved  to  hint  by  the  ^eath  p[  Jiii  brother, 


^4  THE    LIFE    OF    HAMILTON. 

He  was  of  a  dclkatc  conftitution  ;  and,  in  his  later  years,  his  health  was  greatly  impaired.  This 
decay  made  him  try  the  benefit  of  a  warmer  climate,  in  which  he  had  paffed  a  confiderable  part  of 
lus  time.  It  had  not,  however,  the  defircd  cffeA.  He  died  at  Lyons,  on  the  25th  of  March,  1754, 
in  the  50th  vear  of  his  age.  His  corpfe  was  brought  to  Scotland,  and  interred  in  the  Abbey  Church 
of  Holyroodhoufe. 

He  was  twice  married  into  families  of  di{l:in<5tion  ;  and,  by  his  firfl  lady,  daughter  of  Sir  Jamci  • 
HalJ,  Bart,  of  Dunglafs,  left  an  only  fon,  who  inherits  his  eftate. 

The  characSter  of  Hamilton  was  amiable  and  refpeftable.  He  pofTefled  the  focial  virtues  in  an 
eminent  degree.  His  \vriting5  breatlie  the  paflions  which  he  felt ;  and  are  feldom  cold  or  inani- 
matcd.  The  qualities  of  his  heart  and  head  were  equally  remarkable.  His  elegance  and  judgment 
were  univerfally  confcffed.     He  was,  in  the  proper  fenfe  of  the  word,  a  fine  gentleman. 

As  he  wrote  vcrfes  entirely  for  his  own  amufement,  and  that  of  his  particular  friends,  few  of 
his  pieces  were  prepared  for  the  prefs  by  himfelf.  A  colledtion  of  feveral  of  them  was  firfl  pu- 
blifhed  at  Glafffow,  in  1748,  not  only  without  his  name,  but  without  his  confent.  He  was  then 
abroad;  and  it  was  hoped  the  appearance  of  that  coUedtion  would  have  drawn  from  him  a  more 
perfcd  edition.  But,  though  after  his  return,  he  corrected  many  errors  of  the  Glafgow  copy,  oc- 
raConed  by  the  inadvertency  of  tranfcribers,  he  did  not  live  to  make  a  new  and  complete  publi- 
cation. 1  he  improvements  he  made,  were,  however,  inferted  in  the  pofthumous  edition  of  his 
Totms  on  Si-veral  OaaJ'ions  printed  at  Edinburgh,  in  8vo.  1760,  with  the  addition  of  a  great  many 
valuable  pieces  taken  from  his  own  original  manufcripts.  They  are  now,  with  the  Ode  on  the  Battle 
tf  Gladfmuir^  not  inferted  in  the  edition  1760,  for  the  firfl  time,  received  into  a  colledion  of  daliical 
Englifh  poetry. 

As  a  poet,  Hamilton  does  not  fecm  to  have  hitherto  received  fo  much  attention  as  he  deferve?. 
Party  fpirit,  in  our  nation,  has  often  influenced  the  judgment  of  poetical  merit.  His  genius,  perhaps,  has 
been  overlooked,  becaufe  his  political  opinions  were  reprobated.  In  this  liberal  age,  when  the  juft  tri- 
bute of  praife  isbcflowed  on  talents  and  literary  merit,  of  whatever  party,  it  vrouldbe  improper  to  take 
notice  of  his  political  opinions.  He  is  certainly  a  pleafing  and  amiable  writer,  though  not  a  firft-rate  poet. 
He  is  not  diftinguiHied  for  flrength  of  intelledl  or  fertility  or  invention.  His  tafte  was  delicate,  and 
reffufd  by  a  careful  perufal  of  the  ancient  daffies.  He  writes  with  ncatnefs  and  terfenefs,  frequently 
■with  elevation  and  fpirit.  His  corapofitions  are  charadterifed  by  fprightlinefs  and  elegance,  fmiplicity 
and  tendernefs.  His  didion  is  commonly  chafte  and  poetical ;  and  his  verfification,  in  gciir-.  al,  corredl 
and  harmonious.  Of  his  addreffes  and  fmaller  pieces,  which  are  commonly  perfonal  and  occafional, 
the  greater  part  is  panegyrical,  and  the  chief  fcurce  is  gallantry.  Of  praife,  he  is  very  lavifh  in  his 
light  and  amatory  produdions.  Undoubtedly  many  beauties  of  that  tune  were  proud  of  his  praifes. 
Who  they  were,  whom  he  dignifies  with  poetical  names,  cannot  be  eafily  known.  Perhaps  by  tra- 
ditions preferved  in  families,  they  may  be  difcovered. 

His  Triumph  of  Love,  if  he  had  written  nothing  elfe,  is  fufficient  to  entitle  him  to  the  character 
and  diflindion  of  a  poet.  It  was  publifhed  feparately  in  his  life  time  ;  and,  though  in  a  carelefs 
drefs,  and  even  without  a  name,  was  received  with  the  higheil  approbation.  His  Ep-jfih  to  the  Coun- 
iffs  of  Eglintoun,  though  incorred,  has  many  elegant  palTages  It  was  originally  prefixed  t9, 
the  inimitable  Gentle  Shepherd,  of  Ramfay,  with  wh«m  his  wit,  poetry,  and  political  prin- 
ciples naturally  conneded  him.  His  imitation  of  the  Eighteenth  Epifh  of  the  frjl  Book  of  Horace, 
addrcflcd  to  Ramfay,  is  written  in  a  ftrain  of  vigorous  fenfe  and  eafy  verCfication.  His  other  Imita- 
iions  of  Horace,  defervc  great  praife,  for  elegance  of  expreflion  and  propriety  of  application.  To  be 
pleafcd  with  his  fine  Ode  on  the  Battle  rf  Gladfmuir,  it  is  not  neceffary  to  tfiink  well  of  his  opinions. 
Of  his  other  Odes,  thzfecond  and  third  deferve  particular  commendation.  The  fecond  polTefies  all  the 
exqulfite  delicacy,  pidurefque  defcription,  and  appropriate  imagery  of  Milton's  "  L'Allegro,"  of 
which  it  is  evidently  an  imitation.  His  Epitaphs  are  among  the  moft  beautiful  and  pathetic  compo- 
fuions  of  that  kind  in  our  language.  The  Epitaphs  on  Mrs.  Colquhcun  and  his  Wife  are  truly  ad- 
mirable. The  Epifode  of  the  Thinie  abounds  in  poetical  defcription,  animated  by  patriotic  enthufi- 
afm.  Of  his  fong  in  the  Scottifli  dialed,  called,  The  Braes  ofYarro-w,  the  extenfive  popularity  is  the 
beft  encomium.  The  remaining  pieces,  it  is  not  neceffary  to  examine  fingly.  They  muft  be  fup- 
pofcd  to  have  fauhs  and  beauties  of  the  fame  kind  with  the  reft  ;  but  the  author's  finifliing  hand, 
it  ought  tp  be  remembered,  has  been  wanting  to  many. 
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TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

■WITH  THE  FOLLOWING  POEM. 

Read  here  the  pangs  of  unfuccefsful  love, 
View  the  dire  ills  the  weary  fufferers  prove, 
When  care  in  every  fliape  has  leave  to  reign, 
And  keener  fharpens  ev'ry  fenfe  of  pain  : 
No  charm  the  cruel  fpoiler  can  controul. 
He  hlafts  the  beauteous  features  of  the  loul ; 
With  various  conflid  rends  the  deftin  d  brcalt. 
And  lays  th'  internal  fair  creation  wafte  : 
The  dreadful  demon  raging  unconfin  d, 
To  his  dire  purpofe  bends  the  paflive  mind. 
Gloomy  afid  dark  the  profpea  round  appears, 
Doubts  fpring  from  doubts,  and  fears  engender 
Hope  after  hope  goes  out  in  endlefs  night,    [tears; 
And  all  is  anguifli,  torture,  and  affright.        _ 

O  !  beauteous  friend,  a  gentler  fate  be  thine  ; 
Still  may  thy  ftar  with  mildeft  influence  ftiine ; 
May  heav'n  furround  thee  with  peculiar  care, 
And  make  thee  happy,  as  it  made  thee  fair  ; 
That  gave  thee  fweetnefs,  unaffedted  eale, 
The  pleafmg  look,  that  ne'er  was  taught  to  plcale, 
True  genuine  charms,  where  falfehood  claims  no 
Which  not  alone  entice,  but  fix  the  heart :     [part, 
And  far  beyond  all  thefe,  fupreme  in  piace. 
The  vhtnous  mind,  an  undecaying  grace. 
§till  may  thy  youth  each  fond  endearment  prove 
Of  tender  friendfliip  and  complacent  love ; 
May  love  approach  thee,  in  the  mildelt  drels. 
And  court  thee  to  domeftic  happinefs  ; 
And  bring  along  the  pow'r  that  only  knows 
To  heighten  human  joys  and  foften  woes ; 
For  woes  will  be  in  life  ;  thefe  ftill  return, 
The  good,   the  beauteous,   and  the   wife  muft 

mourn: 
Doubl'd  the  joy  that  friendfliip  does  divide, 
Leffen'd  the  pain  when  arm'd  the  focial  fide : 
But  ah  !  how  fierce  the  pang,  hov/  deep  the  groan, 
When  flrong  afftldion  finds  the  weak  alone  ! 
Then  may  a  friend  ilill  guard  thy  ftielter'd  days,_ 
And  guide  thee  fafe  through  fortune's  myftic 

ways ; 
The  happy  youth,  whom  mofl  thy  foul  approves. 
Friend  of  thy  choice  and  hulband  of  thy  loves, 
Whofe  holy  flame  heav'ns  altar  does  infpire, 
That  burns  through  life  one  dear  unfully  d  fire, 
A  mutual  warmth  that  glows  from  bi  eaft  to  breait, 
Who  loving  is  belov'd  and  blefllng  bkft. 
Then  all  the  pleafing  fcenes  of  life  appear, 
The  charms  of  kindred  and  relations  dear. 
The  fmiling  offspring,  love's  far  better  part, 
And  all  the  fecial  meltiag*  of  ^^  li««t : 


Then  harlot  pleafnre,  with  her  wanton  train 

Seduces  from  the  perfed  fliate  in  vain  ; 

In  vain  to  the  lock'd  ear  the  fyren  fings. 

When  angels  fliadow  with  their  guardian  wings. 

Such,  fair  Monimia,  be  thy  facred  lot. 

When  ev'ry  memory  of  him  forgot, 

Whofe  faithful  mufe  infpir'd  the  pious  pray'r. 

And  weary'd  heaven  to  keep  thee  in  its  care ; 

That  pleas'd  it  would  its  choicefl  influence  fliow'r. 

Or  on  thy  ferious,  or  thy  mirthful  hour ; 

Confpicuous  known  in  ev'ry  fcene  of  life, 

The  mother,  fifler,  daughter,  friend,  and  wife  ; 

That  joy  may  grow  on  joy^  and  conflant  laft. 

And  each  new  day  rife  brignter  than  the  pafl. 

CONTEMPLATION:  OR,  THE  TRIUMPH 
OF  LOVE. 


Sae-vit  amor.- 


refurgens 
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O  Voice  divine,  whofe  heavenly  flrain 
No  mortal  meafure  may  attain, 
O  powerful  to  appeafe  the  fmart, 
That  fefters  in  a  wounded  heart, 
Whofe  myftic  numbers  can  affuagc 
The  bofom  of  tumult'ous  rage. 
Can  ftrike  the  dagger  from  defpair, 
And  fliut  the  watchful  eye  of  care. 
Oft  lur'd  by  thee,  when  wretches  call, 
Hope  comes,  that  cheers  or  foftens  all  5 
Expell'd  by  thee,  and  difpoffefl 
Envy  forfakes  the  human  breafl:. 
Full  oft  with  thee  the  bard  retires. 
And  loll  to  earth,  to  heav'n  afpires ; 
How  nobly  lofl !  with  thee  to  rove 
Through  the  long  deep'ning  folemn  grdvc, 
Or  underneath  the  moonlight  pale. 
To  filence  trull  fome  plaintive  tale, 
Of  nature's  ills,  and  mankind's  woes, 
Wliilc  kings  and  all  the  proud  repofe  ; 
Or  where  fonie  holy  aged  oak 
A  ftrano-er  to  the  woodman's  ftroke  ; 
From  the  higli  rock's  aerial  crown 
In  twilling  arches  bending  do-vn, 
Bathes  in  tlie  fmooth  pellucic  ilream. 
Full  oft  he  waits  the  inyftic  dream 
Of  mankind's  joys  right  undcrftoodj- 
And  of  the  ali-prevaillng  good. 
Go  forth  invok'd,  O  voice  divine  ! 
And  ifliie  from  thy  facted  ftirine  ; 
Go  fearch  each  folltude  around. 
Where  Contemplation  may  be  found, 
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Where'er  apart  the  godtlefs  Hands 

With  lifted  eyes  and  heaven-rais'd  hands ; 

If  rear'd  on  fpeculation's  hill 

Her  raptur'd  foul  enjoys  its  fill 

Of  far  tranfporting  nature's  fcene, 

Air,  Acean,  mountain,  river,  plain ; 

Or  if  with  meafur'd  flep  fhe  go 

Where  meditation  fpreads  below. 

In  hollow  vale  her  ample  ftore, 

.*TiJl  weary  f  incy  can  no  more; 

Or  inward,  if  fhe  turi!  her  gaze. 

And  ail  th'  internal  world  furveys ; 

With  joy  complacent  fees  fucceed 

In  fair  array,  each  comely  deed. 

She  hears  alone  thy  lofty  ftrain, 

An  other  mufic  charms  in  vain  ; 

In  vain  the  fprightly  notes  refound, 

That  from  the  fretted  roofs  rebound. 

When  the  deft  minftrelfy  advance 

To  form  the  quaint  and  orbed  dance  j 

In  vain  unhallow'd  lips  implore. 

She  hearkens  only  to  thy  lore. 

Then  bring  the  lonely  nymph  along, 

Obfequious  to  thy  magic  fong; 

Bid  her  to  blifs  the  fecret  bow'r 

And  heighten  wifdom's  folemn  hour. 

Bring  faith,  endu'd  with  eagle  eyes. 
That  joins  this  earth  to  diflant  flcies; 
Bland  hope  that  makes  each  forrow  lefs. 
Still  fmiling  calm  amidft  diftrefs; 
And  bring  the  meek-ey'd  charity. 
Not  leaft,  though  youngeft  of  the  three; 
Knowledge  the  fage,  whofe  radiant  light. 
Darts  quick  acrofs  the  mental  night. 
And  add  warm  friendlhip  to  the  train. 
Social,  yielding,  and  humane  ; 
With  filcnce,  fober-fuited  maid. 
Seldom  on  this  earth  furvey'd  : 
Bid  in  this  facred  band  appear. 
That  aged  venerable  feer, 
With  forrowing  pale,  with  watchings  fparc, 
Of  pleafing  yet  dejed:ed  air. 
Him,  heavenly  melancholy  hijjht. 
Who  flies  the  fons  of  falfe  delight, 
How  looks  ferene  through  human  life, 
Sees  end  in  peace  the  moral  ftrife, 
Now  to  the  dazzling  profpeift  blind. 
Trembles  for  heaven  and  for  his  kind. 
And  doubting  much,  flill  hoping  beft. 
Late  with  fubmiflion  finds  his  reft  : 
And  by  his  fide  advance  the  dame 
All  glowing  with  ccleftial  flame. 
Devotion,  high  above  that  foars. 
And  fings  exulting,  and  adores. 
Dares  fix  on  heav'n  a  mortal's  gaze, 
And  triumph  'midft  the  feraph's  blaze : 
Laft  to  crown  all,  with  thefe  be  join'd 
The  decent  nun  fair  peace  of  mind, 
Whom  innocence  ne'er  yet  betray'd, 
Bore  young  in  Eden's  happy  fhade  : 
!Refio;n'd,  contented,  meek  and  mild 
Of  blamelefs  mother,  blamelefs  child. 

But  from  thefe  woods,  O  thou  retire ! 
Hood-wink't  fuperftition  dire ; 
Zeal  that  clanks  her  iron  bands. 
And  bathes  in  blood  her  ruthlefs  hands; 
Far  hence  hypocrify  away, 
,With  pious  fcniblancc  to  betray, 


Whofe  angel  outfide  fair  contain* 

A  heart  corrupt,  and  foul  wii-h  ftains } 

Ambition  maci,  that  Hems  alone 

The  boiilerous  furge,  with  bladders  blown  } 

Anger,  with  wild  diforder'd  pace; 

And  malice  pale  of  famifh'd  face ; 

Loud-tongu'd  clamour,  get  thee  far 

Hence,  to  wrangle  at  the  bar; 

With  opening  mouths  vain  rumour  hung; 

And  falfehood  with  her  ferpent  tongue  ; 

Revenge,  her  bloodfliot  eyes  on  fire, 

And  hifling  envy's  fnaky  tire  ; 

With  jealoufy,  the  fiend  moft  fell 

Who  bears  about  his  inmate  hell ; 

Now  far  apart  vi'ith  hagard  mien 

To  lone  fufpicion  lift'ning  feen, 

Now  in  a  gloomy  band  appears 

Of  fallow  doubts  and  pale-ey'd  fears, 

Whom  dire  remorfe  of  giant  kind 

Purfues  with  fcorpion  lafit  behind ; 

And  thou  felf-love,  who  tak'ft  froltn  earthy 

With  the  vile  crawling  worm,  thy  birth, 

Untouch'd  w^ith  others'  joy  or  pain, 

The  focial  fmile,  the  tear  humane  ; 

Thy  felf  thy  fole  intemperate  gueft, 

Uncall'd  thy  neighbour  to  the  feall. 

As  if  heaven's  univerfal  heir 

'Twas  thine  to  feize  and  not  to  fliare  r 

With  thefe  away,  bafe  wretch  acqurft. 

By  pride  begot,  by  nradnefs  nurff, 

Impiety  !  of  harden'd  mind, 

Grofs,  dull,  prefuming,  ftubborn,  blind^ 

Unmov'd  amidft  this  mighty  all. 

Deaf  to  the  univerfal  call : 

In  vain  above  the  fyftertis  glow. 

In  vain  earth  fpreads  her  charms  below, 

Confiding  in  himfelf  to  rife. 

He  hurls  defiance  to  the  Ikies, 

And  fteel'd  in  dire  and  impious  deeds 

Blafphemes  his  feeder  whilft  he  feeds. 

But  chiefly  love,  love  far  off  fly, 

Nor  interrupt  my  privacy ; 

'Tis  not  for  thee,  capricious  pow'r^ 

Weak  tyrant  of  a  fcverifti  hour. 

Fickle,  and  ever  in  extremes, 

My  radiant  day  of  reafon  beamj^ 

And  fober  contemplation's  ear 

Difdains  thy  fyren  fong  to  hear  ; 

Speed  thee  on  changeful  wings  away, 

To  where  thy  willing  flaves  obey. 

Go  herd  amongft  thy  wonted  train, 

The  falfe,  th'  inconftant,  lewd,  and  vain  j 

Thou  haft  no  fubjedl  here  ;  begone, 

Contemplation  comes  anon. 

Above,  below,  and  all  around, 
Now  nought  but  awful  quiet's  found, 
The  feeling  air  forgets  to  move, 
No  zephyr  ftirs  the  leafy  grove  ; 
The  gentleft  murmur  of  the  rill. 
Struck  by  the  potent  charm  is  ftill. 
Each  paflion  in  this  tronhled  breaft 
So  toiling  once  lies  hufti'd  to  reft, 
Whate'er  man's  buftling  race  employs. 
His  cares,  his  hopes,  his  fears,  his  joys» 
Ambition,  pleafure,  intereft,  fame; 
Each  nothing  of  important  name; 
Ye  tyrants  of  this  reftlefs  ball. 
This  grove  annihilates  you  all. 
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oil  power  unfeen,  yet  felt,  appeal" 
Sure  fomething  more  than  nature's  here. 

Now  on  the  flow'ring  turf  I  lie. 
My  foul  converfing  with  the  Iky. 
Far  loft  in  the  bewildering  dream 
I  wander  o'er  each  lofty  theme ; 
Tour  on  inquiry's  wings  on  high. 
And  foar  the  heights  of  deity  : 
Fain  would  1  fearch  the  perfeft  laws 
That  conftant  bind  th'  unerring  caufe  ; 
Why  all  its  children,  born  to  ftiare 
Alike  a  father's  equal  care  : 
Some  weep  by  partial  fate  undone. 
The  ravilh'd  portion  of  a  fon  ; 
Whilft  he  whofe  fwelKng  cup  o'erflows, 
Heeds  not  his  fuflF'ring  brother's  woes ; 
The  good,  their  virtues  all  forgot, 
Mourn  need  fevere,  their  deftm'd  lot  y 
"While  vice,  invited  by  the  great, 
Feafls  under  canopies  of  ftate. 
Ah !  when  we  fee  the  bad  preferr'd, 
Was  it  eternal  juflice  err'd  ? 
Or  when  the  good  could  not  prevail. 
How  could  almighty  prowefs  fail  ? 
When  underneath  the  opj>reffor's  blow 
Afflicted  innocence  lies  low, 
Has  not  th'  All-feeing  eye  beheld  ? 
Or  has  a  ftronger  arm  repcU'd  ? 
When  death  diffolves  this  brittle  frame. 
Lies  ever  quencJi'd  the  foul's  bright  flame  ? 
Or  Ihall  th'  ethereal  breath  of  day 
Relume  once  naore  this  living  ray  ? 
From  life  efcape  we  all  in  vain  ? 
Heaven  finds  its  creature  out  again. 
Again  its  captive  to  control. 
And  drive  him  to  another  goal.  , 

When  time  fliall  let  his  curtain  fall,. 
Muft  dreary  nothing  fwallow  all  ? 
Muft  we  the  unfinilh'd  piece  deplore. 
E'er  half  the  pompous  piece  be  o'er  i 
In  his  all  comprehenfive  mind. 
Shall  not  th'  almighty  poet  find 
Some  reconciling  turn  of  fate 
To  make  his  wondrous  work  complete ; 
To  finifh  fair  his  mingled  plan, 
And  juftify  his  ways  to  man  ? 
But  who  Ihall  draw  thefe  veils  that  lie 
Unpierc'd  by  the  keen  cherub's  eye  ? 
Ceafe,  ceafe,  the  daring  flight  give  o'er, 
Thine  to  fubmit  and  to  adore 
Learn  then :  Into  thyfelf  defcend, 
To  know  thy  being's  ufe  and  end,. 
For  thee  what  nature's  kind  intent» 
Or  on  what  fatal  journey  bent. 
3s  mean  felf-love  she  only  guide  ? 
Mufl:  all  be  facrific'd  to  pride  ? 
What  facred  fountains  then  fupply 
The  feeling  heart  and  melting  eye  ? 
Why  does  the  pleading  look  difann 
The  hand  of  rage  with  flaughter  warm  ? 
Or  in  the  battle's  generous  ftrife. 
Does  Britain  quell  the  luft  of  life  ? 
Next  the  bold  inquiry  tries, 
To  t^ace  our  various  pafiions  rife ; 
This  moment  hope  exalts  the  breaft. 
The  next  it  finks  by  fear  depreft ; 
Now  fierce  the  ftorms  of  wrath  begin, 
Now  all  is  holy  (jalrn  'withia. 


What  ftrikes  ambition's  ftubborn  fpringj, 
What  moves  compaffion's  fofter  ftringi^ 
How  we  in  conftant  friendftiips  join. 
How  in  conftant  hates  combine ; 
How  nature,  for  her  favourite,  man. 
Unfolds  the  wonders  of  her  plan; 
How  fond  to  treat  her  chofen  gueft 
Provides  for  every  fenfe  a  feaft  ; 
Gives  to  the  wide  excurfive  eye 
The  radiant  glories  of  the  Iky ; 
Or  bids  each  odorous  bloom  exhale 
His  foul  t'enrich  the  balmy  gale ; 

?^  pour  upon  th'  enchanted  ear 
he  mufic  of  the  op'ning  y,  ar  ; 
Or  bids  the  limpid  fountain  burft. 
Friendly  to  life,  and  cool  to  thirft ; 
What  arts  the  beauteous  dame  employs 
To  lead  us  on  to  genial  joys. 
When  in  her  fpecious  work  we  join 
To  propagate  her  fair  defign. 
The  virgin-face  divine  appears 
In  bloom,  of  youth  and  printe  of  years, 
And  e'er  the  deftin'd  heart's  aware 
Fixes  Monimia's  image  there. 

Ah  me !  what  helplefs  have  I  faid  ? 
Unhappy  by  myfeJf  betray'd  ! 
I  deem'd,  but  ah !  I  deem'd  in  vain. 
From  the  dear  image  to  refrain  ; 
For  when  I  fixt  my  mufingthought. 
Far  on  folemn  views  remote; 
When  wand'ring  in  the  uncertain  ronnci 
Of  mazy  doubt,  no  end  I  found; 
O  my  unbleft  and  erring  feet ! 
What  moft  I  fought  to  ftiun,  ye  meet* 
Come  then  my  ferious  maid  again  ; 
Come  and  try  another  ftrain  ; 
Come  and  nature's  dome  explore. 
Where  dwells  retir'd  the  matron  hoar ; 
There  her  wondrous  works  furvey, 
And  drive  th'  intruder  love  away. 
*Tis  done.     Afcending  heaven's  height 
Contemplation  take  thy  flight : 
Behold  the  fun,  thro'  heav'n'swidefpaccj 
Strong  as  a  giant,  run  his  race  : 
Behold  the  moon,  exert  her  light, 
As  blufhing  bride  on  her  love-night : 
Behold  the  fifter  ftarry  train. 
Her  bride-maids,  mount  the  azure  plain. 
See  where  the  fnows  their  treafures  keep; 
The  chambers  where  the  loud  winds  fleep  ; 
Where  the  colle6ted  rains  abide 
'Till  hefiv'n  fet  all  its  windows  wide. 
Precipitate  from  high  to  pour 
And  drown  in  violence  of  ftiow'r: 
Or  gently  ftrain'd  they  Wafti  the  earth 
And  give  the  tender  fruits  a  birth. 
See  where  thunder  fprings  his  mine  ; 
Where  the  paths  of  lightning  Ihine. 
Or  tir'd  thofe  heights  ftill  to  purfue. 
From  heav'n  defcending  with  the  dew. 
That  foft  impregns  the  youthful  mead. 
Where  thoufand  flowers  exalt  the  head, 
Mark  how  nature's  hand  beftows 
Abundant  grace  on  all  that  grows. 
Tinges,  with  pencil  flow  unfeen. 
The  grafs  that  clothes  the  valley  green ; 
Or  fpreads  the  tulips  parted  ftreaks. 
Or  faagui&e  dyes  the  rofc's  cheeks. 
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Or 

And 


r  points  xnth  li'pht  Monimia's  eyes, 
Jid  f  ■.-.r.s  htr  borom's  beauteous  rile. 
Ah  I  haunting  fpirit  art  tho.u  there  ! 
Fcrlldden  in  tlufe  walks  t'  ?pp-ar. 
I  tho-.ight,  O  love  !  thou  wouldit  aa'dain 
To  mix  w  ith  wiillom's  black  ftay'd  train ; 
But  when  my  curious  fcarJiinglook, 
A  nice  fi-.rvey  of -"^ture  toot, 
Well  p'-'^"  uie  matron  fet  to  fhow 
Her  miilrefs-work.  on  earth  below. 
Then  fruitlefs  knowledge  turn  afide. 
What  other  art  remains  untry'd 
This  load  of  arguifti  to  remove, 
And  heal  the  cruel  vounds  of  love  ? 
To  friendCiip's  facrcd  i"orce  apply 
That  fource  of  tendernefs  and  joy ; 
A  joy  no  anxious  fears  profane, 
A  terderncfs  that  feels  no  pain : 
Friendfhip  fliall  all  thefe  ills  appeafe. 
And  give  the  tortur'd  mourner  eafe. 
Th'  indifToluble  tie,  that  binds 
In  equal  chains,  two  fifter  minds  : 
Kot  fuch  as  fervile  int'refls  choofe. 
From  partial  ends  and  fordid  views ; 
Nor  when  the  midnight  banquet  fires, 
The  choice  of  wine-infiam'd  defires ; 
When  tlie  fhort  fellowlhips  proceed, 
From  cafual  mirth  and  wicked  deed  ; 
Till  the  next  morn  efliranges  quite 

The  partners  of  one  guilty  night ; 

But  luch  as  judgment  long  has  weigh'd 

And  years  of  faithfulnefshave  try'd; 

Whofb  tender  mind  is  fram'd  to  Ihare 

The  equal  portion  of  my  care  ; 

Wliofe  thoughts  my  happincfs  employs 

Sincere,  who  triumphs  in  my  joys ; 

With  whom  in  raptures  1  may  firay. 

Through  iludy's  long  and  pathlefs  way, 

Obfcurely  bleft,  in  joys,  alone, 

To  the  excluded  world  unknown. 

Forlbok  the  weak  fantaftic  train 

Of  fiattVy,  mirth,  all  falfe  and  vain  ; 

On  whofs  foft  and  gentle  breaft 

My  weary  foul  may  take  her  reft. 

While  the  flill  tender  look  and  kind 

Fair  fpringing  from  the  fpotlefs  mind. 

My  perfected  delights  enfure 

To  lafl  immortal,  free  and  pure. 

Grant,  Hcav'n,  if  Keav'n  means  blifs  for  me, 

Monimia  fuch,  and  long  may  be. 

Here,  here  again  !  how  ju.O;  my  fear ! 

Love  ever  finds  admittance  here  ; 

The  cruel  fpright  intent  on  harm. 

Has  quite  diffolv'd  the  feeble  charm  ; 

AlTuming  friendHiip's  faintly  guife, 

Has  pall  the  cheated  fentry's  eyes. 

And  once  attained  his  hellifh  end, 

DiTplays  the  undiffembled  fiend. 

0  fay  !  my  faithful  fair  aHy 
How  did'ft  thou  let  the  traitor  by  ? 

1  from  the  defart  hade  thee  come  *> 
Invok'd  thee  from  thy  peaceful  home, 
More  to  fublimc  my  folenm  hour. 
And  curfe  this  demon's  fatal  pow'r  ; 
L.0  !  by  fuperior  force  oppreft, 

Tboa  thei(E  three  feverai  times  haft  bleft. 


•*  Nvntbert^  ch.  5, 'J, 


Shall  we  the  magic  rites  purfne, 
When  love  is  mightier  far  than  thoB  i 
Yes  come,  in  bleft  enchantment  flcili'd. 
Another  altar  let  us  build ; 
Go  forth  as  wont,  and  try  to  find. 
Where'er  devotion  lies  reclin'd  ; 
Thou  her  fair  friend,  by  heaven's  decrcfcj 
Art  one  with  her,  and  fhe  with  thee. 

Devotion  come  with  fober  pace. 
Full  of  thought  and  full  of  grace  ; 
While  humbled  on  the  earth  I  lie. 
Wrapt  in  the  vifion  of  the  fky, 
To  noble  heights  and  folemn  views 
Wing  my  heav'n-afpiring  mufe  ; 
Teach  me  to  fcorn,  by  thee  refin'd, 
The  low  delights  of  human  kind  : 
Sure  then  to  put  to  flight  the  boy 
Of  laughter,  fport.  and  idle  joy. 
O  plant  thefe  guarded  groves  about, 
And  keep  the  treach'rous  felon  out. 

Now  fee  !  the  fpreading  gates  unfold, 
Difplay'd  the  facred  leaves  of  gold. 
Let  me  with  holy  awe  repair. 
To  the  folemn  houfe  of  prayer. 
And  as  I  go,  O  thou  !  my  heart. 
Forget  each  low  and  earthly  part. 
Religion  enter  in  my  breaft, 
A  mild  and  venerable  gueft ! 
Put  off  in  Contemplation  drown'd. 
Each  thought  impure  in  holy  ground. 
And  cautious  tread  withawftil  fear 

The  courts  of  heav'n ; for  God  is  here. 

Now  my  grateful  voice  I  raiife. 
Ye  angels  fwell  a  mortal's  praife, 
To  charm  with  ydur  own  harmony. 
The  ear  of  him  who  fits  on  high. 
Grant  me,  propitious  heav'nly  pow'r, 
Whofe  love  benign  we  feel  each  hour. 
An  equal  lot  on  earth  to  fhare, 
Nor  rich,  nor  poor,  my  humble  pray'r; 
Left  I  forget,  exalted  proud,- 
The  hand  fuprerne  that  gave  the  good ; 
Left  want  o'er  vlriue  fliould  prevail. 
And  I  put  forth  my  hand  and  fteal ; 
But  if  thy  fov'rcign  will  fhall  grant. 
The  wealth  1  neither  afk  nor  want; 
]\Iay  I  the  widow's  need  fupply. 
And  wipe  the  tear  fronT  farrow's  eye  j 
May  the  weary  wand'rcr's  feet, 
from  me  a  bleft  reception  meet .' 
But  if  contempt  and  low  eftate 
Be  the  affignment  of  my  fate, 

0  !  may  no  hope  of  gain  entice 

To  tread  the  green  broad  path  of  vice. 
And  bounteous  O  !  vouchfafe  to  cleaf 
The  errors  of  a  mind  fincerc. 
Il'umine  thou  my  fearching  mind. 
Groping  after  truth  and  blind. 
With  ftorcs  of  fciencc  be  it  fraught 
That  bard's  have  dream'd,  or  fages  taught ; 
And  chief  the  hcav'n-born  ftrain  impart, 
A  mufe  according  to  thy  heart ; 
That  v/rapt  in  facred  ecftacy, 

1  may  fing  and  fing  of  thee  ; 
Mankind  inftruding  in  thy  law», 
Bleft  poet  in  fair  virtue's  caufc, 
Her  fornier  merit  trt  reftore. 
And  niak«  msnliind  again  adore,' 
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As  when  conversant  with  the  great, 

She  fixt  in  palaces  her  feat. 

Before  her  all-revealing  ray, 

Each  fordid  paflion  fhould  decay  : 

Ambition  fhuns  the  dreaded  dame, 

And  *  pales  his  inefFecflual  flame ; 

Wealth  fighs  her  triumphs  to  behold, 

And  offers  all  his  fums  of  gold  ; 

f  She  in  her  chariot  feen  to  ride, 

A  noble  train  attend  her  fide  : 

A  cherub  firft,  in  prime  of  years, 

The  champion  fortitude  appears; 

Next  temp'rance  fober  miftrefs  feen, 

With  look  compos'd  and  cheerful  mien ; 

Calm  patience  ftill  vi(ftorious  found, 

With  never-fading  glories  crown' d. 

Firm  juftice  lafl  the  balance  rears. 

The  good  man's  praife,  the  bad  man's  fears ; 

While  chief  in  beauty  as  in  place 

She  charms  with  dear  Monimia's  grace. 

Monimia  ftill !  here  once  again  ! 
O  !  fatal  name.     Oh !  dubious  ftrain  ! 
iiay  heav'n-bom  virtue,  pow'r  divine. 
Are  all  thefe  various  movements  thine  ? 
Was  it  thy  triumphs,  fole  infpir'd 
My  foul  to  holy  tranfports  fir'd  ? 
Or  fay  do  fprings  lefs  facred  move? 
Ah  !  much  I  fear,  it's  human  love. 
Alas !  the  noble  ftrife  is  o'er. 
The  blifsful  vifions  charm  no  more;  , 

Far  off  the  glorious  rapture  flown, 
Monimia  rages  here  alone. 
In  vain,  love's  fugitive,  I  try 
From  the  commanding  pow'r  to  fly. 
Though  grace  was  dawning  on  my  foul, 
Poffeft  by  heav'n  fincere  and  whole, 
Yet  ftill  in  fancy's  painted  cells 
The  foul-infianiing  image  dwells. 
Why  didft  thou,  cruel  love,  again 
Thus  drag  me  back,  to  earth  and  pain  ? 
Well  hop'd  I,  love,  thou  would'ft  retire 
Before  the  bleft  Jeffean  lyre. 
Devotion's  harp  would  charm  to  reft, 
The  evil  fpirit  in  my  breall ; 
But  the  deaf  adder  fell  difdains, 
Unliftning  to  the  chanter's  ft  rains. 

Contemplation,  bafHed  maid,  ' 

Remains  there  yet  no  other  aid  ? 
Helplefs  and  weary  muft  thou  yield 
To  love  fupreme  in  ev'ry  field  ? 
J>et  melancholy  laft  engage, 
Rev'rend  hoary  mantled  fage. 
Sure,  at  his  fable  flag's  difplay 
Love's  idle  troop  will  flit  away  : 
And  bring  with  him  his  due  compeer, 
Silence,  fad,  forlorn,  and  drear. 

Hafte  thee  filence,  hafte  and  go, 
To  fearch  the  gloomy  world  below. 
My  trembling  fteps,  O  Sybil,  iead. 
Through  the  dominions  of  the  dead  : 
Where  care,  enjoying  foft  repofe, 
Lays  down  the  burden  of  his  woes  ; 
where  meritorious-want,  no  more 
Shiv'ring  begs  at  grandeur's  door  ; 
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Unconfcious  grandeur,  feal'd  his  eyes. 

On  the  mould'ring  purple  lies. 

In  the  dim  and  dreary  round. 

Speech  in  eternal  chains  lies  bound. 

And  fee  a  tomb,  it's  gates  difplay'd. 

Expands  an  everlafting  fliade. 

O  ye  inhabitants  !  that  dwell 

Each  forgotten  in  your  cell, 

O  fay  I  for  whom  of  human  race 

Has  fate  decreed  this  hiding  place  ? 

And  hark  !  methinks  a  fpirit  calls, 
IvOW  winds  the  whifper  round  the  walls, 
A  voice,  the  fluggifti  air  that  breaks. 
Solemn  amid  the  filence  fpeaks. 
Miftaken  man  thou  feek'ft  to  know. 
What  known  will  but  affli(5l  with  woe  ; 
There  thy  Monimia  fhall  abide, 
With  the  pale  bridegroom  reft  a  bride. 
The  wan  afliftants  there  ftiall  lay. 
In  weeds  of  death,  her  beauteous  clay. 

O  words  of  woe  !  what  do  I  hear  ? 
What  founds  invade  a  lover's  ear  ? 
Muft  then  thy  charms,  my  anxious  care. 
The  fate  of  vulgar  beauty  ftiare  ? 
Good  heav'n  retard  (for  thine  the  pow'r) 
The  wheels  of  time,  that  roll  the  hour. — 

Yet  ah  !  why  fwells  my  breaft  with  fears  ? 
Why  ft  art  the  interdidled  tears? 
Love  doft  thou  tempt  again  ?  depart 
Thou  devil,  caft  out  from  my  heart. 
Sad  I  forfook  the  feaft,  the  ball. 
The  funny  bow'r  and  lofty  hall. 
And  fought  the  dungeon  of  defpair ; 
Yet  thou  overtak'ft  me  there. 
How  little  dream'd  I  thee  to  find 
In  this  lone  ftate  of  human  kind  ? 
Nor  melancholy  can  prevail. 
The  direful  deed,  nor  difmal  tale: 
Hop'd  I  for  thefe  thou  would'ft  remove  ? 
How  near  akin  is  grief  to  love  ? 
Then  no  more  I  ftrive  to  fliun 
Love's  chains  :  O  heav'n  !  thy  will  be  done. 
The  beft  phyfician  here  I  find. 
To  cure  a  fore  difeafed  mind, 
For  foon  this  venerable  gloom 
Will  yield  a  weary  fufferer  room; 
No  more  a  flave  to  love  decreed. 
At  eafe  and  free  among  the  dead. 
Come  then  ye  tears,  ne'er  ceafe  to  flow,  i 

In  full  fatiety  of  woe : 
Though  now  the  maid  my  heart  alarms. 
Severe  and  mighty  in  her  charms, 
Doom'd  to  obey,  in  bondage  prcft. 
The  tyrant's  love  commands  unbleft  ; 
Pais  but  fome  fleeting  moments  o'er. 
This  rebel  heart  fhall  beat  no  more  ; 
Then  from  my  dark  and  clofing  eye, 
The  form  belov'd  fliall  ever  fly.  ' 

The  tyranny  of  love  fliall  ceafe. 
Both  laid  down  to  fleep  in  peace  ; 
To  fliare  alike  our  mortal  lot. 
Her  beauties  and  my  cares  forgot. 

TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  EGLINTOUN, 

WITH  THE   GENTLE   SHEPHERD.       I726. 

Accept,  O  Eglintoun  !  the  rural  lays. 
Thine  be  the  friends,  and  thine  the  poet's  praife 
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'Ihc  mufe  that  oft  has  lais'd  her  tuneful  ftrains, 
A  frequent  gucft  en  ticotia's  blifsful  plahis, 
That  oft  has  fung-,  her  lift'ning  youth  to  move, 
The  charms  of  beauty,  and  the  force  of  love, 
Once  more  relumes  the  ftill  fuccefsful  lay, 
Delighted,  through  the  verdant  meads  to  ftray  : 
O  !  com£,  invok'd,  and  pleas'd,  with  her  repair. 
To  breathe  the  balmy  fweets  of  purer  air ; 
In  the  cool  evening  negligently  laid, 
Or  near  the  ftream,  or  in  the  rural  fhade ; 
Propitious  hea-,  and,  as  thou  hear'ft,  approve 
The  Gentle  Shepherd's  tender  tale  of  love,    [fires, 
Learn  from  thefe  fcenes  what  warmand  glowing 
Inflame  the  brcafl  that  real  love  infpires ; 
DeHghted  read  of  ardor,  fighs,  and  tears  ; 
All  that  a  lover  hopes,  and  all  he  fears  : 
Hence  too,  what  paflions  in  his  bofom  rife. 
What  dawnini-  gladncfs  fparkles  in  his  eyes, 
When  firll  the  fair  is  bounteous  to  relent. 
And  blufhing  beauteous,  fmiles  the  kind  confent. 
I^ove's  pafijoii  here  in  each  extreme  is  fhown. 
In  Charlotte's  fmile,  or  in  Maria's  frown. 

With  words  like  thefe,  that  fail'd  not  to  engage. 
Love  courted  beauty  in  a  golden  age, 
Pure  and  untau;;ht,  fuch  nature  firft  infpir'd, 
Ere  yet  the  fair  afieded  phrafe  admir'd. 
His  fecret  thoughts  were  undifguis'd  with  art. 
His  words  ne'er  knew  to  differ. from  his  heart. 
He  fpeaks  his  loves  fo  artlefs  and  fmcere. 
As  thy  E'iza  migiit  be  pleas'd  to  hear. 

Heaven  only  to  the  rural  (late  beftows 
Conquefi;  o'er  life,  and  freedom  from  its  wpes  ; 
Secure  alike  from  envy,  and  from  care. 
Nor  rais'd  by  hope,  nor  yet  depreft  by  fear  ; 
Nor  want's  lean  hand  its  happinef*  conftrains, 
Nor  riches  torture  with  ill-gotten  gains  ; 
No  fecret  guilt  its  llcdfaft  peace  deftroys. 
No  wild  ambition  interrupts  its  joys. 
Blcft  ftili  to  fpend  the  hours  that  heav'n  has  lent, 
)n  humble  goodnefs,  and  in  calm  content ; 
.Serenely  gentle,  as  the  thoughts  that  roll, 
Sinlcfs  and  pure,  in  fair  Humeia's  foul. 

But  now  the  rural  fhate  thefe  joys  has  loft. 
Even  fwains  no  more  that  innocence  can  boaft. 
Love  fpeajis  no  more  what  beauty  may  believe. 
Prone  to  betray,  and  pracSis'd  to  deceive. 
Now  happiDcfsfprfakesher  bleft  retreat. 
The  peaceful  dwellings  where  flie  fix'd  her  feat; 
The  pleafing  fields  fhe  wont  of  old  to  grace, 
Companion  to  an  upright  fober  race  ; 
When  on  the  funny  iiill,  or  verdant  plain, 
.Free  and  familiar  with  the  fons  of  men, 
To  crown  the  pleafures  of  the  blamelefs  feaft. 
She  uninvited  came  a  welcome  gueft  : 
Ere  yet  an  age,  grown  rich  in  impious  arts, 
Seduc'd  from  innocence  incautious  hearts ; 
Then  grudging  hate,  and  finful  pride  fucceed. 
Cruel  revenge,  andfalfe  unrighteous  deed  : 
Then  dow'iTcfs  beauty  loft  the  power  to  move  ; 
The  mil:  of  lucre  flain'd  the  gold  of  love. 
Bounteous  no  more,  and  hofpitably  good,    [blood. 
The   genial  hcr.rlh  firfl  bluft'd   with  ftranger's 
'J'he  friend  no  more  upon  the  friend  relies. 
And  femblant  fulfchood  puts  on  truth's  difguife. 
The  peaceful  iioi;fehokl  fill'd  with  dire  alarms, 
'I  he  raviih'd  virgin  mourns  her  flighted  charms ; 
The  voice  of  impious  mirth  is  heard  around  ; 
In  gP'lt  rfiey  fiRft,  in  gush  the  bowl  is  crowr/d. 


Unpunifli'd  vi'lence  lords  it  o'er  the  plains, 
And  happinefs  forfakes  the  guilty  fwains. 
O  Happinefs  !  from  human  I'earch  retir'd. 
Where  art  thou  to  be  found,  by  all  defir'd  ? 
Nun  fober  and  devout !  why  art  thou  fled 
To  hide  in  fhades  thy  meek  contented  head  ? 
Virgin  of  afpeft  mild  !  ah  why  unkind, 
Fly'ft  thou  difpleas'd,  the  commerce  of  mankind  ? 
O  !  teach  our  fteps  to  find  the  fecret  cell. 
Where  with  thy  fire  content  thou  lov'ft  to  dwell. 
Or  fay,  doft  thou  a  duteous  handmaid  wait 
Familiar,  at  the  chambers  of  the  great  ? 
Dofl  thou  purfue  the  voice  of  them  that  call 
To  noify  revel,  and  to  midnight  ball .' 
O'er  the  full  banquet  when  we  feaft  our  foul, 
Doll  thou  infpire  the  mirth,  or  mix  the  bowl  ? 
Or  with  th'  induftrious  planter  doft  thou  talk, 
Converfing  freely  in  an  ev'ning  walk  ? 
Say,  does  the  mifcr  e'er  thy  face  behold, 
Watchful  and  ftudious  of  the  treafur'd  gold  ? 
Seeks  know  ledge,  not  in  vain,  thy  much  lov'dpow'f^ 
Still  mufing  filcnt  at  the  morning  h(Tur  ? 
May  we  thy  prefence  hope  in  war's  alarms. 

In  S 's  wifdom,  or  Montgomery's  arms  ! 

In  vain  our  flatt'ring  hopes  our  fteps  beguile, 
The  flying  good  eludes  the  fearcher's  toil : 
In  vain  we  feek  the  city  or  the  cell ; 
Alone  with  virtue  knows  the  pow'r  to  dwell. 
Nor  need  mankind  defpair  thefe  joys  to  know, 
The  gift  themfelves  may  on  themfelves  beftow. 
Soon,  foon  we  might  the  precious  blefling  boaft  ^ 
But  many  palfions  muft  the  blefling  coft  ; 
Infernal  maiice,  inly  pining  hate. 
And  envy  grieving  at  another's  ftate. 
Revenge  no  more  muft  in  our  hearts  remain, 
Or  burning  luft,  or  avarice  of  gain. 
When  thele  ai  e  in  the  human  bofom  nurft. 
Can  peace  refide  in  dw.^Uings  fo  accurft  ; 
Unlike,  O  Eglintoun  !  thy  happy  breaft. 
Calm  and  ferene,  enjoys  the  heavenly  gueft  ; 
From  the  tumultuous  rule  of  paflions  freed. 
Pure  in  thy  thought,  and  fpotlefs  in  thy  deed. 
In  virtues  rich,  in  goodnefs  unconfin'd. 
Thou  fliin'ft  a  fair  example  to  thy  kind  ; 
Sincere  and  equal  to  thy  neighbour's  fame, 
How  fwift  to  praife,  how  obllinatc  to  blame  ! 
Bold  in  thy  prefence  bafliful  fenfe  appears, 
And  backward  merit  lofes  all  its  fears. 
Supremely  bleft  by  heav'n,  heav'n's  richeft  grace 
Confeft  is  thine,  an  early  blooming  race, 
Whofe  pleafing  fmiles  fliall  guardian  wifdom  arm, 
Divine  inftru«Stion  !  taught  of  thee  to  charm. 
What  tranfporti  fhall  they  to  thy  foul  impart  ! 
(The  confcipus  tranfports  of  a  parent's  heart.) 
When  thou  behold'ft  them  of  each  grace  poITeft, 
And  Cghing  youths  imploring  to  be  bleft. 
After  thy  image  lorm'd,  with  charms  like  thine. 
Or  in  the  vifit,  or  the  dance  to  fliine. 
Thrice  happy  !  who  fucceed  their  mother's  praife, 
The  lovely  Eglintouns  of  future  days. 
Meanwhile  purfue  the  following  tender  (cenesj 
And  liften  to  thy  native  poet's  ftrains. 
In  ancient  garb  the  home  bred  mufe  appears. 
The  garb  pur  mufes  wore  ip  former  years. 
As  in  a  glafs  refledled,  here  behold 
How  fmiling  gopdnefs  look'd  in  days  of  old. 
Nor  blufh  to  read  where  beauty's  praife  is  fiiowTiji 
Aod  virtuous  love,  the  likenefs  of  thy  owb; 
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While  midft  the  various  gifts  that  gracious  heaven, 
Bounteous  to  thee,  with  righteous  hand  has  given; 
Let  this,  O  Eglintoun  !  delight  thee  moft, 
T'  enjoy  that  innocence  the  world  has  loft. 

O  D  E    I. 

TO    FANCT. 

Fancy,  bright  and  winged  maid! 

In  thy  night  drawn  car  convey' d. 

O'er  the  green  earth,  and  wide  fpread  main, 

A  thoufand  Ihadows  in  thy  train, 

A  vary'd  air-emhody'd  hoft, 

To  don  what  ihapes  thou  pleafeft  moft  ; 

Brandifh  no  mo-e  thy  fcorpion  ftings 

Around  the  deftin'd  couch  of  kings ; 

Nor  in  rebellion's  ghaftly  fize 

A  dire  gigantic  fpedre  rife  : 

Ceafe,  for  a  while,  in  rooms  of  ftatc 

To  damp  the  flumbers  of  the  great ; 

In  merit's  lean  look'd  form  t'  appear. 

And  holla  traitor  in  their  ear  : 

Or  freedom's  holier  garb  bely, 

While  juftice  grinds  her  axe  faft  by  : 

Nor  o'er  the  mifer's  eye-lids  pour 

The  unrefrefliing  golden  Ihow'r;        » 

Whilft,  keen  th'  unreal  blifs  to  feel, 

His  breaft  bedews  the  ruffian  fteel. 

With  thefe,  (when  next  thou  tak'ft  thy  round) 
The  thoughts  of  guilty  pride  confound  ; 
Thefe  fwell  the  horrors  and  affright 
Of  confcience,  keen  condemning  night. 
For  this  (nor  gracious  pow'r !  repine) 
A  gentler  miniflry  be  thine  : 
Whate'er  infpires  the  poet's  theme, 
Or  lover's  hope  enliven'd  dream. 
Monimia's  mildeft  form  affume ; 
Spread  o'er  thy  cheeks  her  youthful  bloom ; 
Unfold  her  eyes  unblemilh'd  rays, 
That  melt  to  virtue  as  we  gaze; 
That  envy's  guiltieft  wilh  difarm. 
And  view  benign  a  kindred  charm  : 
Call  all  the  graces  from  thy  ftore, 
'Till  thy  creative  pow'er  be  o'er ; 
Bid  her  each  breathing  fweet  difpenfe. 
And  robe  in  her  own  innocence. 

My  wiih  is  giv'n  ;  the  fpells  begin ; 
Th'  ideal  world  awakes  within  ; 
The  lonely  void  of  {till  repofe 
Pregnant  with  fome  new  wonder  grows  ; 
See,  by  the  twilight  of  the  Ikies, 
The  beauteous  apparition  rife  ; 
Slow  in  Monimia's  form,  along 
Glides  to  the  harmony  of  fong. 

But  who  is  he  the  virgin  leads, 
Whom  high  a  flaming  torch  proceeds. 
In  a  gown  of  ftainlefs  lawn, 
O'er  each  manly  ftioulder  drawn  ? 
Who,  clad  in  robe  of  fcarlet  grain. 
The  boy  that  wears  her  flowing  train  } 
Behind  his  back  a  quiver  flung  ; 
A  bended  bow  acrofs  is  hung  , 
His  head  and  heels  two  wings  unfold, 
The  azure  feathers  girt  with  gold. 
Hymen  !   'tis  he  who  kind  infpires 
Joys  unfeign'd  and  chafte  defires. 
And  thou,  of  love  deceitful  child  ! 
With  tyger-heart,  yet  lamb-like  mlli. 
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Fantaftic  by  thyfelf,  and  vain, 

But  feemly  feen  in  Hymen's  train ; 

If  fate  be  to  my  willies  kind, 

O !  may  I  find  ye  ever  join'd  ; 

But  if  the  fates  my  wilh  deny. 

My  humble  roof  come  ye  not  nigh. 

The  fpell  works  on  :  yet  flop  the  day 

While  in  the  houfe  of  fleep  I  flay. 

About  me  fwells  the  fudden  grove, 

The  woven  arbourette  of  love  ; 

Flow'rs  fpring  unbidden  o'er  the  ground. 

And  more  than  natuic  plants  around. 

Fancy,  prolong  the  kind  repofe  ; 

Still,  ftiU  th'  enchanting  vifion  glows  ; 

And  now  I  gaze  o'er  all  her  charms. 

Now  fink  tranfported  in  her  arms. 

Oh  facred  energy  divine  ! 

All  thefe  cnraptur'd  fcenes  are  thine. 

Hail !  copious  fource  of  pure  delight ; 

All  hafl !  thou  heaven-revealed  rite  ; 

Endearing  truth  thy  train  attends, 

And  thou  and  meek-ey'd  peace  are  friends 

Clofer  entwine  the  magic  bow'r ; 

Thick  rain  the  rofe-empurpl'd  fhow'r  : 

The  myflic  joy  impatient  flies 

Th'  uiihallow'd  gaze  of  vulgar  eyes. 

Unenvy'd  let  the  rich  and  great 

Turmoil  without,  and  parcel  fate. 

Indulging  here,  in  blifs  fupreme. 

Might  I  enjoy  the  golden  dream  : 

But,  ah !  the  rapture  mufl;  not  ftay  ; 

For  fee  !  flie  glides,  fhe  glides  away. 

Oh  fancy  !  why  did'ft  thou  decoy 
My  thoughts  into  this  dream  of  joy. 
Then  to  forfake  me  all  alone. 
To  mourn  the  fond  delufion  gone  ? 
O  !  back  again,  benign,  reflore 
The  pi(ftur'd  vifion  as  before. 
Yes,  yes :  once  more  1  fold  my  eyes ; 
Arife,  ye  dear  deceits,  arife. 
Ideas  bland !  where  do  ye  rove? 
Why  fades  my  vifionary  grove  ? 
Ye  fickle  troop  of  Morpheus'  train. 
Then  will  you,  to  the  proud  and  vain, 
From  me,  fantaftic,  wing  your  flight, 
T'  adorn  the  dream  of  falfe  delight  ? 
But  now,  feen  in  Monimia's  air, 
Can  you  afliime  a  form  lefs  fair. 
Some  idle  beauty's  wifli  fupply. 
The  mimic  triumphs  of  her  eye  ? 
Grant  all  to  me  this  live-long  night. 
Let  charms  detain  the  rifmg  light ; 
For  this  one  night  my  liv'ries  wear. 
And  I  abfolve  thee  for  the  year. 

What  time  your  poppy-crowned  God 
.Sends  his  truth-telling  fcouts  abroad. 
Ere  yet  the  cock  to  mattins  rings, 
And  the  lark  with  mounting  wings. 
The  fimple  village-fwain  has  warn'd 
To  fhake  offileep,  by  labour  earn'd  ; 
Or  on  the  rofe's  filken  hem, 
Aurora  weeps  her  earlieft  gem  ; 
Or^  beneath  the  op'ning  dawn. 
Smiles  the  fair-extended  lawn. 
When  in  the  foft  encircled  fliade 
Ye  find  reclin'd  the  gentle  maid, 
Each  bufy  motion  laid  to  reft, 
And  all  compos'd  her  peaceful  breaft  : 
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Swift  paint  the  fair  internal  fcene, 
The  phantom  labours  of  your  reign  ; 
The  living  imag'ry  adorn 
With  all  the  limnings  of  the  morn; 
With  all  the  freafures  nature  keeps 
Conceal'd  below  the  forming  deeps ; 
Or  drefs'd  in  the  rich  waving  pride, 
That  covers  the  green  mountain's  fide. 
Or  blooms  beneath  the  am'rous  gale 
In  the  wide  cmbofom'd  vale. 
Let  pow'rful  mufic  too  eflay 
The  magic  of  her  hidden  lay  : 
While  each  harlh  thought  away  fhall  fly 
Down  the  full  llream  of  harmony, 
Companion  mild  fhall  fill  their  place. 
Each  gentle  minifler  of  grace  ; 
Pity,  that  often  melts  to  love, , 
Let  weeping  pity  kind  improve. 
The  foften'd  heart,   prepar'd  to  take 
Whate'er  imprefTions  love  fhall  make. 
Oh !  in  that  kind,  that  facred  hour. 
When  hate,  when  anger  have  no  power  i^ 
When  fighing  love,  mild  fimple  boy, 
Courtfhip  fweet,  and  tender  joy. 
Alone  pofiels  the  fair  one's  heart ; 
Let  me  then,  fancy,  bear  my  part. 

Oh  !  Goddefs  how  I  long  t'  appear; 
The  hour  of  dear  fuccffs  draws  near  : 
Scs  where  the  crowding  fhadows  wait ; 
Hafte  and  unfold  the  iv'ry  gate  ; 
Ye  gracious  forms,  employ  your  aid, 
Come  in  my  anxious  look  array 'd; 
Come  love,  come  Hymen,  at  my  pray'r. 
Led  by  blythe  hope,  ye  decent  pair 
By  mutual  confidence  combin'd, 
As  erft  in  fleep  I  favv  you  joln'd. 
Fill  my  eyes  with  heart  fwell'd  tears, 
Fill  my  breall  with  heart  born  fears, 
Half-utter'd  vows  and  half-iispprcfs'd. 
Part  look'd,  and  only  wifliM  the  reft  ; 
Make  fighs,  and  fpcaking  forrows  prove, 
•Suffering  much,  how  much  I  love  ; 
Make  the  mufes  lyre  complain. 
Strung  by  me  in  warbled  ftrain  ; 
Let  the  melodious  numbers  flow' 
Powerful  of  a  lover's  woe, 
Till,  by  the  tender  Orphean  art, 
I  through  her  ear  ihall  gain  her  heart. 

Now  fancy,  now  the  fit  i^  o'er  : 
I  feel  my  forrows  vex  no  more  : 
But  when  condemn'd  again  to  mourn, 
Fancy,  to  niy  aid  return. 

ODE     II. 

Begone,  purfuits  fo  vain  and  light ; 
Knowledge,  fruitlefs  of  delight ; 
Lean  fludy,  fire  of  fallow  doubt, 
I  put  thy  mufing  taper  out ; 
Fantiiftic  all,  a  long  adieu  ; 
For  what  has  love  to  do  with  you  ? 
For,  lo,  I  go,   where  beauty  fires, 
To  fatisfy  my  foul's  defires  ;' 
For,  lo,  1  feck  the  facred  walls 
■Where  love,  and  gentle  beauty,  calls : 
Fqr  me  Ihe  has  adorn'd  the  room, 
For  me  has  flied  a  rich  perfume  : 
Has  fhe  not  prepar'd  the  tea  ; 
The  kettle  Ipila-M— .  {he  waits  for  me. 


I  come,  nor  fingle,  but  alotJg 
Youthful  fports  a  jolly  throng  ! 
Thoughtlefsjoke,  and  infant  wiles  3 
Harmlefs  wit,  and  virgin  fmiles  ; 
Tender  words,  and  kind  intent ; 
Languifh  fond  and  hlandifhment ; 
Yielding  curtfey,  whifper  low ; 
Silken  blufli,  with  cheeks  that  glcv ; 
Chafte  defires,  and  wifhes  meet ; 
Thin  clad  hope,  a  foot-man  fleet; 
Modefty,  that  turns  afide, 
And  backward  ftrives  her  form  to  hide  ; 
Healthful  mirth,  ftill  gay  and  young. 
And  meeknefs  with  a  maiden's  tongue; 
Satire,  by  good  humour  drefs'd 
In  a  many-colour'd  veft : 
And  enter  leaning  at  the  door, 
Who  fend'ft  thy  flaunting  page  before, 
The  roguifli  boy  of  kind  delight, 
Attendant  on  the  lover's  night, 
Fair  his  iv'ry  fhuttle  flies 
Through  the  bright  threads  of  mingling  diesj, 
As  fwift  his  rofy  fingers  move 
To  knit  the  filken  cords  of  love ; 
And  ftop  who  foftly  ftealing  goes 
Occafion  high  on  her  tiptoes,' 
Whom  youth  with  watchful  look  efpies, 
To  feize  the  forelock  ere  Ihe  flies,  • 
Ere  he  her  bald  pate  fhall  furvey. 
And  well  ply'd  heels  to  run  away. 

But,  anxious  care,  be  far  from  hence ; 
Vain  furmife,  and  alter'd  fenfe  ; 
Mifhapen  doubts,  the  woes  they  bring ; 
And  jealoufy,  of  fierceft  fting ; 
Defpair,  that  folitary  ftands, 
And  wrings  a  halter  in  his  hands  ; 
Flatt'ry  falfe  and  hollow  found, 
And  dread  with  eye  ftill  looking  round;; 
Avarice,  bending  under  pelf; 
Conceit,  ftill  gazing  on  herfelf: 
O  love !  exclude  high  crefted  pride, 
Nymph  of  Amazonian  ftride  : 
Nor  in  thefe  walls,  like  waiting-maidj 
Be  curiofity  furvey'd, 
That  to  the  key-hole  lays  her  ear, 
Lift'ning  at  the  door  to  hear  { 
Nor  father  time  unlefs  he's  found 
In  triumph  kd  by  beauty  bound, 
Forc'd  to  yield  to  vigour's  ftroke. 
His  blunted  fcythe  and  hour  glafs  broke. 

But  come,  all  ye  who  knovv  to  pleafe ; 
Inviting  glance,  and  downy  eafe  ; 
The  heart  born  joy,  the  gentle  care; 
Soft  breath'd  wiih,  and  power  of  prayer ; 
The  fingle  vow,  that  means  no  ill ; 
Believing  quiet,  fubmifiive  will ; 
Conftancy  of  meekeft  mind, 
That  fuffers  long  and  ftill  is  kind ; 
All  ye  who  put  our  woes  to  flight ; 
All  ye  who  minifter  delight ; 
Nodes,  and  wreaths,  and  becks,  and  tips ; 
Meaning  winks,  and  roguifli  trips  ; 
Fond  deceits,  and  kind  furprifes; 
Sudden  finks  and  fudden  riles  ; 
Laughs,  and  toys,  and  gamefome  fights ; 
Jolly  dance,  and  girds  and  flights: 
Then,  to  make  me  wholly  bleft. 
Let  me  be  there  a  welcome  gueft. 


P   6   E   M   s. 


421 


ODE    III. 

Immoirtalia  ne  fperes,  monet  annuo  Hor. 

Now  fpring  begins  her  Cniling  round, 
JLavifli  to  paint  th'  enamell'd  ground  ; 
The  birds  exalt  their  cheerful  voice, 
And  gay  on  every  bough  rejoice. 
The  lovely  graces,  hand  in  hand, 
Knit  in  love's  eternal  band, 
With  dancing  ftep  at  early  dawn. 
Tread  lightly  o'er  the  dewy  lawn. 
Where-e'er  the  youthful  fifters  move^ 
They  fire  the  foul  to  genial  love. 
Now,  by  the  river's  painted  fide. 
The  fwain  delights  his  country  bride  : 
While,  pleas'd  fhe  hears  his  artlefs  vows  J 
Above  the  feather'd  fongfter  woos. 
Soon  will  the  ripen'd  fummer  yield 
Her  various  gifts  to  ev'ry  field ; 
Soon  fruitful  trees,  a  beauteous  fhow, 
With  Iruby  tindlur'd  births  fliall  glow  ; 
Sweet  fiiiells,  from  beds  of  lilies  born, 
Perfume  the  breezes  of  the  morn. 
The  funny  day,  and  dewy  night, 
To  rural  play  my  fair  invite  ; 
Soft  on  a  bank  of  violets  laid, 
Cool  fhe  enjoys  the  evening  fhade  ; 
The  fweets  of  fummer  feaft  her  eye  i 
Yet  foon,  foon  will  the  fummer  fly. 

Attend,  my  lovely  maid,  and  knoW 
To  profit  by  the  moral  fliow : 
Now  young  and  blooming  thou  art  feeiij 
Frefh  on  the  llalk,  for  ever  green; 
Now  does  th'  unfolded  bud  difclofe 
Full  blown  to  fight  the  blufhing  rofe : 
Yet,  once  the  funny  feafon  pafl. 
Think  not  the  coz'ning  fcene  will  lafl  5 
JLet  not  the  flatt'rer  hope  perfuade  : 
Ah  !  muft  I  fay  that  this  will  fade  ? 

For  fee  the  fummer  polls  away, 
Sad  emblem  of  our  own  decay. 
Now  winter,  from  the  frozen  north, 
Drives  his  iron  chariot  forth  ; 
His  grizly  hand  in  icy  chains 
Fair  Tweda's  filver  flood  conftrains  : 
Cafl:  up  thy  eyes,  how  bleak  and  bare 
He  wanders  on  the  tops  of  Yare  ! 
Behold  his  footfteps  dire  are  feen 
Confefs'd  on  many  a  with'ring  green. 
Griev'd  at  the  fight,  when  thou  ftialt  fee, 
A  fnowy  wreath  clothe  ev'ry  tree. 
Frequenting  now  the  flream  no  more. 
Thou  fly'ft,  difpleas'd  the  barren  fliore. 
When  thou  flialt  mifs  the  flow'rs  that  grew 
But  late  to  charm  thy  ravilh'd  view, 
Shall  I,  ah  horrid  !  wilt  thou  fay. 
Be  like  to  this  another  day  ? 

Yet,  when  in  fnow  and  dreary  frofl 
The  pleafure  of  the  field  is  loll, 
To  blazing  hearths  at  h9nie  we  ruh, 
And  fires  fupply  the  diftant  fun  ; 
Jn  gay  delights  our  hours  employ. 
We  do  not  lofe,  but  change  our  joy  ; 
Happy  abandon  ev'ry  care, 
To  lead  the  dance,  to  court  the  fair, 
To  turn  the  page  of  ancient  bards. 
To  drain  the  bowl,  and  deal  tke  cards. 


But  when  the  beauteous  white  and  red 
From  the  pale  aftiy  cheek  is  fled  ; 
When  wrinkles  dire  and  age  feverc. 
Make  beauty  fly  we  know  not  where  : 
The  fair  whom  fates  unkind  difarm,. 
Have  they  for  ever  ceas'd  to  charm  ? 
Or  is  there  left  fome  pleafing  art, 
To  keep  fecure  a  captive  heart  .■* 

Unhappy  love  !  might  lovers  fay, 
Beauty,  thy  food  does  fwift  decay  ; 
When  once  that  fhort-liv'd  flock  is  fpen't) 
What  art  thy  famine  can  prevent  ? 
Virtues  prepare  with  early  care. 
That  love  may  live  on  wifdom's  fare  ; 
Though  ecftafy  with  beauty  flies, 
Efleem  is  born  when  beauty  dies. 
Happy  to  whom  the  fates  decree 
The  gift  of  heav'n  in  giving  thee  : 
Thy  beauty  fliall  his  youth  engage  ; 
Thy  virtues  fliall  delight  his  age. 

ODE     IV. 

ON    THE    NEW    YEAR    M.DCC.XXXIX. 

Janus,  who  with  fliding  pace, 

Run'ft  a  never  ending  race. 

And  driv'fl;  about,  in  prone  career. 

The  whirling  circle  of  the  year, 

Kindly  indulge  a  little  ftay, 

I  beg  but  one  fwift  hour's  delay. 

O  !  wiiile  th'  important  minutes  wait, 

Let  me  revolve  the  books  of  fate  ; 

See  what  the  coming  year  intends 

To  me,  my  country,  kind  and  friends. 

Then  may'fl  thou  wing  thy  flight,  and  gd. 

To  fcatter  blindly  joys  and  woe  ; 

Spread  dire  dileafe,  or  purefl  health. 

And,  as  thou  lifts,  grant  place  or  wealth. 

This  hour,  with-held  by  potent  charms. 

Ev'n  peace  fliall  fleep  in  pow'rs  mad  arms  ? 

Kings  feel  their  inward  torments  lefs. 

And  for  a  moment  wifti  to  blefs. 

Life  now  prefents  another  fcene. 
The  fame  ftninge  farce  to  adl  again; 
Again  the  weary  hum.an  play'rs 
Advance,  and  take  their  feveral  fliares : 
Clodius  riotsj  Ca;far  fights, 
Tully  pleads,  and  Maro  writes. 
Amnion's  fierce  fons  controuls  the  globes 
And  Harlequin  diverts  the  mob. 

To  time's  dark  cave  the  year  retreats, 
Thefe  hoary  unfrequented  feats ; 
There  from  his  loaded  wing  he  lays 
The  months.,  the  minutes,  hours,  and  days  5 
Then  flies,  the  feafons  in  his  train. 
To  compafs  round  the  year  again; 

See  there,   in  various  heaps  combih'd, 
The  vaft  defigns  of  human  kind  ; 
Whatever  fwell'dthe  flatefman's  thoughtj 
The  mifchiefs  mad  ambition  wrought, 
Public  revenge  and  hidden  guilt. 
The  blood  by  fecret  murder  fpilt, 
Friendlhips  to  fordid  interefl;  given, 
And  il.i-match'd  hearts,  ne'er  pair'd  in  heaven . 
What  avarice,  to  crown  his  ftore. 
Stole  from  the  orplian,  and  the  poor  ; 
Or  luxury's  more  fliameful  wafte, 
Squaudei'd  en  the  unthankful  fcaft, 
D  d  i:j 
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Yc  kings,  and  guilty  great,  draw  near ; 
Before  this  awful  court  appear  : 
Bare  to  the  mufe's  piercing  eye 
The  ftcret  of  all  mortals  lie ; 
She,  ftrid  avenger,  brings  to  light 
Your  crimes  conccal'd  in  darkeft  night ; 
As  confcience,  to  her  truft  moft  true, 
Shall  judge  between  th'  opprcfs'd  and  yon. 

This  calket  fhows,  ye  wretched  train, 
How  often  merit  fu'd  in  vain. 
See,  there,  undry'd,  the  widow's  tears  ; 
See,  there,  unfooth'd,  the  orphan's  fears : 
Yet,  look,  what  mighty  funs  appear, 
The  vile  profuficn  of  the  year. 
Could'fl  thou  not,  impious  greatnefs,  give 
The  fmalleft  alms,  that  want  might  live  ? 
And  yet,  how  many  a  large  repafl, 
Pall'd  the  rich  glutton's  fickly  tafte  ! 
One  table's  vain  intemp'rate  load, 
With  ambufh'd  death,  and  ficknefs  flrow'df. 
Had  blefs'd  the  cottage  peaceful  fhade, 
And  given  its  children  health  and  bread  : 
The  ruftic  fire,  and  faithful  fpoufe. 
With  e*ch  dear  pledge  of  honeft  vows. 
Had,  at  the  fober-talled  meal. 
Repeated  oft  the  grateful  tale  ; 
Hadhymn'd,  in  native  language  free, 
The  fong  of  thanks  to  heaven  and  thee  ; 
A  mufic  that  the  great  ne'er  hear, 
Yet  fwccter  to  the  internal  ear, 
Than  any  foft  fedncing  note 
E'er  thrill'd  from  Farinelli's  throat. 

Let's  ftill  fearch  on This  bundle's  large. 

What's  here  ?  'Tis  fcience'  plaintive  charge. 

Hear  wifdom's  philofophic  figh, 

(Neglefled  all  her  treafures  lie) 

That  none  her  fecret  haunts  explore. 

To  learn  what  Plato  taught  before  ; 

Her  fons  feduc'd  to  turn  their  parts 

To  flattery's  more  thriving  arts  ; 

Refine  their  better  fenfe  away 

And  join  corruptions  flag,  for  pay. 

See  his  reward  the  gameltcr  (hare. 

Who  painted  moral  virtue  fair ; 

Infpir'd  the  minds  of  gen'rous  youth 

To  love  the  fimple  miftrefs  truth  ; 

The  patriot  path  diflindlly  fhow'd. 

That  Rome  and  Greece  to  glory  trode  ; 

That  felf-applaufe  is  nobleft  fame. 

And  kings  may  greatnefs  link  to  iTiame ; 

While  honefly  is  no  difgracc. 

And  peace  can  fmile  without  a  place. 

Hear  too  aflronomy  repine. 

Who  taught  unnumber'd  y.-orlds  to  fhine  ; 

Who  travels  boundlefs  ether  through, 

And  brings  the  diftant  orbs  to  view. 

Can  fhe  her  broken  glafs  repair, 

Though  avarice  has  her  all  to  fpare  ! 

What  mighty  fecrets  had  been  found. 

Was  virtue  miftrefs  of  five  pound  ? 

Yet  fej  where,  given  to  wealth  and  pride, 

A  bulky  penfion  lies  befidc. 

Avauntthen,  riches;  no  delay; 
I  fpurn  th'  ifinoble  heaps  away. 
What  thoun;h  your  charms  can  purchafe  all 
The  giddy  honours  of  this  ball ; 
Make  nature's  germans  all  divide, 
And  haughty  peers  renounce  their  pride  ; 


Can  buy  proud  Flavia's  fordid  fmile, 
Or,  ripe  for  fate,  this  deftin'd  ifle. 
Though  greatnefs  condefcends  to  pray. 
Will  time  indulge  one  hour's  delay. 
Or  give  the  v/retch  intent  on  pelf. 
One  moment's  credit  with  himfelf  ? 
Virtue,  that  true  from  falfe  difcerns, 
The  vulgar  courtly  phrafe  unlearns, 
Superior  far  to  fortune's  frown, 
Beftows  alone  the  liable  crown. 
The  wreath  from  honours  root  that  fprings, 
That  fades  upon  the  brows  of  kings. 

O  D  E     V. 

ON  THE  BATTLE  OF  GI.ADSMUIR,  I745. 

As  over  Gladfmuir's  blood-ftain'd.  field, 

Scotia,  imperial  goddefs  flew  ; 
Her  lifted  fpear  and  radiant  fhield 
Confpicuous  blazing  to  the  view  : 

Her  vifage,  lately  clouded  with  defpair, 
Now  reaffum'd  its  firfl  raajeflic  air. 

Such  feen  as  oft  in  battle  warm 

She  glow'd  through  many  a  martial  age  ; 
Or  mild  to  breathe  the  civil  charm. 
In  pious  plans  and  counfel  fage  : 

For,  o'er  the  mangling  glories  of  her  face, 
A  manly  greatnefs  heighten'd  female  grace- 
Loud  as  the  trumpet  rolls  its  found. 

Her  voice  the  pow'r  celeftial  rais'd  ; 
Whilfl  her  vidiorious  fons  around 
In  filent  joy  and  wonder  gaz'd  : 

The  facred  mufes  heard  th'  immortal  lay. 
And  thus  to  earth  the  notes  of  fame  convey. 

"  'Tis  done !  my  fons !  'tis  nobly  done  !" 

Vi<S!:oriou8  over  tyrant  pow'r ; 
How  quick  the  race  of  f;ime  was  run  ! 

The  work  of  ages  in  one  hour :  [reigns  ; 

Slow  creeps  th' oppreflive  weight  of  fla villi 
One  glorious  moment  rofe,  and  burft  your 
chains. 

But  late,  forlorn,  dejefted,  pale, 
A  prey  to  each  infulting  foe  ; 
I  fought  the  grove  and  gloomy  vale. 
To  vent  in  folltude  my  woe  ; 

Now  to  my  hand  the  balance  fair  reflor'd ; 
Once  more  I  wield  on  high  th'  imperial  fwordr; 

What  arm  has  this  deliverance  wrought  ? 
'Tis  he  !  the  gallant  youth  appears ; 

0  warm  in  fields,  and  cool  in  thought ! 
Beyond  the  flow  advance  of  years ! 

Hafte,  let  mc,  refcu'd  now  from  future  harms, 
Strain  clofe  the  filial  virtue  in  my  arms. 

Early  1  nurs'd  this  royal  youth. 

Ah  !  ill  detain'd  on  foreign  fliores ; 

1  fill'd  hio  mind  with  love  of  truth, 

Wifh  fortitude  and  wifdom's  ftores: 
For  when  a  noble  action  is  decreed, 
Heav'n  forms  the  hero  for  the  deftin'd  deed* 

Nor  could  the  foft  fcd\icing  charms 

Of  mild  Hefpcria's  blooming  foil. 
E'er  quench  hisncble  thirft  of  arms, 

Of  generous  deeds  and  honeft  toil ; 
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]?ir'd  with  the  warmth  a  country's  love  im- 
parts, [arts. 
He  fled  their  weaknefs,  but  admir'd  their 

With  him  I  plow'd  the  ftormy  main  ; 

My  breath  infpir'd  th'  aufpicious  gale; 
Referv'd  for  Gladfmulr's  glorious  plain, 
Through  dangers  wing'd  his  daring  fail : 

Where,  forra'd  vrith  inborn  worth,  he  durft 

oppofe 
His  lingle  valour  to  an  hoft  of  foes. 

He  came !  he  fpdke !  and  all  around, 

As  f.vift  as  heav'n's  quick-darted  flame. 
Shepherds  turn'd  warriors  at  the  found, 
And  every  bofom  beat  for  fame  : 

They  caught  heroic  ardour  from  his  eyes^ 
And  at  his  fide  the  willing  heroes  rife. 

Roufe,  England!  roufe,  fame's  nobleft  fonj 

In  all  thy  ancient  fplendor  fhine  ; 
If  1  the  glorious  work  begun, 

O  let  the  crowning  palm  be  thine  : 

I  bring  a  prince,  for  fucli  is  heav'n's  decree, 
Who  overcomes  but  to  forgive  and  free. 

So  fhall  fierce  wars  and  tumults  ceafe, 

While  plenty  crowns  the  fmiling  plain ; 
And  induftry,  fair  child  of  peace, 
Shall  in  each  crowded  city  reign  ; 

So  fhall  thefe  happy  realms  for  ever  prove 
The  fweets  of  union,  liberty,  and  love. 

ON    SEEIt^G 

LADY  MARY  MONTGOMERY 

SIT    TO    HER    PICTURE. 

In  Imitation  of  SjieAcer's  Sty's. 

WHENLindfay  drew  Montgomery, heavenly  maid. 
And  gaz'd  with  wonder  on  that  angel  face, 

Pleas'd  I  fat  by,  and  joyfully  lurvey'd 
The  daring  pencil  image  every  grace. 

When  as  the  youth,  each  feature  o'er  ind  o'er 
Careful  retouch'd  with  flridl  obfervint  view  ; 

Eftfoons  I  faw  how  charms  unfeen  before 

Swell'd  to  the  fight,  and  with  the  picflure  grew. 

With  milder  glances  now  he  arms  her  eyes, 
The  red  now  triumphs  to  a  brighter  rofe  ; 

J^ow  heaves  her  bofom  to  a  fofter  rife. 
And  fairer  on  her  cheek  the  lily  blows. 

LaC;  gldw'd  the  blufh  that  pure  of  female  wile, 
I  whilom  knew  when  fo  my  ftars  decreed. 

My  pipe  fhe  deign'dto  laud  in  pleafuig  fmile, 
All  undeferving  I  fuch  worthy  meed. 

The  whiles  1  gaz'd,  ah  !  felice  art  thought  I, 
Ah  !  felice  youth  that  doen  it  poffefs ; 

Couth  to  depeint  the  fair  fo  verily, 

True  to  each  charm,  and  faithful  to  each  grace. 

Sythence  (he  cannot  emulate  her  {kill, 
Ne  envy  will  the  mufe  her  fifters  praife. 

Then  for  the  deed,  O  let  her  place  the  will. 
And  to  the  glowing  colours  join  her  lays. 

Yet  algates  would  the  nine,  that  high  on  hill 
Parnaffe,  fweet  imps  of  Jove,  with  Jove  refide. 

Give  me  to  reign  the  fiery  fleed  at  will. 

And  with  kind  hand  thy  lucky  pencil  guide. 


Then  certes  miught  we  fate  mlfprile,  of  praife 
Secure,  if  the  dear  maid  in  beauties  bloora 

Survive,  or  in  thy  colours,  or  my  lays, 
Joy  of  this  age,  and  joy  of  each  to  come. 

MISS  AND  THE  BUTTERFLY. 

A   FABLE. 
In  the  manner  of  the  lute  Mr.  Gay, 

A  TENDER  Mifs,  whom  mother's  care. 

Bred  up  in  wholefome  country  air, 

Far  from  the  follies  of  the  town. 

Alike  untaught  to  fmile  or  frown  ; 

Her  ear  unus'd  to  flatc'ry's  praife. 

Unknown  in  woman's  wicked  ways; 

Her  tongue  from  modifli  tattle  free, 

Undipp'd  in  fcandal  and  bohea  ; 

Her  genuine  form  and  native  grace 

Were  {grangers  to  a  looking-glafs. 

Nor  cards  Ihe  dealt,  nor  fiirted  fan. 

And  valu'd  not  quadrille  or  man  ; 

But  fimple  liv'd,  jufl  as  you  know 

Mifs  Cloe  did^^fonie  weeks  ago. 
As  now  the  pretty  innocent 

Walk'd  forth  to  tafte  the  early  fcent, 

She  tripp'd  about  the  murm'ring  ftream. 

That  oft  had  luU'd  her  thoughtlcfs  dream. 

The  morning  fweet,  the  air  ferer.e, 
A  thoufand  flow'rs  adorn'd  the  fcer.e  ; 
The  birds  rejoicing  round  appear 
To  choofe  their  conforts  for  the  year  ; 
Her  heart  was  light,  and  full  of  play. 
And,  like  herfelf,  all  nature  gay. 

On  fuch  a  day,  as  fages  fing, 
A  Butterfly  was  on  the  wing  ; 
From  bank  to  bank,  from  bloom  to  bloonlj 
He  ftretch'd  the  gold  befpangled  plume  ; 
Now  Ikims  along,  aud  novv'  alights 
As  fmell  allures,  or  grace  invites ; 
Now  the  violet's  frelhnefs  fips  ; 
Now  kiis'd  the  rofe's  fcarlet  lips ; 
Becomes  anon  the  daify's  gueft  ; 
Then  prefs'd  the  lily's  fnowy  bread: ; 
Nor  long  to  one  vouchfafes  a  flay, 
But  juit  ialutes,  and  flies  away. 

The  virgin  faw  with  rapture  fir'd  ; 
She  faw,  and  what  fhe  faw  defir'd. 
The  fliining  wings,  and  ftarry  eyes, 
;•  ;^d  burns  to  feize  the  living  prize  : 
Her  beating  bread  and  glowing  facs 
Betray  her  native  love  of  drefs. 
And  all  the  woman  full  expreft 
Firft  flutters  in  her  little  breail : 
Enfnar'd  by  empty  outward  (how, 
Siie  fwift  purfues  the  infe61-beau ; 
O'er  gay  parterres  fhe  runs  in  hade, 
Nor  heeds  the  garden's  fiow'ry  wafte. 
Long  as  the  fun,  with  genial  pow'r 
Increafmg,  warm'd  the  fultry  hour, 
The  nymph  o'er  every  border  flew, 
And  kept  the  fliining  game  in  vievv  : 
But  when,  foft  breathing  through  the  trees, 
Withcoolneft  came  the  evening  breeze  ; 
As  hov'ring  o'er  the  tulip's  pride 
He  hung  with  wing  diverfify'd, 
Caught  in  the  hollow  of  her  hand, 
She  held  the  captive  at  command. 
D  d  iiij 
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Flutt'ring  in  va-n  to  be  releas'd, 
He  thus  the  gentle  nymph  addrefs'd  : 
Loofe,  gen'rous  virgin,  loofe  my  chain  ; 
From  me  what  glory  canft  thou  gain  ? 
A  \'ain,  unquiet,  glittVing  thing, 
My  only  boaft  a  gorgeous  wing  ; 
From  flow'r  to  flovv'r  I  idly  flray, 
The  trifler  of  a  fummer's  day : 
Then  let  me  not  in  vain  implore, 
But  leave  me  free  again  to  foar. 

His  words  the  little  charmer  mov'd, 
She  the  poor  trembler's  fuit  approv'd. 
His  gaudy  wings  he  then  extends, 
And  flutters  on  lier  fingers  ends  : 
From  thence  he  fpokc,  as  you  fhall  hear, 
In  (trains  well  worth  a  woman's  ear. 

When  now  thy  young  and  tender  age 
Is  pure,  and  heedlefs  to  engage  ; 
When  in  thy  free  and  open  mien 
No  felf-important  air  is  feen  ; 
Unknowing  all,  to  all  unknown. 
Thou  liv'fl,  or  prais'd,  or  blam'd  by  none. 
But  when,  unfolding  by  degrees 
The  woman's  fbnd  defire  to  plcafe, 
Studious  to  heave  the  artful  figh, 
Miftrefs  of  the  tongue  and  eye. 
Thou  feft'fl;  thy  little  charms  to  (how, 
And  fports  familiar  with  the  beau  ; 
Forfaking  then  the  fimple  plain, 
To  mingle  with  the  courtly  train. 
Thou  in  the  midnight  ball  fhalt  fee 
Things  apparell'd  juft  like  me  ; 
Who  round  and  round,  without  defign^ 
Tinfcl'd  in  empty  luftre  fhine  : 
As  dancing  through  the  fpacious  dome. 
From  fair  to  fair  the  frifkers  roam. 
If  ch^fm'd  with  the  embroider'd  pride, 
The  victim  of  a  gay  out-fide, 
I'roni  place  to  place,  as  me  juft  now, 
Tlie  glitt'ring  gew-gaw  you  purfue, 
What  mighty  prize  fhall  crown  thy  pains  ? 
A  butterfly  is  all  thy  gains  ! 


TO  A  LADYj 

ON   HER  TAKING  SOMETHING    ILL    THAT    THE 
AUTHOR  SAID. 

Why  hangs  that  cloud  upon  thy  brow  ? 
That  beau t»:oiis  lieav'n  ere  while  ferene  .' 
Whence  do  thefe  ftorma  I'.nd  tempells  blow, 
Or  what  this  guft  of  pafiion  mean  ? 
And  muft  then  mankind  lofe  that  light. 
Which  in  thine  eyes  was  wont  to  fliinc, 
And  lie  obfcur'd  in  cndlefs  night. 
For  each  poor  filly  fpeech  of  mine  ? 

Dear  cllild,  how  could  I  wrong  thy  name  ? 
Thy  form  fo  fair,  and  faultlefs  ftinds. 
That  could  ill  tongues  abufe  thy  fame, 
Thy  beauty  could  make  large  alnends: 
Or  if  I  durft  profanely  try 
Tiiy  beauty's  pow'rful  charms  t'  upbraid, 
'I'hy  virtue  well  might  give  the  lie, 
Nor  call  thy  beauty  to  its  aid. 

For  Venus  every  heart  t'  enfnare. 
With  a  1  hi.r  charm;  has  dcckt  thy  face, 


And  Pallas  with  unufual  care, 
Bids  wifdom  heighten  every  grace. 
Who  can  the  double  pain  endure  ? 
Or  who  mufl  not  refign  the  field 
To  thee,  celeilial  maid,  fecure 
With  Cupid's  bow  and  Pallas'  Ihield  ?' 

If  then  to  thee  fuch  pow'r  is  given. 
Let  not  a  wretch  in  torment  live, 
But  fmile,  and  learn  to  copy  heaven ; 
Since  we  muft  fin  ere  it  forgive. 
Yet  pitying  heaven  not  only  does 
Forgive  th'  offender  and  th'  offence, 
But  even  itfelf  appeas'd  beftows. 
As  the  reward  of  penitence. 

UPON  HEARING  HIS  PICTURE  WAS  IN 
'A  LADY'S  BREAST. 

Ye  gods  !  was  Strephon's  picture  bleft 
With  the  fair  heaven  of  Chloe's  breaft  f 
Move  fofter,  thou  fond  flutt'ring  heart. 
Oh  gently  throb, — too  fierce  thou  art. 
Tell  me  thou  brighteft  of  thy  kind, 
For  Strephon  was  the  blifs  defign'd  ? 
For  Strephon's  fake,  dear  charming  maid, 
Didft  thou  prefer  his  wand'ring  (hade  ? 

And  thou  bleft  fhade,  that  fweetly  art 
Lodged  fo  near  my  Chloe's  heart. 
For  me  the  tender  hour  improve. 
And  foftiy  tell  how  dear  I  love. 
Ungrateful  thing  !  it  fcorns  to  hear 
Its  wretched  mailer's  ardent  pray'r, 
Ingroffing  all  that  beauteous  heaven. 
That  Chloe,  lavilh'd  maid,  has  given. 

I  cannot  blame  thee  ;  Were  I  lord 
Of  all  the  wealth  thofe  breafts  afford, 
I'd  be  a  mifer  too,  nor  give 
An  alms  to  keep  a  god  alive. 
Oh  fmile  not  thus,  my  lovely  fair, 
On  thefe  cold  looks,  that  lifelefs  air  ; 
Prize  him  whofe  bofom  glows  with  fire. 
With  eager  love  and  foft  defire. 

'Tis  true  thy  charms,  O  powerful  maid, 
To  life  can  bring  the  filent  fhade  : 
Thou  can'ft  furpafs  the  painter's  art. 
And  real  warmth  and  flames  impart. 
But  oh !  it  ne'er  can  love  like  me, 
I've  ever  lov'd,  and  lov'd  but  thee  : 
Then,  charmer,  grant  my  fond  requeft. 
Say  thou  canft  love,  and  make  me  blefl. 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

ON  HER  SINGING. 

Such,  flcill'd  the  tender  verfe  to  frame, 

And  foftly  ftrikc  the  golden  lyre  ; 
A  ftranger  to  the  foft'ning  flame. 

And  new  tci  ev'ry  mild  defire. 

Sweets  that  crown  the  budding  year, 
Pour'd  from  the  zephyrs  tepid  wing, 

Saw  Sappho  in  the  grove  appear. 
The  rival  of  the  vocal  fpring. 

To  try  the  heart-fubduing  ftrains,  , 

Anon  the  vernal  fccncs  iinpcli  _  • 
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O'er  lofty  rocks  and  rilly  plains 
Soft  warbled  from  th'  Eolian  fliell. 

Or  fuch  as  in  the  bright  abodes, 

The  youngeft  mufe  with  glories  crown'd, 

To  whom  the  fire  of  men  and  gods 

Gave  all  th*  enchanting  pow'r  of  found. 

As  at  the  banquet  of  the  Iky, 

Freed  from  the  giant's  impious  arms, 

She  drew  each  heavenly  ear  and  eye, 
With  beauty  mingling  mufic's  charms. 

Had  fuch  a  voice  fiire  to  prevail, 

Soft  warbled  from  the  fyren  (Irand, 
What  wonder,  if  each  amorous  fail 

Spontaneous  fought  the  tuneful  land. 

Even  thou  who  cautious  wing'll  thy  way, 
Had  given  thy  tedious  wand'rings  o'er ; 

By  Julia's  all-perfuading  lay 
Fix'd  ever  to  the  pleafing  fliore. 

A  face  fo  fweet  had  fure  prevail' d 
With  wifdom's  felf  to  hear  the  voice, 

Whilfl  both  the  yielding  heart  affail'd, 
Here  wifdom  might  have  fix'd  his  choice. 

SONG. 

Ye  fhepherds  and  nymphs  that  adorn  the  gay 
plain,  [ftrain ; 

Approach  from  your  fports,  and  attend  to  my 
Amongft  all  your  number  a  lover  fo  true, 
Was  ne'er  fo  undone,  with  fuch  blifs  in  his  view. 

Was  ever  a  nymph  fo  hard-hearted  as  mine  ? 
She  knows  me  fmcere,  and  flie  fees  how  I  pine  ; 
She  does  not  difdain  me,  nor  frown  in  her  wrath, 
But  calmly  and  mildly  refigns  me  to  death. 

She  calls  me  her  friend,  but  her  lover  denies : 
She  fmiles  when  I'm  cheerful,  but  hears  not  my 
A  bofom  fo  flinty,  fo  pentle  an  air,  [fighs. 

Infpires  me  with  hope,  and  yet  bids  me  defpair  ! 

I  fall  at  her  feet,  and  implore  her  with  tears : 
Heranfwer  confounds,  while  her  manner  endears ; 
When  foftly  fhe  tells  me  to  hope  no  relief. 
My  trembling  lips  blefs  her  in  fpite  of  my  grief. 

By  night,  while  I  flumber,llill  haunted  with  care, 
I  ftart  up  in  anguifh  and  figh  for  the  fair : 
The  fair  fleeps  in  peace,  may  fhe  ever  do  fo  ! 
And  only  when  dreaming  imagine  my  woe. 

Then  gaze  at  a  dillance,  nor  farther  afpire; 
Nor  think  Ihe  ftiould  love,  whom  fhe  cannot  ad- 
mire ; 
Hufli  all  thy  complaining,  and  dying  her  flave, 
Commend  her  to  heaven,  andthyfelf  to  the  grave. 

SONG. 

Ah  the  fhepherd's  mournful  fate, 

When  doom'd  to  love,  and  doom'd  to  languiih. 
To  bear  the  fcornful  fair  one's  hate, 

Nor  dare  difclofe  his  angjifh. 
Yet  eager  looks,  and  dying  fighs. 

My  fecret  foul  difcover  ; 
W  hile  rapture  trembling  through  mine  eyes, 

Reveals  how  much  I  love  her. 
The  tender  glance,  the  redd'ning  cheek, 

O'erfpread  with  rifmg  blufhcs, 
A  tboufand  various  ways  they  fpeak 

A  tUoufaad  various  wiih^s. 


For  oh  !  that  form  fo  heavenly  fair, 

Thofe  languid  eyes  fo  fweetly  fmiling. 
That  artlefs  blufli,  and  modeft  air, 

So  fatally  beguiling. 
Thy  every  look,  and  every  grace. 

So  charm  whene'er  I  view  thee ; 
Till  death  o'ertake  me  in  the  chafe. 

Still  will  my  hopes  purfue  thee. 
Then  when  my  tedious  hours  are  paft, 

Be  this  lafl  bleffing  given. 
Low  at  thy  feet  to  breathe  my  laft. 

And  die  in  fight  of  heaven. 

S  O  N  O. 

Adieu  ye  pleafant  fports  and  plays. 

Farewell  each  fong  that  was  diverting  j 
Love  tunes  my  pipe  to  mournful  lays, 

1  fing  of  Delia  and  of  Damon's  parting. 
Long  had  he  lov'd,  and  long  conceal'd 

The  dear  tormenting  pleafant  paffion. 
Till  Delia's  mildnefs  had  prevail'd 

On  him  to  fhow  his  inclination. 
Juft  as  the  fair  one  feem'd  to  give] 

A  patient  ear  to  his  love  flory, 
Damon  muft  his  Delia  leave. 

To  go  in  queft  of  toilfome  glory. 
Half-fpoken  words  hung  on  his  tongue. 

Their  eyes  refus'd  the  ufual  greeting; 
And  fighs  fupply'd  their  wonted  fong, 

Thefe    charming   founds    were    chang'd  to 
^.Dear  idol  of  my  foul,  adieu  :  [weeping. 

Ceafe  to  lament,  but  ne'er  to  love  me. 
While  Damon  lives,  he  lives  for  you. 

No  other  charms  fliall  ever  move  me. 
jS.Alas  !  who  knows,  when  parted  far 

From  Delia,  but  you  may  deceive  her  ? 
The  thought  deftroys  my  heart  with  care. 

Adieu,  my  dear,  1  fear  for  ever. 
A.U  ever  1  forget  my  vows. 

May  then  my  guardian  angel  leave  me  : 
And  more  to  aggravate  my  woes. 

Be  you  fo  good  as  to  forgive  me, 

SONG. 

WouLDST  thou  know  her  facred  charms 
Who  this  deflin'd  heart  alarms. 
What  kind  of  nymph  the  heavens  decree 
That  maid  that's  made  for  love  and  me. 

Who  pants  to  hear  the  figh  fincere, 
Who  melts  to  fee  the  tender  tear. 
From  each  ungentle  paffion  free ; 
Such  the  maid  that's  made  for  me. 

Who  joys  whene'er  fhe  fees  me  glad, 
Who  forrows  when  {he  fees  me  fad ; 
For  peace  and  me  can  pomp  refign. 
Such  the  heart  that's  made  for  mine. 

Whofe  foul  with  gen'rous  friendJhip  glows; 
Who  feels  the  bleffing  Ihe  beftow^s; 
Gentle  to  all,  but  kind  to  me, 
Such  be  mine,  if  fuch  there  be. 

Whofe  genuine  thoughts  devoid  of  art. 
Are  all  the  natives  of  her  heart ; 
A  fimple  train,  from  falfehood  free. 
Such  the  maid  that's  made  for  me. 

Avaunt  ye  light  coquets,  retire 
WKom  glittering  fops  around  admir; ; 
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Unmov'd  your  tinfel  charms  I  fee. 
More  genuine  beauties  are  for  me. 

Should  love,  fantaftic  as  he  is, 
Raife  up  feme  rival  to  my  blifs  ; 
And  (hould  flie  change,  but  can  that  be  ? 
No  other  maid  is  made  for  me. 

A     SONG 

BY  A  TOUG  LADT,  ON  READING  THE  FOREGOING. 

If  you  would  know,  my  deareft  friend. 
The  man  whofe  merit  may  pretend 
To  gain  my  heart,  that  yet  is  free, 
Him  that's  made  for  love  and  me  : 

His  mind  (hould  be  his  chiefeft  care, 
All  his  improvements  centre  there, 
From  each  unmanly  paflion  free  ; 
That  is  the  man  who's  made  for  me. 

Whofe  generous  bofom  goodnefs  warmi^ 
Whom  facred  virtue  ever  charms, 
Who  to  no  vice  a  flave  will  hz ; 
This  is  the  man  who's  made  for  me. 

Whofe  tongue  can  eafily  impart 
The  didtates  of  his  honeft  heart. 
In  plain  good  fenfe  ;  from  flatt'ry  free  ; 
Such  he  mufl  be  who's  made  for  me. 

He  alone  can  love  infpire, 
Who  feels  the  warmth  of  friendfhip's  fire ; 
Humane  and  gen'rous,  kind  and  free; 
That  is  the  man  who's  made  for  me. 

If  fuch  an  one,  my  friend  e'er  tries 
To  make  me  his  by  flriAeft  ties, 
The  ftudy  of  my  life  fhall  be, 
To  pleafe  the  man  fo  dear  to  me. 

Ye  powder'd  beaux,  from  me  retire, 
"Who  only  your  dear  felves  admire  ; 
Though  deck'd  in  richeft  lace  you  be, 
No  tinfel'd  fop  has  charms  for  me. 
Ciajgotv. 

REPLY  BY  THE  AUTHOR. 

^—SeJ que  tegat  iffs  Ly:oris,  ViRO. 

0  GENTLE  maid!  whoe'er  thou  art. 
That  feek'ft  to  blefs  a  friendly  heart ; 
"Whofe  mufe  and  mind  feem  fram'd  to  prove 
The  tendernefs  of  mutual  love  : 

The  heart  that  flutters  in  his  breafl, 
That  longs  and  pants  to  be  at  reft, 
Roam'd  all  around  thy  fex,  to  find 
A  gentle  mate  ;  and  hop'd  her  kind. 

I  faw  a  face — and  found  it  fair  ; 

1  fearch'd  a  mind — faw  goodnefs  there  ; 
Goodnefii  and  beauty  both  combin'd  ; 
But  heav'n  forbade  her  to  be  kind. 

To  thee  for  refuge  dare  I  fly. 
The  vidlim  of  another  eye  ? 
Poor  gift !  a  loft,  rejeded  heart, 
Deep  v/oundcd  by  a  foreign  dart. 

From  this  inevitable  chain, 
Alds !  I  hope  to  'fcape  in  vain. 
Is  there  a  pow'r  can  fet  me  free, 
A  pow'r  on  earth— or  is  it  thee  ? 

Yet  were  thy  cheek  as  Venus  fair ; 
Bloom'd  all  the  Paphian  goddefs  there, 
Such  as  ftie  blefs'd  Adonis'  arms  ; 
ThcH  couldft  but  e^ual  Laura's  charms. 


Or  were  thy  gentleft  mind  replete 
With  all  that's  mild,  that's  foft,  that's  fweet ; 
Was  all  that's  fweet,  foft,  mild,  combin'd. 
Thou  could'ft  but  equal  Laura's  mind. 

Since  beauty,  goodnefs,  is  not  found 
Of  equal  force  to  footh  this  wound, 
Ah  !  what  can  eafe  my  ang;uifh'd  mind  ? 
Perhaps  the  charrri  of  being  kind. 

Canft  thou  tranfported  view  the  lays 
Tliat  warble  forth  another's  praife. 
Indulgent  to  the  vow  unknown, 
Well  pleas'd  with  homage  not  thy  own  ? 

Canft  thou  the  fighs  with  pity  hear 
That  fwell  to  touch  another's  ear  ? 
Canft  thou  with  foft  compaflson  fee 
The  tears  that  fall,  and  not  for  thee  ? 

Canft  thou  thy  blooming  hopes  refigny 
The  vow  ftncere,  fo  de?Tly  thine  ; 
All  thefe  refign,  and  prove  to  me 
What  Laura  vi^ould  not  deign  to  be  ? 

When  at  thy  feet  1  trembling  fall. 
My  life,  my  foul,  my  Laura  call ; 
Wilt  thou  my  anxious  cares  beguile. 
And  o'er  thy  face  fpread  Laura's  fmile. 

Perhaps  time's  gently  ftealing  pace 
May  Laura's  fatal  form  efface. 
Thou  to  my  heart  alone  be  dear, 
Alone  thy  image  triumph  here. 

Come  then,  beft  angel !  to  my  aid ; 
Come,  fure  thou'rt  fuch,  the  gentleft  maia; 
If  thou  canft  work  this  cure  divine, 
My  heart  henceforth  is  wholly  thine. 
Edinburgh^ 

THE  YOUNG  LADY's  ANSW^ER. 

YorR  Laura's  charms  I  cannot  boaft; 
For  beauty  I  ne'er  was  a  toaft  ; 
I'm  not  remarkable  for  fenfe  ; 
To  wit  I've  not  the  leaft  pretence. 

If  gold  and  filver  have  the  power 
To  charm,  no  thoufands  fwell  my  dowef ;' 
No  ftiining  treafures  I  poffefs. 
To  make  the  world  my  worth  confefs. 
An  hOneft,  plain,  good  natur'd  lafs, 
(The  character  by  which  I  pafs), 
I  doubt  will  fcarcely  have  the  art 
To  drive  your  Laura  from  your  heart- 
But,  Sir,  your  having  been  in  love. 
Will  not  your  title  to  me  prove : 
Far  nobler  qualities  muft  be 
In  him  who's  made  for  love  and  me. 

"Pis  true,  you  can  with  eafe  impart 
The  didlates  of  your  honeft  heart. 
In  plain  good  fenfe,  from  flatt'ry  free  : 
But  this  alone  won't  anfwer  me. 

Once  more  perufe  my  lines  with  care  v 
Try  if  you  find  your  piAure  there  : 
For  by  that  teft  you'll  quickly  fee. 
If  you're  the  man  who's  made  for  me. 
Glafgoiv. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW, 

TO   LADY  JANE  HOME, 

In  imitation  of  the  ancient  Scattijh  manlier 4 

A.  Busk  ye,  bulk  ye,  my  bony  bony  bride, 
Buik  ye,  bulk  ye,  my  winfome  marrow? 
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]feulk  yc,  bulk  ye,  my  bony  bony  bride, 

And  think  nae  mair  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

B.  Where  gat  ye  that  bony  bony  bride  ? 
Where  gat  ye  that  winlbme  marrow  ? 

A.  I  gat  her  where  I  dare  nae  weil  be  feen, 
Puing  the  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Weep  not,  weep  not,  my  bony  bony  bride, 
Weep  not,  weep  not,  my  winfomc  marrow. 

Nor  let  thy  heart  lament  to  leive 

Puing  the  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

B.  Why  does  flie  weep,  thy  bony  bony  bride  ? 
Why  does  flie  weep  thy  winfome  marrow  ? 

And  why  dare  ye  nae  mair  weil  be  feen 
Puing  the  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow  ? 

A.  Lang  maun  fhe  weep,  lang  maun  fhe,  maun  fhe 
weep, 

Lang  maun  flie  weep  with  dule  and  forrow. 
And  lang  maun  I  nae  mair  weil  be  feen 

Puing  the  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

For  Ihe  has  tint  her  luver  luver  dear, 
Her  luver  dear,  the  caufe  of  forrow, 

And  I  hae  flain  the  comelieft  fwain 

That  e'er  pu'd  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Why  runs  thy  ftream,  O  Yarrow,  Yarrow  red  ? 

Why  on  thy  braes  heard  tJie  voice  of  forrow  ? 
And  why  yon  melancholeous  weids 

Hung  on  the  bony  birks  of  Yarrow. 

What  yonder  floats  on  the  rueful  rueful  flude  ? 

What's  yonder  floats  ?  O  dule  and  forrow ! 
'Tis  he  the  comely  fwain  I  flew  • 

Upon  the  duleful  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Wafli,  O  wafli  his  wounds  his  wounds  in  tears, 
His  wound»in  tears  with  dule  and  forrow. 

And  wrap  his  limbs  in  mourning  weids, 
And  lay  him  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Then  build,  then  build,  ye  fitters  fillers  fad. 
Ye  fiflers  fad,  his  tomb  with  forrow. 

And  weep  around  in  waeful  wife, 

His  helplefs  fate  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Curfe  ye,  curfe  ye,  his  ufelefs  ufelefs  fliield. 
My  arm  that  wrougiit  the  deed  of  forrow. 

The  fatal  fpear  that  pitrc'd  his  breafi, 

His  comely  breaft,  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Did  I  not  warn  thee  not  to  luc, 

And  warn  from  fight,  but,  to  my  forrow. 

O'er  raflily  bald  a  ftronger  arm 

Thou  met'fl:,  and  fell  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Sweet  fmells  the  birk,  green  grows,  green  grows 
Yellow  on  Yarrow's  bank  the  gowan,  [the  grafs. 

Fair  hangs  the  apple  frae  the  rock, 
Sweet  the  wave  of  Yarrow  flowan. 

Flows  Yarrow  fweet  ?  as,  as  fweet  flav/ s  Tweed, 
As  green  its  grafs,  its  gowan  yellow, 

As  fweet  fmells  on  its  braes  the  birk. 
The  apple  frae  the  rock  as  mellow. 

Fair  was  thy  luve,  fair  fair  indeed  tliy  luve, 
In  floury  bands  thou  him  didfl  fetter. 

Though  he  was  fair  and  weil  belov'd  again. 
Than  me  he  never  lued  thee  better. 

Buflc  ye,  then  buflt,  my  bony  bony  bride. 
Bulk  ye,  bulk  ye,  my  winfome  marrow. 


Bulk  ye,  and  lue  me  on  the  banks  of  T'weed, 
And  think  nae  mar  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

C.  How  can  1  bufk  a  bony  bony  bride, 

How  can  1  bulk  a  winfome  marrow. 
How  lue  him  on  the  banks  of  Tweed, 

That  flew  my  luve  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

O  Yarrow  fields,  may  never  never  rain. 

No  dew  thy  tender  blolfoms  cover. 
For  there  was  bafely  flain  my  luve, 

My  luve,  as  he  had  not  been  a  lover. 

The  boy  put  on  his  robes,  his  robes  of  green, 
His  purple  vcft,  'twas  my  awn  feuing. 

Ah !  wretched  me !  1  little  little  ken'd 
He  was  in  thefe  to  meet  his  ruin. 

The  boy   took  out    his   milk-white  milk-whitC 
fteed, 

Unheedful  of  ray  dule  and  forrow. 
But  e'er  the  toofal  of  the  night 

He  lay  a  corps  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow- 

Much  I  rejoic'd  that  waeful  waeful  day; 

I  fang,  my  voice  the  woods  returning. 
But  lang  e'er  night  the  fpear  was  flown 

That  flew  my  love,  and  left  me  mourning. 

What  can  my  barbarous  barbarous  father  do. 
But  with  his  cruel  rage  purfue  me  ? 

My  luver's  blood  is  on  thy  fpear. 
How  canft  thou,  barbarous  man,  then  woo  mej' 

My  happy  filters  may  be  may  be  proud. 

With  cruel  and  ungentle  fcoffin. 
May  bid  me  feek  on  Yarrow  Braes 

My  luver  nailed  in  his  coffin. 

My  brother  Douglas  may  upbraid. 

And  llrive  with  threatening  words  to  muTC  me» 
My  luver's  blood  is  on  thy  fpear. 

How  canft  thou  ever  bid  me  luve  thee  ? 

Yes  yes,  prepare  the  bed,  the  bed  of  iove, 

With  bridal  flieets  my  body  cover. 
Unbar  ye  bridal  maids  the  door. 

Let  in  the  expedted  hulband  lover. 

But  who  the  expefted  hulband  hulband  is  ? 

His  hands  methinks  are  bath'd  in  flaughter. 
Ah  me  !  what  ghaftly  fpe(3:re's  yon, 

Comes,  in  his  pale  Ihroud,  bleeding  after. 

Fale  as  he  is,  here  lay  him  lay  him  down, 

O  lay  his  cold  head  on  my  pillow ; 
Take  aff  take  aff  thefe  bridal  weids, 

And  crown  my  careful  head  v.  ith  willow. 

Paie  tho'  thou  art,  yet  beft  yet  befl  beluv'd, 
O  could  my  warmth  to  life  reftore  thee. 

Yet  lie  all  night  between  my  brieft;s. 
No  youth  lay  ever  there  before  thee. 

Pale  pale  indeed,  O  lovely  lovely  youth. 
Forgive,  forgive  fo  foul  a  flaughter. 

And  lye  all  night  between  my  briefts, 
No  youth  Ihall  ever  lye  there  after. 

A.  Return  return,  O  mournful  mournful  bride. 
Return  and  dry  thy  ufelefs  forrow, 

Thy  luver  heeds  nought  of  tliy  fighs, 
He  lyes  a  corps  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
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THE  FLOWER  OF  YARROW, 

TO  LADY  MARY  MONTGOMERY. 

Go  Yarrow  flower,  thou  fhalt  be  bleft, 
To  lie  on  beauteous  Mary's  breaft  ; 
Go  Yarrow  flower  fo  fweetly  fmelling, 
Is  there  on  earth  fo  foft  a  dwelling  ? 

Go  lovely  flower,  thou  prettiefl:  flower, 
That  ever  fmil'd  in  Yarrow  bower; 
Go  daughter  of  the  dewy  morning. 
With  Alves'  blufli  the  fields  adorning. 

Go  lovely  rofe,  what  do'ft  thou  here  ? 
Ling'ring  away  thy  fliort  liv'd  year, 
Vainly  fhining,  idly  blooming, 
Thy  unenjoyed  fweets  confiiming. 

Vain  is  thy  radiant  Garlics  hue, 
"No  hand  to  pull,  no  eye  to  view  ; 
What  are  thy  charms  no  heart  defiring .' 
What  profits  beauty  none  admiring  ? 

Go  Yarrow  flower  to  Yarrow  maid, 
And  on  her  panting  bofom  laid, 
There  all  thy  native  form  confcfling, 
The  charm  of  beauty  is  pofleffing. 

Come  Yarrow  maid  from  Yarrow  field, 
What  pleafure  can  the  defart  yield  ? 
Come  to  my  breaft  O  all  excelling, 
Is  there  on  earth  fo  kind  a  dwelling  ? 

Come  my  dear  maid,  thou  prettiefl;  maid. 
That  ever  fmil'd  in  Yarrow  fliade; 
Come  fifter  of  the  dewy  morning. 
With  Alves'  blufli  the  dance  adorning. 

Come  lovely  maid,  love  calls  thee  here, 
Linger  no  more  thy  fleeting  year, 
Vainly  fliining,  idly  blooming. 
Thy  unenjoyed  fweets  confuming. 

Vain  is  thy  radiant  Garlies  hue, 
No  hand  to  prefs,  no  eye  to  view  ; 
What  are  thy  charms  no  heart  defiring  ? 
What  profits  beauty  none  admiring  ? 

Come  Yarrow  maid  with  Yarrow  rofe, 
Thy  maiden  graces  all  difclofe  ; 
Come  blcft  by  all,  to  all  a  blefling, 
The  charm  of  beauty  is  poflefling. 

SONG. 

Ye  fhepherds  of  this  pleafant  vale 

Where  Yarrow  ftreams  along, 
Forfake  your  rural  toils  and  join 

In  my  triumphant  fong. 
She  grants,  flie  yields ;  one  heavenly  fmile 

Atones  her  long  delays, 
One  happy  minute  crowns  the  pains 

Of  many  fuff'ring  days. 
Raife,  raife  the  vidor  no'es  of  joy, 

Thefe  fuffering  days  are  o'er  ; 
Love  fatiates  now  his  boundlefs  wiih 

From  beauties  boundlefs  ftore : 
No  doubtful  hopes,  no  anxious  tears 

This  rifing  calm  deftroy. 
Now  every  profpedl  fmiles  around 

All  opening  into  joy. 
The  fun  with  double  luftre  (hone 

That  dear  confenting  hour, 
Erighten'd  each  hill,  and  o'er  each  vale 

New  colour'd  every  flower  : 
The  gales  their  gentle  fighs  withheld, 

No  leaf  was  feen  to  move, 


The  hov'ring  fongfters  round  were  mute, 

And  wonder  hufli'd  the  grove. 
The  hills  and  dales  no  more  refound 

The  lambkin's  tender  cry ; 
Without  one  murmur  Yarrow  fl;ole 

In  dimpling  filence  by  : 
All  nature  feem'd  in  ftill  repofe 

Her  voice  alone  to  hear. 
That  gently  roU'd  the  tuneful  wave, 

She  fpoke  and  blefs'd  my  ear. 
Take,  take,  whate'er  of  blifs  or  joy 

You  fondly  fancy  mine, 
Whate'er  of  joy  or  blefsl  boaft: 

Love  renders  wholly  thine; 
The  woods  ftruck  up  to  the  foft  gale, 

The  leaves  were  feen  to  move, 
The  feather'd  choir  refum'd  their  voice  , 

And  wonder  fill'd  the  grove. 
The  hills  and  dales  again  refound 

The  lambkins  tender  cry. 
With  all  his  murmurs  Yarrow  trill'd 

The  fong  of  triumph  by ; 
Above,  beneath,  around,  all  on 

Was  verdure,  beauty,  fong. 
I  fnatch'd  her  to  my  trembling  breaft, 

All  nature  joy'd  along. 


SONG, 

Go  plaintive  founds !  and  to  the  fair 

My  fecret  wounds  impart ; 
Tell  all  I  hope,  tell  all  1  fear, 

Each  motion  in  my  heart. 

But  flie,  methinks,  is  lift'ning  now 

To  fome  enchanting  fl;rain ; 
The  fmile  that  triumphs  o'er  her  brow. 

Seems  not  to  heed  my  pain. 

Yes  plaintive  founds,  yet,  yet  delay, 

Howe'er  my  love  repine; 
Let  that  gay  minute  pafs  away. 

The  next  perhaps  is  thine. 

Yes  plaintive  founds,  no  longer  croft. 
Your  griefs  Ihall  foon  be  o'er ; 

Her  cheek  undimpled  now,  has  loft 
The  fmile  it  lately  wore. 

Yes  plaintive  founds,  flie  now  is  yours, 
'Tis  now  your  time  to  move ; 

Efiay  to  foften  all  her  pow'rs. 
And  bs  that  foftnefs  love. 

Ceafe  plaintive  founds,  your  taflc  is  done, 

That  anxious  tender  air 
Proves  o'er  her  heart  the  conqueft  won, 

I  fee  you  melting  there. 

Return  ye  fmiles,  return  again, 
Return  each  fprightly  grace; 

I  vield  up  to  your  charming  reign,- 
All  that  enchanting-face. 

I  take  no  outward  fliow  amifs. 
Rove  where  they  will  Iht  eyes. 

Still  let  her  fmiles  each  fliepherd  blefs, 
So  file  but  hear  my  fighs. 
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SONG. 

You  a(k  me,  charming  fair, 

Why  thus  I  penfive  go  ? 
From  whence  proceeds  my  care, 

What  nourilhes  my  woe  ? 

Why  feek'ft  the  caufe  to  find 

Of  ills  that  I  endure  ? 
Ah  !  why  fo  vainly  kind 

Unlefs  refoived  to  cure  ? 

It  needs  no  magic  art, 

To  know  whence  my  alarms ; 
pxamine  your  own  heart, 

Go  read  them  in  your  charms. 

Whene'er  the  youthful  quire, 

Along  the  vale  advance. 
To  raife  at  your  defire, 

The  lay,  or  form  the  dance  ; 

Beneficent  to  each, 

You  fome  kind  grace  afford, 
Gentle  in  deed  or  fpeech, 

A  fmile  or  friendly  word. 

Whilft  on  my  love  you  put 

No  value ; — or  the  fame. 
As  if  my  fire  was  but 

Some  paltry  village  flame. 

At  this  m.y  colour  flies, 

My  breaft  with  forrow  heaves., 
The  pain  I  would  difguife. 

Nor  man  nor  maid  deceives. 

My  love  fl;ands  all  difplay'd, 

Too  flrong  for  art  to  hide ; 
How  foon  the  heart's  betray'd 

With  fuch  a  clue  to  guide ! 

How  cruel  is  my  fate, 

Affronts  I  could  have  borne. 
Found  comfort  in  -your  hate, 

Or  triumph'd  in  your  fcorn. 

But  whilft  I  thus  adore, 

I'm  driven  to  wild  defpair ; 
Indifference  is  more 

Than  raging  love  can  bear. 

EPITAPH  ON  LORD  NEWHAI-L. 

To  fame  let  flatt'ry  the  proud  column  raife. 
And  guilty  greatnefs  load  with  venal  praife. 
This  moniunent  for  nobler  ufe  dcfign'd 
Speaks  to  the  heart,  and  rifes  for  mankind; 
Whofe  moral  flrain,  if  rightly  underilood, 
Invites  thee  to  be  humble,  wife  and  good. 
Learn  here  of  life,  life's  every  facred  end. 
Hence  form  the  father,  hufband ,  j  udge  and  friend : 
Here  wealth  and  greatnefs  found  no  partial  grace; 
The  poor  look'd  fearlefs  in  th'  opprelTors  face  : 
One  plain  good  meaning  through  his  condu6l  ran, 
And  if  he  err'd,  alas !  he  err'd  as  man. 
If  then  unconfcious  of  fo  fair  a  fame 
Thou  read'ft  without  the  vvifh  to  be  the  fame. 
Though  proud  of  titles,  or  of  boundlefs  ftore, 
By  blood  ignoble,  and  by  wealth  made  poor. 
Vet  read  ;  fome  vice  perhaps  thou  may'ft  refign, 
Bs  cv'n  that  momentary  virtue  thiaie, 


Heav'n  in  thy  breaft  here  work  its  firft  effay. 
Think  on  this  man,  and  pafs  unblam'd  one  day. 

EPITAPH  ON  LORD  BINNING. 

Beneath  this  facred  marble  ever  fleeps 
For  whom  a  father,  mother,  confort  weeps ; 
Whom  brothers,  fifters,  pious  griefs  purfue. 
And  children's  tears  with  virtuous  drops  bedev?: 
The  loves  and  graces  grieving  round  appear, 
Ev'n  mirth  herfelf  becomes  a  mourner  here ; 
The  ftranger  who  diredls  his  fteps  this  way 
Shall  witnefs  to  thy  worth,  and  wond'ring  fay. 
Thy  life,  though  fliort,  can  we  unhappy  call ! 
Sure  thine  was  bleft,  for  it  was  focial  all: 
O  may  no  hoftile  hand  this  place  invade. 
For  ever  facred  to  thy  gentle  fhade. 
Who  knew  in  all  life's  offices  to  pleafe ; 
Join'd  tafte  to  virtue,  and  to  virtue  eafe ; 
With  riches  bleft  did  not  the  poor  difdain; 
Was  knowing,  humble,  friendly,  great,  humane; 
By  good  men  honour'd,  by  the  bad  approv'd. 
And  lov'd  the  mufes,  by  the  mufes  lov'd ; 
Hail !  and  farewell,  who  bore  the  gentleft  mind. 
For  thou  indeed  haft  been  of  hvunan  kind. 

EPITAPH  ON  LORD  BARGENY. " 

Go  hence  inftruded  from  this  early  urn. 
Wife  as  you  weep,  and  better  as  you  mourn : 
This  urn,  where  titles,  fortune,  youth  repofe : 
How  vain  the  fleeting  good  that  life  beftowsl 
Learn  age,  when  now  it  can  no  more  fupply. 
To  quit  the  burden,  and  confent  to  die ; 
Secure,  the  truly  virtuous  never  tell. 
How  long  the  part  was  aifled,  but  how  well: 
Youth,  ftand  convidled  of  each  foolifh  claim. 
Each  daring  wilh  of  lenB;then'd  life  and  fame; 
Thy  life  a  moment,  and  thy  fame  a  breath. 
The  natural  end,  oblivion  and  death  : 
Hear  then  this  folemn  truth,  obey  its  call, 
Submifs  adore,  for  this  is  mankind's  all, 

EPITAPH  ON  SIR  JAMES  SUTTIE. 

This  unambitious  ftone  preferves  a  name 
To  friendfliip  fandlify'd,  untouch'd  by  fame, 
A  fon  this  rais'd,  by  holy  duty  fir'd, 
Thefe  fung  a  friend,  by  friendly  zeal  infpir'd. 
No  venal  falfehood  ftain'd  the  filial  tear; 
Unbought,  unafk'd,  the  friendly  praife  fincere 
Both  for  a  good  man  weep  ;  without  offence. 
Who  led  his  days  in  eafe  and  innocence. 
His  tear  rofe  honeft ;  honeft  rofe  his  fmile ; 
His  heart  no  falfehood  knew,  his  tongue  no  guile; 
A  fimple  mind  with  plain  juft  notions  fraught. 
Nor  warp'd  by  wit,  nor  by  proud  fcience  taught. 
Nature's  plain  light  fliU  rightly  underftood. 
That  never  hefitates  the  fair  and  good — 
Who  view'd  felf  balanc'd  from  his  calm  retreat, 
The  ftorms  that  vex  the  bufy  and  the  great, 
Unmingling  in  the  fcene,  whate'er  befel 
Pity'd  his  fuff 'ring  kind,  and  wifli'd  'cm  well : 
Carelefs  if  monarchs  frown'd,  or  ftatefmen  fmil'si; 
His  purer  joy,  his  friend,  his  wife  or  child  ; 
Conflant  to  a&.  the  hofpitable  part, 
I^ove  in  his  look,  and  welcome  in  his  heart ; 
Such  unpriz'd  bleffings  did  his  life  employ^ 
The  focial  moment,  the  domeftic  joy, 
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A  joy  b€neficent,  warm,  cordial,  kind, 

That  leaves  no  doubt,  no  grudge,  no  Iting  behind : 

The  heart-born  rapture  that  from  virtue  I'prings, 

The  poor  man's  portion,  God  withheld  from  kings. 

This  L'fe  at  decent  time  was  bid  to  ceafe, 

rinifli'd  among  his  weeping  friends  in  peace. 

Go  traveller,  wilh  his  Ihade  eternal  reft, 

Go,  be  the  4me,  for  this  is  to  be  bleft. 

EPITAPH  ON  MRS.  COLQUHOUN  OF 

LUSS. 

Unblam'd,  O  facred  flirine,  let  me  draw  near; 
A  Gfter's  aflies  claim  a  brother's  tear. 
No  femblant  arts  this  copious  fpring  fupply, 
"Tis  nature's  drops,  that  fwell  in  friendfhip's  eye ; 
O'er  this  fad  tomb  fee  kneeling  brothers  bend, 
Who  wail  a  fifter,  that  excell'd  a  friend; 
A  child  like  this  each  parent's  wilh  engage, 
Grace  of  his  youth  and  folace  of  his  age : 
Hence  the  chafte  virgin  learn  each  pious  art 
V'ho  fiffhs  fincere  to  blefs  a  virtuous  heart, 
.    Thefaithful  youth,when  Heaven  the  choice  infpiresj 
Such  hope  the  partner  of  his  kind  defires. 
Oh  early  loft!  yet  early  all  fulfill'd. 
Each  tender  office  of  wife,  fifter,  child ; 
All  thefe  in  early  youth  thou  hadft  obtained ; 
The  fair  maternal  pattern  yet  rcmain'd ;      [fpare ; 
Heav'n  fought  not  that—elfe  Heav'n  had  bid  to 

To  thine  fucceeds  now  Providence's  care 

Amidft  the  pomp  that  to  the  dead  we  give. 
To  footh  the  vanity  of  thofe  that  live. 
Receive  thy  deftin'd  place,  a  hallow'd  grave ; 
'Tis  all  we  can  beftow,  or  thou  can 'ft  crave. 
Be  thefe  the  honours  that  embalm  thy  name, 
The  matron's  praife,  woman's  beft  filent  fame; 
Such  to  remembrance  dear,  thy  worth  be  found. 
When  queens,  and  flatterers  fleep  forgot  around, 
'Till  awful  founds  ftiall  break  the  folemn  reft; 
1  hen  wake  amongft  the  bleft,  for  ever  bleft. 
Meanwhile  upon  this  ftone,  thy  name  fliall  live. 
Sure  heaven  will  let  this  pious  verfe  furvive. 

EPITAPH  ON  MRS.  KEITH. 
Whate'er  all-giving  nature  could  impart, 
Whate'er  or  charm'd  the  eye,  or  warm'd  the  h-sart 
Beauty,  by  candid  virtue  ftill  approv'd,  ' 

Virtue,  by  beauty  render'd  moft  belov'd  ; 
Whate'er  kind  friendfliip,  or  endearing  truth, 
For  bleft  old  age  had  treafur'd  up  in  youth  ;  ' 
What  bleft  old  age,  in  its  laft  calm  adieu, 
Might  with  applaufe  and  confcious  joy  review 
Repofes  here  to  wake  in  endlefs  blifs,  ' 

Too  early  ravifti'd  from  a  world  like  this  ! 
Where  fair  examples  ftrikc,  but  not  infpire 
To  imitate  the  virtues  all  admire : 
Yet  liften,  virgins !  to  this  faving  ftrain. 
If  file  has  liv'd — let  her  not  die  in  vain. 

EPITAPH  ON  MRS.  HEPBURN. 
Stay,  paffenger ;  this  ftone  demands  thy  tear; 
^lere  reft  the  hopes  of  many  a  tender  year  : 

Our  forrow  now fo  late  our  joy  and  praife  ! 

JLoft  in  the  mild  Aurora  of  her  days. 
What  virtues  might  have  grac'd  her  fuller  day  ! 
'  But  ah !  the  charm  juft  flicwn  and  fnatch'd  away.' 
Fnendfhip,  love,  nature,  all  reclaim  in  vain  ; 
Heav'n  when  it  wills,  rcfumeg  its  gifts  again. 
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EPITAPH  ON  MISS  SETON, 

INTERRED  IN  THE  CHAPEL    OF  SETON-HOtJSt, 

In  thefe  once  hallowed  walls'  negleded  (hade, 
Sacred  to  piety  and  to  the  dead. 
Where  the  long  line  of  Seton's  race  repofe, 
Whofe  tombs  to  wifdom,  or  to  valour  rofe  ;        '  / 
Though  now  a  thanklefs  age,  to  flavery  prone*' ' 
Paft  fame  defpifing,  carelefs  of  its  own. 
Records  no  more ;  each  public  virtue  fled. 
Who  wifely  counfell'd,  or  vi-ho  bravely  bled. 
Though  here  the  warrior  ftiield  is  hung  no  more, 
But  every  violated  trophy  tore,  [lot, 

Heav'ns  praife,  man's  honour,  fliare  one  fliameful 
God  and  his  image  both  alike  forgot. 
To  this  fweetmaid  a  kindred  place  is  due; 
Her  earth  ftiall  confecrate  thefe  walls  anew; 
The  mufe  that  liftens  to  defert  alone. 
Snatches  from  fate,  and  feals  thee  for  her  own. 

EPITAPH. 
'Could  this  fair  marble  to  the  world  impart 
Half  of  the  woes  that  rend  a  hufband's  heart. 
Could  it  be  taught  to  look  with  nature's  eye, 
Like  friendfliip  cou'd  it  breathe  the  tender  figh. 
With  each  dear  rapture  bid  the  bofom  glow, 
Love  e'er  ccu'd  tafte,  or  tendernefs  beftow, 
Then  might  it  tow'r  unblam'd  amid  the  Ikies, 
And  not  to  vanity,  but  virtue  rife. 
Its  nobleft  pomp,  the  humble  eye  endure, 
And  pride,  when  moft  it  fwell'd,  here  find  a  cure. 

Ceafe  then nor  at  the  fovereign  will  repine  ; 

It  gives,  we  blifs;  it  fnatches,  we  refign  : 

To  earth  what  came  from  earth  returns  again, 

Heav'n  fram'd  th'  immortal  part  above  to  reign. 

EPITAPH  ON  MR.  CUNNINGHAM  OF 
CRAIGENDS. 
A  SON,  a  wife,  bade  the  plain  marble  arife; 
Beneath  the  facred  ftiade  a  good  man  hes. 
In  Britain's  fenate  long  unblam'd  he  fate. 
And  anxious  trembled  for  her  doubtful  fate  : 
Above  all  giddy  hopes,  all  felfifh  ends. 
His  country  was  his  family  and  friends. 
Children  !  weep  not,  thus  cruelly  b.  reft ; 
The  fair  example  of  his  life  is  left ; 
Another  far  more  lafting,  fafe  eftate 
Than  e'er  delcended  from  the  rich  and  great ; 
Theirs  fall  to  time  or  fortune  foon  a  prey  ; 
Or  the  poor  gift  of  kings,  kings  fnatch  away : 
Your  bleft  fuccefiion  never  can  be  Icfs, 
Still  as  you  imitate  you  ftill  poffefs. 

ON  A  SUMMER-HOUSE  IN  MY  OWN 
GARDEN. 

Whilst  round  my  head  the  zephyrs  gently  play. 

To  calm  refledion  I  refign  the  day  ; 

From  all  the  fervitudes  of  life  releaft, 

I  bid  mild  friendfliip  to  the  fober  feaft ; 

Nor  beauty  banifli  from  the  hallow'd  ground. 

She  enters  here  to  folace  not  to  wound ; 

All  elfe  excluded  from  the  facred  fpot. 

One  half  dctefted,  and  one  half  forgot: 

All  the  mad  human  tumult,  what  to  me  ? 

Here  chafte  Calliope,  1  live  with  thee. 
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ON  A  DIAL  IN  MY  GARDEN. 

Once  at  a  potent  leader's  voice  it  ftay'd  ; 
Once  it  went  back  when  a  good  monarch  pray'd. 
Mortals,  howe'er  we  griovc,  howe'er  deplore, 
1'he  flying  Ihadow  fliall  return  no  more. . 

ON  AN  OBELISK  IN  MY  GARDEN. 

WiEw  all  around,  the  works  of  power  divine, 
Inquire,  explore,  admire,  extol,  refign  ; 
This  is  the  whole  of  human  kiiid  below, 
'Tis  only  giv'n  beyond  the  grave  to  know. 

INSCRIPTION  ON  A  DOG. 

Calm  tho'  not  mean,  courageous  without  rage. 
Serious  not  dull,  and  without  thinking  fage ; 
Pleas'd  at  the  lot  that  nature  has  affign'd, 
Snarl  as  I  lift,  and  freely  bark  my  mind ; 
As  churchman  wrangle  not  with  jarring  fpite, 
Nor  ftatefman  like  carrefling  whom  I  bite  ; 
View  all  the  canine  kind  witli  equal  eyes, 
1  dread  no  maftif,  and  no  cur  defpife. 
True  from  the  firft,  and  faithful  to  the  end, 
I  balk  no  miftrefs,  and  forfake  no  friend. 
My  days  and  nights  one  equal  tenor  keep, 
Faft  but  to  eat,  and  only  wake  to  lleep. 
Thus  fteahng  along  life  1  live  incog, 
A  very  plain  and  downright  honeft  dog. 

THE  WISH. 

If  join'd  to  make  up  virtue's  glorious  tale, 

A  weak,  but  pious  aid  can  aught  avail, 

Each  facred  ftudy,  each  diviner  page 

That  once  infpir'd  my  youth,  fliall  footh  my  age. 

Deaf  to  ambition,  and  to  intereft's  call ; 

Honour  my  titles,  and  enough  my  all ; 

No  pimp  of  plealure,  and  no  flave  of  ftate, 

Serene  from  fools,  and  guiltlefsof  the  great, 

Some  calm  and  undiflurb'd  retreat  I'll  choofe 

Dear  to  myfelf  and  friends.     Perhaps  the  mufe 

May  grant,  while  all  my  thoughts  her  charms  em- 

If  not  a  future  fame,  a  prefent  joy.  [ploy. 

Pure  from  each  feverifti  hope,  each  weak  dcfire  ; 

Thoughts  that  improve,  and  flumbers  that  infpire, 

A  ftedfaft  peace  of  mind,  rais'd  far  above 

The  guilt  of  hate  and  weaknefles  of  love  ; 

Studious  of  life,  yet  free  from  anxious  care  ; 

To  others  candid,  to  myfelf  fevere  ; 

Filial,  fubmiffive  to  the  fovereign  will  ; 

Glad  of  the  good,  and  patient  of  the  ill; 

I'll  work  in  narrow  fphere,what  heaven  approves, 

Abating  hatreds,  and  increafing  loves. 

My  friendlhip,  ftudies,'pleafures,  all  my  own. 

Alike  to  envy,  and  to  fame  unknown  : 

Such  in  fome  blelt  afylum  let  me  lie, 

Take  off  my  fill  of  life,  and  wait,  not  wifli  to  die. 

A  SOLILOQUY. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  HAMLET, 

My  anxious  foul  is  tore  with  doubtful  ftrife. 
And  hangs  fufpended  betwixt  death  and  life : 
Life  !  death  !  dread  obje6ts  of  mankind's  debate  ; 
"Whether  fuperior  to  the  fliocks  of  fate. 
To  bear  its  fierceft  ills  with  ftedfaft  mind. 
To  nature's  order  pioufly  refign'd, 


Or,  with  magnanimons  and  bravfc  difdain. 

Return  her  back  th'  injurious  gift  again. 

O  !  if  to  die,  this  mortal  buftle  o'er, 

Were  but  to  clofe  one's  eyes,  and  be  no  more  ; 

From  pain,  from  ficknefs,  forrows,  fafe  withdrawn, 

In  night  eternal  that  fhall  know  no  dawn  ; 

This  dread,  imperial,  wondrous  frame  of  man, 

Loft  in  ftill  nothing,  whence  it  firft  began : 

Yes,  if  the  grave  fuch  quiet  could  fupply. 

Devotion's  felf  might  even  dare  to  die. 

Left  haplefs  vicSors  in  the  mortal  ftrife, 

Through  death  we  ftruggle  but  to  fecond  life. 

But,  fearful  here,  though  curious  to  explore. 

Thought  paufes,  trembling  on  the  hidden  ftiore  : 

What  fcenes  may  rife,  awake  the  human  fear  i 

Being  again  refum'd,  and  God  more  near; 

If  awful  thunders  the  new  gueft  appall, 

Or  the  foft  voice  of  gentle  mercy  call. 

This  teaches  life  with  all  its  ills  to  plcafe, 

Afflidling  poverty,  fevere  difeafe  ; 

To  loweft  infamy  gives  power  to  charm, 

And  ftrikes  the  dagger  from  the  boldeft  arm. 

Then,  Hamlet,  ceafe  ;  thy  rafh  refolves  forego 

God,  nature,  reafon,  all  will  have  it  fo  ; 

Learn  by  this  facred  horror,  well  fuppreft. 

Each  fatal  purpofe  in  the  traitor's  breaft. 

This  damps  revenge  with  falutary  fear, 

Ai>d  ftops  ambition  in  its  wild  career. 

Till  virtue  for  itfelf  begin  to  move, 

And  fervile  fear  exalt  to  filial  love. 

Then  in  thy  breaft  let  calmer  paflions  rife, 

Pleas'd  with  thy  lot  on  earth,  abfolve  the  flcies. 

The  ills  of  life  fee  friendfliip  can  divide  ; 

See  angels  warring  on  the  good  man's  fidc- 

Alone  to  virtue  happinefs  is  given. 

On  earth  felf-fatisfy'd,  and  crown' d  in  hsaveij. 

A  SOLILOQUY. 

WROTE  IN    JUNE  1746. 

Mysterious  innate  of  this  breaft, 
Enkindled  by  thy  flame  ; 
By  thee  my  being's  beft  expreft, 
For  what  thou  art  I  am. 

With  thee  I  claim  celeftial  birth, 
A  fpark  of  heaven's  own  ray  ; 
Without  thee  fink  to  vileft  earth, 
Inanimated  clay. 

Now  in  this  fed  and  diiinal  hour 
Of  multiply'd  diftrefs. 
Has  any  former  thought  the  power 
To  make  thy  forrows  lefs. 

When  all  around  thee  cruel  fnares 
Threaten  thy  deftin'd  breath, 
And  every  fharp  refledlion  bears 
Want,  exile,  chains  or  death. 

Can  ought  that  paft  in  youth's  fond  reign 
Thy  pleafing  vein  reftore. 
Lives  beauty's  gay  and  feftive  train 
In  memory's  foft  ftore  ? 

Or  does  the  mufe  ?  'Tis  faid  hetart 
Can  fierceft  pangs  appeafe, 
Can  iTie  to  thy  poor  trembling  heart 
Now  fpeak  the  words  of  peace  ? 

Yet  ftie  was  wont  at  early  dawn 
To  whifper  thy  repofe. 
Nor  was  her  friendly  aid  withdrawn 
At  grateful  eveping's  clofe,  ' 
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Friendftiip,  'tis  true,  its  facrcd  might, 
May  mitigate  thy  doom ; 
As  lightning  fhot  acrofs  the  night, 
A  moment  gilds  the  gloom. 

O  God  !  thy  providence  alone 
Can  work  a  wonder  here, 
Can  change  to  gladnefs  every  moan, 
And  baniln  all  my  fear. 

Thy  arm  all  powerful  to  live. 
May  every  doubt  deflroy  ; 
Acd  from  the  horrors  of  the  grave, 
New  raife  to  life  and  joy. 

From  this,  as  from  a  copious  fpring, 
Pure  confolation  flows ; 
Makes  the  faint  heart  midft  fufferings  fing, 
And  midft  defpair  repofe. 

Yet  from  its  creature  gracious  Heaven, 
Moft  merciful  and  jufl, 
Afks  but  for  life  and  fafety  given, 
Our  faith  and  humble  truft. 

A  SERIOUS  THOUGHT. 

Thro'  life's  flrange  myftic  paths,  how  mankind 
A  contradidion  ftill  in  all  their  ways,       [ftrays  ! 
In  youth's  gay  bloom,  in  wealth's  infultiog  hour  ! 
As  heav'n  all  mercy  was,  they  live  fecure, 
Yet  full  of  fears,  and  anxious  doubts  expire. 
And  in  the  awful  judge  forget  the  Sire. 
Fair  virtue  then  with  faithful  fteps  purfue. 
Thy  good  deeds  many,  thy  offences  few  ; 
That  at  the  general  doom  thou  may'ft  appear 
"With  filial  hope  to  footh  thy  confcious  fear  ; 
Then  to  perpetual  blifs  expetSl:  to  live, 
Thy  Saviour  is  thy  judge,  and  may  forgive. 

DOVES, 

A    FRAGMENT. 

Of  doves  fweet  gentle  birds,  the  heaven  born  mufe 
Prepares  to  fing,  their  manners  and  what  law, 
The  blamelefs  race  obey,  their  cares  and  loves. 
O  facred  virgin,  that,  to  me  unfeen 
Yet  prefent,  whifpers  nightly  in  my  ear 
Love  dited  fong  or  tale  of  martial  knight, 
As  befl  becomes  the  time  :  and  aidful  grants 
Celcftial  grace  implor'd,  O,  bounteous,  fay 
What  fav'rite  maid  in  her  firft  bloom  of  youth 
"Wilt  choofe  to  honour  ?  feem  Trot  to  fee 
The  laurel  fliake,  and  hear  the  voice  divine 
Sound  in  mine  ear  :  '  With  Erfkine  befl  agrees 

*  The  fong  of  doves  :  herfelf  a  dove,  well  pleas'd 

*  Liften  gracious  to  the  tale  benign,  and  hear 

*  How  the  chaftebird  with  v/ords  of  fondling  love, 

*  5- oft  billing,  wooes  his  maid,  their  fpoufal  loves, 
'  Pure  and  unftain'd  with  jealous  fear  of  change; 

•  How  ftudious  they  to  build  their  little  nefts, 

•  Nature's  artificers !  and  tender,  breed     [flight, 

•  Their  unfledg'd  children,  till  they  wing  theiy. 

•  Each  parent's  care.*  Come,  as  the  mufe  ordains, 
O  thou  of  every  grace,  whofe  looks  of  love, 
Erfkine,  attra^ive,  draw  all  wond'ring  eyes 
Conllant  to  gaze ;  and  whofe  fubduing  fpeecl\ 
Drops  as  the  honey  comb,  and  grace  is  pour'd 
Into  thy  lips  :  for  ever  thee  attends 

Swcetnefs  thy  handmaid,  and,  with  beauty,  clothes, 
As  with  the  morning's  robe  inveHed  round  : 
O  come,  again  invok'd,  and  fmiling  lend 
Thy  pleas'd  attention,  whilft  in  figur'd  Clk 


Thy  knowing  needle  plants  th' embroider'd  flower. 
As  in  its  native  bed  :  fo  may'ft  thou  find 
Delight  perpetual  and  th'  inclining  ear 
Of  heav'n  propitious  to  thy  maiden  vow, 
When  thou  fhalt  feek  from  love  a  youth  adorn'd 
With  all  perfedion,  worthy  of  thy  choice, 
To  blefs  thy  night  of  joy  and  focial  care. 
O  happy  he,  for  whom  the  vow  is  made. 


THE  FLOWERS. 

A    FRAGMENT. 

The  care  of  gardens,  and  the  garden's  pride. 
To  rear  the  blooming  flowers,  invites  the  mufe  ; 
A  grateful  tafk  !  To  thee,  O  Hume,  Ihe  fings 
Well  pleas'd  amid  the  verdant  walks  to  ftray 
With  thee,  her  chief  delight,  when  fummer  fmiles. 
Come  now  my  love,  nor  fear  the  winter's  rage ; 
For  fee  the  winter's  paft,  the  rains  are  gone  ; 
Behold  the  finging  of  the  birds  is  now, 
Seafon  benign  ;  the  joyous  race  prepare 
Their  native  melody,  and  warbling  airs 
Are  heard  in  ev'ry  grove  :  the  flowers  appear. 
Earth's  fmiling  offspring,  and  the  beauteous  meads 
Are  cloth'd  in  pleafant  green ;  now  fruitful  trees 
Put  forth  their  tender  buds  that  foon  fliall  fwell 
With  rich  nedareous  juice,  and  woo  thy  hand 
To  pluck  their  ripen'd  fvveets.     Forfake  a  while 
The  noife  of  cities,  and  with  me  retire 
To  rural  folitude  :  Lo  !  for  thy  head 
I  weave  a  garland,  deck'd  with  vernal  flowers, 
Violet,  and  hyacinth,  and  blufliing  rofe 
Of  ev'ry  rich  perfume  ;  here  in  this  calm 
And  undiftnrb'd  retreat,  content  to  dwell. 
Secluded  from  mankind,  with  thee  and  love, 
Sweetner  of  human  cares :   But  thou  perhaps 
Delight'ft  to  hear  the  voice  that  bids  thee  come 
To  feflival  and  dance  ;  thou  long'll  to  meet 
The  raptur'd  youth,  that  at  affembly  hour 
Awaits  thy  coming  :  hafte  adorn'd  in  all 
Thy  native  foftnefs,  iVefh  as  breathing  flowers 
Sweet  fmelling  in  the  morning  dew,  and  fire 
His  foul,  ill  able  to  refift  fuch  charms, 
Won  with  wtradive  fmiles  :  while  I  far  off 
Bemoan  thy  abfence,  and  thy  image  form 
In  ev'ry  thicket  and  each  fecret  grove, 
To  footh  my  longing  mind  by  fancy's  aid, 
Pleafing  refemblance  !  until  thou  thyfelf, 
O  faireft  among  women,  deign  to  grace 
The  bower  that  love  prepai-es,  from  me  to  learn 
The  care  and  culture  of  the  flowery  kind. 


THE  EPISODE  OF  THE  THISTLE. 

FLOWERS,  BOOK  I. 

Nor  to  the  garden  fole  where  fair  refide* 
As  in  her  court  the  fear  let  queen,  amid 
Her  train  of  flow'ry  nymphs,  does  nature  boon 
Indulge  her  gifts:  but  to  each  namelefs  field. 
When  the  warm  fun  rejoicing  in  the  year 
Stirs  up  the  latent  juice,  flie  fcatters  wide 
Her  rofy  children  :  then  innumerous  births. 
As  from  the  womb  fpring  up,  and  wide  perfume 
Their  cradles  with  ambrofial  fweets  around. 
Far  as  the  eye  can  reach  all  nature  fmiles, 
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t^ili,  dale,  or  valley,  -where  a  lucid  ftream 

JL.eads,  through  the  level-down,  his  filver  maze, 

Gliding,  with  even  pace,  direift,  as  one 

On  journey  bent,  and  now  meand'ring  fair, 

Unnumbcr'd  currents  to  and  fro  convolv'd, 

Hispaftime,  underneath  the  azure  green 

The  wanton  fifties  fport ;  and  round  his  banks. 

Sole  or  in  confort,  the  aerial  kind 

Refound  in  air  with  fong :   the  wild  thyme  here 

Breathes  fragrance,    and   a    thoufand   glittering 

flowers 
Art  never  fow'd.     Even  here  the  rifing  weed 
The  landfcape  paints  the  lion's  yellow  tooth, 
Th'  enamell'd  daify,  with  its  rofe  adorn'd 
The  prickly  briar,  and  the  thiftle  rude. 
An  armed  warrior,  with  his  hofl  of  fpears. 
Thrice  iiappy  plant !  fair  Scotia's  greateft  pride, 
Emblem  of  modeft  valour,  unprovok'd 
That  harmeth  not,  provok'd  that  will  not  bear 
Wrong  unreveng'd  ;  what  though  the  humble  root 
Diftionour'd  erft,  the  growth  of  evfery  field 
Arofe  unheeded  through  the  ftubborn  foil 
Jejune  :  though  fofter  flowers,  difdainful,  fly 
Thy  fellowftiip,  nor  in  the  nofegay  join, 
111  match'd  compeers  :  not  lefs  the  dews  of  heav'n 
Eathe  thy  rough  cheeks,  and  wafti  thy  warlike 

mail. 
Gift  of  indulgent  fkies  !  though  lily  pure 
^nd  rofe  of  fragrant  leaf,  heft  reprefent 
Maria's  fnowy  hreafl:  and  ruddy  cheek 
Blufliing  with  bloom  :  th'  Ormond's  laurel  rear 
Sublimer  branch,  indulging  loftier  Ihade 
To  heaven  inflrudled  bard,  that  ftrings  beneath, 
Melodious,  his  founding  wire,  to  tales 
Of  beauties  praife,  or  from  vitftorious  camps 
Heroes  returning  fierce.     Unenyyed  may 
The  fnowy  lily  flourifli  round  the  brow 
Of  Gallia's  king  :  The  thiftle  happier  far 
Exalted  into  nobler  fame,  fhall  rife 
Triumphant  o'er  each  flower,-  to  Scotia's  bards 
Subjedl  of  lafting  fong,  their  monarch's  choice ; 
Who,  bounteous  to  the  lowly  weed,  refus'd 
Each  other  plant,  and  bade  the  thiftle  wave, 
Embroider'd,  in  his  enfigns,  v/ide  difplay'd 
Along  the  mural  breach :  how  oft,  beneath 
Its  martial  influance,  has  Scotia's  fons 
Through  every  age  with  dauntlefs  valour  fought 
On  every  hoftile  ground  ?  while  o'er  their  breaft. 
Companion  to  the  filver  ftar,  bleft  type 
Of  faiT^ie  unfullied  and  fuperior  deed, 
Diftinguilh'd  ornament !  their  native  plaftt 
Surrounds  the  fainted  crofs,  witli  coftly  row 
Of  ^ems,  emblaz'd,  and  flame  of  radiant  gold, 
A  facrcd  mark,  their  glory  and  their  pride. 

But  wouldft  thou  know  how  firfl  th'  illuftrious 
plant 
Rofe  to  renown  :  hear  the  recording  mufe. 
While  back  through  ages  that  have  roU'd  flie  leads 
Th'  inquiring  eye,  and  wakens  into  life 
Heroes  and  mighty  kingvwhofe  godhke  deeds 
Are  now  no  mitfe,  yet  ftill  the  fame  furvives, 
Vi6lor  o'er  time,  the  triumph  of  the  mufe. 

As  yet  for  love  of  arts  and  arms  renown'd, 
For  hoary  fires  with  gifts  of  wildom  grac'd, 
UnrivaU'd  maids  in  beauteous  bloom,  delire 
Of  every  eye,  and  youthful  gallant  chiefs 
For  courage  fam'd  and  bleft  with  facred  fong, 
Flouiiflt'd,  fsblime,  the  Pidifh  throne ;  awi  fliar'd, 
VuL.  IX. 


Rival  of  Scotia's  power,  fair  Caledon. 
Equals  in  fway,  while  both  alike  afpired 
To  fingle  rule,  difdaining  to  obey  : 
Oft  led  by  hate  and  thirft  of  dire  revenge 
Feu:  raviih'd.  beauty,  or  for  kindred  flain, 
Wide-wafting  others  realms  vvith  inroads  fierce, 
Until  the  fecond  Kenneth,  great  in  arms, 
Brandilh'd  th'  avenging  fword,  that  low  in  duft, 
Humbled  the  haughty  race  :  yet  oft,  of  war 
Weary,  and  havock  dire,  in,  mutual  blood 
Embru'd,  the  nations  join'd  in  leagues  of  pea,<:e 
Short  i'pace  enjoy'd  ;  when  nice  fulpicious  feara 
By  jealous  love  of  empire  bred,  again. 
With  fatal  breath,  blew  the  dire  flame  of  war, 
Rekindling  fierce  :  thus  when  Achaius  reign'd. 
By  th^  difpofing  will  of  gracious  Heav'n 
Ordain'd  the  Prince  of  Peace.     Fair  Ethelind 
Grace  of  the  PiiSjih  throne,  in  rofy  youth. 
Of  beauties  bloom,  in  his  young  heart,  infpir'd 
Spoufal  defires,.fdft  love,  and  dove-ey'd  peace, 
Her  dowry.     Then,  his  hymeneal  torch, 
Concord,  high  brandifh'd  ;  and  in  bonds  of  love, 
Link'd  the  contending  race.     But  ah  !  how  vain 
Hopes  mortal  man,  his  joys  on  earth  to  laft 
Perpetual  and  fincere  :  for  Athelftane, 
Fierce  from  the  conqueft  of  great  Alured, 
Northumbrian  ruler,  came.     On  Tweda's  fhore 
Full  twenty  thoufand  brazen  fpears,  he  fix'd, 
Shining  a  deathful  view ;  difmay'd  the  brave 
Erft  undifmay'd  :  even  he,  their  warlike  chief, 
Kujngus,  in  arms,  a  great  and  i^ighty  name. 
Felt  his  fierce  heart,  fupended,  if  to  meet 
Th'  outrageous  Saxon,  dreadful  in  the  ranks 
Of  battle  difarray'd.     Suppliant  of  help. 
He  fues  the  Scottiflj  race,  by  friendly  ties 
Adjur'd  and  nuptial  rites  and  equal  fears. 
Led  by  their  gallant  prince,  the  chofen  train 
Forfake  their  native  walls.     The  glad  acclaim 
Of  ftiouting  crowds,  and  tl*e  foft  virgins  wifli 
Purfu?  the  parting  chiefs  to  battle  fent. 
With  omens  not  averfe.     Darknefs  arole 
O'er  heav'n  and  earth,  as  now  but  narrow  fpace 
Sunder'd  each  hoftile  force  :  fole  in  his  tent 
The  yoXithful  chief,  the  hope  of  Albion,  lay 
Slumb'ring  fecure,  when,  in  the  hour  of  fleep, 
A  veitprable  form,  St.  Andrew,  feen 
Majeftic,  folemn,  grand,  before  his  fight 
In  vifion,  ftood  :  his  deep  and  piercing  eye 
Look'd  wifdom,  and  mature  fedatenefs  weigh'd 
To  doubtful  counfels,  from  his  temples  flow'd 
His  hair,  white  as  the  fnowy  fleece  that  clothes 
The  Alpine  ridge,  ,a-crofs  his  fhoulders  hung 
A  baldric,  where  fome  heavenly  pencil  wrought 
Th'  events  of  years  tr»  come  prophetic  drawn, 
Seafons  and  times  :  in  his  right  hand  he  held 
A  crofs,  for  beaming  through  the  night ;  his  left 
A  pointed  thiftle  rear'd.     Fear  not,  he  cry'd, 
Thy  country's  early  pride  ;  for  lo  1  to  thee 
Commiflion'd  I,  from  heav'n's  eternal  Icing, 
Etherial  meflenger  of  tidings  glad, 
Propiticus  now  am  lent.     Then  be  thou  bold, 
To-morrow  Ihall  deliver  to  thy  hand 
The  troops  of  Athelftane.     But  oh  !  attend; 
Inftrudred  from  the  Ikies,  the  terms  of  fate, 
Conditional,  afiign'd  ;  for,  if  mifled 
By  facred  luft  of  arbitrary  fway. 
Thou,  or  of  thee  to  come,  thy  race  fhall  waoi* 
Injurious  war,  unrighteous  to  invade  * 
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His  neighbour's  realms, ^ho  dares  the  guilty  deed, 
Him  Heaven  fnali-defert  in  needful  hour 
Of  fad  diflrtfs,  ddircr'd  o'er  a  prey 
To  all  the  nations  round.     This  plant  I  bear, 
JExpreluvc  emblem  of  thy  equal  deed. 
This,  inofFcnfive  in  its  native  field, 
I'caceiul  inhabitant,  and  lowly  grows ; 
Yet  who  with  hoftile  hands  its  briftly  fpeaf  s 
llnpunifh'd  may  provoke  i'  and  fucli  be  thou 
Unprompt  t'  invade,  and  aiftive  to  defend  ; 
Wife  fortitude  !  but  when  the  morning  flames. 
Secure,  in  hcav'n,  againft  yon  fated  hoft 
Go  up  and  overcome.     When  home  return'd 
With  triumph  crown'd,  grateful  to  me  Ihalt  rear 
A  rifing  temple  on  the  deftin'd  fpace, 
With  lofty  towers  and  battlements  adorn'd, 
A  houfe  where  God  Ihall  dwelL  The  vifion  fpoke. 
And  mix'd  with  night,  when,  ftarting  from  his 
couch,  [cries 

The  youth  from  flumber  wak'd.     The  mingled 
Of  horle  and  horfemen,  furious  for  the  day, 
Affail  his  ears.     And  now  both  armies  clos'd 
Tempelluous  fight.     Aloud  the  welkin  roars, 
Refounding  wide,  and  groans  of  death  are  heard 
Superior  o'er  the  din.     The  rival  chiefs 
Each  adverfc  battle  gor'd.     Here  Athelftane, 
Horrent  in  mail,  rear'd  high  his  moony  Ihield 
With  Saxon  trophies  charg'd  and  deeds  of  blood. 
Horrid  atchievement !  nor  lefs  furious  there 
Hungus  enflam'd  with  defp'rate  rage,  and  keen 
Defire  of  vicftory :  and  near  him  joiri'd, 
With  focial  valour,  by  the  vifion  fir'd. 
The  hopes  of  Caledon,  the  Scottifh  oak 
Plies  furious,  that  from  the  mighty's  blood 
Return'd  not  back  unflain'd.  I'hus,  when  the  feeds 
Of  fire  and  nitrous  fpume  and  grain  adufl, 
Sulphure<'>us,  diftend  earth's  hollov/  womb, 
Sicilian  ^tna  labours  to  difgorge 
Dreadful  eruplion,  fiC.n  the  fmoking  top 
riovvs  dov/n  the  molten  rock  in  liquid  ore, 
A  three-fold  current  to  the  wafled  plain. 
Each  ravaging  a  fep'rate  way:  fo  fought 
Defp'rate  the  chiefs ;  nine  hours  in  equal  fcale 
The  battle  hung,  the  tenth  the  angel  rear'd 
The  tutelary  crofs,  then  difarray 
Fell  on  the  baxon  hod.     Thus  when  of  old 
Th'  Amalekite  in  vale  of  Rephidim, 
Againft  the  chofen  race  of  Judah,  fet 
The  battle  in  array,  and  various  chance 
Alternate  rul'd,  when,  as  the  fun  went  down, 
.Aaron  and  Hur  upflaid  the  failing  hands 
Of  Mofes,  to  fuftain  tlic  potent  rod, 
Till  Ifrael  overthrew  :  thus  fore  that  day 
The  battle  went  againft  the  numerous  hofts 
Of  Athelftane,  impure  ;  the  daring  chief. 
Far  from  the  flaughter  borne,  a  fwelling  ftream, 
By  fuddcn  rains  high  furging  o'er  its  banks, 
Impervious  to  his  flight,  ior  ever  funk, 
Number'd  amongft  the  dead.     Then  rout  on  rout, 
Confufion  on  coni'ufion,  wild  difmay. 
And  ilaughter  raging  wide,  o'erturn'd  the  bands 
Ere  while  fo  proud  array'd.     Amaz'd  they  fled 
Before  the  .Scottifh  f-Aord  ;  for  from  the  fword. 
From  the  drawn  fword,  they  fled,  the  bended  bow, 
The  vidor's  Oiput,  and  honour  of  the  v.ar. 

1  he  royal  yn-,i-h,  thus  viv.'ror  of  his  vows, 
I. tads  to  his  native  land  with  conqueft  crown'd, 
Ilii  warring  powers;  ncr  oi.th«  heavenly  dream 


Unmindful,  bade  the  promls'd  towers  afpire 

With  folemn  rites  made  facred  to  the  name 

Of  him  in  vifion  fcen.     Then,  to  infpire 

Love  of  heroic  worth,  and  kindle  feeds 

Of  virtuous  emulation  in  the  foul 

Rip'ning  to  deed,  he  crown'd  his  manly  breaft 

With  a  refulgent  ftar,  and  in  the  ftar 

Amidft  the  rubies  blaze,  diftinguilh'd  fhines 

'l"he  fainted  crofs,  around  whofe  golden  verge 

The  embroider'd  thiftle,  bleft  enclofure  !  winda 

A  warlike  foliage  of  ported  fpears 

Defenceful :  laft,  partakers  of  his  fame. 

He  adds  a  chofen  train  of  gallant  youths, 

Illuftrious  fellowfhip  !  above  their  peers 

Exalted  eminent :  the  fhining  band. 

Devote  to  fame,  along  the  crowded  ftreets 

Are  led,  exulting,  to  the  lofty  fane. 

With  holy  feflival  and  ritual  pomp 

InUall'd,  of  folemn  prayer,  and  ofFer'd  vows 

Inviolate,  and  facred,  to  preferve 

The  ordinance  of  heav'n,  and  great  (|ecree 

Voice  of  the  filent  night :   *  O  ill  forefeen, 

O  judgments  ill  forewarn'd  and  fure  denounc'd 

Of  future  w'oes  and  cov'nants  broke  in  blood. 

That   children's  children  wept :  how  didft  thou 

grieve, 
O  virgin  daughter,  and  what  tears  bedew'd 
The  cheek  of  hoary  age,  when,  as  the  fates, 
Tranfgrefs'd  the  high  command,  feverely  will'd. 
The  haplefs  youth,  as  the  fierce  lion's  whelp. 
Fell  in  the  fatal  fnare  .'  that  facred  head 
Where  late  the  graces  dwelt,  and  wifdom  mild 
Subdued  attention,  ghsftly,  pale,  deform'd. 
Of  royalty  defpoil'd,  by  ruthlefs  hands 
Fix'd  on  a  fpear,  the  feoff  of  gazing  crowds. 
Mean  triumph,  borne:  then  firft  the  radiant  crofs 
Submitted  in  the  duft,  difhonour  foul. 
Her  holy  fplendors  ;  firft,  the  thiftle's  fpears 
Broke  by  a  hoftilc  hand,  the  filver  ftar 
Felt  dim  eciipfe,  and  mourn'd  in  dark  fojourn, 
A  tedious  length  of  years,  till  he,  the  fifth 
Triumphant  James,  of  Stuart's  ancient  line, 
Reftor'd  the  former  grace,  and  bade  it  fhine, 
With  added  gifts  adorn'd.     To  chofen  twelve, 
Invefted  with  the  ornaments  of  fame. 
Their  fovereign's  love,  he, bounteous,  gave  to  wear, 
Acrofs  their  moulders  flung,  the  radiant  brede 
Of  evening  blue,  of  fimple  faith  unftain'd 
Myftcrious  fign  and  loyalty  fincere. 
Approven  chiefs !  how  many  fons,  inroll'd 
In  the  fair  deathlefs  lift,  has  Scotia  feen, 
Or  terrible  in  war  for  bold  exploit .' 
Bcft  champions  !  or,  in  the  mild  arts  of  peace, 
Lawgivers  wife,  and  of  endanger'd  rights, 
Finn  guardians  in  evil  times,  to  death 
AfTerting  virtue's  caufe,  and  virtue's  train  f 
Bleft  patronage  !  nor  thefe,  with  envy,  view 
Th'  embroider'd  garter  to  furround  the  knee 
Of  military  chiefs  of  Brutus'  blood, 
With  equal  honours  grac'd  ;  while  monarchs  bear 
The  confecrated  crofs,  and  happy  plant 
Bright  on  the  regal  robe;  nor  valued  more 
Th' anointing  oil  of  heav'n.     In  Britain's  fhield 
The  northern  ftar  mingles  with  George's  beams, 

*  TAh  refers  to  tbejl'jry  of  King  Alptn,f.a'in  by  tbe 
P'lSis,  and  his  head  fixed  ia  a  jiol;.  See  Buchanan f 
Book  V. 
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Confbrted  light,  and  near  HIbernia's  harp, 
Breathing  the  fp'rit  of  peace  and  fecial  love, 
Harmonious  power,  the  Scottifh  thillle  fills 
Diflinguifli'd  place,  and  guards  the  Englilh  rofe. 

SPEECH  OF  RANDOLPH, 

A  FRAGMENT  OF  BKUCE,  BOOK  II. 

Demand'st  thou,  mighty  Bruce,  to  know  from 

whence 
My  lineage  I  derive  :  Then  hear  a  tale 
Well  known  through  fair  StirliiA's  fruitful  bounds. 
My  native  land.     Of  ancient  Scottifli  kings, 
Thy  royal  anceftry,  O  Bruce,  am  I 
Undoubted  offspring  ;  and,  forgive  the  boaft. 
From  the  fame  fount  my  blood  united  flows, 
Ally'd  to  thine.     As  yet  Cameldouii's  walls 
By  Forth,  delightful  ftream  !  encircled  ilood 
The  feat  of  Edenuther,  Piftilh  kinjr  ; 
To  whofe  deflruftion,  eager  to  revenge 
The  breach  of  faith  and  hofpitable  laws, 

Infulted his  embattled  hoft 

Fierce  Corbred  led:  for,  from  DunftafFnage  towers, 

Pretending  love  and  Hymeneal  rite, 

The  treacherous  Pidl,  with  meditated  force. 

Bore  Ethelind,  her  country's  juflefl;  pride, 

Peerlefs  and  fair ;  a  thoufand  heroes  fought 

For  her  to  death,  fierce  raging  round  the  walls 

Of  lofty  Cameldoun  :  the  guilty  prince 

Had  dearly  paid  the  price  of  faith  forfworn, 

But,  fludious  of  new  frauds  within  his  walls, 

H'  invites  the  Scottifh  train,  friendly  to  meet 

In  amicable  talk,  fair  Ethelind 

To  be  the  pledge  of  future  peace,  and  join 

The  v/arring  nations  in  eternal  league 

Of  love  connubial :  the  unweeting  kin^ 

Enter'd  the  hoflile  gates  ;  with  feafl  and  fong 

The  towers  refound,  till  the  dark  midnight  Lour 

Awake  the  murderers :  in  fleep  he  fell 

With  all  his  peers,  in  early  life,  and  left 

His  vow'd  revenge  and  filler  unredeem'd. 

Now  was  the  royal  virgin  left  expos'd 
To  the  fell  vidlor's  lull,  no  friend  to  aid, 
Her  brother  flain,  and  fierce  and  mighty  chiefs 
That  warr'd  in  her  defence.     How  could,  alas  ! 
Unfhelter'd,  helplefs  innocence  refift 
Th'  infernal  ravilher .''  with  fledfafl  mind 
She  fcorn'd  his  profer'd  love ;  by  virtue's  aid 
Triumphant  o'er  his  luft.     In  vain,  with  tears 
And  rough  complaint  that  fpoke  a  favage  heart, 
Strove  he  to  gain  and  woo  her  to  his  will : 
In  vain,  enrag'd  and  ruthlefs  in  his  love. 
He  thrcat'ned.  Death  difdain'd,  force  was  the  lafl, 
But  that  her  arm  oppos'd,  refolv'd  to  flrike 
The  poignard  in  her  breaft,  her  virtue's  guard. 
All  arts  thus  try'd  in  vain,  at  laft  incens'  i. 
Deep  in  a  dungeon,  from  the  cheerful  light 
Far,  far  remov'd,  the  wretched  maid  he  threw 
Deplorable  ;  doom'd  in  that  dwelling  drear 
To  wafte  her  anxious  days  and  fleeplefs  nights. 
Anguifh  extreme  !  ah,  how  unlike  thefe  hours 
That  in  her  father's  palace  wont  to  pafs 
In  fellival  and  dance.     Her  piteous  Ihrieks 
Mov'd  her  flern  keeper's  heart ;  fecret  he  frees 
The  imprifon'd  maid,  and  to  the  king  relates 
Her  death,  diffembling.     Then,  with  fell  defpite 
And  rage,  inflam'd  for  unenjoyed  icvc, 


The  monarch  ftorm'd,  he  lotii'd  his  food,  and  fled 
All  human  converfe,  frnftrate  of  his  will. 

Meanwhile  the  nymph  forfakes  the  hoflile  walls 
Flying  by  night;  through  path  Icfs  wilds  unknown 
Guidelefs  flic  v.-anders,  in  her  frighted  ears 
Still  hears  the  tyrant's  voice,  in  fancy  visws 
His  form  terrific,  and  his  dreaded  front 
Severe  in  frowns ;  her  tender  heart  is  vex'd 
With  every  fear,  and  oft  defires  to  die. 
Now  day  return'd,  and  cheerful  light  began 
T'  adorn  the  heav'ns  ;  loft  in  the  hills  fne  knew 
No  certain  path  ;  around  the  dreary  wafle 
Sending  her  weeping  eye,  in  <'ain  requir'd 
Her   native    fi^-lds,    DunfLaffnage'    well   knoMn 

tovv'rs, 
And  high  Edeflafs  walls,  her  father's  reign. 

Three  days  the  royal  wanderer  bore  the  heat 
Intenfely  fervent,  and  three  lonefome  nights 
Wet  with  the  chilling  dews  ;  the  forefl  oak 
Supply 'd  her  food,  and  at  the  running  flream, 
Patient,  flie   flack'd  her  thirfl.      But  when  the 

fourth 
Arofe,  defcending  from  the  Ocheil  height. 
The  flow'ry  fields  beneath,  fhe  wander'd  long 
Erroneous,  difconfolate,  forlorn. 
Jerne's  ftream  fhe  pafs'd ;  a  rifing  hill 
Stood  on  the  bank  oppos'd,  adorn'd  with  trees, 
A  filvan  fcene  !  thither  fhe  bent  her  flight, 
O'ercome  with  toil,  and  gently  laid  her  down 
In  the  embow'ring  fhade  :   the  dew  of  fleep 
Fell  on  her  weary  eyes,  then  pleafing  dreams 
Began  to  lay  the  tempeft  in  her  mind. 
Calming  from  troubled  thoughts  :  to  regal  ponip 
She  feems  reftor'd,  lier  brother's  fate  revcng'd, 
The  tyrant  Gain  :   ihe  dream'd  till  morn  arofe. 
The  fifth  that  rofe  fince  from  Cameldoun's  walls 
She  bent  her  flight :  the  cheerful  day  invites, 
From  fair  Dundalgan's  ever  funny  towers, 
Mildred  t'  arife,  who  oft  in  fields  of  death, 
Vicflorious,  led  the  Piils  embattled  race, 
Illuftrious  chief !  he  to  the  hilly  height. 
His  morning  walk,  pleas'd  with  the  feafcn  fair, 
Betakes  him  muling,  there  it  was  he  faw 
Fair  Ethelind,  fijrpris'd  as  Hengill's  (on, 
Elfred  afleep  beheld,  when,  as  me  fled 
From  Saxony  to  flum  a  ilep-dame's  rage 
That  fought  her  life,  he,  v.i:h  prevailing  words, 
Woo'd  the  confenring  maid  :  nor  lefs  amaz'd 
The  Picflilh  leader  faw  the  beauteous  form  ; 
Fix'd  in  furprife  and  ardent  gaze,  he  Hood 
Wond'ring !  his  beating  heart  with  joy  o'crflow'd. 
He  led  her  blufliing  from  the  facred  grove 
In  bnfliful  modefty,  and  doubting  joy 
Challis'd  with  fear,  alternate  in  jier  breaft, 
Poor  lovely  mourner  !  to  his  parents  fliow'd 
The  beauteous  ftranger;  they  in  age  rever'd 
Lift  up  their  trembhng  hands,  and  bleft  the  maid, 
Beft  workmanftiip  of  heaven  !  the  youthful  chief 
Tranfported  every  day  his  gueft  beheld, 
And  every  day  beheld  with  new  delight. 
Her  winning  graces  mild,  and  form  divine. 
That  drew  with  foft  attraiilion,  kindling  love, 
Enflam'd  his  foul :  flill  new  delays  he  frames 
To  gain  a  longer  ftay,  e'er  he  rcftore 
'J'he  beauteous  exile  to  her  native  land, 
His  promis'd  faith.     The  ftory  of  her  woes, 
Hj  o'er  and  o'er  demands ;  flie  plca^'o  ic'ates 
H*r  pail  adventures  fad,  but,  prudent,  k^pt 
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T?nluioivn  her  royal  race  ;  the  ardent  youth 
Hanjs  on  the  fpeaktr's  lips,  ftill  more  and  more 
Knamour'd  of  htr  charms,  by  courtly  deed 
He  fojr^ht  the  virgin's  love  ;  by  pray'rs  and  vowrs 
%Von  to  confent ;  th^  nuptial  day  arofe, 
Awak'd  by  mufic's  found  ;  the  Pow'rs  inrok'd 
To  blifs  t'le  hallow'd  rite,  amd  happy  night 
That  to  his  arms  beflow'd  the  much  lov'd  maid, 
The  <'ilt  of  Heaven  :  then  gladnefs  fill'd  his  heart 
Unfpeakable,  as  when  the  fapient  King, 
\  The  fon  of  David,  on  the  happy  day 
Of  his  efpoufals,  wl^en  his  mother  bound 
His  brow  in  regal  gold,  delighted  law 
His  fair  Eg^'ptiarr  bride  adorned  with  all 
I'erfcclion,  blooming  in  celeilial  fwects. 

\Vhile  thus  the  royal  exile  liv'd  remote. 
In  Hymen's  foftcft  joys,  the  Scottifti  cliiefs 
Prepare  for  battle,  fludious  to  redeem 
Their  captive  queen,  unluiowing  of  her  fate; 
"With  jull  fuccefs  unblefs'd,  dilcomfited 
They  fell  in  ruthlefs  fight,  their  raighty  men 
Unworthy  bondage  !  helplefs  esiks  fold 
To  foreign  lands.     The  Pid'ilh  king  enrag'd 
Collcds  an  hoft,  embattled  as  the  fands 
Along  the  Solway  coafl,  from  all  the  bound* 
Of  his  wide  empire.  Erica's  riling  towers. 
And  Jeda's  ancient  walls,  once  feat  of  kings, 
"tV'i'th  Eden  rais'd  on  rocks,  and  Cameldoun, 
Send  forth  their  chiefs  and  citizens  to  war, 
Pour'd  thro'  their  lofty  gates.  What  anguifh  then, 
O  royal  virgin,  vex'd  thy  tender  heart, 
"When  thou,  thyhufband  m:idft  your  country's  foes, 
iFnroirdft  their  leader  ?  m^jch  didll;  thou  adjure 
Uy  nuptial  ties,  much  by  endearing  love. 
To  fpare  thy  country  in  the  wafle  of  war  ; 
He  too,  the  youth^al  chief,  long  doubting  ftood 
'  fwixt  love  and  duty,  uarefolv'd  of  choice. 
Hard  conflift  !  to  Dunflaffuage  walls  he  llie&. 
And  Icfl  the  weeping  fair,  intent  to  drown 
The  voice  of  love,  foft  pleading  in  his  heart. 
In  founds^  of  battle;  but  in  vain!  his  wife 
,A.  beauteous  form,  flill  rifes  to  his  thoughts 
la  fupplicating  tears ;  he  grieves  to  fee 
The  mingling  hofts  engage,  and  dreads  to  find 
Amidft  the  flain,  his  kindred  new  ally'd. 

But  now  the  Pidlifli  king  with  mighty  chiefs 
Scledbed  from  his  peers,  purfues  his  way 
To  raze  the  Scottifh  walls,  Dundalgan's  towers 
JReccive  their  monarch,  proud  to  entertain 
The  mighty  gueft  ;  exults  the  hatighty  king 
"Witli  favage  joy,  when  firft  his  eyes  beheld 
The  maid  ib  lately  loft,  again  reflor'd 
•Sad  vidim  to  his  lull :  what  could  ftie  do, 
Hopelcfs  of  aid !  or  how  alas !  avert 
The  dire  event  that  from  the  monarch's  lufl 
Her  fears  prefag'd  ?  'twas  heav'n  her  thoughts  in- 
In  hour  of  fad  extreme,  fhe  flies  the  dome     [fpir'd 
AVith  two  alone  of  all  her  menial  train, 
Companions  of  her  flight.     The  king  meanwhile, 
Fierce  with  deure  and  violent  to  enjoy. 
Him  net  the  bowl  delights,  nor  fprightly  mirt'j, 
Nor  nle  of  martial  knight  in  ancient  time 
RecileC":  the  unfinifh'd  feafl  he  leaves 
With  wine  enflam'd  and  ill  perfuuding  luft, 
Worft  counfellors  !  a  fccret  way  he  found 
That  to  the  queen's  apartment  led  unfeen ; 
'I'hither  he  flies  througii  many  a  lofty  hall, 
AVlyjrB  heroes  oft  have  ract  in  v/ife  conlult. 
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Elate  in  thought ;  but  heavens !  what  fell  defpilej; 
What  raging  pain  tore  his  diftraded  mind. 
When  firil  he  knew  the  royal  fair  was  fled  ? 
Defp'rate  in  rage,  he  hopes  his  abfent  prey, 
Intent  to  ravifli.     Hurrying  to  the  camp 
He  fought  the  general's  tent,  begirt  around 
With  noble  Piiits  th^re  weeping  Ethelind, 
In  foft'ned  angviiih-,  on  the  heroe's  breaft 
Ke  found  reclining,  fad  :  he  would  have  feiz'd 
The  treinbling  fair  one  from  her  lever's  arms. 
Her  fureft  refuge,  miferably  torn, 
Vidtim  to  Inft  obfcene,  had  not  the  youth 
Withftood  the  dire  attempt  of  fovereign  fway. 
Haughty,  the  monarch  rag'd  and  call'd  his  chiefs 
To  Liid,  his  chiefs  refufe  th"^  unjuft  command  : 
Then  inrpotent  of  mind  he  florm'd,  he  rav'd^ 
Outrageous  in  his'ire  :  then  wild  uproar. 
Tumult,  and  martial  din,  foaads  o'er  the  ca;Bf>-, 
While  thefe  affift  the  king,  and  thefe  the  youth. 
By  fearlefs  friendihip  led  :   the  clafli  of  fvvords, 
Through  the  flill  night,  heard  on  the  Scottlfli  walls^ 
Alarms  the  chiefs  in  midnight  council  met  : 
The  boldeft  of  their  warrior  train  they  choofe 
For  fecret  ambufh,  fheath'd  in  jointed  mail; 
Th'  intrepid  band  beneath  a  bending  hill. 
Await  the  rifing  dawn  ;  Mildred  they  feiz'd. 
The  royal  e^ik  and  their  focial  train. 
Flying  the  monarch's  rage  :   the  beauteous  queeI^ 
Rejoices  to  behold  her  native  walk, 
Exil'd  fo  long,  her  peers  with  lifted  hands  [turn'd^ 
ExtoU'd  the  bounteous    Pow'rs,  their  queen  re- 
The  wondrous  work  of  Fate ;  now  {he  relates 
Her  direful  tale,  the  audience  meh  in  tears. 

Meanwhile  the  monarch  raging  in  the  camp, 
Forfook  of  all  his  peers,  for  fierce  afTault 
Prepar'd,  attended  with  a  defperate  crew 
Of  men,  that  fliar'd  in  partnerfhip  of  crimes, 
March'd  forv/ard  to  his  fate  ;  the  ambufh'd  train 
Rife  fudden,  reun-d  them  fpread  the  flaughter'd 
Himfelf,  as  furious  in  the  front  he  warr'd       [foe» 
Bled  by  a  well  aini'd  fpear;  to  punifli'd  ghofts 
Of  kings  perfidious,  fled  his  guilty  fciil. 

The  monarch  flain,  the  Piflirti  chiefs  that  late 
Forfook  the  noify  camp,  convene  within 
The  Scottifh  walls,  the  princes  joyful  plight 
In  leagues  of  mutual  peace ;  in  every  fane 
Each  grateful  altar  blaz'd;  to  heaven  they  paid 
Their  vo.ws,  their  queen  reflor'd,  and  with  her 

peace 
The  purchafe  of  her  love  :  through  cfll  the  town 
Public  rejoicings  reign'd,  the  voice  of  mirth 
Was  heard  in  ev'ry  flreet,  that  blazing  fhone 
Illuminated  bright.     The  diadem 
Inflar'd  with  diamond  gems  and  flaming  gold. 
Magnificent !  by  Scotia's  qionarchs  worn 
From  eldeft  iimes  irpon  her  beauteous  brow 
Plac'd  by  a  mitr'd  prieft,  in  rich  array, 
Incircling,  (bines,  her  native  peers  around, 
Mix'd  with  the  Pidilh  chiefs,  admiring  fland, 
Pltas'd  with  her  heavenly  fmiles,  her  gentle  look^ 
The  type  of  fofter  rule  :  then  next  they  gave 
Th-i  fceptre  to  her  hands;  the  precious  ft; ones 
Blaz'd  on  the  beamin<j  point,  hall !  Queen  of  ScotsJ 
Joyful  they  cry,  hail  1  to  thy  own  return'd. 
Safe  from  a  thoufand  toils,  beyond  our  hopes, 
Crown'd  where  thy  fathers  reign'd  ;  thus  pall  the 
In  celebrated  rites.     When  morn  arofe  [night 

Th'  affi'mbleti  fenatC;.  parcuer  of  her  throns 
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3KleS  the  noble  yftuth  ;  in  times  of  peace 
To  aid  by  counfel,  and  in  war  to  lead 
Her  marihall'd  chiefs :  thus  ended  all  her  woes. 
Blefs'd  in  her  hulband's,  and  her  fubjeds  love, 
•Peace  flouriih'd  in  her  reign :  three  fong  ftie  bore,  ' 
All  men  of  valour  known  ;  well  could  they  bend 
The  bow  in  time  of  need.     Her  elded:  grac'd 
With  all  the  train  of  virtues  that  adorn 
A  prince,  fuccceded  to  the  Scottiih  rule, 
His  mother's  kingdom;  in  his 'happy  days 
The  Scottifli  prowefs  twice  o'erthrew  the  Dane 
In  bloody  confli^,  from  cur  fatal  fkore 
Repuls'd  with  ignominious  rout,  difgrac'd. 
Her  fecond  hope,  born  to  unluckier  fate 
Matchlefs  in  fight  and  every  gallant  deed, 
The  terror  of  his  foes,  his  country's  hope, 
In  ruthlefs  battle  by  ignoble  hands 
EsU  in  his  prime  cf  youth,  for  ever  wept. 
For  ever  honour'd.     Athingart  the  laft 
For  prudence  far  renown'd,  Elgidra's  charms 
The  hcroe  iir'd,  as  in  her  father's  court 
A  peaceful  legate  by  his  brother  fent 
To  Pidlland's  monarch ;  there  the  royal  youth 
Graceful,  in  warlike  tournament  above 
His  equals  flione,  and  won  the  princely  maid 
Courted  by  rival  kings  :  from  that  embrace 
Defcend  a  thoufand  chiefs,  that  lineal  heir'd 
The  virtues  of  their  fire,  witncfs  the  fields 
Of  Loncartj  and  the  ftreams  that  purple  ran 
With  ftain  of  Daniib  blood  :  the  brazen  fpears 
And  crefted  helms,  and  antique  Ihiclds,  the  fpoils 
Of  chiefs  in  battle  flain,  hung  on  the  roof. 
Eternal  trophies  of  their  martijl  deeds. 
From  fon  to  fon  preferv'd  with  jealous  care. 
My  father  in  his  country's  quarrel  met 
A  glorious  fate,  when  god-like  Wallace  fought; 
He.  firm  adherer  to  the  nobler  caufe 
t  har'd  all  his  toils,  and  bled  in  alibis  fights, 
Till  Falkirk  faw  him  fall;  with  Graham  he  fell, 
Wallace  his  bold  compeer,  whom,  great  in  arms, 
Wallace  alone  furpaft.     With  martial  thoughts 
He  fired  my  youthful  mind,  and  taught  betimes 
To  biiild  my  glory  on  my  country's  love, 
His  great  example  !  to  thy  native  reign 
If  thee,  thy  fate  propitious  to  the  good, 
Reftor'd,  h'  enjoin'd  me  to  unite  my  force, 
i^rom.  foreign  vidlors  te  retrieve  again 
Thy  ravifh'd  kingdoms :  then  this  fword  he  gave 
In  dangers  ever  faithful  to  his  arm, 
Pledge  of  paternal  love;  nor  fhall  the  foe 
Exult,  I  wefM,  to  find  the  da'tard  fon 
Degenerate  from  his  fire,  to  wield  in  vain 
A  father's  gift.     In  me,  O  Bruce,  behold 
A  willing  warripr,  from  Bodotria's  flream 
I  lead  my  native  bands,  hardy  and  bold, 
Jn  fight  diftinguilh'd  by  fuperior  deed. 

He  faid  and  ceas'd;  the  arm'd  aiTembly  {food 
Silent  in  thought,  till  from  his  lofty  feat 

Great  Bruce  arofe O  noble  youth !  he  cr)''d, 

Defcended  from  a  line  of  noble  fires. 
Accept  thy  monarch's  thanks — ^W'elcome  thyfelf, 
Welcome  thy  fequent  chiefs,  thy  country  fore 
Opprefs'd  by  dire  ufurpers,  now  demands 
Warriors  like  thee,  where  death  and  bloodfhed 

reign 
In  conflidi  ftern  ;  do  thou  approve  thy  might 
Above  thy  fellows,  by  tranlcendent  aiSs 
'!"*>  Famfi  sndear'd  j  Ihe,  on  thy  j-raifc  well  pleas'd 


Conftant  to  dwell,  fiiall  rear  thee  up  on  Tiigli 
The  loiticfl  b,-anch,  t'  adorn  thy  ancient  ftem. 

He  fpake,  and  gave  the  youth  his  plighted  hand. 
Pledge  of  benevolence  and  kind  intent ; 
The  chiefs  around  embrace  and  glad  receive 
The  youthful  champion  worthy  of  his  race. 


HORACE,  BOOK  1.  ODE  V.  IMITATED, 

What  happy  youth  Maria  now 
Breathes  in  thy  willing  ear  his  vow1 
Witli  wh-mi  thou  fpend'fl  thy  evening  hours, 
Amidft  the  IVccts  of  breathing  flowers; 
For  whom  retii-'d  to  fecret  Ihade, 
Soft  on  thy  panting  bofom  laid, 
Thou  fet'fl  L-hy  looks  with  nicell  care. 
And  bind'll  in  gold  thy  flowing  hair. 

0  neatly  plain  !   How  oft  fhall  he 
Bewail  thy  falie  ipconftancy  ? 
Condemn'd  perpetual  frowns  to  prove. 
How  often  weep  thy  aiter'd  love  ? 
Who  thee,  too  credulous,  hopes  to  find. 
As  now  dill  golden  and  Hill  kind  ; 
And  heedlefs  nov/  of  fortune's  power 
Sets  far  away  the  evil  hour. 

How  oft  fhalt  thou,  ill-ftar'd,  bewail 
Thou  traibed  to  the  faithlefs  gale  ? 
When  -unaccuftom'd  to  furvey 
The  rifing  winds  and  fwelling  fea ; 
When  clouds  fhall  rife  on  that  dear  face. 
That  fhone  adorn'd  in  every  grace  ; 
That  yet  untaught  in  wicked  wiles. 
Was  wont  to  appear  to  thee  in  fmiles. 
Wretch'd  they  to  whom  thou  fhin'ft,  untry'd 
Thy  ihifting  calm  and  treacherous  tide  : 
For  rne  once  fhipwreck'd,  now  on  Ihore, 

1  venture  out  my  bark  no  more. 

PALINODE. 

0  HAPPY  youth,  who  now  poflefl. 
Of  my  Maria's  fmiles  are  blefl ; 
Think  not  thy  joys  will  conftant  prove. 
How  many  changes  are  in  love  ! 

1  once  was  htppy  too  like  thee. 
That  fun  of  beauty  Ihcne  on  me  : 
In  darknefs  ever  to  deplore, 
The  fun  is  fet  to  fhine  no  more; 
Doom'd  near  to  view  the  rifing  light. 
But  v/eep  out  love's  eternal  night- 

When  -firft  I  Ipread  the  lover's  fail. 
Love  blew  from  fnore  a  friendly  gale ; 
Sweet  appear'd  th'  inchanting  fcene, 
All  calm  belov/,  above  ferene  : 
Joyous  I  made  before  the  wind, 
Heedlefs  of  what  1  left  behind ; 
Nor  rocks,  nor  quickfands  did  I  dreacL 
No  adverfe  winds  to  check  my  fpeed  j 
No  favage  pirate  did  I  fear, 
To  raviih  all  jny  foul  held  dear. 
Far  off  my  treafure  to  convey, 
Aad  fell  in  foreign  lands  away  : 
Maria's  hand  unfurl'd  the  fails. 
Her  prayers  invok'd  the  fpringlng  gales; 
'Twas  calm  whate'er  her  eyes  furvey'd, 
Her  voice  the  raging  ftorm  obey'd ; 
And  o'er  the  bofom  of  the  tides. 
Her  will  jlie  ruling  rudder  guides, 
E  €  iii 
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lilt  ah  !  the  change,  flie  flies  away. 
And  will  vouchfate  no  longer  ftay. 
S«  now  the  Iwelling  feas  arife. 
Loud  ftomiing  winds  enrage  the  flties. 
All  weak  the  tempefl  to  withftand, 
Trembling  and  pale  1  put  to  land. 
Wet  from  the  tofling  fi:rge,  aghaft 
1  tliank  the  gods,  the  danger's  pafi:; 
And  fwear  to  venture  ovrt  no  more 
Secure  upon  the  fafer  fhore ; 
Yet  fliculd  the  fweUirg  feas  fubfida, 
And  roll  ferene  a  filvcr  tide  ; 
Should  yet  the  angry  tenipeft  ceafe. 
And  gently  breathe  a  gale  of  peace  ; 
Much,  much  I  ftar,  I'd  dare  again 
A  fecood  fhipwreck  on  the  main. 

HORACE,  BOOK  I.  ODE  VII.  IMITATED. 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  STAIR. 

Let  others  in  exalted  lays 

The  lofty  dome  of  Hopetoun  praife. 

Or  where  of  old,  in  lonely  cell, 

The  mufing  Diwid  wont  to  dwell: 

Or  with  the  facrC'l  fillers  roam, 

Near  holy  Mtlrofc'  ruin'd  dome  : 

There  arc  who  paint  with  all  their  might 

The  fields  where  Fortha's  dreams  delight ; 

That  winding  through  Stirlina's  plain, 

Rolls  hcauteotis  to  the  difcant  main  ; 

Or  faithful  to  the  farmer's  toil, 

Extol  fair  Lothian's  fertile  foil ; 

AVherc  Ceres  her  heft  gifts  bellows, 

And  Edin  town  her  frndlures  fliows. 

Nor  me  delight  thofe  fylvan  fcencs, 

Thofe  chcqucr'd  bow'rs  and  winding  greens; 

Where  art  and  nature  join  to  yield 

Unnurober'd  fweets  to  Marlefield; 

Nor  yet  that  fcft  and  fecrct  Ihade, 

Where  fair  Ahoyn  afleep  is  laid  ; 

Where  gay  in  fprightly  dance  no  more 

She  dreams  her  former  triumphs  o'er, 

Thefe  fcencs  can  heft  entice  my  foul, 

Where  fmooth  Blancatria's  waters  roll ; 

Where  beauteous  Hume  in  fmiling  hour, 

Plucks  the  green  herb  or  rifing  flower  5 

Pleas'd  .on  the  border!;  to  bthold 

The  apple  reddtn  into  gold. 

But  whate'er  place  thy  prefence  boaft, 
Let  pot,  O  S— —  !  an  hour  be  loft. 
When  the  rough  north  and  angry  ftorni, 
Nature's  lovely  looks  deform  ; 
The  foutli  reftores  the  wonted  grace, 
And  wipes  the  clouds  from  heaven's  face. 
So  thou  to  nnilh  all  thy  care, 
The  flaik  of  brillc  Champaign  prepare; 
Invite  thy  friends  v.'ith  wife  riefign, 
And  walh  the  ills  of  life  wit'n  wine  : 
Whether  beneath  the  open  iky, 
Strctch'd  in  the  tented  couch  to  lie 
Thy  fate  ordains ;  to  /hine  again 
Great  on  fonie  future  Blenheim's  plain  ; 
Higher  to  raife  thy  deathlefs  name 
Triumphant  to  fublimer  fame  ; 
Or  if  fecure  from  feverilh  heat, 
Newliilon  cover  thy  retreat, 
V/licre  wit  confpires  with  love's  delights, 
To  gr?.ce  thy  days  a^d  bkfs  iby  fights. 


When  Fergus  led  in  days  of  yore. 
His  exil'd  bands  to  Scotia's  fliore; 
The  godlike  founder  of  our  ftate, 
Suftain'd  the  Ihocks  of  adverfe  fate  ; 
Yet  brave,  difdaining  to  repine. 
Around  his  brov/s  he  bound  the  vine  : 
Let's  follow  ftill  without  delay 
Wherever  fortune  fliows  the  way; 
Courage,  my  lads,  let  none  defpair. 
When  Fergus  leads,  'tis  bafe  to  fear  : 
With  better  aufpice  ftiall  arife 
Our  empire  in  the  northern  flcies  : 
Beauty  and  valour  ftiall  adorn, 
Our  happy  offspring  yet  unborn : 
Now  fill  the  glafs,  come  fill  again, 
To-morrow  we  fliall  crofs  the  main. 

HORACE,  BOOK  1.  ODE  XI.  IMITATED. 

TO  MISS  ERSK— — . 


Enquire  not  E- 


fair,  what  end 


The  gods  for  thee  or  me  intend  : 
How  vain  the  fearch,  that  but  beftowS 
The  knowledge  of  our  future  woes .' 
Far  happier  they  who  ne'er  repine 
To  draw  the  lots  their  fates  aflign ; 
Then  be  advis'd,  and  try  not  thou 
What  fpells  and  cunning  men  can  do. 
In  mirth  thy  prefent  years  employ. 
And  confecrate  thy  charms  to  joy; 
Whether  the  fates  to  thy  old  fcore 
Propitious  add  a  winter  more ; 
Or  this  fliall  lay  thee  cold  in  earth, 
Nov/  raging  o'er  Edina's  frith. 
Let  youth,  while  yet  it  blooms,  excite 
To  mirth,  and  wit,  and  gay  delight ; 
Nor  thou  refufe  the  voice  that  calls 
To  vifits  and  to  fprightly  balls. 
For  time  rides  ever  on  the  poft, 
Ev'n  while  we  fpeak  the  moment's  loft, 
Then  call  each  joy  into  this  day, 
And  fpcnd  them  now  while  now  you  may ; 
Have  every  pleafurc  at  command. 
Fools  let  them  lie  in.fortune'shand, 

HORACE,  BOOK  I.  ODE  XXII.  IMITATED. 


The  man  fincere  and  pure  of  ill, 
Needs  not  with  ihafts  his  quiver  fill, 

Nor  point  the  venom'd  dart, 
O'er  him  no  weapon  can  prevail, 
Clad  in  the  firmell  coat  of  mail, 

A  brave  and  honeft  heart. 

Secure  in  innocence  he  goes 

Through  boiling  friths  and  highland  fnows  5 

Or  if  his  courfe  he  guide. 
To  where  far-fam'd  Lochleven's  wave 
Does  round  his  iflands  winding,  lava 

Buchannau's  hilly  fide. 

For  in  Glentannar,  as  I  flood 
And  fung  my  Erflcinc  to  the  wood. 

Unheeding  of  my  way ; 
My  every  care  forfook  behind, 
While  all  on  Erflcine  ran  my  mind, 

It  c^ianc'd  my  fteys  to  ftra^. 


POEMS. 


417 


When,  lo !  forth  rufliing  from  behind 
A  favage  wolf  of  monftrous  kind, 

Fierce  fhook  his  horrid  head : 
Unarm'd  I  flood,  and  void  of  fear, 
Beheld  the  monftrous  favage  near, 

And  me  unarm'd,  he  fled. 

A  beaft  of  fuch  portentous  fize, 
Such  hideous  tuiks  and  glaring  eyes, 

Fierce  Daunia  never  bred. 
Nor  Juba's  land,  without  controul. 
Where  angry  lions  darkling  howl, 

His  equal  ever  fed. 

Place  me  where  the  fummer  breeze 
Does  ne'er  refrefii  the  weary  trees, 

All  on  the  gloomy  plain, 
Which  fide  of  earth,  offended  heav'u 
To  the  dominion  foul  has  given. 

Of  clouds  and  beating  rain. 

Place  me  underneath  the  day. 
Near  neighbour  to  the  burning  ray ; 

Yet  there  the  maid  fliall  move. 
There  prefent  to  my  fancy's  eyes, 
Sweet  fmihng  Erfltine  will  I  prize, 

Sweet  fpeaking  Erlkine  love. 

HORACE,  BOOK  I.  ODE  XXIII.  IMITATED. 


TO  Miss  D— — — . 

Tell  me,  Maria,  tell  me  why 

Thou  doft  from  him  that  loves  thee  run  ; 

Why  from  his  fond  embraces  fly. 
And  every  foft  endearment  Ibun. 

So  through  the  rocks,  or  dewy  lawn, 
With  plaintive  cries,  its  dam  to  find, 

Fhes  wing'd  with  fears  the  youngling  fawn, 
And  trembles  at  each  breath  of  wind. 

Ah  !  flop  thy  flight,  why  fhouldft  thou  fly  ? 

What  can' ft  thou  in  a  lover  fear  ? 
No  angry  boar,  nor  lion  I, 

Purfue  thy  tender  limbs  to  tear. 

Ceafe  then,  dear  wildncfs,  ceafe  to  toy ; 

But  hafte  all  rivals  to  outftiine, 
And  grown  mature  and  ripe  for  joy. 

Leave  mamma's  arms  and  come  to  mine. 

HORACE,  BOOK  1.  ODE  XXIV.  IMITATED. 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HER 
FATHER. 

What  meafure  ftiall  afflidion  know? 
What  bounds  be  fet  to  fuch  a  woe. 
That  weeps  the  lofs  of  one  fo  dear  ! 
Come,  mufe  of  mourning  !  hafte,  ordain 
The  facred  melancholy  ft  rain  : 
When  virtue  bids,  'tis  impious  to  forbear. 

Thy  voice  with  powerful  bleffings  fraught, 
Infpires  the  folemn  ferious  thought ; 
A  heavenly  forrow's  healing  art. 
That,  whilft  it  wounds,  amends  the  heart. 
A  far  more  pleafing  rapture  thine, 
When  bending  over  friendftiip's  (hrine. 
Than  mirth's  fantaftic  varied  lay, 
Deceitfvil,  idle,  flutt'ring,  vain, 


StiUlhiftingbetwixt  joy  and  pain, 

Where  fport  the  wanton,  or  wherejeaft  the  gay. 

In  duft  the  good  and  friendly  lies.  W 

Muft  endlefs  flumber  feal  thofe  eyeS? • 

Oh  !  when  fliall  modeft  worth  again, 

Integrity,  that  knows  no  ftain, 

Thy  filler,  juftice,  free  from  blame. 

Kind  truth,  no  falfe  zSt&ed  name. 

To  meet  in  focial  union,  find 

So  plain,  fo  upright  and  fo  chafte  a  mind  ? 

By  many  good  bewail'd,  he's  loft ; 

By  thee,  O  beauteous  virgin  !  moft. 

Thou  claini'ft,  ah  pious!  ah,  in  vain! 

Thy  father  from  the  grave  again. 

Not  on  thofe  terms,  by  dooming  heav'n, 

His  loan  of  mortal  life  was  giv'n. 

The  equal  lot  is  caft  on  all. 

Obedient  to  the  univerfal  call. 

Ev'n  thou,  each  decent  part  fulfill'd. 

Wife,  fifter,  mother,  friend  and  child, 

Muft  yield  to  the  fupreme  decree, 

And  every  focial  virtue  weep  for  thee. 

What  though  thou  boafts  each  foul  fubduing  art, 

That  rules  the  movements  of  the  human  heart  ; 

Though  thine  be  every  potent  charm, 

The  rage  of  envy  to  difarni : 

Thus  far  heav'n  grants,  the  great  reward 

Of  beauty,  under  virtue's  guard  : 
Yet  all  in  vain  afcends  thy  pious  pray'r, 
To  bid  th'  impartial  Pov/r  one  moment  fpare ; 
That  Pow'r  who  chaftens  whom  he  deareft  loves, 
Deaf  to  the  filial  forrows  he  approves  : 
Seal'd  facred  by  th'  inviolable  fates, 
Unlocks  no  more  the  adamantine  gates. 
When  once  th'  ethereal  breath  has  wing'd  its  way, 
And  left  behind  its  load  of  mortal  clay. 

Severe  indeed !  yet  ceafe  the  duteous  tear ; 
'Tis  nature's  voice  that  calls  aioud,  "  Forbear." 
See,  fee  defcending  to  thy  aid, 
Patience,  fair  ccleftial  maid  : 

She  ftrikes  through  life's  dark  gloom  a  bright  mng 
And  fmiles  adverliry  away.  [ny. 

White-handed  hope  advances  in  her  train. 
Leads  to  new  life,  and  wakens  joy  again  ; 
She  renders  light  the  weig;ht  of  human  woes, 
And  teaches  to  fubmit  when  'tis  a  crime  t'oppofe, 

HORACE,  BOOK  I.  ODE  XXII.  IMITATED, 

TO  HIS  LYRE. 

If  e'er  with  thee,  we  fool'd  away 
Vacant  beneath  the  fliade  a  day, 

Still  kind  to  our  defire, 
A  Scottifti  fong  we  now  implore, 
To  live  this  year,  and  fome  few  more. 

Come  then  my  Scottifti  lyre. 
Firft  ftrungby  Stev/art's  cunning  1  and. 
Who  rul'd  fair  Scotia's  happy  laud, 

A  long  and  wide  domain  : 
Who  bold  ill  war,  yet  whether  he, 
Reliev'd  his  ware-beat  ftiip  from  fca. 

Or  camp'd  upon  the  plain. 
The  joys  of  wine,  and  mufes  f  lung. 
Soft  beauty,  and  her  pige  he  f  ing. 

That  ailltoheradueies:_ 
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Margaret,  author  of  his  fighs, 
Adorn'd  with  comely  coal-black  eyes. 
And  comely  coal-black  hairs. 

O  thou  the  ^race  of  fong  and  love, 
txaltcd  to  the  feafts  above, 

The  feafl's  fupreme  delight  : 
Sweet  bahn  to  hea!  our  cares  below; 
Gracious  on  me  thy  aid  beflow. 

If  thee  I  feek  aright. 

HORACE,  BOOK  I.  ODE  XXIII.  IMITATED. 

Why  do'fl  thou  ftill  in  tears  complain. 
Too  mindful  of  thy  love's  difdain  ! 
Why  ftill  in  melancholy  vcrfc 
Unmeek  Maria's  hate  rehearfe  ? 
That  Thirfis  finds  by  fate's  decree 
More  favour  in  her  fight  than  thee  | 
The  love  of  Cyrus  does  enthral 
Lycoris  fair,  with  forehead  fmall ; 
Cyrus  declines  to  Pholoe's  eyes. 
Who  unrelenting  hears  his  fighs  -. 
But  wolves  and  lambs  Ihall  focner  join 
Than  they  in  mutual  faith  combine. 
So  feemeth  good  to  love,  who  binds 
Unequal  forms,  unequal  minds. 
Cruel  in  his  brazen  yoke, 
Pleas'd  with  too  fevere  a  joke. 
Myfelf,  in  youth's  more  joyous  reign. 
My  launrfrefs  held  m  pleafing  chain  ; 
When  pliable  to  love's  delights 
^fAy  age  excus'd  the  poet's  flights : 
More  wrathful  (he,  than  ftorms  tliat  rore 
Along  the  Soiway's  crooked  fhore. 

HORACE,  BOOK  II.  ODE  IV.  IMITATED. 


2^efit  anc'iUiS  tilt  ar/ior puJori.- 


Avow  my  noble  friend  thy  kind  defires, 
If  Phillis'  geut'e  form  thy  breall:  inipires, 
,  Nor  glory,  nor  can  reafon  difapprove ;    ' 
What  though  unknown  her  humWe  name, 

Unchronickd  in  records  old,  t 

Or  tale  by  flatt'ring  poets  told : 
She  to' her  beauties  owes  her  nobleflfamc. 

Her  nobleft  honours  to  thy  love. 

'Know  Cupid  fcorns  the  trophy'd  fhicld. 

Vain  triumph  of  Ibme  guilty  field. 

Where  dragons  hifs  and  lions  ror.i-, 

Blazon'd  with  argent  and  with  of,- 

His  heraldry  is  hearts  for  hearts, 
He  ftarnps  hinr.ftlf  o'er  all,  and  dignifies  his  darts. 

Smote  by  a  Smple  village  maid, 
See  noble  Petrarch  nifrht  and  day 
Pour  his  left  forrowr.  through  the  Giade  ; 
Nor  cotjM  the  mufe  his  pains  allay  : 
What  thowgh  with  hands  pontific  crown'd, 
With  all  the  fcarkt  fenate  round  ; 
Hf  faw  hie-  brows  adcrh  tlic  livinsj  ray. 
Though  fighiJig  virgins  try'd  each  winning  art, 
*ro  cure  their  gentle  poet's' love  fick  heart ;    ■ 
Cupid  more  pow'rful  than  them  all, 
!?efolv'd  his  tuneful  captive  to  enthral, 
Subdued  him  with  a  ihepherdcfs's  look  ; 
at  wreathes  his  vcrdtnt  hocjurs  round  her  crock , 


And  taught  Vail  Clufa's  fmiling  groveSj 
To  wear  the  fable  liveries  of  his  loves. 

But  this  example  fcarce  can  move  thy  mind. 
The  gentle  power  with  verfe  was  ever  join'd : 

Then  hear,  my  Lord,  a  dreadful  tale, 
Not  known  in  fair  Arcadia's  peaceful  vale, 

Nor  in  the  academic  grove, 
Where  mild  philofophy  might  dwell  with  love  ; 

But  poring  o'er  the  myftic  page. 

Of  old  Stagira's  wond'rous  iage. 
In  the  dark  cave  of  fyllogiflic  doubt, 

Where  neither  mufe  nor  beauty's  queen. 

Nor  wand' ring  grace  was  ever  feen. 

Love  found  his  deftin'd  vidlim  out. 
And  put  the  rude  militia  all  to  rout  •. 
For  whilft  poor  Abelard,  ah !  foon  decreed 

Love's  richefl  facrifice  to  bleed, 
Unweiting  drew  the  argumental  thread, 
A  finer  net  the  fon  of  Venus  fprcad : 

Involving  in  his  ample  category. 

With  SU  his  mufly  fchoolmen  round, 

Th'  unhappy  youth,  alike  renown'd 
In  philofophic  and  in  amorous  llory. 

Inflexible  and  flern  the  Czar, 

Aniidft  the  iron  fons  of  war, 
With  dangers  and  diflrefs  encompaft  round. 
In  his  large  bofom  deep  receiv'd  the  wound. 
No  Venus  fhe,  furrounded  by  the  lov^s. 
Nor  drawn  by  cooing  harneft  doves ; 

'Twas  the  caprice  love  to  yoke. 
Two  daring  fouls,  unharneft  and  unbroke. 

When  now  the  many-laurell'd  Swede, 
The  field  of  death  his  nobleft  triumph  fled. 
And  fcrc'd  by  fate,  but  unfubdu'd  of  foul. 
To  the  fell  vidlor  left  the— conquefl  of  the  pole. 

Henry,  a  monarch  to  thy  heart. 

In  aftion  brave,  in  council  wife. 

Felt  in  his  bread  the  fatal  dart,  [eyes ; 

Shot  frorri  two  fnowy  breafts,  and  two  fair  lovely 

Though  Galia  wept  though  Sully  frown'd. 

Though  rag'd  the  impious  league  around. 

The  little  urchin  entrance  found. 
And  to  his  haughty  purpofe  forc'd  to  yield 
The  virtuous  conqueror  of  Coutra's  field. 

Who  knows  but  fome  four-tail'd  bafhaw 
May  hail  thee,  peer,  his  fon-in-law. 
Some  briglit  fultana,  Afia's  pride, 
•Was  grandame  to  the  beauteous  bride  ; 

For  fure  a  girl  fo  fvveet,  fo  kind, 

Such  a  fincere  and  lovely  mind', 

Where  each  exalted  virtue  fhines, 

Could  ngvcr  fpring  from  vulgar  loins. 
No,  no,  fonic  chief  of  great  Arfaces'  line. 

Has  foim'd  her  lineaments  divine  ; 

Who  Rome's  imperial  fafces  broke. 

And  fpurn'd  the  nation's  galling  yoke. 

Though  now,  oh  !  lad  rpvcrfe  of  fate. 
The  former  luflre  of  her  royal  ftate, 

She -fees  injurious  time  deface, 
And  weeps  the  ravifh'd  fccptres  of  her  race. 

Her  melting  eye  and  flender  waift. 
Fair  tap'ring  from  thefwelling  breaft. 
All  nature's  charms,  all  nature's  pride, 
Whate'er  they  fliow,  whate'er  they  hide, 

I  own. Bur  fwenr  by  bright  Apollo, 

\Vhofe  prieft  Tarn,  nbughl,  nought  can  follow  ^ 
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Sufpeft  not  thou  a  poet's  praife. 

Unhurt  I  hear,  uninjur'd  gaze  : 
Alas !  fuch  badinage  but  ill  would  fuit 
A  married  man,  and  forty  years  to  boot. 

HORACE,  BOOK  II.  ODE  XVI.  IMITATED. 


TO   THE   EARL  OF    M- 


Ease  from  the  gods  the  failor  prays, 
O'ertaken  in  the  ^gean  feas. 

When  florms  begin  to  roar ; 
AVhen  clouds  wrap  up  the  moon  from  light, 
Nor  fhine  the  ftars  with  certain  light. 

To  guide  him  fafe  to  fhore, 

Eafe,  fierce  the  Ruffian  in  war's  trade : 
Eafe,  graceful  in  his  tartan  plaid, 

The  highlander  demands, 

M— — . 1,  not  to  be  bought  or  fold, 

For  purple,  precious  gems,  or  gold. 

Or  wide  and  large  command. 

For  nor  can  wealth,  nor  golden  mace. 
Borne  high  before  the  great  in  place, 

Make  cares  fland  out  o'  the  way  ; 
The  anxious  tumults  of  the  mind. 
That  round  the  palace  unconfin'd, 

Still  roam  by  night  and  day. 

Rich  he  lives  on  fmall,  whofe  board 
Shines  with  frugal  affluence  flpr'd, 

The  wealth  his  fire  poffeft  ; 
Nor  fear  to  lofe,  creates  him  pain, 
Nor  fordid  love  of  greater  gain, 

Can  break  his  eafy  refl. 

Why  do  we  draw  too  ftrong  the  bow, 
Beyond  our  encj  our  hopes  to  throw. 

For  warm  with  other  funs 
Why  change  our  clime  ?  to  eafe  his  toil, 
What  exile  from  his  native  foil, 

From  felf  an  ex41e  runs. 

For  vicious  care  the  fhip  afcends. 
On  the  way-faring  troup  attends 

Firft  of  the  company  : 
Swifter  than  harts  that  feek  the  floods, 
^wifter  than  roll  wind  4riVen  clouds 

Along  the  middle  fky. 

Glad  in  the  prefent  hour,  a  mind 
Difdains  the  care  beyond,  affigri'd 

To  all,  content  at  heart ; 
Tempers  of  hfe  the  bitter  cup, 
With  fweetning  mirth,   and  drinks  it  up. 

None  bleft  in  every  part. 

Dwindl'd  thy  fire  in  flow  old  age, 
Young  K m  from  off"  this  ftage 

Was  ravifli'd  in  his  prime  : 
The  hour  perhaps  benign  to  me. 
Will  grant  what  it  denies  to  thee, 

And  lengthen  out  my  time. 

A  numerous  herd  thy  vailies  fills, 
The  cattle  on  a  thoufand  hills. 
That  low  around  are  thine. 
The  well-pair'd  mares,  thy  gilded  car, 
Praw  through  the  ftrects,  thyfelf  from  far, 
•  In  ridiell  fijks  to  fliine. 


Confpicuous  feen :  To  me  my  fate,  ' 
Not  much  to  blame,  a  fmall  eftatc. 

Of  rural  acres  few  : 
A  flender  portion  of  the  mufe 
Bounteous  befides,  the  grace  allows. 

To  fcorn  th'  ill  thinking  crew. 

HORACE  BOOK  IV.  ODE  I.  IMITATE^, 

Venus  !  call'fl;  thou  once  more  to  arms? 
Sound' ft  thou  once  more  thy  dire  alarms  i 

Annoy'ft  my  peaceful  flate  again 

Oh,  faith  of  treaties  fworn  in  vain  ! 

Seal'd  with  the  fignet  of  thy  doves, 

And  ratify'd  by  all  the  loves. 

Spare,  Goddefs !  1  implore,  implore! 

Alas  !  thy  fuppliant  is  no  more 

What  once  he  was  in  happier  time, 

(Uluftrated  by  many  a  rhime) 

When,  flcill'd  in  every  ruling  art. 

Good  A****sfway'd  his  yielding  heart : 

Love's  champion  then,  and  known  to  fame. 

He  boafted  no  inglorious  name. 

Now,  cruel  mother  of  defires  ! 

That  doubts  and  anxious  joys  infpircs^ 

Ah  why  fo  long  difus'd,  again 

Leviefl  thou  thy  dreadful  train; 

That,  when  in  daring  fights  he  toil'd. 

So  oft  his  youthful  ardor  foil'd  ? 

Oh  !  let  thy  hoftile  fury  ceafe. 

Thy  faithful  veteran  reft  in  peace. 

In  the  laborious  fervice  worn. 

His  arms  decay'd,  and  enfigns  torn. 

Go,  go,  fwan-wing'd  !  through  liquid  air. 
Where  the  bland  breath  of  youthful  pray'r 
Recals  thee  from  the  long  delay. 
And  weeping,  chides  thee  for  thy  flay. 
My  lowly  roof,  that  knows  no  fliate. 
Can't  entertain  a  gueft  fo  great : 

In  P*****th's  dome,  majeflic  queen. 

With  better  grace  thou  fhalt  be  feen. 

If  worthy  of  the  Cyprian  dart. 

Thou  feek'ft  to  pierce  a  lovely  heart 

For  he  to  noble  birth  has  join'd 

A  graceful  form  and  gentle  mind; 

And  to  fubdue  a  virgin  breaft: 

The  youth  with  thoufand  arts  is  blefl ; 

Nor  filent  in  his  country's  caufe. 

The  anxious  guardian  of  her  laws. 

He,  in  thy  nobleft  warfare  try'd. 

Shall  fpread  thy  empire  far  and  wide ; 

Confirm  the  glories  of  thy  reign  ; 

And  not  a  glance  fhall  fall  in  vain. 

Then,  when  each  rival  fliall  fubmit 

The  prize  of  beauty  and  of  wit. 

And  riches  yield  to  fair  defert 

The  triumph  of  a  female  heart ; 

Grateful  thy  marble  form  fnall  {land, 

Fair  breathing  from  the  fculptor's  hand, 

Below  the  temple's  pillar'd  pride, 

Fafl  by  a  facred  fountain's  fide. 

Where  Tweed  fports  round  each  winding  maze, 

There  fong  fliall  warble,  incenfe  blaze  ; 

Nor  dumb  ftiall  refl:  the  filver  lyre, 

To  animate  the  feftive  choir. 

There  twice  a-day  fond  boys  fliall  come, 
And  fender  virgins  in  their  bloom,  "" 
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(With  fearful  awe  and  infant  fhame) 

To  call  upon  thy  hallow 'd  name, 

As  thrice  about  the  wanton  round 

With  fnowy  feet  they  lightly  bound. 

—For  me  no  beauty  now  invites, 

Long  recreant  to  the  foft  delights. 

l,oft  to  the  charming  arts  that  move. 

Ah,  dare  I  hope  a  mutual  love  ! 

The  fond  belief,  of  pleafmg  pain, 

That  hopes,  fears,  doubts,  and  hopes  again. 

No  wreaths  upon  my  forehead  bloom, 

Where  flow'rs  their  vernal  fouls  confume, 

No  more  the  reigning  toaft  I  claim : 

I  yield  the  fierce  contended  name, 

Though  daring  once  to  drink  all  up. 

While  Bacchus  could  fupply  the  cup. 

Farewell,  delufive  idle  power  ! 

*  Welcome,  contemplation's  hour. 

"  Now,  now  I  fearch,  neglecfted  long, 

"  The  charms  that  lie  in  moral  fong, 

•*  Ho^v  to  affuage  the  boiling  blood, 

"  The  leflbns  of  the  wife  and  good ; 

"  Nov/  with  fraternal  forrows  mourn  ; 

"  Now  pour  the  tear  o'er  friendihip's  urn ; 

"  Or  higher  raife  the  wilh  refin'd, 

"  The  generous  pray'r  for  human  kind  ; 

"  Or  anxious  for  my  Britain's  fate, 

*'  To  freedom  beg  a  longer  date, 

"  To  calm  her  more  than  civil  rage, 

"  And  fpare  her  yet  one  other  age, 

"  Thefe,  thefe  the  labours  I  purfue ; 

«  Fantaftic  love  !  a  long  adieu." 

Yet  why,  O  bounteous  ******,  why. 
Heaves  the  long  forgotten  figh  ? 
Why,  down  my  cheeks,  when  you  appear, 
Steals  drop  by  drop  th'  unbidden  tear  ? 
Once  Ikill'd  to  breathe  the  anxious  vow. 
Why  fails  my  tongue  its  mailer  now. 
And,  fault'ring,  dubious  ftrivcs  in  vain 
The  tender  meaning  to  explain  ? 
Why,  in  the  vifions  of  the  night, 
Rifes  thy  image  to  my  fight  ? 
Now  feized,  thy  much  lov'd  form  I  hold, 
Now  lofe  again  the  tranfient  fold  ; 
Unequal,  panting  far  behind, 
Purfue  thee  fleeter  than  the  wind, 
Whether  the  dear  delufion  flrays 
Through  fair  Hope-park's  inchanting  maze. 
Or  v/here  thy  cruel  phantom  glides 
Along  the  fwiftly  running  tides. 

HORACE,  BOOK  I.  EPISTLE  XVIIL 
IMITATED. 

Dear  Ramfay,  if  I  know  thy  foul  aright, 

Plain-dealing  honefl:y's  thy  dear  delit^ht : 

Not  great,  but  candid  born  ;  not  rich,  but  free ; 

Thinks  kings  moft  wretched,  and  moft  happy  me  ; 

Thy  tongue  untaught  to  lie,  thy  knee  to  bend, 

1  fear  no  flatt'rer  v/hcre  I  wi/li  a  friend. 

As  the  chafte  matron's  tender  look  znd  hind, 

Where  fits  the  foul  to  fpeak  the  yearning  mind, 

From  the  falfc  colouring  of  the  wanton  fliows 

Th'  unhallovv'd  rofes  and  polluted  fnows, 

A  glare  of  beauty,  naulcous  to  the  fight, 

Grofs  but  to  feed  defire,  not  raife  delTght : 

So  differs  far,  in  value,  ufe  and  end, 

The  praifing  foe  from  the  reproving  friend. 


Such  diftance  lies  between,  nay  greater  far, 
Who  bears  an  honeft  heart,  or  bears  a  ftar. 
A  fault  there  is,  but  of  another  fort. 
That  aims  by  naftinefs  to  make  its  court ; 
By  downright  rudenefs  would  attempt  to  pleafe. 
And  flicks  his  friendfhip  on  your  lips  in  greafe : 
With  him  (for  fuch  were  Sparta's  rigid  rules') 
All  the  polite  are  knaves ;  the  cleanly,  fools ; 
Good  humour  for  impertinence  prevails; 

So  ftrangely  honeft he'll  not  pair  his  nails. 

Know,  virtuous  Sir,  if  not  indeed  a  Have 

Yet,  fordid  as  the  thing,  thou  art  a  knave  ; 

Virtue,  its  own,  and  every  plain  man's  guide. 

Serenely  walks  with  vice  on  every  fide. 

Keeps  its  own  courfe,  to  its  own  point  does  bend, 

To  follies  deaf  that  call  from  either  end. 

This  fimple  maxim  Ihould  a  ftatefman  doubt. 

Two  charadiers  fiiall  make  it  plainly  out. 

The  firft  is  his  (the  oppofite  of  proud). 

By  far  more  hmnble  than  a  Chriftian  Ihould, 

Purfues,  diftafteful  of  plain  fober  cheer, 

Th'  inhofpitable  dinner  of  a  peer  ; 

Ufurps,  without  the  taflc  of  faying  grace, 

The  poor  ftarv'd  chaplain's perquiiites  and  place; 

To  vice  gives  virtue,  to  old  age  gives  youtli ; 

So  well  bred  he — he  never  fpoke  one  truth  : 

With  watchful  eyes  fits  full  again  ft  my  lord. 

And  catches,  as  it  falls,  each  heavy  word ; 

That,  echo'd  back,  and  fent  from  lungs  more  able, 

^\ffumes  new  force,  and  bandies  round  the  table. 

All  ftare  :  "  Was  ever  thing  fo  pretty  fpoke  i" 

You'd  almoft  fwear  it  was  his  Grace's  joke. 

Yet  fuch  as  thefe  divide  the  great  man's  ftore, 

And  flatter  out  the  friendlefs  and  the  poor. 

Nor  lefs  the  fool  our  cenfure  muft  engage. 
Whom  every  trifle  roufcs  into  rage. 
He  arms  for  all,  fo  fierce  the  wordy  war, 
Labeo  far  lefs  tenacious  at  the  bar  ; 
Words  hcap'd  on  words  fo  faft  together  drive. 
Like  cluftring  bees  that  darken  from  the  Jiivc, 
He  fights,  alas !  what  mortal  dares  confute  him  ? 
With  tongue,  hand,eyes,  and  every  inch  about  him  ? 
Deny  me  this ;  ah  !  rather  than  comply 

A  thing  fo  plain, I'd  fooner  ftarve  or  die. 

But,  pray,  what  all  this  mighty  fury  draws  ? 
Say,  raves  the  patriot  o'er  expiring  laws  ? 
Say,  on  th'  oppreflbr  does  his  anger  fall  ? 
Pleads  he  for  the  difirefs'd,  like  good  Newhall  ? 
Againft  corruption  docs  his  vengeance  rife  .'' 
The  army  ;  or  the  general  excife  ? 
On  trifling  themes  like  thefe  our  man  is  mute, 

As  S ,  if  fee-lefs  you  prcfent  your  fult. 

More  facred  truths  his  zealous  rage  fupply  ; 

What  all  acknowledge,  or  what  all  deny : 

If  rogues  in  red  are  worfe  than  rogues  in  lawn ; 

Or  ***  be  as  great  a  dimce  as ; 

Or  if  our  Hannibal's  fani'd  Alpine  road, 
Be  thirty  foot, or  five  and  thirty  broad- 

The  vicious  man,  thoug.h  in  the  worfl:  degree. 
His  neighbour  thinks  more  vicious  ftill  than  he. 
Is  there  whom  lawlefslove  fliould  bring  to  gallows? 
He  cries,  what  vengeance  waitson  perjur'd  fellows? 
Ruchead,  who  pin'd  amidft  his  boundlefs  ftore, 
Cou'd  wonder  why  rich  Selkirk  wilh'd  for  more  : 
The  youthful  knigiit,  who  fquandcrs  all  away, 
On  whores,  on  equipage,  on  drcfs  and  play  ; 
The  man  who  rhirfts  and  hungers  after  gold  ; 
The  .tjycking  tradcfaian,  and  the  merchant  boM, 
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Whom  fear  of  poverty  compels  to  fly 
Through  feas,  excifemen,  rocks,  oaths,  perjury; 
Start  at  each  others  crimes  with  pious  fright, 
Yet  think  themfelves  for  ever  in  the  right. 

But  above  all,  the  rogue  of  wealth  exclaims, 
And  calls  the  poorer  finner  filthy  names ; 
Though  his  foul  foul,  difcolour'd  all  within, 
Has  deeper  drank  the  tindure  of  each  lin  ; 
Or  elfe  advifes,  as  the  mother  fage 
Rebukes  the  hopes  and  torment  of  her  age, 
(And  faith,  though  infolent  of  v/ealth,  in  this 
Methinks,  good  friend,  he  talks  not  much  amifs) 
"  Yield,  yield,  O  fool,  to  my  fuperior  merit, 
"  Without  a  fjxpence  thou,  and  fin  with  fpirit  ? 
«'  For  me  thofe  high  adventures  kept  by  fate  ; 
"  For  crimes  look  graceful  with  a  large  eftate  : 
"  Then  ceafe,  vain  madman,  and  contend  no  more ; 
"  Heav'n  meant  thee  virtuous  when  it  made  thee 
"  poor." 
But  crimes  like  thefe  to  gold  we  can  forgive  ; 
What  boots  it  how  they  die  or  hov/  they  live  ? 
Then  weep,  my  friend,  when  wicked  wealth  you 
To  change  thefpecies  of  the  virtuous  mind,  [find, 
You've  doubtlefsheard  how 'twas  a  ftatefnian's  way, 
Whene'er  he  would  oblige,  that  is,  betray. 
Invited  firft  the  deftin'd  prey  to  dine. 
Then  whifper'd  in  his  ear,  "  You  muft  be  fine  : 
"  Fine  clothes,  gay  equipage,  a  fplendid  board 
"  Give  youth  a  lullre,  and  become  a  lord. 
"  Why  loiter  meanly  in  paternal  grounds, 
"  To  neighbours  owe  thy  eai'c,    thy  health  to 

"  hounds ! 
«  Go  roam  about  in  gilded  chariot  hurl'd;  [world  : 
"  Make  friends  of  ftrangers,  child,  and  learn  the 
«  Thefe  kind  inftrudors  teach  you  beft  of  any, 
«  The  wife  Sir  William,  and  the  good  Lord  Fanny." 
Guiltlefs  he  hears  of  penfion  and  of  place. 
Then  finks  in  honour  as  he  fwells  in  lace; 
Each  hardy  virtue  yields,  and,  day  by  day, 
Melts  in  the  funfhine  of  a  court  away. 
At  firft  (not  every  manly  thought  refign'd) 
He  wonders  why  he  dares  not  tell  his  mind ; 
Feels  the  laft  footfteps  of  retiring  grace. 
And  virtuous  blulhes  ling'ring  on  his  face  : 
The  artful  tempter  plies  the  flaviili  Iiour, 
And  workc  the  gudgeon  now  within  his  pow'r  ; 
Then  tips  his  fellow  ftatefman,  "  He'll  afiume 
*'  New  modes  of  thinking  in  the  drawing-room  ; 
"  See  idle  dreams  of  grcatnefc  flrike  his  eyes, 
"  See  penfions,  ribbons,  coronets  arife." 
"  The  man,  whom  labour  only  could  delight, 
"  Shall  loiter  all  the  day,  and  feail  all  night : 
"  Who,  mild,  did  once  the  kindell  nature  boaft, 
«  Unmov'd  ftiall  riot  at  the  orphan's  coft  ; 
"  To  pleafures  vile,  that  health  and  fame  deflroy, 
"  Yield  the  domeftic  charm,  the  fecial  joy. 
"  See,  charm'd  no  more  with  Maro's  rural  page, 
«'  He  flumbers  over  Lucan's  free  born  rage. 
«  Each  adlion  in  inverted  lights  is  feen ; 
"  Meannefs,  frugality  ;  and  freedom,  fpleen ; 
"  How  foolilh  Cato  !  Caefar  how  divine  ! 
"  In  fpite  of  Tully,  friend  to  Catiline." 
Thus  to  each  fair  idea  long  unknown, 
The  flave  of  each  man's  vices  and  his  own, 
Inroll'd  a  member  of  the  hireling  tribe. 
He  tow'rs  to  villany's  lafl  aft,  a  bribe, 
And  turns  to  make  his  ruin'd  fortune's  clear, 
Or  gamefter,  bully,  jcbbcr,  pimp,  or  peer 


Till,  late  refraded  through  a  purer  air. 
The  beams  of  royal  favour  fall  elfewhere  ; 
Lo,  vile,  obfcure  he  ends  his  buftling  day. 
All  ftain'd  the  luftre  of  his  orient  ray  ;  ^ 

And  envies,  poor,  unpity'd,  fcorn'd  by  all, 
Marchmont  the  glories  of  a  gen'rous  falL 
Such  fad  examples  can  this  land  afford  i 
Why  'tis  the  hiftory  of  many  a  Lord, 

But  you,  perhaps,  think  odd  whate'er  I  fay; 
Yet  drink  with  fuch  originals  each  day. 
Then  cenfure  we  no  more,  too  daring  friend. 
Whom  Scandalum  Magnatum  may  offend. 
How  poor  a  figure  fhould  a  poet  make, 
Ta'en  into  cuftody  for  fcribbling'a  fake  ? 
Ah  how  !  (you  know  the  mufes  never  pay) 
With  all  his  verfes  earn  five  pounds  a-day  ? 
Leave  we  to  Pope  each  knave  of  high  degree. 
Sing  we  fuch  rules  as  fuit  or  you  or  me. 
Then,  firft,  into  no  others  fecrets  pry  ; 
To  fuch  be  deaf  your  ear,  be  blind  your  eye  : 
Of  thefe,  unafk'd,  why  fhou'd  you  claim  a  fhare-? 
But  keep  thefe  fafe  intrufted  to  your  care  , 
For  this,  beware  the  cunning  low  defign. 
That  takes  advantage  of  your  rage  or  wine; 
For  rage  no  paufe  of  cooler  thought  affords. 
Is  rafti,  intem'rate,  headlong  in  its  words. 
Lock  f.ift  your  lips,  then,  guard  whate'er  you  fay. 
Left  in  the  fit  of  paffion  you  betray-; 
And  dread  the  wretch,  who  boafts  the  fatal  pow'r 
To  cheat  in  friendfhip's  unfufpeiiling  hour. 

There  is  a  certain  pleafing  force  that  binds, 
Fafter  than  chains  do  flaves^  two  willing  minds- 
Tempers  oppos'd  each  may  it  felf  controul. 
And  melt  two  varying  natures  in  one  foul. 
This  made  two  brothers  diff'rent  humours  hit. 
Though  one  had  probity,  and  one  had  wit. 
Of  fober  manners  this,  and  plain  good  fenfe. 
Avoided  cards,  wine,  company,  expence ; 
Safe  from  the  tempting  fatal  fex  withdrew. 
Nor  made  advances  further  than  a  bow. 
A  diff 'rent  train  of  life  his  twin  purfues ; 
Lov'dpidlures,  books,  (nay  authors  write)  theftews, 
A  miftrefs,  op'ra,  play,  each  darling  theme ; 
To  fcribble,  above  all,  his  joy  fupreme. 
Muft  thefe  two  brothers  always  meet  to  feold» 
Or  quarrel,  like  to  Jove's  fam'd  twins  of  old  ? 
Each  yielding,  mutual,  could  each  other  pleafc. 
And  di-ew  life's  yoke  with  tolerable  eafe: 
This  thinking  mirth  not  alwavs  in  the  wrong, 
Wou'd  fometimes  condefcend  to  hear  a  fong; 
And  that,  fatigu'd  with  his  exalted  fits. 
His  beauties,  gewgaws,  whirlegigsand  wits. 
Would  leave  them  all.  far  happier,  to  regale 
V/ith  profe  and  friendfliip  o'er  a  pot  of  ale. 
Then  to  thy  friend's  opinion  fometimes  yield, 
Andfecm.  to  lofe,  altho'  thou  gain'ft  the  field; 
Nor,  proud  that  thy  fuperior  fenfe  be  fhown. 
Rail  at  his  ftudies,  and  extol  your  own. 
For  when  Aurora  weeps  the  balmy  dew, 
(And  dreams,  as  rev'rend  dreamers  tell,  are  true) 
Sir  George  my  fiioulder  flaps,  juft  in  the  time 
When  forae  rebellious  word  confents  to  rhinie ; 
Sudden  my  verfes  take  the  rude  alarm, 
New-coin'd,  and  from  the  mint  of  fancy  warm! 
I  ftart,  i  ftare,  1  queftion  with  my  eyes ; 
At  once  the  whole  poetic  vifion  flies. 
Up,  up,  exclaims  the  knight ;  the  L'afon  fair; 
See  how  ferene  the  fky,  how  caiiji  the  a:r ; 
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Harttl  from  the  hills  the  cheerful  horns  rebound, 
And  echo  propagates  the  jovial  found ; 
The  certain  hound  in  thought  his  prey  purfues, 
The  fcent  lies  warm,  and  loads  the  tainted  dews, 
I  quit  my  couch,  and  cheerfully  obey, 
Content  to  let  the  younker  have  his  way ; 
I  mount  my  courfer,  fleeter  tkan  the  wind, 
And  leave  the  rage  of  poetry  behirui. 
JBat  when,  the  day  in  healthful  labour  loft, 
We  eat  our  fupper  earn'd  at  Common  coft  ;  [troul, 
When  each  frank  tongue  fpeafcs  out  without  con- 
And  the  free  heart  expatiates  o'er  the  bowl; 
Though  aD  love  prole,  my  poetry  finds  grace, 
And,  pleas'd,  1  chant  the  glories  of  the  chafe. 

Of  old,  when  Scotia's  fons  for  empire  fought. 
Ere  av'rice  had  debas'd  each  gen'rous  tliought, 
Jire.yet,  each  manlier  exercile  forgot, 
One  half  had  leaim'd  to  dofe,  one  half  to  vote, 
Hach  hardy  toil  corefirm'd  their  dawning  age, 
And  mimic  fights  infpir'd  to  martial  rage  : 
'Twas  theirs  with  certain  fpeed  the  dart  to  fend, 
With  youthful  force  the  ftubborn  yew  to  bend  ; 
O'ercamc  with  early  arm  the  fiercefl:  floods, 
Or  rang'd  'midft  chilling  fnows  the  pathlefs  woods ; 
Toil'd  for  the  favage  boar  on  which  they  fed  : 
'Twas  thus  the  chief  of  Bannockburn  was  bred  ; 
.That  gave  (not  polifh'd  then  below  mankind) 
Strength  to  the  limbs,  and  vigour  to  the  mind. 
The  fmiling  dame,  in  thofe  vi<3:orious  days, 
Was  woo'd  by  valour,  not  feduc'd  by  praife  ; 
Who  ne'er  did  fears,  but  for  her  country,  feel, 
And  never  faw  her  lover,  but  in  fleel ; 
Could  make  a  Douglas'  Ilubborn  bofom  yield, 
And  fend  her  hero  raging  to  the  field ; 
Heard  kind  the  lioneft  warrior's  one-tongu'd  vow, 
Pleas'd  with  the  genuine  heart,  as  H***  is  now. 
How  would  the  gen'rous  lafs  deteft  to  fee 
An  cffenc'd  fopling  puling  o'er  his  tea  ; 
Ah  how,  diftafteful  of  the  mimic  fhow, 
I)ifdain  the  falfe  appearance,  as  a  foe  ! 
To  greet,  unfolding  ev'ry  fecial  charm, 
Jler  foldier  from  the  field  of  glory  warm. 

But  now,  alas !  thefe  gen'rous  aims  arc  o'er ; 
Each  foe  infults,  and  Britain  fights  no  more. 
Yet  humbler  talks  may  claim  the  patriot's  toil : 
Who  aids  her  laws  no  more,  may  mend  her  foil. 
Since,  to  be  happy,  man  muft  ne'er  be  flill, 
Th*  internal  void  let  peaceful  labours  fill ; 
When  kind  aniufements  hours  of  fame  employ, 
The  working  mind  fubfides  to  fober  joy  : 
Behold, in  fair  autumnal  honours  fpread, 
The  wheatcn  garland  wreath  the  laurell'd  head  : 
Where  flpgnant  waves  did  ia  dull  lakes  appear. 
Rich  harvefts  wave,  the  bounty  of  the  ye;ir ; 
]n  barren  heaths,  where  fummer  never  fmil'd, 
T>'ie  rural  city  rifes  o'er  the  wild ; 
Along  the  cool  canal,  or  fhcoting  grove, 
Difport  the  fons  of  mirth  and  gamefome  kvc. 

It  now  remains  I  counfel,  if  indeed 
'My  counfel,  friend,  can  fland  thee  ought  in  flead. 
Judge  well  of  whom  you  fpeak ;  nor  will  you  find 
itt  alv/ays  fafc  to  tell  each  man  your  mind, 
jiven  honcfly  regard  to  fafety  owe?; 
JJornced  it  publifh  all  it  thinks  and  knows. 
Th*  eternal  queft'ner  fliun;  a  certain  rule, 
'There  is  no  blab  like  to  the  queft'ning  fool ; 
>">cn  fcarce  before  you  turn  yourftlf  about, 
Wiia^e'cr  he  hears  Lis  Jeaky  tongue  runs  oat ; 


The  word  elanc'd  no  longer  we  tonlroul. 

Once  fally'd  forth,  it  burfls  from  pole  to  pole.         ! 

Guard  well  your  heart,  ah!  ftill  be  beauty-proof 
Beneath  fair  friendfhip's  venerable  roof,  | 

What  though  fhe  fhines  the  brighteft  of  the  fair, 
A  form  even  fuch  as  Wallace  felf  might  wear  ! 
What  though  no  rocks,  nor  marble  arm  her  breaft, 
A  yielding  Helen  to  her  Trojan  guefl. 
The  dangerous  combat  fly  :  why  wouldfl  thou  g;ain 
A  fhameful  conqueft  won  by  years  of  pain  .' 
For  know,  the  fliort-liv'd  guiliy  rapture  pafl, 
Refledlion  ccmes  a  dreadful  judge  at  laft  : 
'Tis  that  avenges  (fuch  its  pointed  ftings) 
The  poor  man's  caufe  on  flatefmen  and  on  kings. 

To  praife  aright,  is  fure  no  eafy  art  ; 
Yet  prudence  here  diredts  the  wife-man's  part. 
Let  long  experience  then  confirm  the  friend. 
Dive  to  his  depth  of  foul,  ere  you  commend. 
Should  you  extol  the  fool  but  llightly  known, 
Guiltlefs  you  blulh  for  follies  not  your  own. 
Alas !  we  err  :  for  villains  can  betray. 
And  gold  corrupt  the  faint  of  yeflerday. 
Then  fhield,  convidled  by  the  public  voice. 
And  frankly  own  the  weaknefs  of  your  choice  ; 
So  greater  credit  fliall  your  judgment  gain, 
When  you  defend  the  worth  that  knaves  arraign; 
Whofe  fcul  fecure,  confiding  in  your  aid, 
Hopes  the  kind  fheker  of  your  friendly  fhade  ; 
When  envy  on  his  fpotlefs  name  faall  fall, 
Whofe  venom'd  tooth  corrupts  and  blackens  all ; 
This  mutual  help  the  kindred  virtues  claim ; 
For  calumny  eats  on  from  fame  to  fame. 
When  o'er  thy  neighbour's  roof  the  flames  afpirCj 
Say,  claims  it  not  thy  care  to  quench  the  fire  ? 
When  envy  rages,  fmall  the  fpace  betwixt, 
In  worth  ally'd,  thy  chara6ler  is  next. 

Fir'd  at  the  firft  vv'ith  what  the  great  impart, 
Frank  we  give  way,  and  yield  up  all  the  heart. 
How  fweet  the  converfe  of  the  potent  friend  ! 
How  charming  when  fhe  mighty  condefcend  ! 

The  fmile  fo  affable,  the  courtly  word ! 

And,  as  we  would  a  miftrefs,  truft;  a  lord. 
Th'  experienc'd  dread  the  cheat ;  with  prudent  care 
Diflruft  alike  the  powerRil  and  the  fair. 
Thou,  when  thy  veffel  flies  before  the  wind, 
Think  on  the  peaceful  port  thou  left  behind ; 
Though  all  fereue,  yet  bear  a  humble  fail, 
Left  veering  greatnefs  fiiift  the  treach'rous  gale. 
How  various  man  I  yet  fuch  are  nature's  laws, 
With  pow'rful  force  each  diff 'rent  humour  draws. 
The  grave  the  cheerful  hate  ;  thcfe  hate  the  fad ; 
Your  fober  v/ife  man  thinks  the  wit  quite  mad  ; 
He,  happy  too  in  wit's  inverted  rule, 
'i'hinks  every  fober  wife  man  more  than  fool; 
Whofe  adive  mind  from  toil  to  toil  can  run, 
And  join  the  rifin?  to  the  fitting  fun, 
Like  Philip's  fon  for  fame,  purfuing  gains 
While  yet  one  penny  unfubdu'd  remains; 
Admires  how  lovers  wnftc  th'  inadive  day, 
Sigh,  mid'ft  the  fair,  their  gentle  fouls  away. 
The  tuneful  bard,  who  boafts  his  vary'd  ftrains. 
Shares  with  the  lark  the  glory  of  the  plains, 
Whofe  life  th'  imprcffion  of  no  forrow  knows. 
So  finoothly  calm,  he  fcarcely  feels  it  flows. 
In  vocal  woods  each  fond  conceit  purfues, 
Pleas'd  with  the  gingling  bauble  of  a  mufe, 
Pifies  the  toiling  madman's  airy  fcheme, 
Whcn^reatnel^  ficjiens  o'e/  t)x'  ambitious  di-eaait 
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5!!ach  Loon  compunion,  who  the  nij^ht  prolongs, 
In  noife  and  rapture,  feUivals  and  longj. 
Condemns  the  graver  mortal  for  an  ais. 
Who  dares  refule  his  bumper  and  his  lafs ; 
Still  urging  on,  what  boots  it  that  you  fvvear 
You  dread  the  vapours  and  nodurnal  air  ; 
Yet  grant  a  little  to  the  focial  vine. 
Full  on  the  friend  with  cloudlefj  vifage  fliine. 
Oft  fallen  filencc  fpeaks  a  want  of  lenfe. 
Or  folly  lurks  beneath  the  wife  pretence. 
Is  there  fevere,  who  baulks  the  genial  hour  ? 
He's  not  fofober,  were  he  not  fo  four. 

But  above  all,  i  charge  thee  o'er  and  o'er. 
Fair  peace  through  all  her  fecret  haunts  explore  ; 
Confult  the  learn'd  in  life,  (thefe  beft  advife  ) 
The  good  in  this,  more  knowing  than  the  v/ife. 
Their  facrcd  fcience  learn,  and  what  the  art 
To  guard  tlie  fallies  of  th'  impetuous  heart ; 
With  temper  due  th'  internal  poife  to  keep, 
Not  foaring  impudent,  nor  fervile  creep  ; 
How  fare  thyfelf,  thy  friends,  thy  God  to  pleafe, 
Firm  health  without,  within  unfhaken  peace  ; 
Led  keen  defire,  ftill  making  new  demands. 
Should  raife  new  foes  unnumber'd  on  thy  hands. 
Or  hope,  or  fear  infpire  th'  unmanly  groan, 
For  things  of  little  ufe,  perhaps  of  none  . 
Who  beft  can  purchafe  virtue's  righteous  dow'r, 
1'he  fage  with  wifdom,  or  the  king  with  pow'r  : 
Or  if  t)ie  mighty  bleffmg  (lands  confin'd. 
To  the  chafte  nature  and  the  heav'n-taught  mind  ; 
And  chief  th'  important  leffon  wife  attend. 
What  makes  thee  to  thyfelf  thyfelf 's  beft  friend : 
If  gold  a  pure  tranquillity  beltows, 
Or  greatnefs  can  infure  a  night's  repofe  ; 
Or  muft  we  feek  it  in  the  fecret  road 
That  leads  through  virtue  to  the  peaceful  God  ; 
A  fliaded  walk,  where,  feparate  from  the  throng, 
We  ileal  through  life  all  unperceiv'd  along. 
,   For  me,  afraid  of  life's  tempefluous  gale, 
1  make  to  port,  and  crowd  on  all  my  fail. 
Soon  may  the  peaceful  grove  and  fhelter'd  feat 
Receive  me  weary  in  the  kind  retreat ; 
Bleft  if  my  ****  be  the  deftin'd  fhade. 
Where  childhood 
Ere  youth  full  grown 
That  often  croil  by  life's  intelline  war, 
Forefaw  that  day  of  triumph  from  afar, 
When  warring  paffions  mingling  in  the  fray. 
Had  drawn  the  youthful  wand'rer  from  his  way : 
Eut  recolk(5ling  the  fhort  error,  mourn'd. 
And  duteous  to  the  warning  voice  return'd. 
No  more  the  paflions  hurrying  into  ftrife. 
My  foul  enjoys  the  gentler  calms  of  life. 
Like  Tityrus,  blefs'd  among  the  rural  fhades, 
Whofe  hallow'd  round  no  guilty  wifh  invadss  ; 
No  joy  tumultuous,  no  deprefling  care  ; 
All  that  I  want  is  Amaryllis  there; 
While  iilver  Forth  each  fair  meander  leads 
Through  breathing  harvefts  and  empurpl'd  meads; 
Whofe  ruflet  fwains  enjoy  the  golden  dream. 
And  thankful  blefe  the  plenty-giving  flrcam. 
There  youth,  convinc'd,  forgoes  each  daring  claim. 
And  fettling  manhood  takes  a  furer  aim  ;' 
Till  age  accomplilh  late  the  fair  defign. 
And  calm  poffefs  the  good,  if  age  be  mine. 
What  think'ft  thou  then,  my  friend,  Ihall  be  my 

cares. 
My  daily  ftudies,  and  my  nightly  pray'rs .'- 


y    ill  Lii^  i^iiiLi  i^Li^aL  , 

be  the  deftin'd  fhade,  T 

fported  of  no  ills  afraid,  v 

3wn  its  daring  wing  difplay'd.  j 


Of  the  propitious  Pow'er  this  bpon  I  crave, 

Still  to  preferve  the  little  that  I  have ; 

Nor  yet  repugnance  at  the  lot  exprefs, 

Should  fate  decree  that  little  to  be  lefs. 

That  what  remains  of  life  to  heav'n  I  live. 

If  life  indeed  has  any  time  to  give  : 

Or,  if  the  fug'tive  will  no  longer  flay, 

To  part  as  friends  fliould  do,  and  flip  away: 

Thankful  to  heav'n,  or  for  the  good  fupply'd. 

To  heav'n  fubmilTive  for  the  good  deny'd  ; 

Renounce  the  houfehold  charm,  a  blifs  divine  ! 

Heav'n  never  meant  for  me,  and  I  refign  : 

In  other  joys  th'  allotted  hours  improve. 

And  gain  in  friendihip  what  was  loll  in  love  : 

Some  comfort  fnatch'd,  at  each  vain  year  return'd* 

When  nature  fuiler'd,  or  when  friendlhip  mourn'd» 

Of  all  that  ftock  fo  fatally  bereft. 

Once  youth's  proud  boall,  alas  !  the  little  left ; 

Thefe  friends,  in  youth  belov'd,  in  manhood  try'd. 

Age  mufl  not  c'naiige  through  avarice  or  pride  : 

For  me  let  wifdom' s  facred  fountain  flow, 

The  cordial  draught  that  fweetens  every  woe  : 

Let  fortune  kind,  the  //(/?  enough  provide. 

Nor  dubious  float  on  hope's  uncertain  tide  : 

Add  thoughts  compos'd,  affeftions  ever  even.— 

Thus  far  fufnces  to  have  afk'd  of  heaven. 

Who,  in  the  difpenfations  of  a  day,  [away  : 

Grants  life,  grants  death ;  now  gives,  now  takes 

To  fcaffold  oft  the  ribbon'd  fpoiler  brings  ; 

Takes  power  from  ftatefmen,  and  their  thrones 

from  kings ; 
From  the  unthankful  heart  the  blifs  decreed 
But  leaves  the  man  of  worth  ftill  blefs'd  indeed  : 
Be  life  heav'n's  gift,  be  mine  the  care  to  find. 
Still  equal  to  itfelf,  the  balanc'd  mind  ; 
Fame,  beauty,  wealth  forgot,  each  human  toy. 
With  thoughtful  quiet  pLas'd,  and  virtuous  joy; 
In  thefe,  and  thefe  alone,  fupremely  bleft. 
When  fools  and  madnien  fcramble  for  the  reft».  , 

PINDAR'S  OLYMPIA. 

ODE  I.    TRANSLATED  *. 

Water,  great  principle  where  nature  fprings. 

The  prime  of  elements,  and  firft  of  things, 
Amidft  proud  riches'  foul-inflaming  ftore. 
As  through  the  night  the  fiery  blaze 
Pours  all  around  the  ftreaming  rays, 
Confpicuous  glows  the  golden  oar. 
But  if  thee,  O  my  foul,  a  fond  defire 
To  fing  the  contefts  of  the  great. 
Calls  forth  t'  awake  th'  etherial  fire. 
What  fubjedl  worthier  of  the  lyre, 
Olympia's  glories  to  relate  ! 

Full  in  the  forehead  of  the  fky. 
The  fun,  the  world's  bright  radiant  eye,. 

Shines  o'er  each  lefler  flame ; 

On  earth  what  theme  fufficcs  more 

To  make  the  mufes'  offspring  foar. 

Than  the  Olympian  vitSor's  fame  ? 

But  from  the  fwelling  column,  where  on  high 

It  peaceful  hangs,  take  down  the  Doric  lyre^ 


*  Lyricarum  longe  Pindarus  princeps,  fpiritts  m<ig- 

nijicsntid,  fenUntiis,  Jiguris,    biatijfttva    rcrum    lerbo^ 

remque  cofa-,  et  "jdlut  quodam  eloquentia  fitimine ;  p''op~ 

tur  quis  Horatius  eum  merito  credit  nemitii  imit/inliff- 

,  ^iniiil.  Inj!it.  Orat.  lii,  X.  caf.  I. 
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If  with  fweft  love  of  facrrd  melody, 
The  fteeds  of  Hiero  thy  breaft  infpire. 
When  borne  along  the  flow'r)-  iide. 
Where  fmooth  Alpheus'  waters  glide, 
Their  voluntary  virtue  flies, 
Nor  needs  the  driver's  roufing  cries, 
But  rapid  fieze  th«  dufty  fpace, 
To  reap  the  honours  of  the  race 
The  merit  of  their  fpeed  ; 
And  bind,  with  laurel  wreath,  the  manly  brows 
Of  him,  the  mighty  king  of  Syracufe, 
Delighting  in  the  viiftor  fteed. 
Far  found  his  glory  through  the  winding  coaft 

Of  Lydia,  where  his  wand'ring  hoft 
From  Elis,  Pelops  led  to  new  abodes ; 

There  profper'd  in  his  late  found  reign, 
Lov'd  by  the  ruler  of  the  main  ; 
When,  at  the  banquet  of  the  gods. 
In  the  pure  laver  of  the  fates  again, 

Clotho,  the  youth  to  life  renew'd, 
With  potent  charm  and  myflic  ftrain, 
When,  by  his  cruel  father  flain. 

With  ivory  ftioulder  bright  endowed. 
Oft  fables  with  a  fond  furprife. 
When  fhaded  o'er  with  fair  difguife, 

The  wand'ring  mind  detain  ; 
Deluded  by  the  kind  deceit. 
We  joy  more  in  the  Ikilful  cheat 
Than  in  truth's  faithful  llrain. 
But  chief  to  verfe  thefe  v.rond'roijs  pov/Vs  belong, 

Such  grace  has  heaven  beflowed  on  fong ; 
Blefl:  parent  !  from  wiiofe  loins  immorta!  joys, 
To  mitigate  our  pain  below, 
Soft'ning  the  anguifh  of  our  vroe, 

Are  fprung,  tlie  children  of  its  voice  : 
Song  can  o'er  unbelief  itfelf  prevail, 

The  virtue  of  its  magic  art, 
Can  make  the  mod  amazing  tale, 
With  fiiafts  of  eloquence  aflail, 

Vidioilous,  tlie  yielding  heart: 
But  time,  on  never-ccafmg  wings, 
Experienc'd  wifdom  fiowly  brings. 

And  teaches  mortal  race 
Not  toblafpheme  the  Holy  One 
That,  deathlefs,  fills  the  lieav'nly  throne, 
Inhabiting  eternal  fpace. 
Therefore,  O  fon  of  Tantalus,  will  I 

In  other  guifc  thy  wond'rous  tale  unfold, 
And  jufter  to  the  rulers  of  the  fky. 

With  lips  more  hallow'd  than  the  bards  of  old. 
For  when  thy  fire,  the  gods  above, 
To  Ihare  the  kind  return  of  love, 
Invited  from  their  native  bow'rs, 
To  his  own  lov'd  Sipylian  tow'rs, 
The  tridcHt  pow'r,  by  fierce  defire, 
Subdu'd,  on  golden  fteeds  of  fire 
Thee  bore  aloft  to  Jove  on  high  ; 
WTiere,  fince  young  Ganymede,  fweet  Phrygian 
Succeeded  to  the  miniftry  of  joy,  [ooy, 

And  nectar  banquet  ot  the  (ky. 
But  when  no  more  on  earth  thy  form  was  fcen, 

Confpicuous  in  the  walks  of  men, 
Kor  yet  to  footh  thy  mother's  longing  fight. 
The  fearching  train  fent  to  explore 
Thy  lurking  place,  could  tliee  reftore, 
The  weeping  fair's  fupreme  delight : 
Then  Envy's  forked  tongue  began  t'  infcft 
And  wound  thy  fire's  untainted  fame, 


That  he  to  each  etherial  guefl 
Had  ferv'd  thee  up  a  horrid  feaft, 
Subdu'd  by  force  of  all-devouring  flame  ; 

But,  the  blefl  pow'rs  of  heav'n  t'  accufej 
Far  be  it  from  the  holy  mufe, 

Of  fuch  a  feafl:  impure  ; 
Vengeance  protrafted  for  a  time, 
Still  overtakes  the  fland'rers  crime, 
At  heaven's  flow  appointed  hour. 
Yet  certain,  if  the  Pow'r  who  wide  furveys, 
From  his  watch-tow'r,  the  earth  and  fcas. 
E'er  dignify'd  the  periftiable  race  ; 

Him,  Tantalus  they  rais'd  on  high. 
Him,  the  chief  fav'rite  of  the  flcy. 
Exalted  to  fublimefl:  grace. 
But  his  proud  heart  was  lifted  up  and  vain, 
Swell'd  with  his  envy'd  happinefs. 
Weak  and  frail  his  mortal  brain, 
The  lot  fupcrior  to  fuftain. 
He  fell  degraded  from  his  blifs. 
For  on  his  head  th'  Almighty  Sire, 
Potent  in  his  kindled  ire, 

Hung  a  rock's  monftrous  weight ; 
Too  feeble  to  remove  the  load, 
Fix'd  by  the  fandlion  of  the  God, 
He  wand'red  erring  from  delight. 
The  watchful  fynod  of  the  fkies  decreed 

His  wafled  heart  a  prey  to  endlefs  woes, 
Condemn'd  a  weary  pilgrimage  to  lead, 
On  e?.rth  fecure,  a  flranger  to  repofe. 
Becaufe,  by  mad  ambition  driv'n, 
He  robb'd  the  facred  ftorcs  of  heav'n  : 
Til'  anibrofial  vintage  of  the  flcies 
Became  the  daring  Ipoiler's  prize, 
And  brought  to  fons  of  mortal  earth. 
The  banquet  of  celeftial  birth, 
With  endlefs  bleflings  fraught ; 
And  to  his  impious  rev'lers  pour'd  the  wine, 
Whofc  precious  fweetsmuke  blefl  the  pow'rs  dJiviae, 

Gift  of  the  rich  immortal  draught, 
Foolifli  the  man  who  hopes  his  crimes  may  lie 

Unfecn  by  the  fupreme  all-piercing  eye  : 
He,  high  enthron'd  above  all  heav'ns  height. 
The  works  of  men  with  broad  furvey. 
And,  as  in  the  blazing  flame  of  day, 
Beholds  the  fecret  deeds  of  night. 
Therefore  his  fon  the  immortals  back  again 
Sent  to  thefe  death-obnoxious  abodes, 
To  tafte  his  ftiare  of  human  pain, 
Exil'd  from  the  celeftial  reign. 
And  fweet  communion  of  the  gods. 
But  when  the  fleecy  down  began 
To  clothe  his  chin,  and  promife  man, 

The  ftiafts  of  young  defire, 
And  love  of  the  fair  female  kind, 
Inflam'd  the  youthful  hero's  mind. 
And  fet  his  amorous  foul  on  fire. 
Won  by  fair  Hippodamia's  lovely  eyes. 

The  Pifan  tyrant's  blooming  prize, 
High  in  his  hopes  he  purpns'd  to  obtain  ; 
O'ercome  her  favagc  fire  in  arms, 
The  price  of  her  celeftial  charms: 
For  this  the  ruler  of  the  main 
Invoking  in  the  dreary  foiitude. 

And  fecret  feafon  of  the  night ; 
Oft,  on  the  margin  of  the  flood 
Alone,  the  raging  lover  ftood, 
Tiil  to  h;»  long-defiring  fight, 
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From  below  the  founding  deeps, 
His  fcaly  herds  where  Proteus  keeps. 

The  fav'rite  youth  to  pleafe, 
Dividing  fvvift  the  hoary  ftream, 
Refulgent  on  his  golden  team,  [feas. 

Appear'd  the  trident-fcepter'd  king  of 
To  whom  the  youth  :  I^'er  with  fond  deUght, 

The  gifts  of  Venus  could  thy  foul  infpirc, 
Reftrain  fell  Qenemaus'  fpear  in  fight ; 
And  me,  who  dare  advent'rous  to  afpire. 
Me  grant,  propitious,  to  fucceed, 
Enduing  with  unrivall'd  fpeed 
The  flying  car,  decreed  to  gain 
The  laurel  wreath,  on  Ehs'  plain, 
Vi(5lorious  o'er  the  father's  pow'r  ; 
Who  dire,  fo  niany-  haplefs  lovers  flain. 
Does  ftill  a  maid  the  wond'rous  fair  detain, 

Protra6live  of  the  fweet  connubial  hour. 
Danger  demands  a  foul  fecure  of  dread, 

Equal  to  the  daring  deed  ! 
Since  then  th'  immutable  decrees  of  fate. 
Have  fix'd,  by  their  vicegerent  death. 
The  limits  of  each  mortal  breath, 
Doom'd  to  the  urn,  or  foon  or  late : 
What  mind  refolv'd  and  brave  would  fleep  away 
His  life,  when  glcry  warms  the  blood, 
Only  t'  enjoy  fome  dull  delay, 
Inactive  to  his  dying  day. 
Not  aiming  at  the  fmalleft  good  ? 
But  the  blooming  maid  infpires 
My  breaft  to  far  fublimer  fires, 
To  raife  my  g'lory  to  the  Ikies : 
Gracious,  O  fav'ring  pow'r  !  give  ear. 
Indulgent  to  my  vow  fincere, 

Profp'ring  the  mighty  enterprife. 
So  pray'd  the  boy  :  nor  fell  his  words  in  vain, 
Unheeded  by  the  ruler  of  the  main  ; 
A  golden  car,  earth's  fhaking  pow'r  bellow'd. 
And  to  the  glitt'ring  axle  join'd 
Unrivall'd  fteeds,  fleet  as  the  wind  : 
Glad  of  the  prefent  of  the  god. 
The  ardent  youth  demands  the  promis'd  fig'nt : 
In  duft,  the  liaughty  parent  laid, 
Neptune  fulfils  the  youth's  delight. 

And  wings  his  chariot's  rapid  flight, 
To  win  the  i'weet  celeftial  maid. 
She,  with  fix  fons,  a  fair  increafe, 
Crown'd  the  hero's  warm  embrace, 
Whom  virtue's  love  infpir'd  ; 
Upright  to  walk  in  virtue's  ways, 
The  fureft  path  to  nobleft  praife, 

The  nobleft  praife  the  youth  acquir'd. 
Now  by  Alpheus'  ftream,  meand'ring  fair, 

Whofe  humid  train  wide  fpreads  the  Pifan  plains, 
A  fepulchiT,  fublimely  rear'd  in  air. 

All,  of  the  mighty  man  that  was,  contains. 
There  frequent  in  the  holy  Ihade, 
The  vows  of  ftranger-chiefs  are  paid, 
And  on  the  facred  altar  lies 
The  vicStim,  fmoking  to  the  flcles  ; 
When  heroes,  at  the  folemn  ftirine. 
Invoke  the  pow'rs  with  rites  divine. 
From  every  diftant  foil. 
And  drive  about  the  confecrated  mound 
The  founding  car,  or  on  the  lifted  ground 

Urge  the  fleet  racers,or  the  wreftlers  toi'» 
Happy  the  man  whom  fav'ring  fate  allows 
The  wreaths  of  Pifa  to  furround  his  broTirs ; 


All  wedded  to  delight,  his  aftfer-daya 
In  calm  and  even  tenor  run. 
The  noble  dow'r  of  conqueft  won. 
Such  confcious  pleafure  flows  from  praife. 
Thee,  mufe,  great  Hiero's  virtue  to  prolong-. 
It  fits,  and  to  refound  his  name : 
Exalting  o'er  the  vulgar  throng. 
In  thy  fweet  EoUan  fong. 
His  garland  of  Olympian  fame. 

Nor  flialt  thou,  O  my  mufe  !  e'er  find 
A  more  fublime  or  worthier  mind. 

To  better  fortunes  born  : 
On  whom  the  gracious  love  of  God, 
The  regal  pow'r  has  kind  beftow'd. 
And  arts  of  fway,  that  power  t'  adorn. 
Still  may  thy  God,  O  potent  king  !  employ 
His  facred  miniftry  of  joy. 
Solicitous,  with  tutebry  care. 

To  guard  from  the  attacks  of  fate 
Thy  bleflings,  lafting  as  they're  great. 
The  pious  poet's  conftant  pray'r. 
Then  to  the  mighty  bounty  of  the  Iky, 
The  mufe  ftiali  add  a  fweeter  lay. 

With  wing  fublime,  when  ihe  fliall  flie 
Where  Cronius  rears  his  cliffs  on  high. 
Smote  with  the  burning  fliafts  of  day ; 
If  the  mufes'  quiver'd  god 
Pave  for  fong  the  even  road. 
With  facred  rapture  warm, 
A  further  flight  aloft  in  air 
Elanc'd,  fliall  wing  my  tuneful  fpear. 
More  vigorous  from  the  mufe's  arm. 
To  many  heights  the  daring  climber  fprings. 
Ere  he  the  higheft  top  of  pow'r  fliall  gam; 
Chief  feated  there  the  majefty  of  kings. 
The  reft,  at  different  fteps,  below  remain : 
Exalted  to  that  wondrous  height, 
T'  extend  the  profpe6h  of  delight, 
May'ft  thou,  O  Hieio  !  live  content. 
On  the  top  of  all  afcent. 
To  thee,  by  bounteous  fates,  be  giv'a 
T'  inhabit  ftill  thy  lofty  heav'n : 
To  me,  in  arts  of  peace, 
Still  to  converfe  with  the  fair  vidlor  hoft. 
For  graceful  fong,  an  honourable  boaft, 

Confpicuous  through  the  realms  of  Greece, 

PINDAR'S  OLYMPIA. 


O  SOVEREIGN  hymns !  that  powerful  reign 
In  the  harp,  your  fweet  domain, 
Whom  will  ye  choofe  to  raife  ; 
What  god  fliall  now  the  verfe  refound  ; 
What  cliief,  for  godlike  deed  renown'd. 

Exalt  to  loftieft  praife  ? 
Pifa  is  Jove's  :  Jove's  conqu'ring  fon 

Firft  the  Olympic  race  ordain'd : 
The  firft  fair  fruits  of  glory  won 

The  haughty  tyrant's  rage  reftrain'd. 
He  firft  the  wond'rous  game  beftow'd. 
When  breathing  from  Augean  toils, 
He  confecrates  the  dreadful  fpoils. 
An  off''ring  to  his  father-god. 
Tfetjron,  his  virtues  to  approve, 
And  imitate  the  feed  of  Jove, 
Th'  Olympic  laurel  claims, 
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Whofe  fwift-whcei'H  cnr  has  borne  away 
The  rapid  honours  of  the  day, 

Foremoft  among  the  vidlor  names. 
Therefore  for  Theron  praife  awaits. 

For  him  the  lyre  awakes  the  ftrain. 
The  ftranger  welcom'd  at  his  gates 
With  hofpitable  love  humane. 
Fix'd  on  the  councils  of  his  breaft, 
As  on  the  column's  lofty  height 
Remains  fecure  the  building's  weight, 
The  ftrutfture  of  his  realm  may  reft. 
Of  a  fair  ftem,  himfelf  a  fairer  flow'r, 
Who  foon  tranfplanted  from  their  native  foil, 
Wander'd  many  climates  o'er. 
Till,  after  long  and  various  toil. 
On  the  fair  river's  deftin'd  bank  they  found 

Their  facred  feat,  and  heav'n-chofe  ground  ; 
Where  ftood,  delightful  to  the  eye. 
The  fruitful,  beauteous  Sicily, 
And  could  a  num'rous  ilTue  boaft,  [the  coaft. 

That  fpread  their  Ivftre  round,  and  flourifti'd  o'er 
The  following  years  all  took  their  filver  flight, 
With  pleafure  wing'd  and  foft  delight, 
And  every  year  that  flew  in  peace, 

Brought  to  their  native  virtues,  ftore 
Of  wealth  and  pow'r,  a  new  increafe,  [more. 
Fate  flill  confirm'd  the  fum,  and  bounteous  added 
But  fon  of  Rhe'  and  Saturn  old, 
Who  doft  thy  facred  throne  uphold 

On  high  Olympus'  hill ; 
Whofe  rule  th'  Olympic  race  obeys. 
Who  guid'fl  Alpheus'  winding  maze, 
In  hymns  delighting  flill ; 
Grant,  gracious  to  the  godlike  race, 

Their  children's  children  to  fuftain. 
Peaceful  through  time's  ne'er-ending  fpace, 

The  fceptre  and  paternal  reign. 
For  time,  the  aged  fire  of  all. 

The  deed  impatient  of  delay, 
V/hich  the  fwift  hour  has  wing'd  away, 

Juft  or  unjuft  can  ne'er  recall. 
But  when  calmer  days  fucceed, 
Of  fair  event  and  lovely  deed, 

Oxir  lot  ferene  at  laft ; 
The  memory  of  darker  hours. 
When  heav'n  fevere  and  angry  low'rs. 

Forgotten  lies  and  paft. 
Thus  mild  and  lenient  of  his  frown. 

When  Jove  regards  our  adverfe  fate, 
And  fends  his  chofen  bleflings  down 
To  cheer  below  our  mortal  flate  ; 
Then  former  evils,  odious  brood, 
Before  the  heav'n-born  bleflings  fly. 
Or  trodden  down  fubje»fted  lie, 
,    Soon  vanquifh'd  by  the  vi<Slor-good. 
With  thy  fair  daughters,  Cadmus  !  beft  agrees 
The  mufe's  fong ;  who,  after  many  woes 
At  laft  on  golden  thrones  of  eafe, 
Enjoy  an  uiidifturb'd  repofe. 
No  more  they  think  of 'Cadmus,  movrnful  fvvain ! 
Succeeding  joys  difpel  his  former  pain. 
And  Semele,  of  rofy  hue. 
Whom  the  embracing  tliunderer  flew, 
Exalted  now  to  heav'n's  abodes, 
Herfelf  a  goddefs  blythe,  dwells  with  immortal 
Bath'd  in  ambrofial  odours  of  the  Ik)',  [gods. 

Her  long  dilhevell'd  trefles  fly : 
Her,  Maierva  ftill  approves ; 


She  is  her  prime  an<i  darling  joy  : 
Her,  heav'n's  Lord fupremeiy  loves; 
As  does  his  rofy  fon,  the  ivy-crowned  boy. 
Thou  Ino  too !  in  pearly  cells, 
Where  Nereus'  fea-green  daughter  dweSs, 

Enjoy'ft  a  lot  divine  : 
No  more  of  fuff 'ring  mortal  ftrain. 
An  azure  goddefs  of  the  main,  ' 

Eternal  reft  is  thine. 
Loft  in  a  maze,  blind  feeble  man, 

Knows  not  the  hour  he  fure  forefees, 
Nor  with  the  eyes  of  nature  can 

Pierce  through  the  hidden  deep  decrees. 
Nor  fees  he  if  his  radiant  day. 

That  in  meridian  fplendour  glows, 
Shall  gild  his  ev'ning's  quiet  cloi'e. 
Soft  fmiling  with  a  farewell  ray. 
As  when  the  ocean's  refluent  tides. 
Within  his  hollow  womb  fubfides, 

Is  heard  to  found  no  more ; 
Till  roufmg  all  its  rage  again. 
Flood  roll'd  on  flood  it  pours  amain. 

And  fweeps  the  fandy  Ihore : 
So  fortune,  mighty  queen  of  life. 

Works  up  proud  man,  her  deftin'd  flave.j 
Of  good  and  ill  the  ftormy  ftrife. 
The  fport  of  her  alternate  wave  ; 
Now  mounted  to  the  height  of  blift. 
He  feems  to  mingle  with  the  Iky ; 
Now  looking  down  with  giddy  eye. 
Sees  the  retreating  waters  fly. 

And  trembles  at  the  deep  abyf?. 
As,  by  experience  led,  the  fearching  mind  ' 
Revolves  the  records  of  ftill-changing  fate, 
Such  dire  reverfes  fhall  he  find. 

Oft  mark  the  fortunes  of  the  great ! 
Now  bounteous  gods,  with  bleflings  all  divine, 
Exalt  on  high  the  fceptred  line. 
Now  the  bright  fcene  of  laurell'd  years, 
At  once  quick-fliifting,  difappears: 
And  in  their  radiant  room  fucceeds 
A  difmal  train  cf  ills,  and  tyrannous  mifdeeds-. 
Since  the  curft  hour  the  fateful  fon 
Plung'd  in  the  guilt  he  fought  to  fliun. 
And  faw  beneath  hi'?  hafty  rage 

The  hoary  king,  heav'n's  victim,  bleed; 
Deaf  to  a  father's  pleading  age; 
His  erring  hands  fulfiU'd,  what  guilty  fate  decrees^ 
Erynnis,  dreadful  fury  !  faw 
The  breath  of  nature's  holieft  law. 
She  mounts  her  hooked  car ; 
Through  Phocis'  death-devoted  ground 
She  Rew,  and  gave  the  nations  round 

To  the  wide  wafte  of  war  : 
By  mutual  hands  the  brothers  dy'd,' 

Furious  on  mutual  wounds  they  run  ; 
Sons,  fathers,  fwell:  the  i'anguine  tide  ;' 

Fate  drove  the  purple  deluge  on. 
Thus  perifti'd  all  the  fated  brood. 

Thus  Eris  wrought  her  dreadful  will; 
When  fated  vengeance  had  its  fill, 
Therfartder  clos'd  the  fcene  of  blood. 
He,  fprung  from  beauteous  Argea,  Ihoric,' 
The  glory  of  Adraftus'  throne. 

When  fierce  in  youthful  fire, 
He  rag'd  around  the  Theban  wall,' 
And  law  the  fevenfold  city  fall 
A  vi(ftim  to  his  fire. 
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J'rom  him,  as  frdm  a  fecond  root, 

Wide  fpreading  to  the  lofty  feies, 
The  fons  of  martial  glory  fhoot, 

And  cluft'ring  chiefs  on  chiefs  arife. 
There  in  the  topmoft  boughs  difplay'd, 
Great  Theron  fits  with  luftre  crown'd, 
And  verdant  honours  bloom  around, 
While  nations  reft  beneath  his  ftiade. 
Awake  the  lyre  !  Theron  demands  the  lays, 
Yet  all  too  low  !  Call  forth  a  nobler  ftrain ! 

Decent  is  ev'n  th'  cxcefs  of  praife  : 
For  Theron  ftrike  the  founding  lyre  again. 
Olympia's  flow'ring  wreath  he  fingly  wears; 
The  Ifthmian  palm  his  brother  fliares. 
Delphi  refounds  the  kindred  name, 
The  youths  contend  alike  for  fame, 
Fair  rivals  in  the  glorious  chafe,  [giddyfpace. 
V/hen  twelve  times  darting  round,  they  flew  the 
Thrice  bleft !  for  whom  the  graces  twine 
Fame's  brighteft  plume,  the  wreathe  divine  : 
Loft  to  remembrance,  former  woes 
No  more  refleeftion's  fting  employ ; 
With  triumph  all  the  bofom  glows, 
Pour'd  through  th'  expanding  heart,  th'  impetuous 
Riches,  that  iingly  are  polleft,  [tide  of  joy. 

Vain  pomp  of  life  !  a  fp'ecious  wafte, 

But  feed  luxurious  pride  : 
Yet  when  with  facred  virtues  crown'd, 
Wealth  deals  its  liberal  treafures  round, 
'Tis  nobly  digniry'd. 
To  modeft  worth,  to  honour's  bands, 

With  confcious  warmth  he  large  imparts ; 
And  in  his  prefence  fmiling  ftands 
Fair  fcience,  and  her  handmaid,  arts. 
As  in  the  pure  ferene  of  night, 

Thron'd  in  its  fphere,  a  beauteous  ftar 
Sheds  its  bleft  influence  from  afar 
At  once  beneficent  and  bright. 
But  hear  ye  wealthy,  hear  ye  great, 
I  fing  the  fix'd  decrees  of  fate. 

What  after  death  remains, 
Prepar'd  for  the  unfeeling  kind 
Of  cruel  unrelenting  mind, 

A  doom  of  endlefs  pains  !  / 

The  crimes  that  ftain'd  this  living  light, 
Beneath  the  holy  eye  of  Jove, 
Meets  in  the  regions  drear  of  night, 
The  vengeance  but  delay'd  above. 
There  the  pale  finner  drear  aghaft. 
Impartial,  righteous,  and  fevere, 
Unaw'd  by  pow'r,  unmov'd  by  pray'r. 
Eternal  juftice  dooms  at  kft. 
Far  otherwife  the  fouls  whom  virtue  guides 
Enjoy  a  calm  repofe  of  facred  reft, 

Nor  light,  nor  fliade,  their  time  divides. 
With  one  eternal  funftiine  bleft. 
Emancipated  from  the  cares  of  lift!. 

No  more  they  urge  the  mortal  ftrife; 
No  more  with  ftill-revolving  toil, 
They  vex  a  hard,  ungrateful  foil ; 
Nor  plow  the  furges  of  the  main, 
Exchanging  holy  quiet  for  falfe  deceitful  gain. 
But  to  thefe  facred  feats  preferr'd. 
With  gods  they  live,  as  gods  rever'd. 
And  tears  are  wip'd  from  every  eye  ; 
While  banifti'd  from  the  happy  reign. 
The  guilty  fouls  in  darknefs  lie. 
And  weary  out  the  frightful  miuifters  of  paki. 
Vol..  IX. 


So  heav'n  decrees ;  Tliie  gced  and  jufti 
\^ho,  true  to  life's  important  truft. 

Have  well  fuftain'd  the  field  ; 
Whofe  fouls  undaunted,  undifmay'd. 
Nor  flatt'ring  pleafure  could  perfuade. 

Nor  pailions  taught  to  yield ; 
Thefe  through  the  mortal  changes  paft, 

Still  lift'ning  to  the  heav'nly  lore, 
Find  this  fublime  reward  at  laft. 
The  trial  of  obedience  o'er. 

Then  burfting  from  the  bonds  of  clay, 
Triumphant  tread  the  heav'n -pa v'd  road 
That  leads  to  Saturn's  high  abode, 
And  Jove  hinlfelf  direfts  the  way. 
There,  wliere  the  bleft  refide  at  eafe. 
Bland  Zephyrs  breathe  the  fea-borri  breeze 

O'er  all  the  happy  ifle  : 
Unnumber'd  fweets  the  air  perfume, 
'Tis  all  around  one  golden  bloom, 
All  one  celeftial  fmile. 
By  living  ftreams  fair  trees  afcend, 

Whofe  roots  the  humid  waters  lave; 
The  boughs  with  radlatit  frtiitdge  bend. 

Rich  produce  of  the  fruitful  wave. 
Thus  fporting  in  celeftial  bow'rs. 
The  fons  of  the  immortal  niorn, 
Their  heads  and  rofy  hands  adorn, 
With  garlands  of  unfading  flow'rs. 
There  Rhadamanth,  who  great  aflelTdr  reigiis 

To  Rhxa's  fon,  by  ftill  unchanging  right. 
Awarding  all :  To  vice,  eternal  cMiris ; 

To  virtue  opes  the  gates  of  light. 
Rhaea!  who  high  in  heav'n's  fublime  abodeS 
Sits  thron'd,  the  mother  of  the  gods. 
Cadmus  to  this  immortal  choir 
Was  led  ;  and  Peleus'  noble  fire  ! 
And  glorious  fon  !  fince  Thetis'  love 
Subdu'd  with  pray'r,  the  yielding  mind  of  Jbvc. 
Who  Troy  laid  proftrate  on  the  plain, 
His  country's  pillar,  Hedlor,  flain ; 
By  whom  unhappy  Cygnus  bled  ; 
By  whom  the  Ethiopian  boy, 
That  fprung  from  Neptune's  godlike  bed, 
The  aged  Tithon's,  and  Aurora's  hi^jheft  joy. 
What  grand  ideas  crowd  my  brain  ! 
What  images  !  a  lofty  train 
In  beauteous  order  fpring : 
As  the  keen  ftore  of  feather'd  fates  i, 

Within  the  braided  quiver  waits. 

Impatient  for  the  wing : 
See,  fee  they  mount !  The  facred  few 

Endu'd  with  piercing  flight, 
Alorte  through  darling  fields  purfiie 

Th'  aerial  regions  bright. 
This  nature  gives,  her  chiefeft  boaft  ; 
But  when  the  bright  ideas  fly. 
Far  foaring  from  tiie  vulgar  eye, 
To  vulgar  eyes  are  loft. 
Where  nature  fows  her  genial  feeds, 
A  lib'ral  harveft  ftraight  fucceeds, 

Fair  in  the  human  foil ; 
While  art,  v/ith  hard  laborious  pains^ 
Creeps  on  unfeen,  nor  miich  attains. 

By  flow  progreflive  toil. 
Refembling  this,  the  feeble  crow. 
Amid  the  vulgar  winged  crowd. 
Hides  in  the  dark'ning  copfe  below. 
Vain,  ftruttin^.  garrulous,  and  load . 
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While  genius  mounts  tn'  etherial  height, 
.  Vs  th    impiria!  bird  of  Jove 
On  founding  pmons  foars  above. 
And  dares  the  mijefly  of  light. 
Then  fit  an  arrow  to  the  tuneful  firing, 

O  thou  my  Genius  ?  warm  with  facred  flame  ; 
Fly  fwirt,  etheri  1  (haft !  and  wing 
The  godlike  Thcron  unto  fame. 
I  foicmn  fivear,  and  holy  truth  attefl. 
That  fo!e  inspires  the  tuneful  br-.-aft, 
That,  never  Gnci  th'  imiiortal  fun 
Kis  radian:  joarney  firft  begjn, 
To  none  the  gods  did  e'er  i.npart 
A  more  exalted  mind,  or  wids-d.fFufive  heart. 
Fly,  envy,  h  nee,  that  durft  invade 
Su:h  glories,  with  injurious  fhade ; 
Still,  with  f::perior  luflre  bright. 

His  virtues  fhine,  in  number  more 
Thin  are  the  radiant  fires  o'"  night,  [fhore. 

Or  fands  that  fpread  along  the  fea-furrounding 

THE  PARTING  OF  HECTOR  AND 
ANDROMACHE. 

FROM  THE  VI.  ILIAD  OF  HOMER,    TRANSLATED 
LITERALLY. 

Beginning  ver.  407-  Aeuy^ovn,  ipSii-ei  <rg  to  iriii  fjtVJi%. 

0  D    Ri?ff:  thou!  to  thy  own  ftrength  a  prey, 
Nor  pity  moves  thee  for  thv  infant  fon, 

Nor  miferable  me,  a  widow  foon  ! 

For,  ruHi'ng  on  thy  un,jle  might,  at  once 

The  Greeks  will  overwhelm  thee  :  Better  far 

1  hid  been  wrapt  in  earth,  than  live  of  thee 
Forlorn,  and  defolate;  if  thou  muft  die, 
What  further  comfort  then  for  nie  remains, 
"What  folace,  but  in  tears  ?  No  father  mine. 
Nor  mine  no  venerable  mother's  care. 
Noble  Achilles'  hand  my  father  flew. 

And  fpread  deftrutflion  through  Cilicia's  town. 
Where  many  people  dwelt,  high-gated  Thebes. 
He  flew  Aetion,  but  defpoil'd  h'm  not, 
For  inly  in  his  mind  he  fear'd  the  gods; 
Euc  burnt  his  body  with  his  polifh'd  arms, 
A..nd  o'er  him  rcar'd    a   mound :    the  mountain 
The  daughters  fair  ofEgis-bearing  Jove,  [nymphs. 
Planted  with  elms  around  the  facred  place. 
Seven  brothers  flourilh'd  in  my  father's  houfe  ; 
A  '  in  one  day  defcendcd  to  the  fhades. 
All  flain  by  great  Achilles,  fwift  of  foot, 
.  'Mid^  thsir  white  flieep,  and  heifers  flexile-hoof 'd. 
My  moth-.'r,  woody  Hypoplac'a's  queen. 
Brought  hither,  number'd  in  the  vi<Sor's  fpoils ; 
Till  loos'd  from  bands,  for  gifts  of  mighty  price, 
By  chafe-delighting  Dian's  dart  (he  fell, 
Smote  in  my  father's  houfe  :  But,  Hccflor,  thou, 
Thou  art  my  fire,  my  hoary  mr,th«r  thou. 
My  brother  thou,  thou  hufband  of  my  youth  ! 
Ah  pity,  Heflor,  then!  and  in  thistow'r 
"With  us  remain,  nor  render  by  thy  fall 
Him  a  fart  c-phan,  me  a  widow'd  wife. 
Here  at  th^s  fig-tree  ftatibn,  where  the  town 
Is  eafiefl  of  afcent,  and  low  the  walls. 
Here  thrice  the  braveil  of  the  foes  have  tr}''d 
To  pafs  ;  each  Aja  ,  brave  Idomenens, 
Th'  Atrida  too,  and  Tydeu.-,  warlike  fon; 
Whether  fojnc  fc^,  in  divination  Ikill'd, 


Prompted  th'  attempt,  or  their  own  valour  dar'd 
To  execute  a  deed,  their  wifdom  plan'd. 

To  whom  plu.ne-nadding  H  Aor  thus  reply'd: 
Thefe,  woman,  are  m/  care  ;  but  much  I  fear 
The  Trojan  youth  andlong-gown'd  Trojan  dames. 
If,  coward-like,  1  fiiun  afar  the  fight : 
Not  fo  my  courage  bids ;  for  I  have  learnt 
Still  to  be  brave,  and  foremofl  to  defend 
My  father's  mighty  glories,  and  my  o>vn. 
For  well  I  know,  and  in  mv  mind  forefee, 
A  day  will  come,  when  facred  Ilion  finks. 
Old  t^riam  periflies,  the  people  too 
Of  Priam  ar|)en-fpear'd-.   Yet  not  fo  much 
The  woes  the  Trojans  yet  in  after-times 
Mufl  undergo,  not  Hecuba  herfelf. 
Nor  princely  Priam,  nor  my  brothers  dear, 
\Vho  numerous  and  brave,  have  fali'n  in  dull 
B;low  the  boafting  foe,  diftradl  my  foul, 
As  thou  :  Then  when  fome  brazen-coated  Greek, 
In  the  fad  day  of  thy  diftrefs  Ihall  drag 
Thee  weeping ;  or  in  Argos,  breathmg  fad. 
To  fome  imperious  miltrefs  handmaid,  thou 
Shalt  w;ave  the  web,  or  fitch  the  water'  -  weight 
From  i  Icffeis  or  Hyperia's  fprings,  againft 
Thy  will,  but  hard  neceffity  compells. 
Then  Ihall  he  fay,  who  fees  thee  funk  in  tears, 
Lo!  Hedlor's  •  ife,  who  far  the  chief  of  all 
The  Trojan  fteed  fubduing  race  excell'd 
Who  fought  at  Uion.     Thus  Ihall  they  fay. 
Bat  thee  new  pangs  ihall  feize ;  on  thee  fhall  come 
Defire  of  fuch  a  hufband,  to  repel 
The  evil  hour ;  but  may  I  low  beneath 
The  monumental  earth  be  laid  to  reft, 
Nor  thy  foft  forrows,  nor  the  melting  voice 
Of  thy  captivity  e'er  reach  my  ear. 

So  faying,  the  illuftrious  Hecflor  flxetch'd 
His  hands  to  reach  his  child;  the  child  avcrfe. 
In  the  foft  bofcm  of  the  fair  zon'd  nurfe 
Weeping,  fell  back    abhorrent,  from  his  fire 
Of  warlike  afpecfl :  for  he  fear'd  the  Ihine 
Of  armour,  and  the  horfe-hair  horrid  creft 
That  nodded  dreadful  on  the  helmet's  top. 
The  loving  father  fmil'd,  the  mother  fmil'd; 
Strait  from  his  head  th'  illuftrious  Hedtor  took 
His  helm,  and  plac'd  it  blazing  on  the  ground; 
Then  fondled  in  his  arms  his  much-lov'd  fon 
He'  took  ;  thus  praying  Jove,  and  all  the  gods, 
Jove,  and  ye  other  gods,  grant  this  my  ion, 
Grant  he  may  too  become,  as  I  am  now. 
The  g  "ace  of  Troy,  the  fame  in  martial  {lrenf;th, 
And  rule  his  Ilion  with  a  monarch's  fway  ; 
That  men  may  fay  when  he  returns  from  fight, 
"  This  youth  tranfcends  his  Qre  :"   Then  may  he 
The  bloody  fpoils  aloft  of  hoftile  chiefs  [bear 

In  battle  flain,  and  joy  his  mother's  heart. 

He  faid  :  and  to  his  much-lov'd  fpoufe  refi^n'd 
His  child  ;  fne,  on  her  fragrant  bofom  luU'd 
Smiling  through  tears,  receiv'd  him  :  at  the  fight. 
Companion  touch'd  her  hufband's  heart ;  her  cheek 
With  gentle  blandilhment  he  flroak'd,  and  fpokc: 

O  beft  beloved!  ch  fadd-n  not  thy  heart 
With  grief  beyond  due  bounds :  I  trufl,  no  hand 
Shall  fend  me  down  to  fhades  obfcnre,  before 
My  day  of  doom,  decreed  ;  for  well  I  ween 
No  msn  of  mortal  men  efcapes  from  death. 
Fearful  or  bold:  whoe'er  is  bom  muft  die. 
But  thou  returning  to  thy  home,  attend 
The  fpi&dls  and  the  loom,  thy  peaceful  cares, 
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An^  call  thy  duteou?  maidens  round  to  fhare 
Their  tafks  by  thee  alTi  ^n'd ;  for  war  belongs 
To  men,  and  chief  to  me,  of  Ilion  s  fons. 

This  faid,  illulirious  tieiSor  feiz'd  h>s  helm. 
And  to  her  home  return'd  his  much  lov'd  fpoufe, 
Oft  looking  back,  and  fhcdding  tears  profufe. 
Thenfuddenat  the  lofty  dome  arriv'd, 
With  chambers  fair  adorn'd,  where  Heilor  dwelt, 
The  godlike  Hedtor !  There  again  fhe  wept ! 
In  his  own  houfe  the  living  Heiflor  wept ; 
For  now  foreboding  in  their  fears,  no  more 
They  hop'd  to  meec  him  with  returning  ftep 
From  battle  'fcap'd  the  rage  and  force  of  Greece. 

FIRST  SCENE  OF  THE  PHILOCTETES  OF 
SOPHOCLES. 

[uLYSSES   SPEAKS.] 

Son  of  Achilles!  brave  Neoptolemus, 
You  tread  the  coaft  of  fea-furrounded  Lemnos, 
Where  never  mortal  yet  his  dwelling  rear'd. 
Here,  in  obedience  to  the  Grecian  chiefs, 
I  erft  expos'd  the  fon  of  noble  Paian, 
Confuming  with  his  wounds,  and  wafling  flow 
In  painful  agonies;  wild  fromdefpair, 
He  fiU'd  the  camp  with  lamentations  loud, 
And  execrations  dire :   No  pure  libj.tion, 
No  iioly  fitcrifice  could  to  the  gods 
Be  ofijr'd  up  :  ill-omen'd  founds  of  woe 
Profan'd  the  facred  rites ;   But  this  no  more- 
Should  he  difcover  my  return,  'twere  vain 
The  plan  my  wakeful  induflry  has  wove. 
Back  to  reftore  yet  to  the  aid  of  Greece 
This  mofl  important  chief.  'Tis  thine,  brave  youth, 
To  ripen  into  deed,  what  I  propofe. 
Caft  round  thy  eyes,  if  thou  by  chance  may'll  find 
The  double  rock,  where  from  the  winter's  cold 
He  fhroads  his  limbs,  or  when  the  fummer  glov/s 
Amid  the  cool,  the  zephyrs  gentle  breath 
Lulls  him  to  his  rcpofe ;  fafb  on  the  left 
Flows  a  frefli  fountain  ;  if  the  hero  fees 
This  living  light,  one  of  the  attendant  train 
Speed  with  the  hour  to  glad  my  lifl'ning  ears, 
If  in  that  favage  haunt  he  harbours  yet, 
Or  in  fome  other  corner  of  this  ifle  ; 
Then  farther  I'll  difclofe,  what  chief  imports 
Our  prefent  needs,  and  claims  our  common  care. 


EPISODE  OF  LAUSUS  AND  MEZENTIUS. 

FROM  THE  X.  BOOK  OF  VIRGIl's  iENEIS. 

Beginning  line  689.      IVritten  in  the  year  I719. 

Now  Jove  irrfiames  Mezentius  great  in  arms, 

His  ardour  roufes,  and  his  coiu-age  warms  ; 

Fir'd  by  the  god,  to  Turnus  he  fucceeds; 

Beneath  his  arm  the  Trojan  battle  bleeds  ; 

TJie  Tufcan  troops  invade  their  common  foe. 

Alike  in  hate  their  kindling  bofoms  glow 

Fierce  to  deftroy,  on  him  alone  they  pour 

Darts  following  darts,  a  thick  continu'd  ihow'r: 

But  he  undaunted,  all  the  ftorm  fuftains. 

And  fcorns  th'  united  fury  of  the  plains ; 

As  fome  huge  rock  high  tow'ring  'midft  the  waves, 

Of  fcas  and  Ikies  the  mingling  tumult  braves, 

On  its  eternal  bafis  fix'd  is  fonnd, 

Tiiough  tempefts  rage,  and  oceaa*  foam  around. 


Firfl:  by  his  arm  unhappy  Hebrus  bled, 
Tiie  iifue  of  fam'd  Uolicaoh's  bed  ; 
Then  Latagus  fubmits  to  late,  his  way 
Adverfe  he  :00k,  the  chief  with  furious  fway 
Uprear'd  a  pond'rous  rock,  the  Ihatter'd  brain 
Confus'd  with  blood  and  gore,    o'eripreads  the 
At  flying  Palmus  next  his  dart  he  threw,      [plain. 
The  ipeedy  dart  o'ertook  him  as  he  flew, 
Full  in  the  ham  he  feels  the  fmarting  wound, 
Left  by  the  vi(5tor  grov'ling  on  the  ground: 
His  arms  furround  his  Laulus'  manly  breaft. 
The  waving  plume  adorns  his  fhiniiig  creft : 
Evas  and  Mimas,  both  of  Trojan  feed, 
By  the  fame  arm  were  mingl.'d  with  the  dead  ; 
Mimas,  companion  of  the  youthful  cares 
Of  Paris,  and  the  equal  of  his  years :  [queen 

For,  big   v/ith   fancy'd   flames,   when  Phrygia's 
Brought  forth  the  caufe  of  woes,  but  ill  forefeen  ; 
T'extend  his  blooming  race,  that  felf-fame  night 
The  fpoufe  of  Amycus.  Theano  bright, 
That  night  fo  fata!  to  the  peace  of  Troy, 
Blefl  her  lov'd  "nufband  with  a  parent's  joy : 
But  fate  to  dift 'rent  lands  their  deaths  decreed, 
This  in  his  father's  town  was  doom'd  to  bleed  ; 
Unthinking  Mimas,  by  Mezentius  flain, 
Now  rolls  his  carcafe  o'er  the  Latian  plain. 
And  as  a  tufky  boar,  whom  dogs  invade. 
Of  Vefulus  bred  in  the  piny  fhade. 
Or  near  Lauientia's  lake,  with  forefl:  maft, 
Plis  feafts  cbfcene  fupply'd  in  wild  repaft ; 
Roas'd  from  his  favage  haunt,  a  deep  retreat, 
A  length  of  years  his  unmolefted  feat ; 
When  once  in  toils  enclos'd  no  flight  appears, 
Turns  fudden,  foaming  fierce,  his  briflles  rears  ; 
Ail  iafe  at  difcance  fl;and,  and  none  is  found, 
Whofe  valour  dares  inflii5l;  a  nearer  wound  : 
Dreadlfcfs  meanwhile,  to  ev'iy  flde  he  turns. 
His  teeth  he  gna'hes,  and  with  rage  he  burns  ; 
Th'  united  vengeance  of  the  field  derides, 
A  forefl  rattles  as  he  fhakes  his  fides  : 
So  fare  the  Tufcan  troops ;  with  noify  rage, 
And  fliouts,  in  the  mixt  tumult  they  engage; 
All  from  afar  their  miffive  weapons  throw. 
Fearful  in  equal  arms  to  meet  the  foe. 
Ne.xt,  Grecian  Acron  rufli'd  into  the  plain. 
Who  came  from  Ccritus's  ancient  reign  : 
Kim  thirR  of  fame  to  warlike  dangers  led. 
The  joys  untafled  of  the  bridal  bed  ; 
From  far  Mezentius  ey'd  him  with  delight. 
In  arms  refulgent,  as  he  mix'd  in  fight ; 
Full  o'er  his  breaft,  in  gold  and  purple  known. 
The  tokens  of  his  love  confpicuous  fhone. 
Then,  as  a  lion  thirfting  after  blood, 
(For  him  perfuades  the  keen  defire  of  food,) 
If,  or  a  frifking  goat  he  chance  to  view, 
Or  branching  flag,  that  leads  the  ftately  crew  ; 
Rejoices,  gaping  wide,  he  makes  his  way. 
Furious,  and  clings  incumbent  on  the  prey. 
That  helplefs  pants  beneath  his  horrid  paws. 
The  blood  o'erfiowing,  laves  his  greedy  jaws: 
So  keen  Mezentius  ru.Ties  on  each  foe ; 
Unhappy  Acron  finks  beneath  his  blow, 
Mad  in  the  pangs  of  death,  he  fpurns  the  ground, 
The  blood  diftains  the  broken  fpear  around  : 
Then  fled  Orodes  fhameful  from  the  fight ; 
The  vi<ftor  fcorn'd  th'  advantage  of  his  flight ; 
But  fir'd  with  rage    thro'  cleaving  ranks  he  ran^- 
And  face  to  face  oppos'd,  and  man  to  man  ■. 
Ff  ij 
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Not  guileful  from  bLhinJ  his  fpear  to  throw, 
A  wound  unfecn,  but  ftrikcs  an  adverfe  blow. 
Then  with  his  foot  his  dying  foe  he  prefs'd, 
Leaii'd  on  his  launce,  and  thus  his  friends  addrefs'd: 
L.O !  where  Orodes  gafps  upon  the  fand, 
His  death  was  due  to  this  viiftorious  hand, 
Larg-e  portion  of  the  war  !  Exulting  cries 
Afccnd  amain,  and  ring  along  the  fkies. 
To  whom  the  vanquifh'd  with  imperfccft  found, 
All  weak,  and  f.iiut,  and  dying  of  the  wound  ; 
Nor  long  my  ghoft  fhall  unrcveng'd  repine, 
Nor  long  the  triumph  of  my  fall  be  thine  ; 
Thee,  equal  fates,  irifulting  man,  remain  ; 
Thee,  death  yet  waits,  and  this  the  fatal  plain. 
Him,  as  he  roli'd  in  death,  Mezentius  fpy'd. 
He  fniiFd  fi.\'ere,  and  thus  contemptuous  cry'd: 
Die  thou  the  Srfl: ;  as  he  thiiiks  fit,  for  me. 
The  fire  of  heav'n  and  earth,  let  Jove  decree. 
He  faid  :   and  pull'd  the  weapon  from  the  wound ; 
The  purple  life  ebb'd  out  upon  the  ground : 
Death's  clay-cold  hand  fliut  up  the  finking  light. 
And  o'er  his  clofing  eyes  drew  the  dark  mifl  of 

By  Cxdicus'  great  arm  Alcathous  fell ;      [night. 
Sacrator  lent  Hydafpes  down  to  licll : 
Parthenius  di-^s,  by  Rapo  flain  in  fight ; 
And  Orfes  vaft,  of  more  than  mortal  might. 
Next  funk  two  warriors,  Clonius  the  divine. 
And  Ericetes  of  Lycaon's  lint ; 
The  iflue  of  the  god,  their  deaths  renown'd, 
Whofe  forked  trident  rules  the  deep  profound. 
Hi;  courfer  unobcdient  to  the  rein, 
Great  Ericetes  tumbled  to  the  plain. 
Prone  as  he  lay,  fwift  fled  the  thirfty  dart, 
And  found  the  mortal  paffage  to  Jiis  heart. 
Then  lights  the  vi(3:or  from  his  lofty  fteed, 
And  foot  to  foot  engag'd  made  Clonius  bleed. 
Then  Lycian  Agis,  boaftful  of  his  might, 
Provok'd  the  braveft  foe  to  fingle  fight ; 
Him  boldly  Ttiican  Valerus  affail'd. 
And  in  the  virtues  of  his  fire  prevail'd. 
By  Salius'  arm  the  fwift  Antronius  bled  { 
Nealces  javelin  ftruck  the  vicStor  dead  ; 
Nealces,  ikill'd  the  founding  dart  to  throwy 
And  wing  the  treach'rous  arrow  to  the  foe. 
Mars,  raging  god,  and  flern  !  the  war  confounds;' 
Equals  the  vid:or'»  fliouts,  and  dying  founds. 
Encount'ring  various  on  th'  imbattl'd  field, 
Now  fierce  they  ruili,  nt)v/  fierce  retreating,  yield. 
With  equal  rage,  each  advcrfe  battle  glows. 
Nor  flight  is  known  to  thcfe,  nor  known  to  thofe. 
Tyfiphone  enjoys  the  direful  fight, 
Pale,  furious,  fell !  and  ilorms  amidft  the  fight. 
The  gods,  from  Jove's  immfirtal  dome  furvey 
Each  army  toiling,  through  the  dreadful  day  ; 
With  tender  pity  touch'd,  lament  the  pain, 
That  human  life  is  deflin'd  to  fuftain. 
On  cither  fide  two  deities  are  feen  ; 
Jove's  awful  confort,  and  foft  beauty's  queen  : 
rhe  wife  of  Jove  the  conqu'ror's  palm  implores, 
Sofs  beauty's  qu  en  her  Trojans'  lofs  deplores. 

Again,  his  jav'fin  huge,  Mezentius  wields ^ 
Again  tumult'ous  he  invades  the  fields; 
Large  as  Orion,  whcin  the  giant  ftaUcs, 
A  bulk  immcnfe  i  through  Ncreus  midmofi  walks; 
Secure  he  cleaves  liis  way  ;  the  biilows  braves. 
His  fin'wy  fliouWel-s  tow'r  ^bove  the  waves; 
Bearing  an  alb,  increas'd  in  flrenglh  with  years, 
Tfiiat  hu^c  upon  the  mountain's  height  appciu-s ; 


He  ftrides  along,  each  ftcp  the  earth  divides ; 

In  clouds  obfcure  his  lofty  head  refides  : 

In  ftature  huge,  amidft  the  war's  alarms. 

Such  fhone  the  tyrant  in  gigantic  arms. 

Him  as  exulting  in  the  ranks  he  flood. 

At  diflance  feen,  and  rioting  in  blood, 

iEneas  haftes  to  meet ;  in  all  his  might 

He  fl:ands  colledted,  and  awaits  the  fight : 

Firft  meafuring,  as  he  flood  in  a6l  to  throw, 

With  nice  furvey,  the  diflance  of  his  foe  : 

This  arm,  this  fpear,  he  cry'd,  aflert  my  might; 

Thefe  are  my  gods,  and  thtfe  aflift  in  fight : 

His  armour  from  the  boaftful  robber  won, 

Shall  tow'r  a  trophy  to  my  conq'ring  fon. 

He  faid  ;  and  flings  die  dart  with  dreadful  force ; 

The  dart  drove  on  unerring  from  the  courfe  ; 

It  reach'd  the  fhield,  the  fhield  the  blow  repell'd : 

Nor  fell  the  jav'lin  guiltlefs  on  the  field  ; 

But  piercing  'twixt  the  fide  and  bowels,  tore 

The  fam'd  Anthores,  and  deep  drank  the  gore : 

He,  in  his  lufty  years,  from  Argos  fent. 

With  fam'd  Alcides,  on  his  labours  went : 

Tir'd  with  his  toils,  a  length  of  woes  o'erpaft, 

In  the  Evandrian  realm  he  fix'd  at  laft : 

Call'd  back  again  to  war,  where  glory  calls, 

Unhappy,  by  a  death  unmeant,  he  falls  : 

To  heav'n  his  mournful  eyes,  the  dying  throws ; 

In  his  laft  thoughts  his  native  Argos  rofe. 

Straight  then,  his  beaming  lance  the  Trojan  threw; 

Swift  hiflSng  on  the  wind  the  weapon  flew  ; 

The  plates  of  threefold  brafs  were  forc'd  to  yield; 

And  three  bull's  hides  that  bound  thefoiid  fhield: 

Deep  in  his  lower  groin,  an  arm  fo  ftrong. 

Drove  the  fharp  point,   but  brought   not  death 

Then  joyful  as  the  Trojan  hero  fpy'd  [along. 

The  fpouting  blood  pour  down  his  w^ounded  fide, 

Like  lightning,  from  his  thigh  his  fword  he  drew. 

And  furious  on  th'  aftonifti'd  warrior  flew. 

As  Laufus  faw,  full  fore  he  heav'd  the  figh  ; 
The  ready  tear  flood  trembling  in  his  eye  : 
His  father's  danger  touch'd  the  youthful  chief: 
With  pious  hafle  he  ran  to  his  relief. 
Nor  {halt  thou  fink  unnoted  to  the  tomb, 
Unfung  thy  noble  deed,  and  early  doom : 
If  future  times  to  fuch  a  deed  will  give 
Their  faith,  to  future  tiriies  thy  name  fhall  live- 
Difabled,  trembling  for  a  death  fo  near. 
The  father  flow-receding,  drags  the  fpear : 
Juft  in  that  moment,  as  fufpended  high 
l"he  flaming  fword  ftione  adverfe  to  the  Iky, 
The  daring  youth  rufh'd  in,  and  fronts  the  foe^ 
And  from  his  father  turns  th'  impending  blow. 
Hisfriends,  with  joyful  Ihouts,  reply  around  j 
Through  all  their  echoes,  all  the  hills  rcfound  ; 
As  wond'ring  they  beheld  the  wounded  fire, 
Protecfled  by  the  fon,  from  fight  retire. 
A  dark'ning  flight  of  finging  (hafts  annoy. 
From  cv'ry  quarter  pour'd,  the  Prince  of  Troy  3 
He  ftands  againft  the  fury  of  the  field. 
And  rages,  cover'd  v/ith  his  mighty  fhield. 
And  as  when  flormy  winds  encount'ring  loud, 
Burft  with  rude  violence  the  bellowing  clOud, 
Precipitate  to  earth,  the  tempeft  pours 
The  ve.ving  hailftones  thick  in  founding  Ihow'r»: 
The  delug'd  plains  then  ev'ry  plowman  flies. 
And  ev'ry  hind,  and  trav'ller  fhelter'd  lies  ; 
Or,  when  the  rock  high  over-arch'd  impends. 
Or,  when  the  river's  ihelvingbank  defends  J 
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That,  poVrful  o'er  the  florm,  when  bright  the  ray 

Shines  forth,  they  each  may  exercife  the  day. 

JLoud  founds  the  gather'd  florm  o'er  all  the  field 

The  cloud  of  war  pours  thund'ring  on  his  fhield. 

Yet  ftill  he  try'd  with  friendly  care  to  fave 

Th'  unhappy  youth,  unfortunately  brave. 

Ah  !  whither  dofl  thou  urge  thy  fatal  courfe, 

In  daring  deedsl  unequal  to  thy  force  ? 

Too  piou6  in  thy  love,  thy  love  betrays ; 

Nor  fuch  the  vigour  crowns  thy  youthful  days. 

Not  thus  advis'd  the  youth  ftill  fronts  the  foe 

Exulting,  and  provokes  the  hng'ring  blow : 

For  now,  his  martial  bofom  all  on  fire. 

The  Trojan  leader's  tide  of  rage  fwell'd  higher  ; 

For  now,  the  fifters  view'd  the  fatal  ftrife, 

And  wound  up  the  laft  threads  of  Laufus'  life  : 

Deep  plung'd  the  Ihining  falchion  in  his  breaft, 

Pierc'd  his  thin  armour,  and  embroider'd  veil, 

That,  rich  in  duiflile  gold,  his  mother  wove 

With  her  own  hands,  the  witnefs  of  her  love. 

His  breaft  was  fill'd  v/ith  blood;  then,  fad  and  flow 

Through  air  refolv'd,  the  fpirit  fled  below  : 

As  ghaftly  pale,  the  chief  the  dying  fpy'd. 

His  hands  he  ftretch'd  to  heav'n,  and  pitying  figh'dj 

His  fire  Anchifes  rofe  an  image  dear 

Sad  in  his  foul,  and  forc'd  the  tender  tear. 

What  praifc,  O  youth  !  unhappy  in  thy  fate, 

What  can  JEneas  yield  to  worth  fo  great  ? 

V/orth,  that  diftinguifli'd  in  thy  deed  appears. 

Ripe  in  thy  youth,  and  early  in  thy  years : 

Thy  arms,  once  pleafing  objeils  of  thy  care, 

inviolate  from  hoftile  fpoil  I  fpare  ; 

Thy  breathlefs  body  on  thy  friends  beftow, 

To  mitigate  thy  penfive  fpirit's  woe, 

If  ought  below  the  feparate  foul  can  move, 

Solicitous  of  what  is  done  above  ; 

(Yet  in  the  grave,  perhaps,  from  cv'ry  care 

Releas'd,  nor  knowledge,  nor  device  is  there ;) 

That,  gather'd  to  thy  fires,  thy  friends  may  mourn 

Thy  haplefs  fall,  and  duft  to  duft  return  : 

This  be  thy  folace  in  the  world  below, 

'Twas  I  the  great  ^neas  ftruck  the  blow. 

He  faid  ;  and  beck'ning,  chides  his  friends  delay  ; 

And  pious  to  aflift,  direAs  the  way. 

To  rear  him  from  the  ground,  with  friendly  care ; 

Difhonour'd  foul  with  blood,  his  comely  hair. 

The  wretched  father  now,  by  Tyber  fhore 
Wafh'd  from  his  ftreaming  thigh,  the  crimfon  gore : 
Pain'd  with  his  wound,  and  weary  from  the  Tight, 
A  tree's  broad  trunk  fupports  his  drooping  weight : 
A  boujrh,  his  helmet  beaming  far,  fuftains  : 
His  heavier  arrnour  reft  along  the  plains. 
Panting,  -and  fick,  his  body  downv^-ard  bends, 
And  to  his  breaft  his  length  of  beard  dcfcsnds : 
He  leans  his  careful  head  upon  his  hand  ; 
Around  him  wait  a  melancholy  band  : 
Much  of  his  Laufus  aiks,  and  many  fent, 
To  warn  him  back,  a  father's  kind  intent : 
How  vainly  fcnt !  for  breathlefs  from  the  field 
■  They  bear  the  youth,  extended  on  his  fliield  ; 
Loud  wailing,  mourn'd  him  flain  in  early  bloom. 
Mighty,  and  by  a  mighty  wound  o'ercome. 

Far  off  the  founds  of  write  the  father  hears ; 
He  trembles  in  the  forefight  of  hi%  fears : 
With  duft  the  hoary  honours  of  his  head 
Sad,  he  deforms,  and  cleaves  into  the  dead. 
Then  both  his  hands  to  heav'n  aloft  he  fpread  ; 
And  thu?,  in  fullnefs  of  his  forrows,  faid  : 


Could  then  this  luft  of  life  fo  warp  my  mind. 
That  I  could  think  of  leaving  thee  behind 
Whom  1  begot,  unhappy  in  my  ftead 
To  meet  the  warrior,  and  for  me  to  bleed  .' 
Now  fate  fevere  has  ftruck  too  deep  a  blow. 
Now  firft  I  feel  a  wretched  exile's  woe. 
And  is  it  thus  I  draw  this  wretched  breath, 
Sav'd  by  thy  wound,  and  living  by  thy  death? 
I  too,  my  fen,  with  horrid  guilt  profan'd 
Thy  facred  vlrtut-s,  and  their  luftre  ftain'd ; 
Outcaft,  abandon'd  by  the  care  of  heav'n. 
From  empire,  and  paternal  fctptres  driv'n, 
Aly  people's  hatred,  and  infulting  fcorn. 
The  merit  of  my  crimes,  I've  juftly  borne  : 
To  thoufand  deaths  this  wicked  foul  could  give, 
Since  now  'tis  crime  enough  that  I  can  live. 
Can  yet  fuftain  the  light,  and  human  race, 
Wretch'd  as  I  am; — but  fhort  ftiall  be  the  fpace. 
He  faid;  and  as  he  faid,  he  rear'd  from  ground 
His  fainting  limbs,  yet  ftagg'ring  from  tl:e  wound: 
But  whole  and  undlminifli'd  ftill  remains 
His  ftrength  of  foul,  unbroke  with  toil  and  pains. 
He  calls  his  fteed,  fuccefsful  from  each  fight. 
With  whom  he  march'd,  his  glory  and  delight ; 
With  words  like  thefe  his  confcious  fteed  addrefs'd. 
That  moiirn'd,  as  with  his  mafter's  Ills  opprefs'd : 
Rhcsbus,  we  long  have  liv'd  in  arms  comlsln'd, 
(If  long  the  frail  pciTeflions  of  m.ankind ;) 
This  day  thou  ftialt  bring  back,  to  crown  cur  toils. 
The  Trojan  hero's  head,  and  glitt'rlng  fpoils 
Torn  from  the  bloody  man  !  with  me  flialt  take 
A  dear  revenge,  for  murder'd  Laufus'  fake : 
If  ftrength  fliall  fail  to  ope  the  deftln'd  way. 
Together  fall,  and  prefs  the  Latian  clay ; 
For,  after  me,  1  truft  thou  wilt  difdain 
A  Trojan  leader,  and  an  alien  rein. 
He  faid.     The  fteed  receives  his  wonted  weight, 
The  tyrant  arm'd,  and  furious  for  the  fight : 
His  blazing  helmet,  formidably  grac'd 
With  nodding  horfe-hairbright'ning  o'er  ihe  creft: 
With  deathful  jav'lins  next  he  fills  his  hands  ; 
And  fpurs  his  fteed,  and  feeks  the  fighting  bands  ; 
Grief  mix'd  with  madnefs,  fliame  of  former  flight, 
And  love  by  rage  inflam'd  to  defp'rate  height. 
And  confcious  knowledge  of  his  valour  wrought 
Fierce  in  his  breaft,  and  boll'd  in  ev'ry  thought. 
He  calls  JEneas  thrice :  JEneas  heard 
The  welcome  found ;  and  thus  his  pray'r  prefcrr'd. 
May  Jove,  fupreme  of  gods,  who  rules  on  high  ! 
And  he,  to  whom  'tis  giv'n  to  rule  the  flcy. 
Far  (hooting  king  !  infplre  thee  to  draw  near 
Swift  to  thy  fate,  and  grant  thee  to  my  fpear. 
But  he  : — My  Laufus  ravifli'd  from  my  fight. 
Me,  with  vain  words,  O  !  cruel,  would'ft  affright; 
With  age,  with  watchings,  and  with  labours  worn. 
Death  is  below  my  fear,  and  God  I  fcorn! 
I  come  refolv'd  to  die ;  but,  ere  1  go. 
Receive  this  dart    the  prefent  of  a  foe. 
He  faid  :  the  jav'lin  hlfs'd  along  the  fkies  ; 
Another  after,  and  another  flies; 
Thick,  and  inceffant,  as  he  rides  the  field ; 
Still  all  the  ftorm  fuftains  the  golden  fhleld. 
Firm,  as  jEneas  ftood :  thrice  rode  he  round. 
Urging  his  darts,  the  compafs  of  the  ground : 
Thrice  wheel'd  j^neas ;  thrice  his  bvckler  bears 
About,  a  brazen  wood  of  rlfing  fpears  : 
Prefo'd  in  unrighteous  fight,  with  juft  difdain 
'  To  v.Tcnch  fo  many  darts,  and  wrench  in  vain, 
F  f  iij 
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Much  pond'ring  in  his  mind  the  chief  revolv'd 
lach  rifing  thought ;  at  lad  he  fprings  refolv'd  : 
Pull  at  the  warrior  Heed,  the  hoftile  wood   [blood. 
He  threw,  that  pierc'd  his  brain,  and  drank  the 
Stung  with  the  pain,  the  fteed  up-rear'd  on  high 
pis  founding  hoofs,  and  lafh'd  the  yielding  flcy  : 
Vrone  fell  the  warrior  from  his  lofty  height ; 
His  fhoulders  broad  receiv'd  the  courfer's  weight. 
From  hoft  to  holl  the  mingling  fnouts  rebound, 
Deep  echoing  all  in  fire  the  heav'ns  refound  { 
Unlheath'd  his  flaming  blade,  iEneas  flies, 
And  thus  addrefs'd  the  warrior  as  he  lies  : 
Say,  where  is  now  Mezentius  great,  and  bold, 
That  haughty  fpirit,  fierce,  and  uncontroul'd  ? 
To  whom  the  Tufcan,  with  recover'd  breath, 
As  faint  he  view'd  the  Ikies,  recall'd  from  death  : 
Doft  thou  the  flroke,  infulting  man  i  delay  ? 
Hafle  i  let  thy  vengeance  take  its  deftin'd  way  : 
Death  never  can  diigrace  the  warrior's  fame 
Who  dies  in  fight ;  nor  conquefl  was  my  aim : 
Slain  favage  !  by  thy  hand  in  glorious  ftrife, 
Not  fo  my  Laufus  bargain'd  for  my  life  : 
Depriv'd  of  him,  fole  objeft  of  my  love, 
I  feek  to  die  ; — for  joy  is  none  above. 
Yet,  piteous  of  my  fate,  this  grace  allow, 
If  pity  to  the  vanquifh'd  foe  be  due, 
SiifFer  my  friends  my  gather'd  bones  to  burn, 
And  decent  lay  me  in  the  funeral  urn : 
Full  well  I  know  my  people's  hate,  decreed 
Agalnfl  the  living,  wiil  purfue  the  dead  ; 
My  breathlefs  body  from  their  fury  fave. 
And  grant  my  fon  the  partner  of  my  grave. 
He  faid,  and  ftedfaft  ey'd  the  vidtor  foe. 
Then  gave  his  breafh  undaunted  to  the  blow. 
The  rufhing  blood  diflain'd  his  arms  around  ; 
The  foul  indignant  fought  the  Ihades  profound. 

KING  LEAR'S  SPEECH  TO  EDGAR, 

TAKING  A  VIEW  qf  MAN  FROM  THE  SIDE  OF  HIS 
MISERIES. 

Is  man  no  more  than  this  ?  Confider  him  well. 
Thou  ow'ft  the  worm  no  filk,  the  beaft  no  hide, 
the  fheep  no  wool,  the  cat  no  perfume.  Ha  ! 
here's  three  of  us  are  fophifticated.  Thou  art 
the  thing  itfelf;  unaccommodated  man  is  no 
more  but  fuch  a  poor,  bare,  forked  animal  as 
thou  art.  OIF,  off,  you  lendings ;  come  unbut- 
ton here.  Shakspeaee. 

See  where  the  folitary  creature  flands. 
Such  as  he  iffued  out  of  nature's  hands  ; 
No  hopes  he  knows,  no  fears,  no  joys,  no  cares. 
Nor  pleafure's  poifon,  nor  ambition's  fnares ; 
But  (hares,  from  felf-forg'd  chains  of  life  releafl. 
The  forefl  kingdom  with  his  fellow  beaft. 
Yes,  all  we  fee  of  thee  is  nature's  part ; 
Tliou  art  the  creature's  felf ; — the  refl  is  art. 
For  thee,  the  Ikilful  worm  of  fpecious  hue, 
No  fhining  threads  of  dudile  radiance  drew; 
Por  thee  no  fun  the  rip'ning  gem  refin'd ; 
No  bleeting  innocence  the  fleece  refign'd . 
The  hand  of  luxury  ne'er  taught  to  pour 
O'er  thy  faint  limbs,  the  oil's  refrefhing  fliow'r : 
His  bed  the  flinty  rock  ;  his  drink,  his  food, 
The  running  brook,  and  berries  of  the  wood. 
What  have  we  added  to  this  plain  account  ? 
.What  pafiions  ?  what  defircs  .'  a  huge  amount ! 


Cloth'd,  fed,  warm'd,  cool'd,  each  by  his  brother's 

We  live  upon  the  wide  creation's  fpoil.  [toil. 

Quit,  monarch,  quit  thy  vain  fuperfluous  pride  ; 

Lay  aU  thy  foreign  ornaments  afide  : 

Bid  art  no  more  its  fpurious  rifts  fupply ; 

Be  man,  mere  man ;  thirft,  hunger,  grieve,  and  die, 

TO  A  SWALLOW. 

FROM  ANACREON. 

Malicious  bird  !  what  punifhment. 
Due  to  thy  crimes,  can  love  invent  ? 
Or  clip  thy  wings,  or  cut  thy  tongue. 
And  fpoil  thy  flight,  and  future  fong ; 
That  thus,  unfeafonable  guefl , 
Thou  dar'fl  diflurb  a  lover's  refl. 
And  tear  the  maid,  profufe  of  charms, 
My  fair  Maria,  from  my  arms. 

TO  A  DOVE. 

FROM  ANACREON. 

Sav,  beauteous  dove,  where  dofl  thou  fly  ? 
To  what  new  quarter  of  the  fky 
Doft  thou  with  filken  plumes  repair, 
To  fcent  with  fweets  the  ambient  air  ? 
^tay,  gentle  bird,  nor  thou  refufe 
To  bear  along  a  lover's  vows. 

O  tell  the  maid,  of  me  belov'd, 
O  tell  how  conftant  I  have  prov'd  ; 
How  fhe  to  me  all  nymphs  excell'd. 
The  firft  my  eyes  with  joy  beheld  ; 
And  fince  flie  treats  me  with  difdain. 
The  nrfl  my  eyes  beheld  with  pain. 
Yet  whether,  to  my  wifhes  kind, 
She  hear  my  pray'r  with  gracious  mind. 
Or,  unrelenting  of  her  will. 
Her  hot  difpleafure  kindle  ftill, 
I,  in  her  beauty's  chains  bound  faft, 
Shall  view  her  with  IndifT'rence  laft. 
Fly  fwift,  my  dove,  and  fwift  return 
With  anfwer  back  to  thofe  that  mourn ; 

0  !  in  thy  bill,  bring  foft  and  calm 
A  branch  of  filver-flow'ring  palm. 

But,  why  fliould  I  thy  flight  delay  ?  * 

Go  fleet,  my  herald,  fpeed  away, 

THE  XIX.  ODE  OF  ANACREON. 

Fair  Niobe,  old  times  furvey'd. 
In  Phrygian  hills,  a  marble  maid. 
Chang'd  Pandion  !  to  thefwallow's  hue. 
On  fwallow's  wings  thy  daughter  flew. 

But  I  a  looking-glafs  would  be, 
That  thou  miglit'ft  lee  thyfelf  in  me. 
No  ;  I  would  be  a  morning  gown. 
That  fo  my  dear  might  be  put  on. 
But  I  a  filver  ftrcam  would  flow. 
To  wafli  thy  fkin,  as  pure  as  fnow. 

1  would  myfelf  in  ointment  pour, 

To  bathe  thee  with  the  fragrant  ihow'r. 
But  I  would  be  thy  dicker  made. 
Thy  lovely  fwclling  bofom's  fhade. 
1  would,  a  diamond  necklace,  deck 
The  comely  rifing  of  thy  neck. 
I  would  thy  flender  feet  enclofe, 
To  tread  on  me  traiiifujm'd  to  flioes. 
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THE  XXI.  ODE  OF  ANACREON. 

Fill  with  Bacchus'  bleflings  fraught. 
Ye  virgino,  fill  a  mighty  draught . 
Long  fince  dry'd  up  by  heat,  I  faint, 
I  fcarceiy  breathe,  and  fsveriih  pant. 

O  I  with  thefe  frefher  flow'rs,  renew 
'/The  fading  garland,  on  my  brow, 
For,  oh  !  my  forehead's  raging  heat 
Has  rifled  all  their  graces  I'weet ; 
The  rage  of  thirft  I  yet  can  quell, 
The  rage  of  heat  I  can  repell ; 
But,  love,  thy  heat  which  burns  my  foul, 
What  draughts  can  quench  .'  what  Ihades  can  cool  ? 

THE  XXII.  ODE  OF  ANACREON. 

Come,  fit  beneath  this  fhade  with  me, 
My  lovely  maid,  how  fair  the  tree  ! 
Its  te  der  branches  wide  prevail, 
Obedient  to  each  breathing  gale  ; 
Summer's  loom  induftrious  weaves, 
In  mazy  veins  the  fiiken  leaves, 
Soft  as  the  milky  vejrs  1  view, 
O'er  thy  fair  breail  meand'ring  blue ; 
Hard  by  a  fount  with  murm'ring  noife 
Runs  a  Aveet  perfuafive  voice  ; 
1i^"hat  lover,  fay,  my  lovely  maid. 
So  foolifh  as  to  pafs  this  fhade  ? 

Bt  various  youths  admir'd,  by  all  approv'd, 
.  By  many  fought,  by  one  fmcerely  lov'd. 
Chief  of  Edina's  fair  I  flourifh'd  long, 
Fiifl  in  the  dance,  the  vifu,  and  the  fong  ; 
Beauty,  good  nature,  in  my  form  combin'd, 
My  body  one  adorn'd,  and  one  my  mind. 
When  youthful  years,  a  foe  to  lonely  nights, 
Impells  young  hearts  to  Hymen's  chafte  delights, 
I  view'd  th'  admiring  train  with  equal  eye, 
True  to  each  hope,  and  faithful  to  each  figh  : 
The  happy  hours  of  admiration  paft, 
The  hand  of  nuptial  love  was  giv'n  at  laft  ; 
Not  to  the  faithful  youth  my  charms  infpir'd 
Nor  thofe  who  fought  my  charms,  nor  who  ad- 
He  not  preferr'd  fcr  merit,  wit,  or  fenfe,    [mir'd ; 
Not  chofe  but  fuffer  with  indifference. 
Who  neither  knew  to  love,  or  be  belov'd, 
Approv'd  me  not,  and  juft  not  difapprov'd, 
Nor  warmth  pretended,  nor  affedlion  fliow'd  ; 
Afk'd,  not  implor'd  ;  I  yielded,  not  beftow'd  : 
Without  or  hopes,  or  fears,  I  join'd  his  fide. 
His  miftrefs  never,  and  but  fcarce  his  bride. 
No  joys  at  home,  abroad  was  only  Ihow  ; 
I  neither  gain'd  a  friend,  nor  loft  a  foe ; 
For,  loft  alike  to  pleafure,  love,  and  fame, 
My  perfon  he  enjoys,  and  I  his  name. 
Yet  patient  flill  I  lead  my,  anxious  life, 
Pleas'd  that  I'm  cail'd  my  formal  hufband's  wife. 

LOVE  TURNED  TO  DESPAIR, 

'Tis  paft  !  the  pangs  of  love  are  paft, 

I  love,  I  love  no  more  ; 
Yet  who  would  think  I  am  at  laft 

More  wretched  than  before  ? 
How  blefs'd,  when  firft  my  heart  was  freed 

From  love's  tormenting  care, 
If  cold  indiff'rencedid  fucceed, 

Icflead  of  fierce  defpair  ? 


But  ah  !  how  ill  is  he  releas'd, 

Though  love  a  tyrant  reigns, 
When  the  fuccefibr  in  his  breaft 

Redoubles  all  his  pains  : 
In  vain  attempts  the  woeful  wight, 

That  would  defpair  remove. 
Its  little  finger  has  more  weight, 

Than  all  the  loins  of  love  : 
Thus  the  poor  wretch  that  left  his  dome, 

With  fpirit  foul  accurft. 
Found  fev'n,  returning  late,  at  home 

More  dreadful  than  the  firft. 
Well  hop'd  I  once  that  conftancy 

Might  foften  rigour's  frown, 
Would  from  the  chains  of  hate  fst  free, 

And  pay  my  ranfom  down  : 
But  ah!  the  judge  is  too fevere, 

I  fink  beneath  his  ire  ; 
The  fentence  is  gone  forth,  to  bear 

Defpair's  eternal  fire. 
The  hopes  of  finners,  in  the  day 

Of  grace,  their  fears  abate  ; 
But  ev'ry  hope  flies  far  away, 

When  mercy  fhuts  her  gate  : 
The  fmalleft  alms  could  oft  fuffice 

Love's  hunger  to  afTuagc  ; 
Defpair,  the  worm  that  never  dies. 

Still  gnaws  with  ceafelefs  rage. 

THE  YOUNGEST  GRACE. 

A  LOVE-ELEGT. 

Addrejfid  to  a  Lady  who  had  jujl  jixiijhed  her  Jifteenth 
Tear. 

His  faltem  accmnulem  donis  et  fungar  inane 
Munere  V1R.G.  JEneid  vZ, 

As  beauty's  queen,  in  her  aerial  hall. 

Sublimely  feated  on  a  golden  throne, 
Before  her  high  tribunal  fummon'd  all 

Who  or  on  earth,  fea,  air,  her  empire  own. 
Firft  came  her  fon,  her  pow'r,  her  darling  boy, 

W'nofe  gentleft  breath  can  raife  the  fiercjft  flame. 
Oft  working  mifchief,  though  his  end  be  joy. 

And  though  devoid  of  fight,  yet  fure  of  ^im. 
With  him,  his  youthful  confort,  fad  no  more 

Pfcyche,  infranchis'd  from  all  mortal  pain. 
Who,  ev'ry  trial  of  obed  ence  o'er. 

Enjoys  the  bleflings  of  the  heav'nly  reign. 
Next,  as  it  well  befeem'd,  the  tune  ul  nine. 

Daughters  of  memory,  and  dear  to  Jove, 
Who,  as  they  lift,  the  hearts  of  men  incline 

To  wit,  to  mufic,  poetry,  or  love. 
She,  who  vv'ith  milder  breath  infpiring  fills 

Than  ever  zephyr  kne\7,  the  heart-born  figh. 
Or  elfe  from  nature  s  pregnant  fource  diftils 

The  tender  drops  that  fwell  the  love-fick  eye. 
Or  file,  who  from  her  copious  ftore  affords. 

When  loye  decrees,  tht;  faithful  youth  to  blefs, 
The  facred  energy  of  melting  words, 

In  the  dear  hour,  and  fcafon  of  fuccefs. 
l^aft  in  the  train,  two  fillers  fai    appear'd,  [fweet  5 

Sorr'wing  they  feem'd,  yet  feem'd  their  Ibrrow 
Nor  ever  from  the  ground  their  eyes  they  rear'd, 

Nor  tripp'd,  as  they  were  wont,  on  inovvy  feet«i 
The  Cyprian  goddefs  caft  her  eyes  around. 

And  gaz'd  o'er  all,  with  ever  new  delight; 
F  f  iiU 
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So  bright  in  hofl  was  no  vliere  to  be  found  : 

Her  heart  dilates,  and  glories  in  itsrnight. 
But  when  without  their  lov'd  companion  dear, 

Two  folitarj'  graces  hand  in  hand 
Approach 'd,  the  goddefs  inly  "gan  to  fear 

What  might  befal  the  youngell  of  the  band. 
Ah  !  whither  is  retir'd  my  darling  joy, 
■    My  youngefl  grace,  the  pride  of  all  my  reign, 
Firfl  in  my  care,  and  ever  in  my  eye, 

V.'hy  is  Ihe  now  the  lag  of  all  my  train  ? 
Ah  me  !  fome  danger  threats  my  Cyprian  ftate, 

Which,  goddefs  as  I  am,  I  can't  forefee  ; 
Some  dire  difafler  labours,  (ah  my  fate  !) 

To  wrefl  love's  fceptre  from  my  fon  and  me. 
She  wept :  oot  more  fhe  wept,  when  firfl  her  eyes 

Saw  low  in  dull  her  Ilion's  tow'ry  pride  ; 
Nor  from  her  breaft  more  frequent  burfl  the  fighs, 

When  her  lov'd  youth,  her  dear  Adonis  dy'd. 
Yet,  yet,  fhe  cry'd,  I  will  a  monarch  reign. 

In  my  laft  deed  my  greatnefs  Ihalt  be  feen  : 
Ye  loves,  ye  fmiles,  ye  graces,  all  my  train, 

Attend  your  mother,  and  obey  youi"  queen. 
Wifdom's  vain  goddefs  weaves  fome  treach'rous 
wile, 

Or  haughty  Juno,  heav'n's  relentlefs  dame  : 
Hafle  !  bend  each  bow,  hafte !  brighten  ev'ry  fmile. 

And  launch   from   ev'ry   eye  the  light'ning's 
flame. 
Then  had  fell  difcord  broke  the  golden  chain 

That  does  the  harmony  of  all  uphold. 
And  where  thcfe  orbs  in  beauteous  order  reign, 

Brought  back  the  anarchy  of  Chaos  old  : 
\Vhen  Cupid  keen  unlocks  his  feather'.d  (tore, 

When  Venus  burn's  with  more  than  mortal  fire, 
Mortals,  immortals,  all  jiad  fled  before 

The  l6ves,  the  gt.ices,  and  the  fmiles  in  ire  : 
In  vain,  t'.  avert  the  horrors  of  that  hour, 

Anxious  for  fate,  and  fearing  for  his  Iky, 
The  fire  of  gods  and  riien  had  try'd  his  pow'r. 

And  huug  his  golden  balances  on  high  : 
Had  not  the  eldefc  grace,  ferene  and  mild. 

Who  wifh'd  this  elemental  war  might  ceafe, 
Sprung  forward,  with  perfuafive  look,  and  fmil'd 

The  furious  mother  of  defires  to  peace. 
Ah  whence  this  rage,  vain  child  of  empty  fear  ! 

With  accent  mild  thus  fpoke  the  heav'nly  maid: 
What  words,  O  fov'rcign  of  hearts  !  fevere 

Have  pafs'd  the  rofes  of  thy  lips  unweigh'd  ? 
Think  not  mankind  forfake  thy  myftic  law  : 

Thy  fon,  thy  pride,  thy  own  Cupido  reigns  ; 
Hard  with  refpedl,  and  feen  with  tender  awe  ; 

Mighty  on  thrones  and  gentle  on  the  plains. 
Remember'it  not  hov/  in  the  bleft  abodes 

Of  high  Olympus,  an  ethereal  gueft, 
Mix'd  with  the  fynod  of  th'  affembled  gods. 

Thou  fharVrit  the  honours  of  th'  anabrofial  feaft  ? 
Celeftial  pleafures  reigning  all  around, 

Such  aS  the  pow'rswhf^  live  at  eafb  enjoy, 
Tlie  fmiling  bawl  with  life  immortal  crown'd, 

By  rofy  Hebe,  and  the  Phrygian  boy : 
Hermes,  i^y  god,  refolv'd  thy  fpleen  to  hit, 

Thy  fplfeen,  but,  of  itfelf,  too  apt  to  move  ; 
Prone  to  offend  with  oft-miflaking  wit. 

That  foe  perverfe  to  nature  and  to  love. 
Much  gloz'd  he  fpiteful,  how  rebellious  youth, 

Loft  to  thy  fear^  and  recreant  from  thy  name, 
Falfe  to  the  iiit'reft  of  the  heart,  and  truth 
■O9  foreign  altars  kindles  impious  fiamu.. 


Much  gloz'd  he  tauntful,  how  to  nobler  aims; 

The  youth  awak'ning  from  each  female  wile. 
No  longer  met  in  love's  opprobrious  flames, 

Slaves  to  an  eye,  or  vaffals  to  a  fmile. 
Now  fifteen  years  the  flill  returning  fpring 

With  flow'rs  the  bofom  of  the  earth  has  foiv'd. 
As  oft  the  groves  heard  Philomela  fmg, 

And  trees  have  pay'd  the  fragrant  gifts  they 
ow'd, 
Since  our  dear  lifter  left  the  heav'nly  bow'rs : 

So  will'd  the  fates,  and  fuch  their  high  command, 
She  fliould  be  born  in  high  Edina's  tow'rs, 

To  thee  far  dearer  than  all  other  lands. 
There,  clad  in  mortal  form,  Ihe  lies  conceal'd, 

A  veil  more  brjght  than  mortal  form  e'er  knew ; 
So  fair  was  ne'er  to  dreaming  bard  reveal'd. 

Nor  fweeter  e'er  the  fhad'wing  pencil  drew. 
Where'er  the  beauteous  heart-compeller  moves. 

She  fcatters  wide  perdition  all  around  : 
Bleft  with  celeftial  form,  and  crown'd  with  loves. 

No  fingle  breaft  is.  refradlory  found. 
Vain  Pallas  now  th'  unequal  conflicft  fhuns ; 

Vain  are  the  terrors  of  her  Gorgon  (hield  : 
Wit  bends  ;  but  chief  Apollo's  yielding  fons  : 

To  thy  fair  doves  Juno's  proud  peacocks  yield. 
No  rival  pow'rs  thy  envy'd  empire  fhare  J 

Revolted  mortals  crowd  again  thy  flirine  ; 
Duteous  to  love,  and  ev'ry  pleafing  care. 

All  hearts  are  hers,  and  all  her  heart  is  thine. 
So  mild  a  fway  the  willing  nations  own  ; 

By  her  thou  triumph'ft  o'er  this  fubje^  ball  j 
Whilft  men  (the  fecret  of  the  fkies  unknown) 

The  beauteous  apparition  Laura  call. 

TO  MRS.  A.  R. 

Now  fpring  begins  her  finiling  round, 
Lavifti  to  paint  th'  cnamell'd  ground  : 
The  birds  exalt  their  cheerful  voice, 
And  gay  on  ev'ry  bough  rejoice  : 
The  lovely  graces,  hand  in  hand, 
Knit  in  love's  eternal  band. 
With  dancing  ftep  at  early  dawn, 
Tread  lightly  o'er  the  dewy  lawn  ; 
Where'er  the  youthful  lifters  move. 
They  fire  the  foul  to  genial  love. 
Now  by  the  river's  painted  fide, 
The  fwain  delights  his  country  bride. 
While  pleas'd  fhe  hears  his  artlefs  vows  ; 
Above  the  feather 'd  fongfter  woes. 
Soon  will  the  rip'ned  fummer  yield 
Her  various  gifts  to  ev'ry  field  : 
The  fruitful  trees,  a  beauteous  fhow, 
With  ru,by-tindur'd  births  ftiall  glow : 
Sweet  fmells,  from  beds  of  lilies  borne. 
Perfume  the  breezes  of  the  morn  : 
The  funny  day,  and  dewy  night, 
To  rural  play  my  fair  invite. 
Soft  on  a  bank  of  violets  laid. 
Cool  fhe  enjoys  the  ev'ning  fhade  ; 
The  fweets  of  furtimer  fcailt  her  eye- 
Yet  foon  foon  will  the  fumracr  fly. 
Attend,  my  lovely  maid,  and  know 
To  profit  by  th'  inftrudive  fhow. 
Now  young  and  blooming  thou  art  feen, 
Frelh  on  the  ftalk,  for  ever  green  ; 
Now  does  th'  unfolded  bud  difclofe 
Full  blown  to  fight  the  blufhing  loft ; 
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Yet,  once  the  funny  feafon  paft, 
Think  not  the  coz'ning  fcene  will  laft. 
Let  not  the  flatt'rer  hope  perfuade  ; 
Ah !  muft  I  fay  that  it  will  fade  ? 
Fer  fee  the  fummer  polls  away, 
Sad  emblem  of  our  own  decay. 
Now  winter,  from  the  frozen  north 
Drives  his  ftiff  iron  chariot  forth ; 
His  grifly  hand  in  icy  chains 
Fair  Tueda's  filver  flood  conftrains : 
Call  up  thy  eyes,  how  bleak  and  bare 
He  wanders  on  the  tops  of  Yare  ; 
Behold,  his  footfteps  dire  are  feen, 
Confeft  on  ev'ry  with'ring  green  ; 
Griev'd  at  the  fight,  when  thou  (halt  fee 
A  fnowy  wreath  to  clothe  each  tree : 
Frequenting  ijow  the  flream  no  more, 
Thou  fly'ft  difpleas'd  the  frozen  fhore  : 
When  thou  fhalt  mifs  the  flow'rs  that  grew 
But  late  to  charm  thy  ravilh'd  view : 
Shall  I,  ah  horrid  !  wilt  thou  fay, 
Be  like  to  this  fome  other  day  ? 

Yet  when  in  fnow  and  dreary  froft 
The  pleafure  of  the  field  is  loft, 
To  blazing  hearths  ^t  home  we  run. 
And  fires  fupp'y  the  diftant  fun, 
In  gay  delights  our  hours  employ, 
We  do  not  lofe,  but  change  our  joy. 
Happy,  abandon  ev'ry  care. 
To  lead  the  dance,  to  court  the  fair  ; 
To  turn  the  page  of  facred  bards  ; 
To  drain  the  bowl,  aud  deal  the  cards. 
But  when  the  lovely  white  and  red. 
From  the  pale  aftiy  cheek  is  fled ; 
When  vtrinkles  dire,  and  age  fevere, 
Make  beauty  fly  we  know  not  where  ; 
The  fair  whom  fates  unkind  difarm. 
Have  they  for  ever  ceas'd  to  charm  ? 
Or  is  there  left  fome  pleafing  art 
To  keep  fecure  a  captive  heart  ? 
Unhappy  love  !  might  lovers  fay, 
Beauty  thy  food  does  fwift  decay  : 
When  once  that  fliort-liv'd  flock  is  fpcnt. 
What  art  thy  famine  can  prevent  ? 
Lay  virtues  in  with  early  care, 
That  love  may  live  on  wifdom's  fare. 
Though  ecftacy  with  beauty  flies, 
Efteem  is  born  when  beauty  dies. 
Happy  to  whom  the  fates  decree 
The  gift  of  heav'n  in  giving  thee  : 
I'hy  beauty  fliall  his  youth  engage, 
Thy  virtues  fhall  delight  liis  age. 


TO  H.  H.  IN  THE  ASSEMBLY. 

While  crown'd  with  radiant  charms  divine, 
Unnumber'd  beauties  round  thee  fhine  ; 
When  Erfkine  leads  her  happy  man. 
And  Johnfl:on  ftiakes  the  flutt'ring  fan  ; 
When  beauteous  Pringle  fliines  confeft. 
And  gently  heaves  her  fwelling  breaft, 
Her  raptur'd  partner  ftill  at  gaze, 
Purfuing  through  each  winding  maze  ; 
Say,  youth,  and  canft  thou  keep  fecure 
Thy  heart  from  conqu'ring  beauty's  pow'r  ? 
Pr,  h^ft  thou  not,  how  foon  !  betray 'd 
The  too  believing  country  maid .' 


Whofe  young  and  unexperienc'd  years 
From  thee  no  evil  purpofe  fears ; 
And,  yielding  to  love's  gentle  fway. 
Knows  not  that  lovers  can  betray. 
How  fliall  ftie  curfe  deceiving  men  ? 
How  fliall  ftie  e'er  believe  again  ? 
For  me,  my  happier  let  decrees 
The  joys  of  love  that  conftant  pleafe  ; 
A  warm,  benign,  and  gentle  flame. 
That  clearly  bums,  and  ftill  the  fame  ; 
Unlike  thefe  fires  that  fools  betray. 
That  fiercely  burn,  but  fwift  decay  ; 
Which  warring  paflions  hourly  raife, 
A  ftiort  and  momentary  blaze. 
My  Hume,  my  beauteous  Hume  !  conftrains 
My  heart  in  voluntary  chains  : 
Well  pleas'd,  for  her  my  voice  I  raifc ; 
For  daily  joys  claim  daily  praife. 
Can  I  forfake  the  fair,  complete 
In  all  that's  foft,  and  all  that's  fweet; 
When  heav'n  has  in  her  form  combin'd 
The  fcatter'd  graces  of  her  kind  ? 
Has  ftie  not  all  the  charms  that  lie 
In  Gordon's  blufh,  and  Lockhart's  eye; 
The  down  of  lovely  Haya's  hair, 
Killochia's  fliape,  or  Cockburn's  air  ? 
Can  time  to  love  a  period  bring 
Of  charms,  for  ever  in  their  fpring  ? 
'Tis  death  alone  the  lover  frees, 
Who  loves  fo  long  as  ihe  can  pleafe. 

TO  A  GENTLEMAN  GOING  TO  TRAVEL^ 

7rahHfua  quemque  vobtjitas. 

Well  fung  of  old,  in  everlafting  ftrains, 
Horace,  fweet  lyrift  ;  while  the  Roman  harp 
He  ftrung  by  Tyber's  yellow  bank,  to  charm 
Tufcan  Mecenes,  thy  well-judging  ear ; 
How  in  life's  journey,  various  wilhes  lead 
Thi^ough  diff"'rent  roads,  to  diff'rent  ends,  the  racC 
Diverfe  of  human  kind.     The  hero  runs 
Carelefs  of  reft,  of  fultry  Libyan  heat 
Patient,  and  Ruflian  cold,  to  win  renown  ; 
Mighty  in  arms,  and  warlike  enterprife  ; 
Vain  efforts  !  the  coquettifli  nymph  ftill  flies 
His  fwift  purfuit,  and  jilts  ambition's  hope. 
At  home,  this  man  with  eafe  and  plenty  blefs'd 
The  tow'ring  dome  delights ;  and  gardens  fair. 
And  fruitful  fields,  with  fylvan  honours  crown'd 
Stretch'd  out  in  wide  extent ;  the  gay  machine 
Dear  to  the  female  race,  the  gilded  coach. 
With  liv'ry'd  fervants  in  retinue  long, 
Adorn'd  with  fplendent  robes,  the  pompous  train 
Of  pageantry  and  pride.     His  neighbour  fits 
Immur'd  at  home,  a  mifer  dire  !  nor  dares 
To  touch  his  ftore,  through  dread  of  fancy'd  want; 
Induilrious  of  gain,  he  treafures  up 
Large  heaps  of  wealth,  to  blefs  a  fpendthrift  heir, ' 
That  waftes  in  riot,  lux'ry,  and  mifruie. 
The  purchafe  of  his  want ;  naught  fliall  he  reck 
His  father's  pine,  when  lavifli  he  ordains 
The  feaft  in  pillar'd  hall,  or  funny  bow'r. 
With  luft-inflaming  wine,  and  wicked  mirth 
Prolong'd  to  morning  hour,  and  guilty  deed. 

Others  again,  the  woods  of  Aftery 
Love  to  inhabit, 'or  where  down  the  mount 
Sky-climbiiig  Parnafl"',  her  fweet-founding  wave 
Caftalia  pours,  with  potent  virtue's  blefs'd ; 
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Pow'rfu!  to  charm  the  year  of  furious  wrath. 
To  clofe  the  eye  of  anguifh,  or  to  llrike 
The  li'^ted  dagger  from  defpairing  breail. 
Such  Addifoii ;  and  fiich,  with  laurel  crown'd. 
Immortal  Con  reve ;  fuch  the  mufes'  grace, 
MoBonian  Pope  :  nor  do  the  nine  rc*"nfe 
To  Ta.ak  uitii  the:e,  FerguCan  nightingale 
Untaught\vith wood-note  wild,  fweet  Allan hight; 
Whether  on  the  fiow'r-blufhing  bank  of  Tweed, 
Or  Clyde,  or  Tay's  fmouth-winding  flreani,  his 
Chcofe  to  reude  ;  or  o'er  the  fnowy  hills       [mufe 
Benlomon,  or  proud  Mormount,  all  the  day, 
Clad  in  tartana,  vary'd  garb,  (he  roves, 
To  hear  of  kings'  and  heroes'  godlike  deeds  : 
Or,  if"  deli,  hted  on  the  knee  fhe  lies 
Of  lovely  nymph,  a   happy  lap-dcggrac'd  ; 
Intent  to  footii  the  Scottifh  damfel's  ear, 
Cochrane,  or  Hamilton  ;  with  pleafing  fong 
Of  him  who  fad  beneath  the  wither'd  branch 
Sat  of  Traquair,  complaining  of  his  lafs  ; 
Cr  the  fond  maid,  that  o'er  the  wat'ry  brink 
Wept  fleeplefs  night  and  day  ;  ft',11  wafting  o'er 
Her  flying  love,  from  Aberdour's  fair  coaft. 

Others  again,  by  party  rage  inflam'd, 
Blindfolded  zeal,  and  fuperftition  dire, 
Offspring  of  ignorance,  and  cloyfter-born. 
With  undiftinguifli'd  violence,  aflault 

Both  good  and  bad 

There  is,  who  ftudious  of  his  Ciape  and  mien 
On  drefs  alone  employs  his  care  to  pitafe, 
Afpiriiig  with  his  ou  ward  fhow  ;  who,  vain 
Of  flaxen  hair  perfum'd,  and  Indian  cane, 
kmbroider'd  veft,  and  ftockir.gs  filver-clock'd. 
Walks  through  th'  admiring  train  of  ladies  'oright; 
Sole  on  himfelf  intent ;  beft  liken'd  to 
The  painted  infccft,  that  in  fummer's  heat 
Flutters  the  gardens  round,  with  gloffy  wing, 
Diftindt  v.ith  eyes ;  him  oft  the  tender  Mifs, 
Efcap'd  ixomfarr.fi'.cr  and  the  boarding-fchool, 
Purfucs  with  veary  foot, from  fiow'r  to  flow'r, 
'I'ulip,  or  lily  bright,  or  n  by'd  rofe  ; 
And  often  in  the  hollow  of  her  hand 
Retains  him  captive,  fweet  imprifonment. 
But  ah  !  how  vain  the  joys  the  beai)  can  boaft ; 
A  while  he  fhines  in  tavern,  viHt,  dance, 
Unrivall'd,  clad  in  rich  refulsent  garb, 
Lac'd  or  l>rocaded  ;  till  the  merchant  bold. 
With  meflcngcr  confpiring,  mortal  dire  ! 
Of  merc'lcfs  heart,  throw  him  in  dungeon  deep 
Rcclufe  from  ladies .   what  avails  him  then 
7  he  love  of  women  ?  or  the  many  balls 
He  tnade  to  pi  afe  the  fair  ?  there  muft  he  lie 
Rtmedilefs,  if  not  by  pity  won 
Fair  Cytherea,  fea-begotten  dame, 
By  fpovfal  gifts  from  fonty  Vulcan  earn 
Fallacious  key  ;  as  crfl,  by  love  o'ercome. 
He  forg'd  celeftiaj  arms,  to  grace  hrr  fen 
Anchifes-born ;  and  in  the  borrow'd  form 
Of  longing  v.idow,  or  of  maiden  aunt, 
(While  fly  Cyllenius,  with  opiate  tharm 
Of  Ceres,  the  ftill-watching  Argus  eyes 
Of  ke  per  drench  in  fleep  profound),  releafe 
The  captive  knight  from  the  enchanted  dome. 

1  hus  others  choofe,  their  choice  affe(51a  not  me; 
For  each  his  own  delight,  with  fecret  force 
Magnetic,  as  with  links  of  love,  conftrains. 
Behoves  me  then  to  fay  what  bias  rules 
My  inclinations,  fince  delire  of  fame 


Provokes  me  not  to  win  renown  in  arms, 

Nor  at  Pieria's  filver  f}  ring  to  flake 

Th'  inlatiate  thirft ;  to  write  on  the  coy  nymph 

Love-labour'd  fonnet ;  nor  in  well  drefs'd  beau 

To  pleafe  the  lovely  fex :    For  me  at  Keith's 

A\\  ails  a  bowl,  capacious  for  niy  cares  ; 

There  will  I  drow  n  them  all,  no  daring  thought 

ShaL  interrupt  my  mirth,  whik  there  I  Ct 

Surrounded  v.  itii  my  friends  ;  and  envy  not 

1  jie  pomp  of  needlcfs  grandeur,  infolent. 

Nor  fliall  alone  the  bowl  of  punch  delight. 

Compounded  fluid  !  rich  w  ith  juicy  fpoii 

Cf  fair  Iberia's  funny  coafl,  combin'd 

With  the  auxiiiar  aid  oi"  rack  or  rum, 

Barbade,  or  S- matra,  or  Goan-born  ; 

The  liifcioiis  fpirit  of  the  cane,  that  in 

Fermenting  cups  with  native  element 

Of  v/ater  mixt,  pure  limpid  flream  !   unite 

Their  fecial  fweets.      For  us,  her  ruddy  foul 

1  he  Latian  grape  ihall  bleed  ;  nor  will  thy  hills 

Far-flov.  inp  Rhine  withhold  their  cluft'ring  vines. 

Haftc  then  !  tc  frier.cfliip  facred  let  us  pour 

Th'  e^hilarrting  flood,  while   as  our  hands 

In  un:on  krit,  we  plight  our  mi  tual  hearts 

Clofe  as  the  !oving  pair,  whom  holy  writ 

Renowns  to  future  t-mes,  great  Jonathan, 

And  Jcfle's  fon  ;    Now  this  delights  my  foul. 

There  was  a  time  we  would  r.ot  hr>ve  refus'd 
Macdougal'f  lov.ly  loof,  the  land  of  ale; 
;- lowing  ^^ith  ale,  as  e  ft  is  Cai!a:n  laid 
To  flow  V  I'h  honey  ;  th  re  we  ofren  met, 
And  quaff 'd  av.ay  our  fpleen.  while  fits  of  mirth 
Fiequenr  were  head:  nor  wanted  aro'rous  fong, 
Kor  jocuid  dance  ;  loud  as  in  Eden  tov;n, 
Where  tl.e  tir'd  writer  pens  the  Hve  long  day, 
Sumnors  and  liorning,  or  the  fpcufal  band 
Of  Strcpl-on,  and  of  Cloc  lovely  lafs: 
Spent  With  his  toil  when  thiifly  twilight  falls. 
He  hies  him  gladfome,  to  the  v.ell-known  place, 
BuU-ceilar;  or,  O  Johrfloun's,  thine !  where  fond 
Of  drink,  and  knowledge,  eift  philofcphers 
Have  met :  o:  Cout's  dark  cymmerian  cell. 
Full  many  a  fathom  deep  .  from  far  he  hears 
1  he  focial  clamour  through  the  dome  refound ; 
He  fpecds  am.ain  to  join  the  jovial  throng. 
So  we  delighted  once  :  The  bowl  meanwhile 
Walk'd  ceafelefs  flill  the  round,  to  fome  fair  name 
Devoted  ;  thine  Maria  toafled  chief, 
Duty  obfrquious  !  and  thy  looks  benign 
Mifs'd  not  their  due  regard  .  Dundaffea  fair 
Claim'd  next  the  kindred  lay';  nor  didft  thou  pafs, 
Conftance,  uncelebrated  or  unfung. 
Hall,  facred  three  !  hail,  Cflcr  minds  !  may  heav'n 
Pour  down  uncommon  blefilngs  on  your  heads. 

Thus  did  our  younger  years  in  pleaUng  flream 
Flow  inoffenfr/e;  friendfliip  grac'd  our  days, 
And  dream  cf  loving  miftrefs  blefs'd  our  night. 
New  from  thefe  joys  convey'd,  (fo  fate  ordains) 
Thou  wander'ft  into  foreign  realms,  from  this 
Far,  far  fejoin'd  ;  no  more  with  us  to  drain 
The  ample  bowl:  or,  when  in  heav'n  fublime 
The  monthly  virgin,  from  full  gather'd  globe 
Pours  down  her  amber  ftreams  of  light,  till  wide 
The  ether  flame,  with  choral  fymphony 
Of  voice,  attemper 'd  to  fweet  hautboy's  breathj 
Mixt  with  the  violin's  fllver  found,  below 
The  window  of  fome  maid  be'ov'd,  fhall  ply 
The  nightly  ferenadc  :  To  otiicr  joys 
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Thou  now  muft  turn,  when  on  the  pleafing  ftiore 
(     Of  mild  Hefperia,  thou  behold'ft  amaz'd, 
Tlie  venerable  urns  of  ancient  chiefs, 
"Who  ftern  in  arms,  and  refolute  to  dare 
In  freedom's  caufe,  have  dy'd,  or  glorious  liv'd  : 
Gamillus;  Brutus,  great  from  tyrant's  blood  ; 
Coriolanus,  famous  in  exile  ; 
Liaurel'd  Zamean  Scipio,  the  fcourge 
Of  Punic  race  ;  or  liberty's  laft  hope. 
Self  murder'd  Cato  ;  confecrate  to  fame 
They  live  for  ever  in  the  hearts  of  men. 
Far  better  monument,  than  coftly  tomb 
Of  Egypt's  kings ;  time  with  deflrucSive  hand. 
Shall  moulder  into  dull,  the  pil'd-up  ftone. 
With  all  its  praifes ;  ah  !  how  vain  is  fame  ! 
With  virtue  then  immortalife  thy  life. 

But  thefe,  fo  potent  nature's  will  decrees. 
Delight  not  me,  on  other  thoughts  intent ; 
Not  ftudious  at  m.idnight  lamp  to  pore 
The  medal,  learned  coin  !  where  laurel  wreathes 
The  facred  head  of  kings,  or  beauty  bright 
Of  kings  fweet  paramour,  the  letter'd  I'age 
Or  prudent  fenator,  by  eating  time 
Defac'd  injurious ;  the  faithlefs  trufb 
Of  human  greatnefs  !  Nor  do  I  incline 
To  pafs  the  frith  that  parts  from  Gallia's  reign 
My  native  coafl,  felicitous  to  know 
What  other  lands  impart :  all  my  delights 
Are  with  my  friends  in  merry  hour,  at  Steel's 
Afiembled,  while  unrefpited  the  glafs  [name. 

Swift  circles  round  the  board,  charg'd  with  fair 
Erfkine,  or  Pringle  thine,  until  the  fun 
That,  fetting,  warn'd  us  to  the  friendly  cups 
Awake,  and  view  our  revels  uncomplete. 
But  if  the  Heaven's  difpofer  of  our  fate, 
Force  me,  unwilling,  fhift  my  native  land ; 
O  !  in  whatever  foil  my  weary  feet 
Are  doom'd  to  ftray,  O  might  I  meet  my  friend  ! 
Or,  if  the  rifing  fun  fhall  gild  my  fleps 
On  fruitful  fields  of  Ind,  Bengala's  Ihore, 
Spice-bearing  Tidor's  ifle,  or  wl;iere  at  eve. 
Near  weftern  Califurn,  beneath  the  main 
He  finks  in  gold  ;  or  on  vine-foft'ring  hills 
Of  nearer  Latium,  nurfe  of  kings  and  gods. 
O  !  might  I  view  thee  on  the  flow'ry  verge 
Of  Tyber,  ftream  renow'd  in  poets  fong  ; 
Or  in  the  Roman  flreets,  with  curious  eye 
Studying  the  polifh'd  Hone,  or  trophy'd  arch, 
Trajan,  or  Antonin  ;  not  long  content 
With  toil  unprofitable.     Thee  I'd  lead 
Well  pleas'd  to  Horace  tomb,  dear  laughing  bard ! 
Where  the  Falernian  vintage  fhould  infpire 
Sweet  thoughts  of  pafl  delight ;  the  goblet  rough 
With  fculptur'd  gold  rofy  from  Chios*  ifle. 
Should  warm  our  hearts  facred  to  Pringle's  cheek 
Still  glowing,  and  to  fweet  Humeia's  lip. 
To  Drummond's  eye,  Maria's  fnowy  breaft 
Soft-heaving,  or  to  lovely  Erfkine's  fmile  ; 
While  on  the  wounded  glafs  the  diamond's  path, 
Faithful,  fhall  fliow  each  fav'rite  virgin's  name  ; 
Not  without  verfe  and  various  emblem  grac'd : 
The  Latian  youth  at  merry  revels  met. 
In  fancy  {hall  admire  the  Scottifti  maid 
Bright  as  the  ruddy  virgin  Roman-born  ; 
Nor  with  their  native  dames  refufe  to  join 
Impartial,  their  health  belov'd  :  and  would 
The  nine  infpire  me  equal  to  my  choice, 
In  lays  fuch  as  the  Roman  fwan  might  fing, 
Fair  as  Horatian  Lydia  fhould  my  Hume 
For  ever  ilourifh,  or  Nsecra  bright, 


Of  foft  Tjbullus'  mufe  the  lovely  theme. 
Nor  fhould  alone  in  melancholy  {trains, 
Of  cruel  nymph,  and  conftant  vows  refus'd, 
Gallus  complain,  when  on  the  flinty  rock. 
Or  wailing  near  earth-diving  Arcthufe. 
Sicilian  ftream,  he  made  to  woods  his  moaii, 
Defpairing  of  his  loves :   Maria's  fcorn 
Cloth'd  in  the  ftyle  of  Mantua,  {hou!d  {hine 
As  thine,  Lycoris  !  theme  of  future  long- 
Surviving  as  itfelf.     Maria's  fcorn 
For  ever  I  endure  ;   Ah  !  hard  return 
To  warmth  like  mine :  Nathlefs  the  mourning  mufe 
Muft  praife  the  maid  ftill  beauteous  in  her  eye, 
Crown'd  with  each  lovely  grace,  and  warm  ia 

bloom. ; 
Though  fullen  to  my  fuit,  her  ear  be  {hut 
Aijainft  my  vows,  ungracious  to  my  love. 

But  this  as  time  direfls ;  thy  health  demands 
The  prcfent  care,  and  joys  within  our  pow'r  ; 
Nor  fliall  we  not  be  mindful  of  thy  love, 
Met  in  our  feftivals  of  mirth ;  but  when 
I'hou  to  thy  native  Alb. on  fnalt  return, 
From  whate'er  coaft,  cr  Ruflia  s  northern  bear. 
Inclement  Iky  !  or  Italy  the  bleft 
Indulgent  land,  the  mufc'sbeft  belov'd; 
Over  a  wondrous  bowl  of  flowing  punch 
We'llplight  our  handsa-new,  atDon's,  orStcel's— 
Who  bears  the  double  keys,  of  plenty  fign  ; 
Or  at  facetious  1  hom's,   or  Adamfon 
Who  rears  alone  (what  needs  file  more  ?)  the  vine, 
Emblem  of  potent  joys;  her  felf  with  looks 
Suafive  to  drink,  fills  up  the  brimming  glafs, 
Well-pleas'd  to  fee  the  fprightly  healths  go  round. 

Hail,  and  farewell!  may  Heav'n  defend  thee 
And  to  thy  natal  fhore  and  longing  friends    [fafe  ; 
Reftore  thee,  when  thy  deftin'd  toils  are  o'er, 
Polifh'd  with  manners,  and  enrich'd  with  arts. 

TO  LADY  MARY  MONTGOMERY. 

Say,  thou  with  endlefs  beauty  crown'd. 
Of  all  the  youth  that  figh  around. 
Thy  worlhippers,  and  anxious  wait 
From  thy  bright  eyes  their  future  fate  ; 
Say,  whom  do  moft  thefe  eyes  approve  ; 
Whom  does  Montgomery  clioofe  to  love  ? 

Not  him  who  ftrives  to  build  a  name. 
From  ruins  of  another's  fame  : 
Who  proud  in  felf-conceit  throws  down 
His  neighbour's  wit,  to  raife  his  own, 
Shou'd  the  vain  manexpeift  fuccefs. 
The  fool  of  compliment  and  drefs  i 
Thy  eyes  undazzled  can  behold, 
The  gaudy  nothing  dec;;t  in  gold. 
Thy  wife  difcernment  foon  difcries. 
Where  folly  lurks  in  wit's  dilguife  ; 
Trac'd  through  each  fhape  in  which  'tis  fecn, 
Thro',:gh  the  grave  look,  the  folemn  mien  ; 
The  proud  man's  front,  the  vain  man's  walk. 
The  foplin's  drefs,  the  coxcomb's  talk. 
A  large  eftate,  and  little  fenfe, 
To  charms  like  thine  have  no  pretence. 
Shalt  thou,  O  infolent!  prevail? 
Heav'n  never  meant  its  goods  for  fale : 
Beauty  the  pearl  of  price,  is  giv'n. 
Not  bought,  'tis  the  free  grace  of  heav'n. 

The  happy  youth  with  arts  refin'd. 
Simple  of  heart,  of  ftedfail  mind: 
Whom  thirft  of  gain,  could  never  draw 
To  trefpafs  fj  iendlhip's  facred  law  ; 
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"Whofe  foul  the  charms  of  fenfe  infpire; 
Who  loves,  where  rcafon  bids  admire  : 
Cautious  to  fhun,  with  wife  difdain, 
The  proud,  the  airy,  and  the  vain. 
Him  whom  thefc  virtues  fliall  adorn, 
Thou,  fair  Alontgomery,  wilt  not  fcorn  : 
Of  all  the  gifts  of  heav'n  pofleft, 
To  him  thou  yield'ft  thy  willing  breaft ; 
For  him  the  blufh,  with  modefl  grace, 
Glows  rofy,  o'er  thy  blooming  face  : 
For  him  thy  panting  bofom  fwells, 
And  on  thy  lips  fuch  fweetnefs  dwells. 
Crov.  n'd  with  fuccefs,  the  happy  boy 
Shall  revel  in  excefs  of  joy  : 

While  in  thy  prefcnce,  heav'n  appears 
In  fweets  laid  up  for  many  years. 

The  beau  and  witling  then  Ihall  fly. 

The  fop  in  fecret  corner  Cgh  ;  i» 

Condemn'd  to  cry  in  love's  defpair. 

Ah !  why  fo  wife  who  was  fo  fair  ? 
Did  thy  example,  beauteous  maid. 

The  refl  of  womankind  perfuade ; 

Nor  injur'd  merit  would  complain, 

That  it  may  love,  and  love  in  vain: 

Nor  flatt'ry  falfe,  and  impudence, 

Ufurp  the  room  of  bafhful  fenfe  ; 

No  more  at  midnight  ball  appear, 

'to  gain  on  beauty's  lift'ning  ear. 

Beauty  would  hear  the  vows  of  truth ; 

Nor  love  would  fpeak  with  folly's  mouth. 
Yet  fome  there  are,  the  better  few. 

Wife  thy  example  to  pnrfue  ; 

Who  rich  in  fl;ore  of  native  charms, 

Employ  no  artificial  arms. 

Such  heav'nly  Charlotte,  form  divine ! 

Love's  univerlal  kingdom's  thine. 

Anointed  queen  ;  all  unconfin'd. 

Thine  is  the  homage  of  mankind  : 

Thy  fubje(fts,  willing  to  obey, 

Blefsthy  mild  rule,  and  gentle  fway; 

With  loyal  mind  each  zealous  pays 

His  tribute  duteous  to  thy  praife. 

Yet  nought  to  greatnefs  dofl  thou  owe ; 

Thy  merit  from  thy  felf  does  flow  ; 

Alike  our  wonder  and  oUr  theme. 

In  beauty  as  in  place  fupreme. 

Such  thy  fair  filler  fram'd  to  pleafe. 

Of  afpecft  gay,  and  graceful  eafe. 

Pure  flows  her  wjt,  and  unreftrain'd ; 

By  envy,  and  by  hate  unftain'd : 

Not  as  the  rufhing  torrent  pours, 

Increas'd  by  fnows,  and  vvint'ry  fhow'rs ; 

Involving  in  its  furious  fway. 

The  labVing  hinds,  a  help'.efs  prey ; 

Now  wide  o'erfpreads  the  watery  fcene. 

And  now  decreas'd,  no  mors  is  fcen  : 

But  as  a  confbant  river  leads 

Its  winding  ftream  through  purple  meads ; 

That  through  the  blufliing  landfcape  roll'd* 

Reflects  the  bord'ring  fiow'rs  in  gold ; 

And,  borne  along  with  gentle  force. 

Diftributes  wealth  thi'ough  all  its  courfe ; 

Nor  does  the  faithful  fpring  deny 

The  alimental  jufl  fupply. 

Thou,  Douglas  too,  in  whom  combine 

A  fpirit  and  a  noble  line; 

Engaging  looks,  that  miM  infpirej 

Fond  delight,  and  young  defire  ; 
All-winning  fweetnefs,  void  of  pride. 
Thou  hafl  no  faults  for  art  to  hide. 


Maria  fuch,  whofe  op'ning  bloorfl 
Forefhows  the  pregnant  fruits  to  come, 
O  bleft  !  for  whom  the  feafons'  flight 
Ripens  that  harvefl  of  delight ; 
To  whom,  the  autumn  fliall  refign, 
To  prefs  the  rich  luxuriant  vine. 
Unwounded  who  can  thee  efpy. 
Maid  of  the  black  and  piercing  eye  ! 
Too  rafhly  bold,  we  take  the  field 
Againft  thy  fhafts  with  wifdom's  fhield  : 
Pierc'd  helplefs  in  our  guarded  fide. 
We  fall  the  vi<5lims  of  our  pride. 

Nor  Erikine  lefs  the  fong  demands. 
Not  leaft  in  beauty's  blooming  bands. 
Erflcine,  peculiar  care  of  heav'n. 
To  whom  the  pow'r  of  found  is  giv'n ; 
Artift  divine  !  to  her  belong 
The  heav'nly  lay,  and  magic  fong  : 
How  do  we  gaze  with  vaft  delight 
Her  fingers  fwift  harmonious  flight. 
When  o'er  th'  obedient  keys  they  fly. 
To  vtals.cn  flceping  harmony? 
Whene'er  flie  fpeaks,  the  joy  of  all. 
Soft  the  filver  accents  fall : 
Whene'er  Ihe  looks,  in  flill  amaze. 
The  eyes  of  all  enamour'd  gaze  : 
Each  word  fleals  gently  on  the  ear  ; 
'Tis  heav'n  to  fee,  'tis  heav'n  to  hear. 

In  cverlafting  blufhes  feen, 
Such  Pringle  fhines  of  fprightly  mien  : 
To  her  the  pow'r  of  love  imparts. 
Rich  gift !  the  foft  fuccefsful  arts. 
That  beft  the  lover's  fires  provok?. 
The  lively  flep,  the  mirthful  joke, 
The  fpeakij)g  glance,  the  am'rous  wile. 
The  fpqrtful  laugh,  ;he  winning  fmile ; 
Her  foul  awak'ning  ev'ry  grace, 
Is  all  abroad  upon  her  face  ; 
In  bloom  of  youth  ftiU  to  furvive, 
All  charms  are  there,  and  all  alive. 

Fair  is  the  lily,  fweet  the  rofe. 
That  in  thy  cheek,  O  Drummond  !  glows ; 
Pure  is  the  fhow's  unfnlly'd  white 
That  clothes  thy  bofom's  fwelling  height. 
Majeftic  looks  her  foul  exprefs. 
That  awe  us  from  defir'd  accefs ; 
Till  fweetnefs  foon  rebuke  the  fear. 
And  bid  the  trembling  youth  draw  near. 
See,  how  fublime  flie  does  advance. 
And  feems  already  in  the  dance  ; 
Exalted  how  flie  moves  along. 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  graces  flrong ! 
Such  Marchmont's  daughter,  unreprov'd. 
The  maid  by  men  of  fenfe  belov'd  ; 
Who  knows  with  modefty  to  fcorn 
The  titles  that  may  fools  adorn  : 
She  claims  no  merit  frohi  her  blood. 
Her  greatefl  honour  to  be  good  : 
Heedlefs  of  pomp,  with  open  he^rt 
Well  has  flie  chofe  the  better  part. 
Such  Hamilla's  looks  divine. 
Earth's  w-onder,  Tinncghara,  and  thine  ! 
Her  foul  all  tendernefs  and  love. 
Gentle  as  the  harmlefs  dove  : 
Who  artlefs  charms  without  defign. 
She  !  of  the  modefl;  look  benign. 

Eliza  young  in  beauty  bright. 
Though  new  to  every  foft  delight. 
Yet  foon  her  conqucfls  fliall  extend. 
Soon  Ihall  the  fprightly  maid  afcend 
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f  The  rival  of  each  kindred  name, 
And  triumph  to  her  mother's  fame. 
Full  in  the  pleafing  lift  appears 
Robertoun,  in  prime  of  years ; 
With  {kill  (he  does  her  fmilcs  beftow, 
For  Pallas  bends  her  Cupid's  bow  : 
Wifely  flie  fliuns  to  entertain 
The  defigning,  and  the  vain  ; 
To  thefe  'tis  all  forbidden  ground, 
Prudence,  a  cherub  guards  her  roundj 
With  flaming  fvvord  fools  to  expel ; 
In  Paradife  fools  muft  not  dvirell. 

Strike  again  the  golden  lyre, 
Let  Hume  the  notes  of  joy  infpire  ; 
O  lovely  Hunw  !  repeat  again 
My  lyre  the  ever-pleafing  flrain. 
Dear  to  the  mufe,  the  mufe  approves 
Each  charm,  the  mufe  the  virgin  loves : 
The  mufe  preferves  in  lafting  lays, 
The  records  of  foft  beauties  praiie  ; 
In  vain  would  triumph  beauties  eye, 
Unfung  thefe  triumphs  foon  would  die ; 
Fate  overcomes  the  fair  and  ftrong, 
But  has  no  pow'r  o'er  facred  fong ; 
Verfe  the  dying  name  can  fave, 
And  make  it  live  beyond  the  grave. 
Thus  Hume  {hall  unborn  hearts  engage. 
Her  fmile  (hall  warm  another  age ; 
Her  race  of  mortal  glory  pafl, 
Th'  immortal  fame  Ihall  ever  laft ; 
La{t  fhall  the  look  that  won  my  heart, 
The  pleafing  look  fincere  of  art. 
O  !  pow'rful  of  perfuafive  face, 
Adorn'd  and  perfected  ia  grace ; 
What  joys  await,  joys  in  excefs, 
The  youth  whom  thou  decreefh  to  blefs ; 
Ordain'd  thy  yielding  breaft  to  move, 
Thy  breafl  yet  innocent  of  love  ? 

But  who  is  {lie,  the  gen'ral  gaze 
Of  fighing  crowds,  the  world's  amaze; 
Who  looks  forth  as  the  blufhing  morn 
On  mountains  of  the  ead  new  born  ? 
Is  it  not  Cochrane  fair  ?  'Tis  {he 
The  youngeft  grace  of  graces  three. 
The  eldeft  fell  to  death  a  prey. 
Ah  !  fnatch'd  in  early  flow'r  away  ; 
The  fecond,   manifold  of  charms, 
BUlTes  a  happy  hufband's  arms; 
The  third  a  blooming  form  remains ; 
O'er  all  the  blamelefs  vi(5l;or  reigns  ; 
Where-e'er  {he  gracious  deigns  to  move. 
The  public  praife,  the  public  love. 

Superior  thefe  {hall  {till  remain. 
The  lover's  wilh,  the  poet's  ftrain  ; 
Their  beauties  {hall  all  hearts  engage, 
Vidtorious  over  fpite  and  age  ; 
Like  thee  Montgomery  {hall  they  fhine. 
And  charm  the  world  with  arts  like  thine. 

PART  OF  THE  XI.  EPISTLE  OF  THE 

FIRST  BOOK  OF  HORACE  IMITATED. 

When  t through  the  world  fate  led  the  deflin'd  way, 
Tell  me,  my  Mitchell,  in  the  broad  furvey, 
What  country  pleas'd  thy  roving  fancy  moft  ? 
Say,  waft  thou  fmit  with  Baia's  funny  coaft  ? 
Or  wifht  thou  rather  weary  to  repofe 
la  fjgie  gpol  val^  where  peaceful  Axm  flo-ivs  I 
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Or  in  Ombrofa  dream  the  lonely  hour. 

Where  high  arch'd  hills  th'  Etrurian  fliades  em^ 

bow'r  ; 
Where  plenty  pours  her  golden  gifts  in  vain. 
That  dubious  fwell  for  Carlos  or  Lorrain  ? 
Or  charm'd  thee  more  the  happy  viny  plains. 
And  lofty  tow'rs,  where  mighty  Louis  reigns  ? 
Say,  is  it  true  what  travellers  report 
Of  glories  {hining  in  the  Gallic  court  ? 
Or,  do  they  all,  though  e'er  fo  pompous,  yield 
To  the  thatch'd  cottage  in  thy  native  field  ? 

But  hark,  methinks  I  hear  thee  anxious  fay, 
That  thou  at  Paleftine  wouldft  choofe  to  ftay. 
Yes,  Paleftine  ;  I  know  the  place  full  well. 
Where  holy  dotards  riot  in  each  cell, 
The  haplefs  peafant  pines  with  want  and  forrow, 
And  all  unpeopled  as  a  royal  buiroiu . 
Yet  there  for  ever  would  thy  friend  remain, 
Rather  than  change  once  more  the  frantic  fcene 
And  diftant  hear  the  rollings  of  the  main  ; 
Unenvy'd,  calm,  enjoy  a  peaceful  lot. 
My  friends  rememb'ring  nor  by  them  forgot, 

THE  CORYCIAN  SWAIN. 

FROM  GEORG.  IV.  LINE  CXVI. 

But,  were  I  not,  before  the  fav'ring  gale. 

Making  to  port,  and  crowding  all  my  fail. 

Perhaps  I  might  the  garden's  glories  fing, 

The  double  rofes  of  the  Pasftan  fpring  ; 

How  endive  drinks  the  rill,  and  how  arc  feea 

Moift  banks  with  celeri  for  ever  green  ; 

How,  twifted  in  the  matted  herbage,  lies 

The  bellying  cucumber's  enormous  fize ; 

What  flow'rs  NarcifTus  late,  how  nature  weaves 

The  yielding  texture  of  acanthus'  leaves  : 

Of  ivy  pale,  the  culture  next  explore, 

And  whence  the  lover-myrtle  courts  the  fhore. 

For  I  remember,  where  Galefus  yields 

His  humid  moifture  to  the  yellow  fields. 

And  high  Oebalia's  tow'rs  o'erlook  the  plain, 

1  knew  in  youth  an  old  Corycian  fwain  ; 

A  few  and  barren  acres  were  his  {hare, 

Left  and  abandon'd  to  the  good  man's  care  ; 

Nor  thefe  indulg'd  the  graJTy  lawn,  to  feed 

The  fatt'ning  bullock,  nor  the  bounding  fteed. 

Nor  gave  to  cattle  browze,   nor  food  to  kine, 

Bacchus  averfe  refus'd  the  mantling  vine. 

What  happy  nature  to  his  lands  deny'd, 

An  honeft,  painful  induftry  fupply'd ; 

For,  trufting  pot-herbs  to  his  bufhy  ground, 

For  bees,  fair  candid  lilies  flourilh'd  round. 

Vervain  for  health,  for  bread  he  poppies  plants. 

With  thefe  he  fatisfy'd  all  nature's  wants; 

And  late  returning  home  from  wholefome  toil, 

Enjoy 'd  the  frugal  bounty  of  the  foil. 

His  mind  was  royal  in  a  low  eftate. 

And  dignify'd  the  meannefs  of  his  fate. 

He  firft  in  fpring  was  feen  to  crop  the  rofe. 

In  autumn  firft  t'  unload  the  bending  boughs  j 

For  every  bud  the  early  year  beftow'd, 

A  redd'ning  apple  on  the  branches  glow'd. 

Ev'n  in  the  midft  of  winter's  rigid  reign. 

When  fnowand  froft  had  whiten'd  o'er  the  plain. 

When  cold  had  fplit  the  rocks,  and  flript  the  woods, 

And  fhackled  up  the  mighty  running  floods. 

He  then,  anticipating  fummcr's  hopes. 

The  tendrils  of  the  fcft  acanthus  crops ;     - 
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H-s  mduflry  iwalcM  the  hzj  fpnng,       _ 
And  haften'd  on  the  zephyr  s  loit'nno;  winsr. 
Por  this  with  pregnant  bees  he  chief  v/as  known 
T'  ahound  :  the  balmy  harvefc  all  his  own. 
Succcffive  fwarms  reward  his  faithful  toil ; 
Kone  prefs'd  from  richer  combs  the  liquid  fpoil. 
He  crown'd  his  rural  orchard's  plain  defign,  ^ 
"With  flow'ring  lime-treeS,  and  a  wealth  of  pine. 
He  knew,  in  graceful  orrier,  to  difpofe 
JLarge-body'd  elms,  tranfplanted  into  rows. 
Hard  pear-trees  flourifti'd  near  his  ruilic  dome, 
And  thorns  already  purple  with  the  plumb  ; 
Broad  planes  arofe  to  form  an  amp'.e  Ijow'r, 
Where  mirth's  gay  fons  refrefh'd  the  fultry  hour. 
But  I  this  grateful  fubjecft  mufl  difcard, 
The  pleafing  labour  of  fome  future  bard. 

THE  RHONE  AND  THE  ARAR, 

•JTwo  rivers  in  fam'd  Gallia's  bounds  are  known, 
The  gentle  Arar,  and  the  rapid  Rhone  ;     [dream, 
Through  pleafing  banks,  where  love-fick  fhepherds 
Mild  Arar  foftly  ileals her  lingring  ftream  : 
H  T  v/ave  fo  ftill,  th'  exploring  eye  deceives. 
That  fees  not  if  it  comes,  or  if  it  leaves  : 
With  filver  graces  ever  dimpled  o'er, 
Refledls  each  flow'r,  and  fmiles  on  ev'ry  fliorc ; 
Each  youth  with  joy  th'  inchanting  fcene  furveys, 
And  thinks  for  him  the  amorous  ftream  delays  ; 
While  the  fly  nymph  above  unfeen  to  flow, 
To  her  own  purpofe  true,  fteals  calm  below. 
More  rapid  rolls  the  Rhone,  tumultuous  flood, 
All  raging  unwithheld,  and  unwithftood  ; 
In  vain  or  fertile  fields  invite  its  flay, 
in  vain  or  rougheft  rocks  oppofe  its  way  ; 
It  bounds  o'er  all,  and,  infolent  of  force, 
Still  hurries  headling  on,  a  downward  courfe. 
Sometimes,  'tis  true,  we  fnatch  with  painful  fight, 
Acrofs  the  working  foam  a  moment's  light ; 
The  momentary  vifion  Ihatch'd  again. 
The  troubled  river  boils  and  froths  amain. 
To  which  of  thefe,  alas  !  fliall  I  confide  ? 
Say,  fliall  I  plunge  in  Rhone's  impetuous  tide. 
And  by  the  various  eddies  roU'd  about, 
Juft  as  the  v/hirlpools  guide,  fuck'd  in,  cafl  out ! 
Till  through  a  thoufand  giddy  circles  toft. 
In  the  broad  ocean's  boundlefs  floods  I'm  loft  ? 
Or,  tell  me,  fri-end, — lefs  vent'rous,  fhall  I  lave 
M/  glowing  limbs  in  Arar's  gentle  wave  ? 
In  whofe  fair  bofom  beauteous  profpe<3:s  rife. 
The  earth  in  verdure,  and  in  fmiles  the  ikies : 
With  thoughtlefs  rapture  ev'ry  charm  explore, 
Heav'd  by  no  breeze,  or  wafted  to  no  fhore  : 
Till  trufting  cred'lous  to  the  falfe  ferene, 
I  fink  to  ruin  in  the  pleafing  fcene. 

THE  PARODY:  BY  MR.  W******. 

Two  toafts  at  ev'ry  public  place  are  feen. 
Godlike  Elizabeth  and  gentle  Jean : 
Mild  Jeany  fmiles  at  ev'ry  word  you  fay. 
Seems  pleas'd  herfelf,  and  fends  you  pleas'd  away. 
H'  r  face  fo  wondrous  fair,  fo  foft  her  hands. 
We're  tempted  oft  to  think — fhe  underftands : 
Each  fop  with  joy  the  kind  endeavour  fees. 
And  thinks  for  him  the  anxious  care  to  pleafe  : 
But  the  fly  nymph  has  motives  of  her  own, 
^cr  lips  arc  open'd,  and — her  teeth  are  Ihown. 


Befs  blunders  out  with  ev'ry  thing  aloud. 

And  rattles  unwithheld  and  unwithftood  : 

In  vain  the  fighing  fwain  implores  a  truce. 

Nor  can  his  wit  one  moment's  paufe  produce  ; 

She  bounds  o'er  all,  and  confcious  of  her  forccj 

Still  pours  along  the  torrent  of  difcourfe. 

Sometimes,  'tis  true,  juft  as  her  breath  fhe  draws, 

With  watchful  eye  we  catch  one  moment's  paufe : 

But  when  that  inftantaneoas  moment's  o'er. 

She  rattles  on  inceflant  as  before. 

To  which  of  thefe  two  wonders  of  the  town. 

Say,  fhall  I  truft,  to  fpend  an  afternoon  ? 

If  Betty's  drawing-room  fhould  be  my  choice. 

Intoxicate  with  wit,  ftruck  down  with  noife, 

Pleas'd,  and  difpleas'd,  I  quit  the  Bedlam  fcene. 

And  joyful  hail  my  peace  of  mind  again : 

But  if  to  gentle  Jcany's  I  repair, 

Regal'd  on  fyllabub,  and  fed  on  air, 

With  ftudy'd  rapture  yawning  I  commend, 

Mov'd  by  no  caufe,  dire(3:ed  to  no  end, 

Till  half  afleep,  though  flatter'd,  not  content, 

I  come  away  as  joylefs  as  I  went. 

SONG. 

TO  A  LADY  WHO  RIDICULED  THE  AUTHOr'S 
LOVES. 

A  FEMALE  friend  advis'd  a  fwain 

Whofe  heart  flie  wifli'd  at  eafe, 
Make  love  thy  pleafure,  not  thy  pain, 

Nor  let  it  deeply  feize. 

Beauty,  where  vanities  abound. 

No  ferious  paffion  claims: 
Then,  till  a  phcEnix  can  be  found. 

Do  not  admit  the  flames. 

But  griev'd,  fhe  finds  all  his  replies 
(Since  prepofTefs'd  when  young) 

Take  all  their  hints  from  Silvia's  eyes. 
None  from  Ardelia's  tongue. 

Thus,  Cupid,  all  their  aim  they  mifs. 

Who  would  unbend  thy  bow  ; 
And  each  flight  nymph  a  phoenix  is. 

If  thou  would'ft  have  it  fo. 

EPIGRAM 

ON  A  LION  ENRAGED  AT   SEEING  A  LAD  IN  THE 
HIGHLAND  DRESS. 

Calm  and  ferene  th'  imperial  lion  lay. 
Mildly  indulging  in  the  folar  ray, 
On  vulgar  mortals  with  indiff"'rence  gaz'd, 
All  unconcern'd,  nor  angry,  nor  amaz'd ; 
But  when  the  Caledonian  lad  appear'd, 
Sudden  alarm'd,  his  manly  mane  he  rear'd, 
Prepar'd  in  fierce  encounter  to  engage 
The  only  objedt  worthy  of  his  rage. 

MITHRIDATES. 

ACT  I.       SCENE  I. 

After  the  manner  of  the  French  dramatic  rhyme  of 

Racine. 

xiphares.     arbates. 

Xiphares. 

'Tis  true,  Arbates!  what  all  tongues  relate, 

Rome  triumphs,  and  my  father  yields  to  fate;. 
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He  wKofe  wide  empire  ftretch'd  from  fliore  to  fhore, 
The  mighty  Mithridates  is  no  more. 
Pompey,  \vi4e  fcatt'ring  terror  and  affright, 
Surpis'd  his  prudence  in  the  fliades  oi"  night ; 
Through  all  his  camp  a  ludden  ruin  Ipread, 
Ani  heap'd  it  round  with  mountains  of  the  dead: 

On  broad  Euphrates'  bank,  the  monarch  lies 

His  diadem  is  fall'n  the  vigor's  prize. 

Thus  he  whom  Alia  forcy  years  beheld 

Still  riling  nobler  from  each  well-fought  field, 

Who  bold  aveng'd,  high-rais'd  on  valour's  wings, 

The  common  caufe  of  empire  and  of  kings, 

Dies,  and  behind  him  leaves,  by  fortune  croft, 

Two  fons,  alas  !  in  mutual  difcords  loft. 

Arbates. 

How,  Prince  !  fo  foon  does  fell  ambition  move 
To  break  the  union  of  fraternal  love  i 

Xipbarcs. 
Far,  far  fuch  guilt  be  from  Xiphares'  breaft. 
Far  fuch  ambition,  which  the  good  deteft  ; 
Nor  glory  fliinss  fo  tempting  in  my  eye, 
Nor  rate  I  empire  at  a  price  fo  high  ; 
True  to  the  kindred  honours  of  my  name, 
I  recognize  a  brother's  jufter  claim  , 
Nor  further  does  my  highuft  wifh  afpire. 
Than  thofe  fair  kingdoms  left  me  by  my  fire ; 
The  re  r  without  regret  I  fee  become 
His  valour's  purchafe,  or  the  gift  of  Rome. 

The  gift  of  Rome,  (ay'ft  ?  can  Pharnaces  owa'?— 

Can  Mithridates'  fon  i* 

Xipbares. 

Arbates,  know. 
In  vain  Pharnaces  veils  himfelf  in  art, 
liOng  fince  become  all  Roman  at  the  heart; 
Loft  to  his  father's  glories  and  his  own. 
He  longs  to  mount  a  tributary  throne  : 
Whilft  I,  more  defp'rate  from  my  father's  fate, 
Nourifti  within  my  breaft  immortal  hate. 
But  yet,  not  all  the  rage  that  hatred  breeds. 
Not  ail  the  jealoufies  ambition  feeds, 
Not  all  the  glories  Pontus*  realms  can  boaft. 
Not  thefe  divide  our  wretched  bofoms  moft. 

Arbates. 
What  nearer  care  Xiphares'  fear  alztrms? 

Xipbares. 
Then  hear  aftonifh'd  friend,  Mcnimia's  charms, 
Whom  late  our  father  honour'd  with  his  vows, 
And  now  Pharnaces  with  bold  aeal  purfues. 

Arbates, 
Monimia ! 

Xiphares.. 
I  love,  nor  longer  will  conceal 
A  flame  which  truth  and  honour  bid  reveal : 
Nor  duty  further  binds  my  tongue,  fince  here 
I  now  no  rival  but  a  brother  fear : 
Nor  is  this  flame  the  paflion  of  a  day, 
A  fudden  blaze  that  haftens  to  decay  ; 
Long  in  my  breaft  I  pent  the  rifing  groan, 
Told  it  in  fecret  to  my  heart  alone ; 

0  could  I  faithful  to  its  rage,  exprefs 
Its  firft  uneafinefs,  my  laft  diftrefs! 

Eut  lofe  not  now  the  moments  to  difclofe 
The  long  long  ftory  of  my  am'rous  woes. 
Sufiice  it  thee  to  know,  that  ere  my  fire 
Beheld  this  beauteous  obje<51:  of  defire, 

1  faw  and  felt  the  charmer  in  my  heart, 
And  holy  paffion  dignify'd  the  dart. 


My  father  faw  her  too;  Hor  fought  to  move 
With  vows  that  fhe  and  virtue  could  approve; 
Haughty  of  fov'reign  rule,  he  hop'd  to  find 
An  eafy  ronqueft  o'er  a  woman's  ;nind : 
But  when  he  found  in  honour  refolute, 
She  fcorn'd  indignan:  his  imperious  fuit, 
'  rwas  then  he  fent  in  iiyro.en's  facred  name 
His  diadem,  the  pledge  qC  purer  flame. 
Judge  then,  my  friend!,  what  agonizing  fmart. 
Tore  up  my  fenfes,  a4>d  transfix'd  my  heart, 
When  firft  from  fan7e  the  dreadful  tale  I  heard, 
'J'he  fair  Monimia  to  his  throne  prei'err'd. 
And  that  Arbat?s  with  his  beauteous  prey 
tjhap'd  for  Nyrnphea's  walls  the  deftin'd  way. 

Twas  thefi  the  more  to  aggravate  my  doom. 
My  mother  iiften'd  to  the  arts  of  Rome : 
Whether  'oy  her  great  zeal  for  me  mifled. 
Or  ftunfj  with  rage  for  her  deferted  bed, 
Betray'd  to  Pompey  (impotent  of  mind) 
The  fort  and  treafures  to  her  charge  confign'd. 
Ho-gf/  dreadful  did  my  mothers  guilt  appear! 
Socjn  as  the  fatal  tidings  reach'd  my  ear. 
No  more  1  faw  my  rival  in  my  fire, 
?4y  duty  triumph'd  o'er  my  fond  defire; 
Alone  in  the  unhappy  man  furvey'd 
1  he  father  injur'd,  and  the  king  betray'd: 
My  mother  faw  me,  prodigal  of  breath. 
In  ev'ry  field  encounter  ev'ry  death ; 
Keen  to  redeem  the  honours  of  my  name, 
Repair  her  wrongs,  and  difavo*  her  fhame. 
1  hen  the  broad  Euxine  own'd  my  father's  fway, 
I  made  the  raging  Hellefpont  obey ; 
His  happy  veffels  flew  without  controul, 
Wherever  winds  could  waft,  or  oceans  roll. 
M .  filial  duty  had  attempted  more, 
Ev'n  hop'd  his  refcue  on  Euphrates'  fliore  ; 
Sudden  I  h.:ard,  amid  ihe  martial  ftrife, 
A  hoftile  arm  had  cut  his  thread  of  life. 
'Twas  then,  I  own,  amid  my  various  woes, 
Monimia  dear  to  my  remembrance  rofe : 
I  fear'd  the  furious  king,  the  dire  excefs 
Of  am'rous  rage,  and  jealous  tendernefs : 
Hither  I  flew,  fome  mifchief  to  prevent, 
With  all  the  fpeed  prefaging  paffion  lent : 
Nor  lefs  my  fears  finifter  omens  drew. 
When  in  thefe  walls  Pharnaces  ftruck  my  vieW« 
Phainaces,  ftill  impetuous,  haughty,  bold, 
Rafh  in  defign,  in  adlion  unccntroul'd, 
Solicits  the  fair  queen,  again  ren  ws 
His  interrupted  hopes,  and  former  vows, 
Confirms  his  father's  d  ath,  and  longs  to  move 
Her  gentle  bofom  to  more  equal  love. 
I  own,  indeed,  whilft  Mithridates  reign'd, 
My  love  was  by  parental  law  reftrain'd, 
Rever'd  fubmiffive  his  fuperior  pow'r. 
Who  claim'd  my  duty  from  my  natal  hour; 
Enfranchis'd  by  his  death,  it  fcorns  to  yield 
To  any  other's  hopes  fo  dear  a  field. 
Either  Monimia  adverfe  to  my  claim ; 
Rcjeds,  ah  heav'n  forbid  !  my  tender  claim ; 
Or — but  whatever  danger's  to  be  run, 
'Tis  by  my  death  alone  the  prize  is  won. 
'Ts  thine  to  choofe,  which  of  the  two  to  favCj 
Thy  royal  mafter's  fon,  or  Pompey 's  flave. 
Proud  of  the  Romans  who  efpoufe  his  caufe, 
Pharnaces  proudly  thinks  to  dicSate  laws ; 
But  let  him  know,  that  here  that  very  bout 
My  father  dy'd,  1  knew  no  rival  pow'r. 
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The  realms  of  Pontus  own  his  fov' reign  iVay, 
Him  Colchos  and  its  provinces  obey, 
And  Colchos  p.inces  ever  did  maintain 
The  Bofphorus  a  part  of  their  domain. 

Arbates. 
My  lord,  what  pow'r  I  boafl  you  juftly  claim. 
My  duty  and  affedlion  are  the  fame ; 
Arbates  has  but  one  plain  point  in  view. 
To  honour  and  his  royal  mafter  true  : 
Had  Mithridates  reign'd,  nor  force  nor  art 
Had  e'er  feduc'd  this  faithful  loyal  heart ; 
Now  by  his  death  releas'd,  my  duteous  care 
His  royal  will  declar'd,  awaits  his  heir  : 
The  felf-fame  zeal  I  to  your  fuccour  bring, 
With  which  I  ferv'd  your  father  and  my  king, 
Had  heav'n  Pharnaces'  impious  purpofe  fped, 
I  the  firft  vicftim  of  his  rage  had  bled  ; 
Thofe  walls  fo  long  his  entrance  which  withftood. 
Ere  this  had  redden'd  with  my  odious  blood. 
Go,  to  the  blooming  queen  your  fuit  approve. 
And  mould  her  gentle  bofom  to  your  love  : 
Affianc'd  in  my  faith,  difmifs  your  fear; 
Either  Arbates  has  no  credit  here, 
Orelfe  Pharnaces,  by  my  arts  o'ercome, 
£lfewhcre  fliall  boaft  him  of  the  aids  of  Rome. 

EPITAPH 

ON  MR.  BAILLIE  OF  JERVISWOOD. 

The  pious  parents  rais'd  this  hallow'd  place, 
A  monument  for  them  and  for  their  race. 
Defcendants,  be  it  your  fucceflive  cares. 
That  CO  degcn'rate  duft  e'er  mix  with  theirs. 

EPITAPH 

ON  MR.  BASIL  HAMILTON. 

This  verfe,  O  gentle  Hamilton !  be  thine, 
Each  fofter  grace,  below  thy  darling  llirine. 
Nature  to  thee,  did  her  befl  gifts  impart. 
The  mildeft  manners,  and  the  warmefl  heart; 
Honour  erecfted  in  thy  breaft  its  throne, 
And  kind  humanity  was  all  thy  own. 

EPITAPH. 

Does  great  and  fplendid  villany  allure  ? 
Go  fearch  in  W— — — 's  trial  for  a  cure. 
Bleft  with  enough,  wouldft  thou  increafe  it  ftill  ? 

Examine  Ch 's  life,  and  R d's  will. 

Would'fl  thou  be  happy  ?  then  thefe  rules  receive, 
Read  this  verfe  gratis,  and  thy  foul  fhall  live. 
Learn  from  this  man,  who  now  lies  five  feet  deep. 
To   drink  when    doubting,    and  when    tempted 

fleep: 
This  led  him  fafe  thro'  life's  tempeftuous  fleerage. 
Poor  by  no  place,  ignoble  by  no  peerage  ; 
An  eafy  mind,  by  no  entails  devis'd  ; 
An  humble  virtue,  by  no  kings  excis'd ; 
Stated  no  law  cafe,  and  no  critic  quoted;     [voted. 
Spoke  what    he  thought,    and  never  fwore   nor 
Courts  he  abhorr'd,  their  errors,  their  abufes, 
St.  James,  Verfailles;  all,  all,  but  Sanda  Crucis  *: 
There  where  no  flatefman  buys,  no  bifhop  lells; 
A  virtuous  palace,  where  no  monarch  dwills. 

*  JJtlyroodhotJc. 


With  kind  Bargeny,  faithfcll  to  his  word,      [lord ; 
Whom  heav'n  made  good  and  fecial,  though  a 
The  cities  view'd  of  many-languag'd  men, 
Popes,  pimps,  kings,gamefters;  and  faw  all  was  vain. 
Enjoy'djwhat  Hopetoun's  groves  could  never  yield, 
The  philofophic  rapture  of  the  field ! 
Nor  alk'd,  nor  fear'd.     His  life,  and  humble  lays, 
No  critic's  envy,  and  no  flatt'rers  praife. 
Sure  thofe  who  know  how  hard  to  write  and  live, 
Would  judge  with  candour,  pity  and  forgive. 
Know'n  but  to  few,  as  if  he  ne'er  had  been, 
He  Hole  through  life  unheeded  and  unfeen. 
He  often  err'd,  but  broke  no  focial  duty ; 
Unbrib'd  by  ftatefmen,  and  unhurt  by  beauty. 

PSALM  LXV.  IMITATED. 

Thrice  happy  he!  whom  thy  paternal  love 
Allows  to  tread  the  radiant  courts  above. 
To  range  the  climes  where  pure  enjoyments  grow, 
Where  bleflings  fpring,  and  endlefs  pleafures  flow : 
Awful  in  majelly,  thy  glories  fliine. 
Thy  mercy  fpeaks  its  author  all  divine. 
Thy  tender  and  amazing  care  is  own'd, 
■Where-e'er  old  ocean  walks  his  wavy  round  ; 
Thofe  that  explore  the  terrors  of  the  main, 
Embroil'd  with  llorms  in  fearch  of  paltry  gain, 
Where  tides  encounter  with  tumultuous  roar, 
Derive  their  fafety  from  thy  boundlefs  pow'r  : 
Witliin  their  ftated  mounds  thy  nod  contains 
The  lavvlefs  waves,  where  headlong  tumult  reigns; 
At  thy  defpotic  call  the  rebels  ceafe. 
Sink  to  a  fmiling  calm, — and  all  is  peace. 
Thofe  that  inhabit  earth's  remoteft  bound. 
Trembling  furvey  thy  terrors  all  around, 
When  kindling  meteors  redden  in  the  air. 
And  fhake  thy  judgments  from  their  fanguine  hair ; 
At  thy  command  fair  blufhes  lead  the  day, 
And  orient  pearls  glow  from  each  tender  fpray. 
Night  with  her  folemn  gloom  adores  a  God, 
And  fpreads  her  fable  horrors  at  his  nod, 
Whole  nature  cheerful  owns  her  Maker's  voice. 
Each  creature  fmiles,  and  all  his  works  rejoice. 
Thy  bounty  flreams  in  foft  defcending  fhow'rs. 
And  wakens  into  bloom  the  drooping  flow'rs; 
Pregnant  on  high  thy  cloudy  cifterns  move. 
And  pour  their  genial  treafures  from  above ; 
Earth  fmiles,  array 'd  in  all  her  youthful  charms. "^ 
Her  flow'ry  infants  ope  their  blufhing  arms,       > 
And  kindling  life  each  vernal  bloffom  warms,     j 
Thus  the  glad  year  with  circling  mercies  crown'd, 
Enjoys  thy  goodnefs  in  an  endlefs  round. 
Whene'er  thou  fmil'ft,   frelh  beauties  paint  the 
And  ilow'rs  awaken'd  vegetate  to  birth,       [earth 
The  dreary  wilds,  where  no  delights  are  found. 
Where  never  fpring  adorn'd  the  fterile  ground, 
At  thy  command  a  pompous  drefs  aflume. 
Fair  rofes  glow,  and  op'ning  lilies  bloom: 
Hero  verdant  hills  arife  on  ev'ry  fide. 
And  ilioot  their  tops  aloft  with  confclous  pride  } 
There  lowing  herds  adorn  the  fertile  foil. 
And  crown  with  fleecy  wool  the  fhepherd's  toil; 
While  tender  lambs  their  infant  voices  raifc, 
And  fvveetly  bleat  th'  Almighty  Giver's  praife. 
Here  loaded  vallies  fmile  with  waving  corn. 
And  golden  profpe<5ts  ev'ry  field  adorn  ; 
They  fhout  for  joy,  and  lowly  bending  fing. 
Witn  fwcst  harmonious  notesj  their  gracious  King. 
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Albion  exult !   Thy  fons  a  voice  divine  have  heard» 
The  Man  of  Thebes  hath  in  thy  vales  appear'd. 
Hark !  with  freih  rage,  and  undirainifti'd  fire. 
The  fweet  enthufiaft  fmites  the  Briiijh  lyre ; 
The  founds  that  echo'd  on  Alpheus'  ftreams, 
Reach  the  delighted  ear  of  liftening  Thames  i 
Lo  !  fvvift  acrofs  the  dufly  plain 
Great  Tberons  foaming  courfers  ftrain ! 
What  mortal  tongue  e'er  roU'd  along 
Such  full  impetuous  tides  of  nervous  fong  ? 
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THE  LIFE  OF  G.  WEST. 


VjriLBERT  West  was  the  fon  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Weft,  prebendary  of  Wlnchefter,  and  was  born  in 
1706.  His  father  was  of  an  ancient  family,  and  eminent  for  his  worth  and  learning.  He  fuperin- 
tended  the  Oxford  edition  of  "  Pindar,''  in  folio,  with  the  Greek  Scholia,  1697.  Bifhop  Burnet  gavft 
liim  the  living  of  Hundred  in  Berkfhire  ;  and,  in  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne,  Lord  Orford  procured 
him  a  ilall  in  the  Cathedral  of  Winchefter.  At  the  acceffion  of  King  George,  he  was  appointed 
one  of  his  firfl  Chaplains,  and  had  a  promife  from  his  Majcfly  of  the  firfl  vacant  Biihopric,  which 
he  did  not  live  to  obtain.     He  died  in  171 8. 

His  mother,  Maria  Temple,  was  fifter  to  Sir  Richard  Temple,  Bart,  afterwards  Lord  Cobhara, 
a  woman  of  exemplary  prudence,  piety,  and  virtue,  who  loft  her  right  of  inheritance  to  her  brother's 
eftate,  by  marrying  a  man  without  one ;  and  her  fifter,  Hefther,  married  to  Richard  Gran- 
ville, Efq.  of  Wotton  in  Buckinghamfliire,  and  her  ilTue,  received  the  honours  and  fortune  he  had 
to  bequeath,  with  remainder  to  her  fifter  Chriftian,  married  to  Sir  Thomas  Lyttleton,  Bart,  of  Hag- 
ley  in  Worcefterftiire,  and  her  iffue.  She  married  a  fecond  hufoand.  Sir  John  Langham,  Bart,  of 
Cottefbroke  in  Northamptonftiire. 

His  mother,  purpofing  to  educate  him  for  the  church,  foon  after  his  father's  death,  fent  him  to 
Eton  fchool,  of  which  he  became  Captain,  and  went  off  to  Oxford,  and  became  a  Student  of  Chrift- 
Church. 

His  ftudious  and  ferious  turn  inclined  him  to  embrace  the  clerical  prcftfllon  ;  but  he  was  feduccd 
to  a  more  airy  mode  of  life,  by  obtaining  a  Cornetcy  in  his  uncle's  Regiment  of  Horfe. 

He  continued  fome  time  in  the  army ;  though  it  is  reafonable  to  luppofe  that,  as  his  uncle  ex- 
empted him  from  country  quarters,  he  never  funk  into  a  mere  foldier,  nor  ever  loft  the  love,  or 
neglected  the  purfuit  of  learning  ;  and  afterwards,  finding  himfelf  more  inclined  to  civil  employ- 
ment, he  refigned  his  commiflion,  and  engaged  inibufinefs,  with  0';he;r  young  gentlemen,  trained  by 
government  for  public  fervice,  under  Lord  Townfliend,  then  Secretary  of  State,  with  whom  he  at- 
tended the  King  to  Hanover. 

Lord  Townfliend  fliowed  him  particular  marks  of  h.is  regard ;  and  Walpole  teftilied  the  ftrongeft 
intonation  to  ferve  him  ;  but  Lord  Cobliam's  oppofition  to  the  adminiftration  obftru6ted  his  pre- 
ferment ;  the  minifter  acknowledging,  that  he  muft  not  expeiSt  to  have  his  merit  diftinguiftied  by 
government,  as  any  favours  conferred  on  him  would  be  imputed  as  done  to  his  uncle. 

Finding  that  he  was  to  be  facrificed,  he  took  his  leave  of  the  fecretary's  office,  and  all  views  of 
advancing  his  fortune  ;  his  uncle  diffuading  him  from  going  to  the  Temple,  where  he  had  been  en- 
tered, aitd  ftudying  the  law,  which  he  propofed  to  himfelf,  as  his  laft  refource. 

His  adherence  to  Lord  Townfliend  ended  in  nothing  but  a  nomination,  May  1729,  to  be  Clerk 
Extraordinary  of  the  Privy  Council,  procured  of  the  Duke  of  Devonftiire,  then  Prefident  of  the 
Council,  by  one  of  his  fons,  with  whom  he  had  contraded  a  friendfliip  at  fchool,  which  produced 
no  immediate  profit ;  for  it  only  placed  him  in  a  ftate  of  espe<Sation  and  right  of  fuccellion ;  and 
it  was  very  long  before  a  vacancy  admitted  him  to  profit. 

Soon  afterwards,  he  married  a  daughter  of  Mr.  Eartlett,  and  fettled  himfelf  in  a  very  p'eafant 
iioufe  at  Wickham  in  Kent,  where  he  devoted  himfelf  to  learning  and  to  piety. 
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He  was  very  often  vifited  by  his  coiifin  Lyttleton,  and  Pitt,  who,  when  they  were  weary  of  fadioi^ 
«nd  debate,  ufed  at  Wickham  to  find  books  and  quiet,  a  decent  table,  and  literary  converfation. 
Lyttleton's  epigram  to  liim  in  1744,  contains  a  jufl:  charader  both  of  the  mailer  and  of  his  habi- 

tatinn. 


tation. 


Fair  nature's fwtet  i'unplicity, 

With  clecyp.nce  refin'd. 
Well  in  thy 'fear.,  my  friend,  I  fee, 

But  better  in  thy  mind.    '        ' 
To  both,  from  courts  and  all  their  ftate, 

Eager  I  ily,  to  prove 
Joys  tar  above  a  courtier's  fate. 

Tranquillity  and  love. 

There  is  a  walk  at  Wickham  made  by  Pitt ;  and,  whst  is  of  far  more  importance,  at  Wickham, 
Lyttleton  received  that  ccnvidion  which  produced  his  "  Differtation  on  the  converfion  of  St.  Paul." 
Hammond  alfo  came  often  from  the  bufy  world  to  fee  him,  and  found  at  Wickham  a  temporary 
lehef  from  the  anxieties  of  love. 

And^you,  O  Weft,  y/ith  her,  your  partner  dear, 
Whom  focial  mirth  and  ufeful  fenfe  commend. 

With  learning's  f-ail  my  d-ooping  m.ind  (ball  cheer, 
QlaJ  to  efcape  from  love  to  luch  a  friend. 

Of  his  piety,  the  influence  has  probably  been  extended  far  by  his  Ohfer-v<itions  on  the  Refi^rreBhn  rf 
Chr,Ji,  publilhed  in  1747,  for  which  the  Univerfity  of  Oxford  created  him  a  Doclor  of  Laws  by  di- 
Ploma  March  20,  1748;  and  v.ould  doubM--s  L.ve  reached  yet  farther  had  he  lived  to  complete 
what  he  nad  for  fome  time  medicated,  the  E-vldenceofthe  rruth  of  the  New  Tejl^ment. 

Of  his  learningr,  the  prcfent  collcdion  exhibits  evidence,  in  his  verfion  of  PMar,  which  would 
have  been  yet  fuller  if  the  Bijh.r^hn  on  M,  0/3,.-^/^  &«.«,  which  accompanies  it,  had  not  been 
omitted.  «  I  am  now  revifmg^nd  preparing  for  the  prefs,"  he  writes  Dr.  Doddridge,  March  14. 
1748,  "  fome  papers  which  have  lain  by  me  many  y«rs;  the  tranllations  of  fome  Odes  of  Pindar,  and 
fcme-^other  pieces,  both  in  verfe  and  profe,  tranflatcd  from  the  Greek,  to  all  which  will  be  prefixed 
^l^>Jertat^on  on  the  Olympic  Games,  which  yet  wants  fcmetliing  of  being  finillied.  Though  1  lcc,k 
upoh  ^thefe  fubje<fts  as  mere  trifles  in  comparifon  cf  the  other,  [Obfr-oathns  >.pon  Cdfus]  yet  I  am 
lenJiLue  they  have  a  weight,  indeed  too  great  a  weight  in  the  opinion  of  the  world.    ' 

Ha;  nugffi  feiia  ducent 
In  bona,  laudatum  femel,  acoeiptumque  benigne. 

"  Works  cf  this  kind  fometimes  gain  a  man  a  reputation  and  authority  whicb  may  ferve  him 
rpon  better  and  mors  ufeful  fubjeds.  You  will  not  think  I  am  either  too  vain  or  fancrulne  in  my 
^-xj)e(5lntioris,  when  I  tell  you  that  thefe  papers  have  p.il.d  their  examination,  and  recHved  the  ap, 
probat;on  of  Mr.  Lyttleton,  the.  befl  critic,  the  befl  friend,  and  the  beft  man  in  this  world." 

In  1749,  he  publifhcdliis  verfion  of  the  O.hs  ofPhJar,  with  a  differtation  on  the  Olympic  Games, 
and  notes- critical  and  explanatory,  in  4to. ;  which  was  praifed  in  a  recommendatory  "Ode,"  by 
Dr.  Warton,  the  prcfcnt  refpec^.able  mafter  of  Winchefter  fchool. 

The  fame  year,  he  tranflatcd  from  the  Greek,  the  Ilyvm  ofClcanthcs,  at  the  requeft  of  Dr.  Doddrlc^e, 
to  w.iom  he  writes,  «  I  am  weary  of  tranflating ;  but  would  willingly  put  a  force  upon  myfeif ''to 
oblige  you.  •  ■  .  o  .-  i  t.         J 

In  ji75i,  he  wrote  his  Canto  on  Education,  in  the  manner  of  Spenfer,  which  received  the  approba- 
tion of  Dr.  Doddridge.  In  return,  he  writes  him,  »  I  am  glad  my  Canto  pleafed  you;  though,  to 
t-il  you  the  truth,  I  expected  no  lefs.  You.  are  a  lover  of  the  author  as  well  as  of  virtue  and  religich, 
and^tnuft  therefore  be  difpofcd  to  read  it  with  a  favourable,  if  rot  a  partial  eye." 

Ihiswa.s  followed,  or  preceded,  by  ailoihcr  poem'  in  the  fame  ftanza,  and  a  trr.nflntion  of  the  Jf'.i^ 
Scnla'in  Tauris,  from  ilic  Greek  of  Euripides,  With  britical  remarks  and  hiftoricalexplanations,  and  a 
■^'^^^(^■^oi^Y,&rtoith&AVgonau{icsofApomriiusP!Mr,us:' 

His  income  was'not  largt-,  and  his  friends  ■fndeavo-ircd,  but  without  fuccefs,  to  obtain  an  augmen- 
tation. It  is  reported  that  the  education  cf  the  'ioi  ng  prince  was  offered  to  him,  but  that  he  re= 
quired  "  a  more  extenfive  power  of  fuperintendence  than  it  was  thought  proper  to  allow  him." 
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ta  175  J,  lie  fuc:eed.'e(i  to  one  of  the  lucrative  clerkfliips  of  the  Privy  Council  •  aha  when  Pitt  -yas 
fnade  Paymader-General,  he  had  it  in  his  power  to  irnke  him  Treafurer  of  Chelfea  Hofpital. 

Soon  after,  he  p'ubliflied  his  Pai;:'!s  and  Tranjatlons,  which  he  affedtionately  ihfcribed  to  his  two 
illuftrious  friends,  Pitt  and  Lyttlecon. 

He  was.nowfufEciently  rich;  but  wealth  came  too  kte  to  be  long  enjoyed ;  nor  could  it  fave 
him  from  the  calamities  of  life. 

In  1755,  he  loft  his  only  Ton,  in  the  20th  year  of  his  age ;  an  afflidtion  which  he  felt  very  fevcrely. 

The  year  after,  a  flroke  of  the  palfy  brought  to  the  grave,  in  the  emphatical  language  of  Dr; 
Johnfon,  «  one  of  the  few  poets  to  whom  the  grave  might  be  without  its  terrors."  The  exprefllon 
might  be  interpreted  to  the  diiliohour  of  poetry;  but,  as  it  ought  rather  to  be  confidered  as  a  pointed 
fentence,  than  a  jufl:  cenfurc,  it  would  be  improper  to  take  notice  of  it.  He  died  March  26,  1756, 
i"n  the  50th  ye^r  of  his  age. 

His  works,  in  profe  and  verfe,  contabirig  the  OJcs  of  Phidar,  a  DfjTcrtation  on  the  Olympic  Games, 
C^ymnafic  Extrdfes,  a  Diakgiie  from  Ludan,  Iphigenia  in  Tju'ris,  Argonautics  of  Apollonitis  Rhodius,  a 
Dialomie  cf  Tlato,  a  Dramatic  Poem  bf  Ltician  upon  the  Gout,  the  Inptiifion  of  the  Order  of  the  Garter,  a 
<i!ramatic  poem,  and  Original  Poems  on  fe-veral  occaftons,  were  re-printed  in  I  vols.  I3mo.  1766.  Ths 
Odes  of  Pindar,  and  the  Poems  on  fe-veral  occafons,  were  printed  in  the  coUedioh  of  "  The  Englifti 
Poets,"  1779  and  1790.  The  anonymous  tranflation  of  the  ^ix  Olympic  Odes  if  Pindar,  omitted  by 
Weft,  publiftied  in  1775,  is  incorporated  witli  the  tranflation  of  Weft  in  the  prefent  edition;  and 
'The  Infituiior,  of  the  Order  of  the  Garter,  oniitted  in  the  colkaion  of  «  The  Englifti  Poets,"  is  now  ar- 
ranged with  his  Otiginal  Poems,  ^nA  Tranfations  from  Apollonius  Rhodius.  «  The  SwallbWS,"  ah  elegy, 
printed  in  the  "  Adventurer,"  and  attributed  by  Hawkefworth  to  Weft,  was  the  production  of 
Jago,  the  "  poet  of  the  birds." 

The  works  of  Weft  besr  ample  teftimony  of  his  genius  and  leirning ;  and  his  contemporaries  arc 
lavifti  in  praife  of  his  piety,  probity,  and  amiable  benevolence. 

Pope,  the  moft  celebrated  of  his  poetical  contemporaries,  in  teftimony  of  his  efteem,  left  him  5  1. 
in  his  will,  "  to  be  laid  out  on  a  ring,  or  any  other  memorial,"  and  zoo  1.  "  after  the  deceafe  of 
Mrs.  Blount."  "  Craftiaw,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  «  is  how  not  the  only  maker  bf  verfes  to  whom  may- 
be givcH  the  venerable  names  of  Poet  and  Saint. 

Of  his  private  character,  and  domeftic  habits,  the  following  account  is  given  in  the  «  Gentleman's 
Mai-azine,"  1783,  from  the  MSS.  of  Mr.  Jones,  orice  Curate  to  Young  at  Wehvyn,  and  afterwards 
Vicar  of  Hitchin,  and  well  known  by  the  adlive  {hare  he  took  in  the  "  Free  and  Candid  DifquiQ- 
tions."  It  will  be  no  difparagement  to  thefe  particulars,  to  obfsrve,  that  they  have  furnilhed  feme 
Ufeful  hints  to  Dr.  Johnfon,  in  the  improved  edition  of  his  «  Lives  of  the  Poets." 

"  Mr.  Weft  was  a  perfon  of  great  difcernment,  and  of  a  very  quick  apprehenfion,  and  readily 
faw  into  men  and  things.  He  was  lively  and  agreeable  in  convcrtation,  and  very  much  of  a  gentle- 
man in  all  his  behaviour. 

"  I  have  heard  him  fay,  that  in  his  younger  days  he  had  gone  over  into  the  quarters  of  infidelity. 
His  uncle,  the  late  Lord  Cobham,  did  all  in  his  power  to  inftill  fuch  principles  into  his  mind,  and 
that  of  his  coufm  Lyttleton,  when  they  paid  their  viftts  to  him.  But  the  latteri  he  faid,  happily 
ftood  his  ground,  and  made  little  or  no  progrefs  in  thefe  perverfe  principles. 

«  When  his  Treatife  on  the  RfurreBion,  Is'c.  was  firft  advertifed  in  ihe  public  papers,  numbers  of 
thofe  who  had  conceived  an  opinion  of  his  continuing  a  ftaunch  unbeliever,  fent  for  it  to  his  book- 
feller,  hoping  to  find  their  own  difbelief  therein  confirmed.  But,  "finding  themfelves  difappointed, 
fome  of  them  were  pleafed  afterwards  to  rank  him  in  the  clafs  even  of  Methodifts,  others  ranked 
him  among  the  Socinians.  But  his  true  chara<£ler,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  was  a  Chriftian,  a 
Scholar,  and  a  Gentleman. 

"  His  uncle  (even  after  the  publication  of  his  Treafi/^  on  the  Refurrefiion)  left  him  a  legacj'  of 

1000  1. 

«  He  was  very  regular  and  exemplary  in  family  religion  ;  offered  up  prayers  (thofe  of  .the  public 
liturgy)  every  day,  when  well,  at  eleven  in  the  morning  ;  and  then,  when  the  weather  was  fair,  rode 
out  For'hiG  health.  On  Sundays,  he  went  to  church  (not  to  that  of  his  own  parHh,  but  to  that  of 
St.  Taraes's,  Dr.  Clarke's  church),  and  at  evcjiiiig;  ordered  lii* I«;vants  to  come  into  the  pajlour,  when 
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he  read  to  them  the  late  Dr.  Clarke's  fermons,  and  then  went  to  prayers.     He  read  them  always 
hinifeh". 

"  One  thing  was  fomewhat  fingular;  he  always  faid  grace  himfelf  at  his  table,  though  a  clergyman 
was  prelent.     He  gave  me  his  reafons  of  his  own  accord,  and  I  did  not  difapprove  them. 

"  He  bore  his  laft  illnefs  in  a  very  exemplary  minner,  very  patient,  and  entirely  refigned  to  the 
Divine  Will. 

"  He  had  formed  an  excellent  defign  of  proving  the  authenticity  of  the  New  Teflament,  from 
many  obfcrvations  that  had  occurred  to  him  from  time  to  time,  which  he  had  begun  to  note  down  ; 
and  I  remember  he  fliowed  me  fame  valuable  hints  that  had  been  com.municated  to  him  by  Dr. 
Doddridge,  particularly  drawn  from  the  conceflions  of  Celfus  and  others,  amongll  the  more  early  op- 
pofers  of  Chrlftianity.  He  feemed  to  delight  in  that  fubjedt,  and  to  be  fully  refolvcd  to  purfue  it 
if  God  fhould  give  him  opportunities.  I  have  heard  him  expatiate  upon  it  in  converfation,  with 
great  clearnefs  of  judgment  and  flrength  of  argument.  What  became  of  his  preparatory  papers 
upon  it,  fmce  his  deceafe,  I  know  not ;  but  have  reafon  to  believe,  from  what  I  have  heard,  that  they 
were  foon  after  deftroyed,  with  many  others,  and  perhaps  all  that  he  had  left  remaining  upon  any 
topics  of  theology.  Let  his  memory  be  ever  dear  to  me,  and  facred  to  the  friends  of  Chriflianity  itv 
all  fucceeding  ages." 

His  poetical  charader,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  is  candid  and  judicious,  and  may  be  generally 
allowed  ;  but  with  fome  exceptions  in  favour  of  the  Chonfcs  in  T!he  InJUtution  of  the  Order  of  the  Garter, 
unjuftly  overlooked ;  and  making  due  allowance  for  his  injurious  and  degrading  eflimate  of  the 
merit  of  poetical  imitation. 

"  Of  his  tranflations,  1  have  only  compared  the  firft  Olympic  Ode  with  the  original,  and  found  my 
expc(5lation  furpaffed,  both  by  its  elegance  and  exadtnefs.  He  does  not  confine  himfelf  to  his  author's 
train  of  flanzas  ;  for  he  faw  that  the  difference  of  the  languages  required  a  different  mode  of  ver- 
filication.  The  firfl  flrophe  is  eminently  happy  ;  in  the  fecond  he  has  a  little  flrayed  from  Pindar'' s 
meaning,  who  fays,  "  If  thou,  my  foul,  wiflieft  to  fpeak  of  games,  look  not  on  the  defert  Iky  for  a 
planet  hotter  than  the  fun,  nor  fhall  we  tell  of  nobler  games  than  thofe  of  Olymfia."  He  is  fome- 
times  too  paraphraflical.  Pindar  beflows  upon  Hiero  an  epithet  which,  in  one  word,  fignifics  delight- 
ing in  horfti ;  a  word,  which,  in  the  tranflation,  generates  thefe  lines : 

Hiero's  royal  brows,  whofe  care 

'Tends  the  courfer's  noble  breed ; 
Plcas'd  to  nurfe  the  pregnant  mare  ; 

Pleas'd  to  train  the  youthful  fteed. 

*'  Pindar  fays  of  Pelops,  that  "  he  came  alone  m  the  dark  to  the  White  Sea,"  and  Wefl : 

Near  the  billow-beaten  fide 
Of  the  foam-befilver'd  main, 
Darkling  and  alone  he  flood. 

wliich,  however,  is  lefs  exuberant  than  the  former  paflage. 

«'  A  work  of  this  kind,  muft,  in  a  minute  examination,  difcover  many  imperfedlions  ;  but  Wefl'd 
verfion,  fo  far  as  I  have  confidered  it,  appears  to  be  the  produdl  of  great  labour  and  great  abilities. 

"  His  Injiitution  of  the  Garter,  is  written  with  fufficicnt  knowledge  of  the  manners  that  prevailed 
in  the  age  to  which  it  is  referred ;  and  with  great  elegance  of  didtion ;  but  for  want  of  a  procefs  of 
events,  neither  knowledge  nor  elegance  preferve  the  reader  from  wearinefs. 

"  His  Imitations  of  Spenfer  are  very  fuccefsfully  performed,  both  with  refpedt  to  the  metre,  the 
language,  and  the  fiction ;  and  being  engaged  at  once  by  the  excellence  of  the  fentiments  and  the 
artifice  of  the  copy,  the  mind  has  two  amufements  together.  But  fuch  compofitions  are  not  to  be 
reckoned  among  the  great  atchievements  of  the  intelle<5t,  becaufe  their  cfTcdt  is  local  and  temporary ; 
they  appeal  not  to  reafon  or  paflion,  but  to  memory,  and  prefuppofe  an  accidental  or  artificial  flate 
of  mind.  An  imitation  of  Spenfer,  is  nothing  to  a  reader,  however  acute,  by  whom  Spenfer  has 
never  been  perufed.  Works  of  this  kind  may  deferve  praife,  as  proofs  of  great  induftry  and  great 
nicety  of  obfervation  ;  but  the  higheft  praife,  the  praife  of  genius,  they  cannot  claim.  The  nobleft 
beauties  of  art  are  thofe  of  which  the  effect  is  co-extended  with  rational  nature,  or  at  leaft  with  the 
whole  circle  of  poliflied  life;  what  is  lefs  than  this  can  be  only  pretty,  the  play-thing  of  fafbion,  and 
the  amufeiuent  of  a  day." 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

WILLIAM  PITT,  ESQ^ 

Pay-Mafter-General  of  his  Majefty's  Forces, 
One  of  his  Majefly's  mofl  Honourable  Privy  Council ; 

And  to  the  Honourable 

SIR  GEORGE  LYTTLETON,  BART. 

One  of  the  Lords  Commiffioners  of  the  Treafury; 

THESE  POEMS 

Are  infcribed  by  the  Author  ; 

Who  is  defirous  that  the  Friendfliip, 

With  which  they  have  for  many  Years  honoured  him^ 

And  the  fincere  Affedlion  and  high  Efteem, 

Which  he  hath  conceived  for  them, 

From  a  long  and  intimate  Know^ledge 

Of  their  Worth  and  Virtue, 

May  be  known 

Wherever  the  Pubhcation  of  the  enfulng  Pieces 

Shall  make  known  the  Name  of 

Gilbert  West. 


^HE  SONG  OF  ORPHEUS,  AND  THE  SETTING  OUT  OF 

THE  ARGO. 

FROM  THE  ARGONAUTICKS  OF  APOLLONIUS  RHODIUS. 


Then  too  the  jarring  heroes  to  compofe 
Th'  inchanting  bard,  Oeagrian  Orpheus  rofe, 
And  thus,  attuning  to  the  trembling  firings  : 
His  foothmg  Voice,  of  harmony  he  fings. 

In  the  beginning  how  heaven,  earth,  and  fea, 
In  one  tumultuous  chaos  blended  lay  ; 
Till  nature  parted  the  confliding  foes, 
And  beauteous  order  from  diforder  rofe  : 
How  roU'd  inceffant  o'er  th*" ethereal  plain 
Move  in  eternal  dance  the  ftarry  train  ; 
How  the  pale  orb  of  night,  and  golden  fun, 
Through  months  and  years  their  radiant  journeys 
run ;  [woods. 

Whence  rofe    the  mountains  clad  with  waving 
The  rufhing  rivers,  and  refounding  floods. 
With  all  their  nymphs ;  from  what  celeftial  feed 
The  various  tribes  of  an'mals  proceed. 
Next  hov^  Ophton  held  his  ancient  reign, 
Wjtii  hi*  fam'd  conlbrt,  daughter  of  the  u 


mam ; 


On  high  Olympus'  fnowy  head  enthron'd,^ 
The  new-created  world  their  empire  own'd : 
Till  force  fuperior,  and  fuccefslefs  war, 
Diverted  of  their  crowns  the  regal  pair  ; 
On  Saturn's  head  Ophion's  honours  plac'd. 
And  with  his  confort's  glories  Rhea  grac'd. 
Thence  to  old  Ocean's  watery  kingdoms  hurl'd 
Thus  they  refign'd  the  Iceptre  of  the  world  : 
And  Saturn  rul'd  the  blefs'd  Titanian  gods. 
While  infant  Jove  poflefs'd  the  dark  abodes 
Of  Dide's  cave  ;  his  mind  yet  uninform'd 
With  heavenly  wifdom,  and  his  hand  unarm'd: 
Forg'd  by  the  Cyclops,  earth's  gigantic  race, 
Fkm'd  not  as  yet  the  lightning's  fcorchmg  bla^r. 
Nor  roar'd  the  thunder  through  the  realms  a- 

bove, 
The  flrength  and  glory  of  almighty  Jove. 

This  faid,  the  tuneful  bard  his  lyre  unftrung, 
And  ceas'd  th'  inchanting  mufic  of  his  tongue. 
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But,  with  the  found  cntranc'd,  th'  attentive  ear 
Thought  him  Aill  Cnging,  (till  ftood  iix'd  to  hear. 
In  lilent  rapture  every  chief  remains, 
And  feela  within  his  heart  the  thriilinp-  ftrains. 
Forthwith  the  howl  they  crown  with  rofy  wine 
And  pay  due  honours  to  the  power  divine. 
The  pure  iihations  on  the  fire  they  poilr, 
While  rifing  fl-.imes  the  myilic  tongues  devour. 

Now  laWe,  night  afcends  her  ftarry  throne, 
And  Ar go's  chiefs  her  drowfy  influence  own' 
Bat  when  the  bright-ey'd  morning   rear'd  her 

head, 
And  look'd  o'er  Pelion's  fummits  tinp-'d  with  red  • 
Light  iknnm'd  the  breezes  o'er  the  watery  plain! 
And  ?ently  fwell'd  the  fluduatin^  main. 
Then  Tiphys  r»,'i,  and,  fuminon'd  bv  his  care 
Embark'd  the  heroes,  and  their  oars 'prepare. 
Portentous  now  alon^  the  winding  iho'-es 
Hosrfe-foundino-  Pagafaan  Neptune  roars. 
Impatient  Arg-o  the  glad  lional  took, 
While  from  her  vocal  keerioud  murmurs  broke  • 
±ier  keei  of  facred  oak  divinely  wrought 
Itonian  Pallas  from  Didona  brought. 

On  their  allotted  pofts  now  rang'd  along 
In  feemly  order  fate  the  princely  throng  ■ 
Fait  by  each  chief  his  glittering  armour  games ; 
Ihemidmoft  ftation  bold  Ancsus  claims. 
With  great  Alcides,  whofe  enormous  mio-ht 
Arm  d  with  a  maiTy  club  provokes  the  fi-rht 
^ow^plac'd  befide  him:  in  the  yielding  flood 
Tlie  Keel  deep-fmking  feels  the  demi-gSd. 

1  heir  haulers  now  they  loofe,  and  on  "the  brine 
1  o  Neptune  pour  the  confecrated  wine. 
Then  from  his  native  Ihores  fad  Jafon  turns 
^is  ofc-reverted  eye,  and  filent  mourns. 
As  m  Ortygia,  or  the  Delphic  fane. 
Or  where  limenus  laves  Bceotia's  plain, 
Apollo's  altars  round,  the  youthful  choir 
The  dance  according  with  the  founding  lyre. 
The  hallow'd  ground  with  equal  cadence  beat. 
And  move  m  meafure  their  harmonious  feet  • 
1  ogether  lo  -^.'lelTalia's  princes  fweep 
With  well-tim'd  oars  tJie  filver-curiing  deep. 
]^hile,  raifing  high  the  Thracian  harp,  prefides 
Melodious  Orpheus  and  the  movement  guides. 
On  either  fide  the  dafhing  furies  broke 
^^^^"^^^f^^^rm^r'd  to  each  mighty' ftroke  r 
Wh'l^K    /  t'le  brazen  arms  with  flreaming  light, 
While  the  fw,ft  bark  purfues  her  rapid  fli4t 
And  ever  as  the  fca-green  tide  Ihe  cleaves! 
Foams  the  long  tradl  behind,  and  whitens  all  the 

ivaves  : 
So  fhines  the  path,,acrofs  fome  verdant  plain 
Trac  d  by  the  footlleps  of  the  village  fwain. 
J?^'^°"  ^^'^^  «'^y  ^'■on^  h's  celeftial  throne. 
And  all  th'  iinmortal  powers  of  heaven  look'd 
The  godhke  chiefs  and  Argo  to  furvey        [down, 
As  through  the  deep  they  urg^d  their  darin^  way. 
T  hen  too  on  Pelion's  cioud-top'd  fummit  itood 
I  tie  nymphs,  and  fauns,  and  filters  of  the  wood. 
With  v.'onder  viewing  the  tall  pine  ])clow, 
1  hat  fiiadcd  once  the  mountain's  fWgy  brow, 
No.v_fr,m'd  by  Pallas  o'er  the  founcTltg  fea 
1  heflaha  s  m/ghty  heroes  to  convey. 
But  lo  !  from  Pelion's  highcft  clift  defcends. 
And  downward  to  the  fca  his  footfteps  tends 
1  he  Ceinaur  Chucn  ;  on  the  beach  k  ftood 
And  dipp  d  kw  fetlocks  in  the  hoary  flood. 


Then  waving  his  broad  hand,  the  bark  he  haies. 
Ana  Ipeeds  with  profperous  vows  the  parting  falk, 
;V\_itn  him  advanc'd  his  confort  to  the  fliore  ; 
1  he  ycung  Achilles  in  her  arms  ihe  bore  ■ 
I  hen,  railing  high  in  air  the  pleafing  load. 
To  his  fond  lire  the  fmiling  infant  Ihow'd, 
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The  following  day  Bithynia's  coaft  they  reach. 
And  hx  their  haulers  to  the  flieltering  beach. 
There  on  the  margin  of  the 'bfeating  flood 
Ihe  mournful  manfions  of  fad  Phineus  fl:ood, 
Agenor's  fon  ;  whom  heaven  ordain'd  to  bear 
1  he  grievous  burden  of  unequal'd  care. 
For  taught  by  wife  Apollo  to  defcry 
Th'  unborn  events  of  dark  futurity, 
Vain  of  his  fcience,  the  prefumptuous  feer 
Deign'd  not  Jove's  awful  fecrets  to  revere  - 
But  wantonly  divulg'd  to  frail  mankind 
The  facred  purpofe  of  th*  omnifcient  mind 
Hence  Jove  indignant  gave  him  length  of  days' 
But  quench'd  in  endlefs  fliade  his  vifual  rays      ' 
Nor  w'ould  the  vengeful  god  permit  him  tafle 
1  ne  cheerful  bleffings  of  the  genial  feaft ; 
Though  the  large  tribute  of  the  nations  round 
i  heir  prophet's  board  with  wealth  and  plent? 
crown'd.  ' 

For,  lo!   defcending  fudden  from  the  Iky, 
Round  the  pil'd  banquet  Ihrieking  harpies  flie, 
Who  witn  rapacious  claws  inceflant  tear 
Forth  from  his  famifh'd  hps  th'  untafted  fare. 
A  et  would  fome  flender  pittance  oft  remain. 
Wnat  might  fufhce  to  keep  up  hfe  and  pain. 
But  then  fu  Ji  odours  the  foul  fcraps  exhal'd 
That  with  the  Itench  the  lothing  llomach  fail'd 
Aloof  the  hungry  guefts  and  wondering  flood. 
While  their  fick  hearts  abhorr'd  the  putrid  food. 
.But  now  the  princely  crew  approaching  near, 
1  he  welcome  found  invndes  the  prophet's  ear. 
Taught  by  th'  infpiring  god  that  now  was  come 
Ihs   long-willi'd   period    of    heaven's    vengeful 

doom. 
That  by  thefe  heroes  deftin'd  aid  reflor'd, 
Peace  fnould  thenceforward  blefs  his  feaftful  board. 
I  hen  heaves  he  from  the  couch  his  haggard  head  • 
Like  fome  pale,  lifefefs,  vifionary  fliade. 
And  leanmg  on  his  flralFwith  faultering  fteps. 
Along  the  walls  his  way  exploring  creeps. 
Difeas'd,  enfeebled,  and  by  age  unbrac'd',' 
Trembled  his  tottering  limbs  as  forth  he  pafs'd. 
bhrundc  w^as  his  form,  aduft  with  want  and  care, 
And  burfting  through  his  hide  the  pointed  bontff 

appear. 
But  faint  and  breathlefs  as  he  rcach'd  the  gate 
DoM^n  on  the  threfliold  over-toil'd  he  fate?      '    ■ 
In  dizzy  fumes  involv'd,  his  brain  runs  round. 
And  fvv,ms  beneath  -his  feet  the  folid  ground 
No  more  their  fundions  the  frail  fenfes  keep" 
Aiid  fpeechlefs  finks  the  feer  in  dcath-hkc  ifeep. 

This  faw  the  chiefs  amaz'd,  and  gather'd  rounds 
When  from  his  labouring  lungs  a  hollow  found. 
With  breath  and  utterance  fcarce  recovcr'd  brokd 
And  thus  th'  enlighten'd  feer  prophetic  fpoke  :     ' 

"  Princes  of  Greece,  attend ;  if  ye  be  they 
Whom  o'er  the  main  Theffalia's  pines  convey 
And  Jefon  leads  to  Cokhos'  magic  land. 
Such  is  jour  cruel  tyrant's  fteru  command, 
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Yes,  ye  be  they,;  for  yet  my  mental  eye 
Undimm'd  paft,  prefent,  future,  can  defcry. 
Thanks  to  thy  fon,  Latona,  who  beftows 
This  grace,  this  Only  folace  of  my  woes. 
By  Jove,  to  whom  the  fuppliants  caufe  belongs, 
''Vho  hates  the  mercilefs,  who  avenges  wrongs, 
By  Phoebus,  by  Saturnia  wife  of  Jove, 
By  all  the  blefs'd  immortal  powers  above. 
Who  lead  you  o'er  the  main  with  watchf  ,1  care, 
O  help  !  O  fave  from  famine  and  defpair 
A  wretch  ill-fated,  to  affli<5t;ion  born. 
Nor  leave  me  here  unpitied  and  forlorn. 
For  not  thefc  orbs  alone  depriv'd  of  fight 
Vindictive  heaven  hath  veil'd  in  doleful  night ; 
But  to  extreme  old  age  his  cruel  law 
Dooms  me  th'  unwafting  thread  of  life  to  draw. 
Nor  end  my  forrows  iiere ;  a  heavy  chain 
Of  woes  fucceeds,  and  pain  ftill  link'd  to  pain. 
From  fecret  haunts  aerial,  unexplor'd. 
Flights  of  devouring  harpies  vex  my  board. 
Swift,  inftantaneous,  fudden  they  defcend, 
And  from  my  mouth  the  tafteful  morfel  rend. 
Meanwhile  my  troubled  foul,  with  woes  opprefs'd, 
No  means  of  aid,  no  comfort  can  fuggefi. 
For  when  the  feafl  I  purpofe  to  prepare, 
They  fee  that  purpofe,  and  prevent  my  care. 
But  cloy'd  and  glutted  with  the  lufcious  fpoil 
V/ith  noifome  ordure  parting  they  defile 
"Wliate'er  remains,  if  ought  perchance  remain. 
That  none  approaching  may  the  ilench  fullain, 
•Though  his  ilrong  heart  were  wrapt  in  plated  mail, 
'rhe  filthy  fragments  fuch  dire  fleams  exhale : 
Yet  me  fell  hunger's  all-fubduing  pain 
Compells,  reludlant,  lothing,  to  remain  ; 
Compells  the  deadly  odours  to  endure. 
And  gorge  the  craving  mav/  with  food  impure. 
From  thefe  invaders  (fo  hath  fate  decreed) 
By  Boreas'  offspring  fnall  my  board  be  freed. 
Nor  on  a  flranger  to  your  houfe  and  blood, 
O  fens  of  Boreas,  is  your  aid  ber,.ov/'d. 
Phinens  behold,  Agenor's  haplefs  fon. 
Once  for  prophetic  fkili  and  riches-known  ; 
Who,  while  I  fway'd  the  Thracian  fceptre,  led 
Your  dowcr'd  filler  to  my  fpoufal  bed." 
Here  Phineus  ceas'd,  each  pitying  hero  groans, 
But  chief,  O  Boreas,  thy  relenting  fons 
Fee!  kind  compaffion  fwelling  in  their  fouls. 
While  down  their  cheeks  the  generous  torrent  rolls. 
Then  Zetes  near  approaching,  ciofely  prefs'd 
His  hand,  and  thus  the  labouring  feer  addrefs'd  : 

"  O  moft  difaftrous  of  all  human  kind, 
Whence  fprung  the  evils  that  o'eVwhelm  thy  mind  ? 
Haft  thou,  intrufted  with  the  book  of  fate. 
By  folly  merited  celelliai  hate  .•' 
Hence  falls  tliis  indignation  on  thy  head  ? 
Fain  would  the  fons  of  Boreas  grant  thee  aid  ; 
Fain  would  they  execute  what  heaven  ordains, 
But  awful  dread  their  willing  hands  reftrains. 
To  frighted  mortals  well  thy  fufFerings  prove, 
Hovv'  fierce  the  vengeance  of  the  gods  above. 
Then  fvvear,  or  never  fliall  this  righteous  fvvord, 
Though  drawn  for  thy  deliverance,  aid  afford  ; 
Swear,  that  th'  afiifiance  which  our  arms  fhall  lend, 
Shall  no  immortal  angry  God  offend."  [wide 

He  fpoke  ;  when  flra'ght  tow'r'dheav'n  difclofing 
His  frightlefs  balls,  the  fenior  thus  reply'd  : 

"  My  fon,  th'  injuftice  of  thy  tongue  reftrain, 
Nor  let  fuch  thougiits  thy  pious  foul  profane  : 


By  Phoebus,  heavenly  Augiir,  who  infpires 

My  confcious  bofom  with  prophetic  fires  ; 

By  this  my  Wretched  lot  of  woe  and  care, 

Thefe  eyes  involv'd  in  dark'ning  clouds,  I  fwear. 

By  the  fell  demons  of  the  realms  below. 

Whom  ever  unpropitious  may  I  know, 

From  their  refcntments  not  in  death  fecure. 

If  falfely  their  dread  godheads  I  adjure  : 

That  your  affifting  hands  fliall  never  move 

Wrath  or  difpleafure  in.  the  powers  above." 

Then  acquicfcing  in  the  folemn  prayer, 
To  aid  the  prophet  Boreas'  fons  prepare. 
The  ready  youth  a  banquet  fpread,  the  laft 
That  thofe  fell  harpies  were  decreed  to  tafte  : 
Nigh  ftand  the  brothers,  ardent  to  oppofe 
With  gHttering  faukhions  their  invading  foes. 
But  fcarce  the  firft  fweet  morfel  Phineus  took, 
When  from  the  clouds  with  fvvift  prevention  broke 
Swift  as  the  hghtning's  glance,  or  ftormy  blaft 
Whofe  rapid  fury  lays  the  forefc  wafte. 
Shrill  clamouring  for  their  prey  the  birds  obfcene. 
The  watchful  heroes  fhouting  rulh'd  between; 
But  they  with  fpeediefl  rage  the  cates  devour'd. 
And  round  intolerable  odours  pour'd  ; 
Then  o'er  th'  iEgean  far  away  they  flew  ; 
Upfpringing  fwifc  with  threatning  blades  purfue 
The  feather'd  chiefs.     That  day  Saturnius  fteel'd 
Their  vigorous  nerveswitb  force  untaught  to  yield; 
And  did  not  Jove  their  wearying  ftrength  fullain. 
Their  flitting  pinions  had  they  fpread  in  vain  : 
For  when  to  Phineus  furious  they  repair. 
Or  quhting  Phineus  feek  the  fields  of  air. 
The  light  wing'd  monfters  fleeter  than  the  wind. 
Leave  the  impetuous  zephyrs  far  behind. 
As  when  the  hound  experienc'd  in  the  chafe, 
T  hrough  fome  wide  foreft  o'er  the  fcented  grafs 
A  bounding  hind  or  horned  goat  purfues. 
And  near  his  panting  ptey,  and  nearer  views ; 
Eager  he  ftretches  the  flioit  fpacc  to  gain. 
And,  fnapping,  grinds  his  gnafhing  fangs  in  vain ; 
So  ever-near  th'  infulting  chiefs  piirfued  : 
The  harpies  fo  their  catching  hands  elude. 
But  now  far  off  in  the  Sicilian  main. 
By  the  wincj'd  brothers,  fons  of  Boreas,  flain, 
The  rare  of  harpies  (though  heav'n  difallow'd) 
Had  ilain'd  the  Plotian  ifles  with  facred  blood  ; 
Their  fore  diilrefs  had  Iris  not  furvey'd. 
And  darting  from  the  Ikies  the  heroes  llaid. 
O  fons  of  Boreas,  the  dread  laws  above 
Permic  ye  not  to  wound  the  dogs  of  Jove. 
And,  lo  !  my  oath  I  pledge,  that  never  more 
Shall  thofc  fell  dogs  approach  Bithynia's  ihore. 
This  faid,  adjuring  the  tremendous  floods. 
Moll  fear'd, moft  honour'd  by  th'  immortal  gods; 
By  the  flow -dripping  urn  of  Styx  flie  fwore. 
The  prophets  peaceful  manfions  evermore 
From  thofe  rapacious  fpoilers  fhould  be  free ; 
Such  was  the  fatal  filler's  fixt  decree. 
The  goddcfs  fwore,  the  brothers  ftraight  obev. 
And  back  to  Argo  wing  their  airy  way. 
The  Strophades  from  thence  derive  their  name. 
The  Plotian  iflands  ftyl'd  by  ancient  fame. 
Then  part  the  harpies  and  Thaumantian  maid. 
In  thoufand  various  mingling  dies  array'd. 
Thefe  to  the  grots  retir'd  and  dark  retreat 
Of  DiiSte's  caverns  in  Pvlinoian  Crete. 
While  the  gay  goddefs  of  the  watery  bovw 
Gaiii'd  in  a  moment  high  Olympus'  brow* 
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Meanwhile  the  princes  in  the  cleanfing  wave 
With  purifying  rites  the  fenior  lave. 
Kext  from  tiic  fpoiJ,  which  on  Bybricia's  fliore 
Jrom  vanquiih'd  Ainrcus  ftern  Pcllus  tore, 
A  vidim  they  feleefi  v.ith  pious  care ; 
And  footh  the  gods  with  facrifice  and  prayer. 
Then  in  the  palace  each  heroic  gueft 
Partakes  the  pleafures  of  the  fumptuous  feaft. 
With  them  fat  Phineus,  and  refrelh'd  his  foul 
With  favory  viands  and  the  cheering  bowl. 
Unlatiated  he  feeds,  and  bates  in  ftreams 
Of  ecftafy  beyond  the  blifs  of  dreams. 

THE  HYMN  OF  CLFANTHES  *. 

O  UNDER  various  facred  names  ador'd  ! 
Divinity  fupreme  !  all  potent  lord  ! 
Author  of  nature  !  whofe  unbounded  fway 
And  legiflative  power  all  things  obey  ! 
Majeftic  Jove  !  all  hail !  To  thee  belong 
The  fuppliant  prayer,  and  tributary  fong  : 
To  thee  from  all  thy  mortal  offspring  due  ; 
Prom  thee  we  came,  from  thee  our  being  drew  ; 
Whatever  lives  and  moves,  great  Sire  !    is  thine, 
Embodied  portions  of  the  foul  divine. 
Therefore  to  thee  will  I  attune  my  firing, 
And  of  thy  wondrous  power  for  ever  fing. 
The  wheeling  orbs,  the  wandering  fires  above, 
That  round  this  earthly  fphere  inceffant  move. 
Through  all  this  boundlefs  world  admit  thy  fway. 
And  roll  fpontaneous  where  thou  pointTc  the  way. 
Such  is  the  awe  impreft  on  nature  round 
When   through   the  void  thy  dreadful   thunders 

found, 
Thofe  flaming  agents  of  thy  matchlefs  power  : 
Allonilh'd  worlds  hear,  tremble,  and  adore. 


*  Clcanthct,  the  author  of  this  hymn,  -was  af.oick 
philrjopher,  a  dif.iple  of  Zend,  He  "wrote  many  p'wccs, 
none  of  ivbich  are  come  doivn  to  us,  but  this  and  a  feiv 
fragments,  "which  are  printed  by  H.  Stephens, in  a  collec- 
tion of  philifopoical poems.  'This  hymn  luas  tranflated  at 
the  requefl  of  a  -very  learned  and  ingenious  friend  of  mine, 
luho  ivas  puafed  to  find fuch  jufl  feniimenis  of  the  Lieity 
in  a  heathen,  and  Jo  much  ptetry  in  a  pbilof-phir , 


Thus  paramount  to  all,  by  all  obfey'd, 

Ruling  that  reafon  which  through  all  convcy'd 

Informs  this  general  mafs,  though  reign'ft  adoi"<'. 

Supreme,  unbounded,  univerfal  lord. 

For  nor  in  earth,  nor  earth-encircling  floods, 

Nor  yon  ethereal  pole,  the  feat  of  gods. 

Is  aught  perform'd  without  thy  aid  divine ; 

Strength,  wiidoni,  virtue,  mighty  Jove,  are  thine  ! 

Vice  i!i  the  ad:  of  man,  by  pailion  toft. 

And  in  the  fhorelefs  fea  of  folly  loll. 

But  thou,   what  vice  diforders,  canft  compofe  ; 

And  profit  by  ti;e  malice  of  thy  foes; 

So  blending  good  with  evil,  fair  with  foul, 

As  hence  to  model  cne  harmonious  whole  ; 

One  univerfal  law  of  truth  and  right ; 

But  wretched  mortals  fiiun  the  heavenly  light ; 

And,  though  to  blefs  direding  flill  their  choice ,- 

Hear  not,  or  heed  not,  reafou's  facred  \'oice. 

That  common  guide  ordain'd  to  point  the  road 

That  leads  obedient  man  to  folid  good. 

Thence  quitting  virtue's  lovely  paths  they  rove, 

As  various  objeds  various  paflions  move.        [war 

Some   through  oppofing  crowds  and  tbreatnin^ 

Seekpower'sbrightthrone,andfame'striumphalcar, 

Some,  bent  on  wealth,  purfue  with  endkfs  paii^ 

Oppreffive,  f6rdid,  and  dilhonefl:  gain  : 

While  others,  to  foft  indolence  reCgn'd, 

Drown  in  corporeal  fweetsth'  immortal  mind. 

But,  O  great  Father,  thunder-ruling  god  ! 

Who  in  thick  darknefs  m.ak'ft  thy  dread  abode  ! 

Thou,  from  v/hofe  bounty  all  good  gifts  defcendj 

Do  thou  from  ignorance  mankind  defend  ! 

1  he  clouds  of  vice  and  folly,  O  controul ; 

And  flied  the  beams  of  wifdom  on  the  foul ! 

Thofe  radiant  beams,  by  whofe  all  piercing  flame 

Thy  juftice  rules  this  univerfal  frame. 

That,  honcur'd  with  a  portion  of  thy  light. 

We  may  effay  thy  goodnefs  to  requite 

With  honorary  fcngsand  grateful  lays, 

And  hymn  thy  glorious  v^-orks  with  ceafelefs  praife'. 

The  proper  t;iflt  of  man  ;  and  fure  to  fing 

Of  nature's  laws,  and  nature's  mJghty  king,     , 

Is  blefs  fupreme.     Tet  gods  witli  mortals  joinf 

The  fubjed  may  tranfport  i  breaft  divine. 
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THE  TRIUMPHS  OF  THE  GOUT. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  GREEK  OF  LUCIAN. 
«'  ToUcre  nodofam  nefcit  medicina  podagram." 


Ovid, 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


Goddess  oe  the  gout. 

OCYPUS. 

Physician. 
Nurse. 


Messenger. 
Mountebanks. 
Chorus. 
Spirits. 


SCENE    LIES    IN    THEBES. 


SCENE,  A  CHAMBER. 

Enter  Ocypus  *  lams,  and  leaning  on  the  nurfe. 
Ocyp.  Whence,   widiout  wound,    proceeds  this 
horrid  pain, 
That  robs  me  of  th'  affiflance  of  my  feet  ? 
While,  hke  a  bo'w-flring  by  the  forceful  arm 
Of  feme  bold  archer  llrain'd,  the  cracking 
fmevvs  [plain. 

Labour  and  flretch  ;  and  force  me  to  corn- 
That  length  of  time  but   Hrengthens   the 
difeafe. 
Nil)-.  Raife  thyfelf  up,  my  fon,  nor  bear  fo  hard. 

Left,  helplels  as  thou  art,  with  thee  I  fall. 
Ocyp.  Lefs  weighty  then,  to  humour  thee,  I'll  lean. 
And  reft  upon  my  foot,  and  bear  my  pain. 
For  fhame  it  is,  that  youth  fliould  alk  the  aid 
Of  fuch  a  prating,  old,  decrepit  wretch. 
Niii-.  Forbear,  vain  boy,  thy  fcoffmg  ini'olence. 
Nor  vaunt  too  mucli  thy  youth ;  for  well 

thou  know'ft. 
In  ficknefs  youth  is  impotent  as  age. 
Be  govern'd;  for  this  arm  fhould  I  withdraw. 
Thou  fairft,  while  my  old  feet  unftiaken 
ftand. 
O^yp.  But  if  thou  fall'ft,  through  age  thou  fall'ft, 
not  ficknefs : 
Old  age  is  weak,  though  prompt  and  wil- 
ling ever— 

Orypus,  ihefon  of  Podalirhis  and  Aflafia,  luas  emi- 
nent for  hisfrengtb  and  beauty,  a  great  lover  of  hunting, 
end  all  gymnajiicc  exenifes.  This  young  tnan,  having 
teen  actujlomed  to  infult  and  deride  ivhomfoever  hefaiv 
grievoufly  ofJiiBed  ivith  t^e  gout,  telling  them  at  the  fame 
time  that  their  pains  luere  nothing,  brought  upon  himfelf 
the  indignation  of  the  goddifs  ivho  preftdes  over  that  dif- 
temper,  and  -was  at  lafl,  by  the  violence  of  the  difeafe, 
driven  to  a  recantation.  Lucian  had  compofed an  entire 
drama  upon  thisfubjeB  ;  but  as  only  the  biginning  of  this 
piue  remains,  I  have  Iranfated  it,  and,  -with  very  little 
alteration  in  either,  have  made  it  a  part  of  his  other  dra- 
ma,  ii'hofefijbje^  is  the  triumph  of  the goui  ovir  phyfi;. 


iVar.i  Leave  arguing  ;  and  tell  me  by  what  chac  ^:■^ 

This  pain  hath  got  polleflion  of  thy  toe. 
Ocyp.  As  in  the  courfe  I  exercis'd,  awry 

My  ancle  turn'd,  and  thence  the  pain  enfue  :<i, 
Nur.  Why,  as  the  fellow  faid,  who  carelefs  fat 

Clipping  his  grifly  beard,  then  run  again  . 
Ocyp.  Or  wreftling  might  1  not  the  hurt  receive  .*, 
When  lock'd  together  were  our  grapph  ng 
limbs  ? 
Nur.  A  trufty  champion  by  my  troth  thou  art  ^ 
If  all  thy  fury  light  upon  thyfelf. 
But  this  is  a  mere  circle  of  evafions, 
And  I  niyfelf  the  like  difcourfe  have  heh  1 
In  former  times  and  try'd  to  varnifh  o'ei  •, 
Ev'n  to  my  deareft  friends,  th'  unpleal  ing; 

truth ; 
But  now  when  every  fwelling  member  fpe;  iks- 
Andburningcolourstorturethywholeboi  ly-- 
Enter  PHYSICIAN. 
Phy.  O  !  where  is  Ocypus,  illuftrious  youth  ? 
For  lame,  I  hear,  are  his  vidtorious  feet.  ■ 
And  therefore  to  aflift  him  am  I  come. 
But  fee  !  where  carelefs  on  the  couch  difFi  is'd. 
Supine  he  lies  ! — Heaven  grant  thee  he;  ilth, 

my  fon, 
Andtothy  feet  reftore  their  wontedftren  gth. 
Declare  to  me,  O  Ocypus,  the  caufe 
Of  thy  complaint :  perhaps  my  powerfu  1  art 
May  for  thy  anguifh  find  fome  quick  redicf.- 
Ocyp.  Intolerable  pain  my  foot  confumes. 
Phy.  Whence  came  it .'    how  ?    what   aqcidi  ;nt  ? 

explain. 
Ocyp,  Or  in  the  ftraining  race,  or  haply  whije 
My  gymnick  exercifes  1  perform'd, 
Some  hurt  from  my  companions  I  rece  iv'd, 
Phy.  Then  where's  the  fore  and  angry  inflam- 
mation ? 
And  why  no  fomentation  on  the  part  ? 
Ocyp.  The  woollen  bandage  I  abhor. 
Nur.  Alas ! 

How  baneful  is  the  pride  of  handfome  loi^ks 
Phy.  What  therefore  muft  be  done  .■■  fliall  I  laf 
open 
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Thy  tumid  foot  ?  But,  Ocypus,  be  fure 
If  once  I  feizc  upon  it,  I  fliall  drain. 
At  many  bleeding  wounds,  thy  arteries. 
Ocyp.  Put  all  thy  new  devices  now  in  praiflice, 

So  from  this  horrid  pain  my  foot  be  freed. 
Phy.  Then  lo  !  my  fleely  inilrument  I  drav/, 

This  crooked,  fharp,  blood-thirliing  inilru- 
ment. 
Ocyp.  Hey  !  ho  ! 

Nur.  Phyfician.what  doR  thou  intend  ? 

Would'ft  thou  with  fliarp  incillons  vex  him 
more .''  [danger  ? 

And,  without  knowing  why,  his  foot  en- 
He  hath  abus'd  thee  with  an  idle  tale. 
For  neither  in  the  {training  race,  nor  while 
His  gymnic  exercifes  he  '."lerform'd. 
From  his  companions  did  he  hurt  receive. 
Then  liften  to  my  tale.     Healthful  he  came, 
And  all  unwounded  home  ;  and  greedily 
The  evening  feall  devour'd,  and  drain'd  the 

bowl ; 
Then  falling  on  the  couch  fecurely  flept. 
But  at  midnight  awaking,  loud  he  ro'ar'd, 
As  fmitten  by  (ome  god  :  fear  feiz'd  us  all. 
And,  Oh !  he  cried,  whence  came  this  dire 

ntifc.hance  ^ 
Some  torturing  demon  feizes  c  my  foot. 
Thus  on  his  couch  up-lltting  all  night  long 
His' foot  in  fad  folemnity  hemoan'd. 
But  when  the  cock's  fhrill  founding  trump 

proclaims 
The  dawning  da^r,  lamenting  forth  he  comes, 
And  on  my  flioulder  leans  his  fevei'iih  hand, 
While  his  difabled  fcoffleps  I  upheld. 
All  that  he  told  thee  is  a  forg'd  device 
To  veil  the  fecret  of  his  dire  difeafe, 
"Which  novyf  in  every  limbbegius  torack  him, 
Nor  yet  is  able  to  extort  the  truth. 
Ccyp.  Old  age  is  ever  arm'd  with  mighty  words; 
Vaunting  in  fpeech,  but  impotent  in  aftion. 
He,  who  when  fick  his  nuriing  friends  de- 
ceives, 
liike  the  flarv'd  wretch  that  hungry  maftic  * 

chews, 
But  cheats  himfelf,  and  fofters  his  difeafe. 
Fl}y.  Thou  cheateft  all;  now  that,  now  faying  this, 

Confefilng  pain,  but  not  explaining  what. 
Ocjp.  And  how  fliall  1  explain  it .?  I  indeed 

Know  that  I  fuflPer  pain  ;  and  that  is  all. 
X'hy.  When  pain,  without  apparent  caufe,  invades 
The  fwelling  foot,  a  man  may  pieafe  himfelf 
In  hunting  after  this  and  that  folution, 
But  can't  miflake  the  nature  of  his  evil. 
And  now  hear  this,  howe'er  unpleaCng  truth, 
At  length,  with  vengeance  due,  'tis  come  up- 
on thee. 
dyf.  It .?  what  ?  alas  !  what  terrible  difeafe. 

That  needs  fuch  preface  to  its  horrid  name? 

Nur.  The  gout,  O  wretched  Ocypus,  wl.ofc  pangs 

And  gnawing  tortures  thou  didll  once  deride. 

Ocyp.  But  what,  O  fkilful  artiH,  what  fay'll  thou  .? 

jPhy.  Farewell,  to  ferve  thee  I  negledh  myfelf. 


]\fajlic  is  a  great  Jirengthcner  of  ihejlomach,  and 
ccnjrqucrtiy  promotes  appetite  ;  ivhich  to  a  man  dying  of 
hunger  isfo  far  frum  bci,.g  a  relief,  that  it  rather  iii- 
ireafes  his  cof/ij^!atnt !  this  J  take  to  b(  the  Kianif.v  cf  this 
pajagt.  ...     ^ 
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Ocyp.  What  accident  or  bufiners  calls  thee  hence  f 
Phy.  Into  a  curelefs  evil  thou  art  fnH'n. 
O^yp.  Muft  I  then,  ever  lame,  tormented  ever, 

rirag  on  a  life  of  everlafting  woe  .' 
Phy.  Fear  not :  thou  fllalt  not  be  for  ever  lame. 
Ocyp.  WHiat  worfe  have  I  to  fear  ? 
i'h-  On  either  leg 

Her  galling  fetters  will  thegoddefs  bind. 
Ocyp.  Alas !  in  t'other  fympathiiing  foot 
Methlnks  I  feel  a  new  unufual  pain. 
Or  am  I  motionlefs  \  Or  wherefore  dread  I 

\rying  up. 
To  place  thefe  once  fo  nimble  feet  on  earth  .' 
Seiz'd  like  a  child  with  vain  and  fudden  fear: 
Now  by  the  gods,  th'  immortal  gods,  I  beg. 
If  aught  ihy  art  fuggefl  of  aid  or  comfort, 
Thy  friendly  help  impart,  and  heal  my  paiu, 
Or  furely  I  fliall  die :   within  I  feel 
The  fecret  venom,  and  the  thrilling  arrow 
That  pierces  through  my  feet,  and  tears  my 
finews. 
Phy.  Not  to  amufe  thee  with  unmeaning  words. 
Like  fome  of  thofe  who  call  themfelves  phy- 

ficians, 
But  of  the  healing  fcience  nothing  know, 
I'll  briefly  Ihow  the  ftate  of  thy  complaint: 
An  in furmoun table  and  flrong  difeafe 
Is  fall'n   upon  thee :  bonds  more  hard  and 

flubborn 
Than  thofe   fteel-temper'd   fhackles,  whick 

the  hand 
Of  juftice  fixes  on  the  bold  offender  : 
A  dreadful,  undifcover'd,  fecret  ill, 
Whofe  burden  human  nature  fcarce  can  bear. 
Ocyp.  Alas  !  oh  !  oh  !  what  inward  fniart  is  this. 
That  penetrates  my  foot  .■'  oh !  on  thy  arm 
Support  me,  ere  1  fall,  and  lead  me  on 
As  the  young  fatyrs  reeling  Bacchus  lead. 

Y falls  on  the  couch, 
Phy.  Tliere  leave  him  on  the   couch;  refrefhing 
fleep 
His  much-exhaufled  fpirits  will  recruit. 

\Exeunt  Nurfe  and  Pbyfician, 

OcYVUsfolus. 

Ocyp.  O  horrid  name  !  detelled  by  the  gods  ! 
Gout,  rueful  gout !  of  fad  Cocytus  born  ! 
Whom  in  the  mirky  caves  of  Tartarus 
The  fiend  Megxra  in  her  womb  conceiv'd, 
And  nourilh'd  at  her  breafl :  Aledio  too 
With  her  fell  milk  the  wnyward  infant  fed./ 
But  oh!   what    god  brought  thy  (iifaftrous 

power 
To  taint  this  light,  arid  harafs  human-kind.^ 
If  punifhment  condign  purfue  the  dead. 
For  crimes  committed  in  their  days  of  nature. 
What  need  was  therein  Pluto's  dieary  realms 
With  ftrcams  forbidden  Tantalus  to  vex  ? 
To  whirl  Ixion  on  the  giddy  wheel  i 
And  weary  Sifyphus  \vith  fruitlefs  toil  ? 
It  fure  had  been  fufficient  puniihment 
Had  each  offender  the  fharp  pains  endur'd 
That  tear  this  meagre  miferable  carcafc  : 
While  through  til'  obflru(5tcd  pores  theftrug* 

ling  vapour 
And  bitter  dlibllation  force  their  way. 
Ev'n  through  the  bowels  runs  the  Icalding 

plague, 
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And  waftes  the  fieih  with  floods  of  eddying 

fire. 
So  rage  the  flames  in  Etna's  fulphureous 

womb  . 
So  'twixt  Charybdis  and  vex'd  Scylla  rave 
Th'  imprifon'd  tides,  and  in  wild  wliirlpools 

tofs'd  [foaming  furge. 

Dafh'd    'gainfl   the   mouldering    rocks    the 
O  evil  unexplor'd  !  how  oft  in  vain 
We  fondly  try  to  mitigate  thy  woes, 
And  find  no  comfort,  by  falfe  hopes  abus'd. 

Scene  changes,  and  difcovers  the  Chorus,  cotifijling  of 
Gouty  Men  and  Women,  7narcbing  in  Proceffion  to 
fhe  Temple  of  the  Gout,  luiih  JViuJ'ic  and  Dancing. 


To  tender  Attis,  beardlefs  boy, 
The  hewling  PJ'irygian  throng. 

On  Cybele's  high  mountain  chant 
Th'  enthufialcic  fong. 

On  yellow  Tmolus'  flowery  top 

The  Lydian  youth  around 
For  Comus  mix  the  warbling  voice 

And  flute's  melodious  found. 

"Nyith  clafliing  arms,  in  frantic  mood, 

The  mad  Idaean  train 
Attemper  to  the  Cretan  dance 

Their  holy  ritual  flrain. 

To  Mars,  the  furious  God  of  war, 
The  fwelling  trumpets  breathe. 

Preluding  to  contentious  flrife. 
To  battle,  blood,  and  death. 

But  we,  O  Gout,  afHidtive  power ! 
We  thy  fad  votaries, 
^  In  fighs  and  groans  to  thee  perform 
Our  annual  facrifice  : 

When  uflier'd  by  the  blufliing  hours 

The  genial  fpring  appears  ; 
And  every  flower-embroider'd  vale 

Its  verdant  mantle  wears  : 

llVhen  zephyr  on  each  pregnant  tree 

Calls  forth  the  tender  leaves; 
And  her  fad  neft  the  fwallovy  builds 

Beneath  the  friendly  caves  : 

When  in  the  grove,  at  midnight  hour, 
'   Difconfolace,  alone, 
for  Itys  loft  th'  Athenian  bird 
p.enews  her  plaintive  moan. 

\Exit  Qhorits. 

SCENE,  A  CHAMBER, 

OCY VV S  folus. 

Ocyp.  Come,  O  my  comfort,  my  fupporter,  come, 
My  llaff,  my  third  beft  leg,  O  !  now  uphold 
My  tottering  footfteps,  and  dire6l  my  way, 
That  lightly  on  the  earth  my  foot  may  tread. 
Wretch,  frcm  thy  pallet  raife  thy  heavy  limbs, 
And  quit  the  cover'd  clofenefs  of  the  room. 
Difpei  the  cloud,  that  weighs  thy  eyelids 
Jn  open  day,  and  in  the  golden  fun  [dov.'n, 
'  9"  P.""'f^  ^^\  '^y  EBlivcn'd  fpirit  feall. 


For  now  my  willing  mind  invites  me  forth  j, 
But  the  weak  flefli  refufes  to  comply. 
Be  refolute,  my  foul  •,  for  well  thou  know'ft, 
The  gouty  wretch,  that  would,  but  canno: 

move, 
Ouglit  to  be  numbcr'd  with  th' inaflive  dead. 
Come  on. 

\_Exit  OcYPUK 

Scene  changes. 

Enter  Ocypus,  ivho  dfcovers  the  Chorus  before  c 
Temple  offering  Sacrifices  to  the  Gout,  ivith  Mujie- 
and  Dancing.      Dance. 

Ocji^.— But   who   are    they,    whofe   hands   with 
crutches  fiU'd, 

Whofe  toffing  heads  with  cldern  garlands 
bound, 

Seem  in  wild  dance  fome  feafl  to  celebrate  ? 

Do  they  to  thee,  Apollo,  Pseansfing?  [brows. 

Then  would  the  Delphic  laurel  ihade  their 

Or  chant  they  rather  Bacchanalian  hymns  ? 

Then   would   their  temples    be   with    ivy 
v.'reath'd. 

Whence  l  re  ye,  ftrangers  ?  fpeak  :  the  truth 
declare. 

Declare,  O  friends,  what  deity  ye  worfhip, 
Chor.  But  who  art  thou,  that  malt'lt  us  this  de- 
mand ?  [ferr'd. 

Thou  too,  as  from  thy  crutch  may  be  in-» 

And  hobbling  pace,  thou  art  a  votary 

Of  the  invincible  divinity. 
Ocyp.  I  am  ;  nor  am  unworthy  of  the  name. 

Chorus.  When  Cyprian  Venus,  queen  of  iove, 
In  pearly  dews  fell  from  above, 
Nereus  amafs'd  her  fcatter'd  frame, 
And  form'd  the  fair-proportion'd  dame, 

Fafl  by  the  fountains  of  the  deep. 
Where  on  their  ouze  the  furges  fleep. 
On  her  broad  bofom  Tethys  laid 
The  partner  of  Jove's  regal  bed. 

]\.Iinerva,  virgin  bold  and  wife. 
From  the  great  Monarch  of  the  fkies, 
Satnrnian  Jove,  her  birth  receiv'd. 
In  his  immortal  brain  conceiv'd. 

But  old  Ophion,  hoary  god, 

Our  goddefs  firfl  embrac'd ; 
Firll  in  his  fond  paternal  arms 

The  mighty  infant  plac'd. 

What  time  primeval  Chaos  ceas'd, 

And  night  eternal  fled; 
Bright  rofe  the  morning,  and  the  fun 

His  new-born  radiance  ihed. 

Then  from  the  womb  of  fate  fprung  forth 
The  Gout's  tremendous  power. 

Heaven  with  portentoii;;  thunders  rung, 
And  hail'd  her  natal  hour. 

Clotho  receiv'd  anc!*fwath'd  the  babe, 
Thenoe  at  the  dreaming  breaft 

Of  wealth  by  foftering  Pintus  fed, 
Her  awful  force  incrcas'd. 

0.;*.  Say  by  what  rites  myfl;erious  to  her  altar 
Doih  the  dread  power  her  votaries  admit  J 
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fbo.    Nor  •  with  the   biting  fteel  ourfelves  we 

wound,  [ground ; 

Or  fprinklc  with   our  blood   the  hallow 'd 
Nor  arc  our  necks  with  galling  collars  worn ; 
Or  livid  backs  with  founding  fcourges  torn  : 
Hot  at  the  altar,  when  the  vicSlim  dies, 
Gorge  we  the  raw  and  bleeding  facrifice  : 
But  when  the  fpring  the  rifing  fap  impells. 
And   tJie  young  elm  with  genial  moifture 

fwells. 
When  in  the  hedges  on  the  budding  fpray 
The  blackbird  niodulaies  her  various  lay  : 
^hen  unpercei  v'dflie  drrves  her  piercing  dart, 
And  wounds  the  inmoft  fenfe  with  fecret 

fmart ; 
The  hip,  the  nervous  thigh,  the  ankles  fwell. 
The  bending  knee,  and  firmfupporting  heel: 
Thellronj-knit  Ihoulder  and  the  finewyarm, 
And  hand  mechanic,  feel  th'  inteftine  harm. 
Through  every  joint  the  thrilling  anguiih 

pours,  [devours; 

And  gnaws,  and  burns,  and  tortures,  and 
Till  length  of  fuffering  the  dire  power  ap- 

peafe. 
And  the  fierce  torments  at  her  bidding  ceafe. 
Ocyf.  Unweeting  then  her  votary  am  I. 

Thou,  goddefs,  gentle  and  benign,  approach  1 
And  I,  with  thefe  thy  votaries,  will  begin 
Thy  facred,  folemji,  cuftomary  fong. 

[Dance. 

Cherus.  Thou  air,  be  ftlll ;  thou  flcy,  ferene ; 

Thy  groans,  thou  gouty  wretch ,  forbear : 
Propt  on  her  ftafF,  behold  the  queen 
Deigns  at  our  altars  to  appear  ! 

yThe  Goddefs  of  the  Gout  defcends  or  enters  ?\ 
Hail !  gentlefl  of  the  heavenly  powers  ! 

Propitious  on  thy  fervants  fmilc  ; 
And  grant  in  fpring's  fermenting  hours 
A  quick  deliverance  from  our  toils. 
Gold.  Lives  there  on  earth   to  whom  I  am  un- 
knov/n. 
Unconquerable  queen  of  mighty  woes  ! 
Whom  nor  the  fuming  cenfcr  can  appeafe. 
Nor  vi61:im's  blood  on  blazing  altars  pour'd. 
Me  not  Apollo's  felf  with  all  his  drugs, 
High  Heav'ns  divine  phyfician,  can  fubdue ; 
Nor  his  Icarn'd  fon,  wile  v'Efculapius. 
Yet,  ever  fmce  the  race  of  man  begun, 
All  have  effay'd  my  fury  to  repel, 
Racking  th'  invention  of  flill-bafiled  phyfic. 
Some  this  receipt  'gainft  mc,  fome  that  ex- 
plore, [herb, 
Plantane  they  bruife,   the  parfleys  odorous 
The  lenient  lettuce,  and  the  purflain  wild. 
Thefe  bitterhorehound,  and  the  watery  plant 
That  on  the  verdant  banks  of  rivers  grows  ; 
Thofe  nettles  crufti,  and  comfrcy's  vifcid  root, 
And  pluck  the  lentils  in  the  ftanding  pools. 
Sonio  parfnips,  fome  the  glofl'y  leaf  apply 
That  fnades  the  downy  peach,  benumbing 
henbane,          -  [bulb. 
The    poppies  foothing  gum,    th'   emollient 
Rind  of  the  Punic  apple,  fleawort  hot, 

*   The  Chorus  here  allude  to  fcvcral  religious  cerew)- 
tiies  performed  by  federal  Priejls  to   •bar  Gods.      The 
Serrplure  mentions  the  Pr-efs  of  Baal  cutting  andflajh- 
i.'?  tbeinfdves  ivltb  knives,  IS'c. 
1         ■' 


The  cofbly  frankincenfe,  and  fearching  root 
Of  potent  hellebore,  foft  fenugreek 
Temper'd  with  rofy  wine,  coliamphacum. 
Nitre  and  fpawn  of  frogs,  the  c)'prefs-cone, 
And  meal  of  bearded  barley,  and  the  leaf 
Of  colworts  unprepar'd,  and  ointments  made 
Of  pickled  garus,  and  (O  vain  conceit !) 
The  dung  of  mountain-goats,  and  human 

ordure. 
The  flower  of  beans,  and  hot  farcophagus. 
The  poifonous  ruddock  *,  fome,  and  Ihrew- 

mcufe  boil, 
The  weafsl  fome,  the  frog,  the  lizard  green. 
The  fell  hyana,  and  the  wily  fox,       [goat. 
And  branching  ftone-buck  f  bearded  like  a 
What  kind  of  metals  have  ye  left  imtry'd  ? 
What  juice  ?  what  weeping  tree's  medicinal 

tear  .' 
WhatbeafcSjWhat  animals,  have  notbeflow'd 
Their  bones,  or  nerves,  or  hides,  or  blood, 

or  marrow,  j 

Or  milk,  or  fat,  or  excrement,  or  urine  ?  1 

The  draught  of  four  ingredients  fome  com-     1 

pofe,  [lief. 

Some  eight,  but  more  from  feven  expec^l  re- 
Some  from  the  purging  hiera  feek  their  cure. 
On  myftic  verfes  vainly  fome  depend ; 
The   tricking   Jew   gulls  other  fools  with 

charms ; 
While  to  the  cooling  fountains  others  fly. 
And  in  the  cryftal  current  feek  for  health. 
But  to  all  thefe  fell  anguifh  I  denounce. 
To  all  v.'ho  tempt  me  ever  more  fevere. 
But  they  who  patiently  my  vifit  take, 
Nor  feek  to  combat  me  with  anodynes. 
Still  find  me  gentle  and  benevolent. 
For  in  my  rites  whoe'er  participates, 
His  tongue  with  eloquence  1  ftrait  endow. 
And  teach  him  with  facetious  wit  to  picafe, 
A  merry,  gay,  jocofe  companion  boon  : 
Round   whom    the    noify   crowd   inceflant 

laugh. 
As  to  the  baths  the  crippled  wretch  is  borne. 
For  that  dire  Ate,  of  whom  Homer  fings. 
That  dreaded  powerful  deity  am  1 : 
Who  on  the  heads  of  men  infultirg  tread. 
And  filent,  foft,  and  unobferv'd  approach. 
But  as  for  me  the  add  drop  defcends. 
The  drop  of  anguifli,  I  the  Gout  n.m  call'd. 
Now  then,  my  votaries  all,  my  orgies  fing. 
And  praife  with  hymns  th'  unconquerable 

goddefs.  *'«4| 

Chorus.  Hear,  ftubborn  virgin,  fierce  and  flrong. 
Impracticable  maid ! 
O  liftcn  to  our  holy  fong  ! 
And  grant  thy  fervants  aid  ! 

Thy  power,  imperious  dame,  difmays 

The  monarch  of  the  dead. 
And  ftrikes  the  ruler  of  the  feas 

And  thundering  Jove  v.'ith  dread. 

Thee  foft  rcpofing  beds  delight 
And  flannel's  warm  embrace, 


*  A  kind  of  red  land-toad. 

f  A  beafi  -ivithfhaggy  hair  and  a  Icard  Hie  a  goaf^ 
but  otbcrtvife  like  afa^. 
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And  ban(3ag'cl  leg*  nor  fwift  in  fligbt, 
Nor  -victors  in  the  race. 

Thy  flames  the  tumid  ankles  feel, 
The  finger  maim'd,  the  burning  heel, 

And  toe  that  dreads  the  ground. 
Thy  pains  unclos'd  our  eye-hds  keep, 
Or  grant  at  bell  tumultuous  fleep 

And  flumbers  never  found. 

Thy  cramps  our  limbs  diftort, 
Thy  knots  our  joints  invadfi : 

Sucii  is  thy  cruel  iport ! 
Inexorable  maid ! 

Enter  MfJJcnrer.,  ivith  ttvo  Mounteharils  bound. 
Jilsf.  O  !  Miftrofs,  opportunely  art  thou  met. 
Attend  no  vain  or  idle  tale  1  bring, 
But  well  fupported  by  authentic  tails. 
As  through  tire  town  (for  fo  thou  did!!  enjoin) 
With  flow  and  gentle  pace  I  lately  rang'd. 
Searching  if  haply  I  might  chance  to  find 
A  mortal  bold  enougli  to  brave  thy  power  ; 
There  quiet  all,  and  patient,  I  beheld, 
Subdu'd,  O  goddefs,  by  thy  miglity  arm. 
All   but   thefe    two    prefumptuous    daring 

v/retches, 
tVho  to  the  gaping  crowd  with  oaths  deny'd 
To  pay  due  reverence  to  thy  deity, 
Boafting  that  they  would  banilb  thee  from 

earth :  [bound, 

Whei^'fcr^e  with  fetters  ftrong  their  legs  I 
And  after  five  days  march  have  brought 

them  hither, 
A  weary  march  of  twice  five  hundred  feet. 
God.i.  Sv/ift  hart:  thou  come,  my  winged  nieifenger. 
S.iy,  from  what  regions,  through  what  rugged 

paths. 
Haft  thou  thy  tedious  longfome  way  purfued  ? 
Explain,  that  I  may  comprehend  thy  fpecd  ? 
jS^'J.  Five  ftairs,  v.'hofe  weak  and  diflocated  frame 
Trembled  beneath  my  tread,  defcendiiig 
rirR  to  the  level  pavement  I  arriv'd,  [down, 
That  'gainft  my  feet  its  jarring  furface  turnVj ; 
Which  having  with  uneafy  foot-fleps  croij'd, 
I  enter'd  next  the  rough  and  flinty  flrcet, 
Whofe  pointed  ftones  the  gouty  foot  abhors  : 
Here  meeting  with  a  fmooth,  though  fiippery 

path, 
I  hurried  on,  but  with  backfliding  hafle, 
The  trodden  flime  my  tottering  ankle  turn'd. 
Thus  as  I  journcy'd,  down  on  every  fide 
1'he  ftreaming  fweat  defcended,  and  my  legs 
Faint  and  relax'd  no  longer  firmly  trod. 
Thence  lab'ring  in  each  limb,  and  overtoil'd, 
A  broad,  but  dangerous  way  receiv'd  me 

next : 
For  on  each  hand  the  whirling  chariots  flew, 
And  urg'd,  and  prefs'd,  and  drove  me  fafter 
But  I  v/ith  nimble  acSion  ply'd  my  feet,    [on; 
And  quick  into  an  alley  flept  afide, 
Till  every  rattling  haily  wheel  was  pafs'd. 
For,  as  to  thee,  O  goddefs,  I  belong'd. 
Thy  votary,  I  ought  not,  could  not,  run. 
Godd.  Servant,    thou  haft  not  well  perform'd  in 

vain. 
Nor  fhall  thy  prompt  obedience  v.'fent  reward. 
In  recompence  this  pleafing  boon  receive, 
Tbree  years  of  light  and  gentler  p^ins  to  bear. 


But  ye,  moft  impiious  heaven-abandon'd  vil- 
lains, [dare 
What  and  whence  are  ye,  that  fo  proudly 
The  lifts  to  enter  with  the  migh'iy  Cirut, 
Whofe  power  not  Jove  himfelf  can  overcome  ? 
Sj-.cak,  wretches — many  a  hero  have  I  tam'd. 
As  all  the  wife  and  learn'd  can  teftify. 
Priam  *  was  gouty,  as  old  poets  fing, 
And  by  the  gout  the  fwift  ^Achilles  fell. 
1           Belleiophon,  and  Thebes'  unhappy  lord. 
The  mighty  Oedipus,  my  prowefs  own'd. 
And,  of  maim'd  Pelops'  race,  young  Phlift- 

henes. 
He  too,  who  led  to  Troy  his  warrior  bands. 
The  halting  fon  of  Pseas  felt  my  dart, 
And  by  my  dart  the  f  J.ord  of  Ithaca, 
Ivot  by  the  poifonous  trygon's  bone  expir'd. 
Wherefore,  ill-fated  wretches,  be  aflur'd. 
Your  wicked  deeds  fliall  meet  their  due  re- 

I  ATo.  Syrians  v.-e  are,  in  fair  Damafcus  born.  [ward. 
But  urg'd  by  want,  and  hungry  poverty,  , 
O'er  Cjirth  and  fea  like  vagabonds  we  roam. 
And  with  this  ointment,  which  our  father 

gave, 
We  comfort  and  relieve  the  fick  and  lame. 

Gcdd.  What  is  your  ointment,  fay,  and  how  pre- 

S  A'lo.  We  dare  not  tell,  to  fecrecy  oblig'd  [par'd  ? 
Both  by  the  folemn  oath  of  our  profeffion, 
And  laft  injunctions  of  a  dying  father ;  [tue 
Who  charg'd  us  to  conceal  the  powerful  vir- 
Of  this  our  medicine,  whofe  ftrong  efficacy, 
O  gout,  can  ev'n  thy  madding  fires  aliay. 

Godd.  Ha !  miferable  wretches,  fay  ye  fo  ? 

Is  there  on  earth  a  medicine,  whofe  effe<5b 
My  power  is  not  fufficient  to  controul  ? 
Come  en,  upon  this  iffue  let  us  join. 
Let  us  experience  now  the  prevalence 
Of  your  ftrong  medicine  or  my  raging  flames. 
Hither,  tormenting  fpirits,  whoprefide 
O'er  my  diftradling  fcrrows,  hither  come. 

Spirits  defcerid. 
Thou  from  the  tender  fole  to  every  toe 
Round  all  the  foot  theburninganguifl:  fpread. 
Tliou  in  the  heel  ftialt  fettle  fiom  the  thigh, 
Thou  on  the  knee  ftialt  pour  the  bitter  drop. 
And  each  of  you  a  finger  fliall  torment. 

Sfir.  Behold,  O  queen,  thy  orders  are  perform'd. 
See  !  where  the  v.retches  maim'd  and  roar- 
ing lie, 
Their  limbs  diftorted  -vvith  our  fierce  attack. 

Godd.  Now,  friends,  inform  us  of  the  truth;  declare 
If  aught  your  boafted  ointment  now  avail. 
For  if  my  forces  it  indeed  fubdue, 
Far,  to  the  dark  recefles  of  the  earth. 


*  Priam  was  gouty,  &c.]  Lucian  had  this  cir- 
cumjiance  from  fen:e  Jecrtt  hijlorits  that  are  not  cot/se 
doii-n  to  t's  ;  or  poJpAtJy  therd  may  be  fame  conceit  ivhich 
ive  do  not  underjland,  Jincc  one  cannot  help  thinkinis  that 
he  alludes  to  the  luTrei'.eJs  of  Fhilofietes,  "which  he  p'9t  by 
ike  fall  of  one  of  Hercules'  arroivs  on  bis  foot ;  and  to 
the  luound  ivhich  Achilcs  received  in  his  '  heel  from 
Paris,  ivhich  ic&iind  ivas  the  occafion  of  his  death. 

f  Telegonus,  the  fon' of  Ulyjfes  by  Circe,  c-omwg  to 
Ithoca  to  fee  his  father,  ivc.s  denied  entrance  by  thefer- 
vanis ;  upon  ivhich  a  quarrel  enf,:ed,  in  ivhich  he  un~ 
fortunately  feiv  his  father  Ulyjfes  xvith  .1  f/jcar  or  ar- 
rotv,  poi:!t':d  ivith  ths  bone  of  a  fry^cn,  a  pofonousffs. 
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The  depths  profound  of  Tartarus,  I'll  fly. 
Henceforth  unknown,  unhonour'd,  and  un- 
feen, 
y  Mo.  Behold  the  ointment  is  apply'd  !  but,  oh  ! 
The  flames  relent  not.     Oh !  I  faint,  I  die ! 
A  fecret  poifon  all  my  leg  confumes. 
Not  fo  pernicious  is  the  bolt  of  Jove  : 
Nor  rages  fo  the  wild  tempeftuous  fea  : 
Nor  more  refiftlefs  is  the  lightning's  blafl:. 
Sure    three-mouth'd    Cerberus    my   finews 

gnaws  : 
Or  on  my  flefli  fomc  poifonous  viper  preys ; 
Or   to   my   limbs   th'    envenoni'd  *  mantle 

clings, 
Drench'd  in  the  Centaur's  black  malignant 
gore !  [ledge 

O  queen,  have  mercy  !  freely  we  acknow- 
That  nor  our  ointment,  nor  aught  elfe  on 
Thy  unrefifled  fury  can  reftrain,  [earth 

O  mighty  conquerefs  of  human  kind  ! 
O^yp'  "  I  too,  O  potent  goddefs,  grace  implore. 
"  Once  in  the  wanton  pride  of  vigorous  youth, 
"  Vain  of  my  beauteous  limbs  and   adlive 

ftrength, 
"  I  mock'd  thy  dolors,  and  thy  power  defy'd. 
"  But  now  chaftis'd  by  thy  affliftive  arm, 
"  And  by  thy  nearer  influence  fubdued, 
"  My  impious  vaunts,  O  goddefs,  I  retradl, 
"  Adore  thy  might,  and  deprecate  thy  wrath." 
CoJit.  Spirits,  forbear,  and  mitigate  their  woes. 

See  they  repent  them,  of  the  dire  contention. 
Now  let   the  world  confefs  my   ftubborn 

power, 
Nor  mov'd  by  pity,  nor  by  drugs  fubdued. 

Goddefs  and  Spirits  re-afcend. 

•  7he  mantle  of  the  Centaur  Neffus,  luho  ha-ving 
proffered  Hercules  his  fervicc  to  carry  his  ivife  o-ver  the 
river  E-venus,  ivben  he  had  her  on  the  other  Jide  luould 
have  forced  her.  Whereupon  Hercules  fhot  him  ■with 
an  arroxv.  ^effus,  feeing  he  ntuji  die,  in  revenge  pre- 
fents  Deianira  ivith  his  mantle  fained  ivith  his  oivn 
Hood,  felling  her  it  -was  a  charm  for  love.  She  believ- 
ing this,  ivhen  Hercules  'ivasfacrifcing  in  Mount  Oeta, 
Cent  him  this  mantle  to  put  on  ;  luhich  he  no  fooner  did, 
tut  the  poifon  ivorhed fo  frangly  that  he  greiv  mad,  and 
tbreiv  himfelfinto  the  f  re. 


Cho.    In  vain  with  mimic  flames  Salmonetts  flroro 

To  emulate  the  bolts  of  thundering  Jove  ; 

To  deepefl:    hell   with  fcorching   lightning 

driven,  [Iieaven. 

Too  late  he  own'd  the  flronger  power  of 

The  fatyr  Marfyas  blew  his  boaftful  reed. 

And,  Phoebus,  ftrikc,  he  cry'd,  thy  rival 

firings.  [deed, 

Stript  of  his  Ikin,  he  mourns  the  impious 

While  round  the  bleeding  trophy  Pythius 

fings. 

^     Robb'd  of  her  children,  in  eternal  woe. 
In  flreams  eternal  while  her  forrows  flow, 
Sad  Niobe  laments  the  fatal  hour. 
That  urg'd  her  to  provoke  Latona's  power.- 

Thee,  Pallas,  flrill'd  in  every  work  divine, 

Foolifli  Arachne  at  the  loom  defy'd ; 
Inceflant  thence  fhe  draws  the  filmy  twine, 
Memorial  of  her  fond  prefumptuous  pride. 

Taught  by  the  vengeance  of  the  gods  above> 
Latona,  Pallas,  Pythian  Phoebus,  Jove, 
To  mortals  be  this  fage  inftrudlion  given, 
"  That  man,  though  bold,  is  not  a  match  for 
heaven."  [^Dance^ 

Cho.    O  awful  Gout,  whofe  univerfal  fway 

The  trembling  nations  on  the  earth  obey. 
Our  torments,  gracious  fovereign,  O  affuage ! 
Be  fliort  our  pangs,  be  moderate  thy  rage ! 

Many,  various,  are  the  woes 

That  this  fcene  of  life  compofe. 

Ufe  with  reconciling  balm 

Can  our  throbbing  forrows  calm  ; 

Can  our  fharpefl;  pains  beguile. 

And  bid  gouty  wretches  fmile. 

Hence  companions  of  my  care. 

Learn  with  patient  hearts  to  bear^ 

To  expeft  with  fouls  unmov'd 

Ills  ye  have  already  prov'd. 

If  feverer  woes  invade. 

Heaven  will  grant  you  fl:rength  and  aid. 

Who,  impatient  of  his  pain. 

Bites,  and  gnaws,  and  fliakes  the  chain^ 

Laughter  he  and  fcorn  fliall  move. 

Such  is  the  decree  of  Jove. 
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ON  THE  ABUSE  OF  TRAVELLING. 
A   CANTO. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  SPENSER, 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


i\rchimage  tempts  the  Red-Crofs  Knight 

From  love  of  Fairy  land, 
^Vith  ihew  of  foreign  pleafures  all, 

The  which  he  doih  withftand. 


°Wi3E  was  that  Spartan  Law-giver  of  old, 
Who  rais'd  on  Virtue's  bafe  his  well-buik  Hate, 
Exiling  from  her  walls  barbaric  gold, 
"W  ith  all  the  mifchiefs  that  upon  it  v/ait, 
Corruption,  luxury,  and  envious  hate; 
And  the  diftincSions  proud  of  ricii  and  poor. 
Which  among  brethren  kindle  foul  debate, 
And  teach  ambition  that  to  fame  v/ould  foar. 
To  the  falfe  lure  of  wealth  her  ftooping  wing  to 
lower. 
Yet  would  corruption  foon  have  entrance  found. 
And  all  his  boafted  fchemes  eftfoon  decay'd, 
Had  not  he  cad  a  pow'rful  circle  round. 
Which  to  a  diflance  the  arch  felon  fray'd, 
And  ineffedtual  his  foul  engines  made  : 
This  was,  to  weet,  that  politic  command. 
Which  from  vain  travel  the  young  Spartan  ilay'd, 
Ne  fuffer'd  him  forfake  his  native  land. 
To  learn  deceitful  arts,  and  fciencc  contraband. 

Yet  had  the  ancient  world  her  courts  and  fchools; 
Great  kings  and  courtiers  civil  and  reSn'd ; 
Great  rabbins  deeply  read  in  wifdom's  rules, 
And  all  the  arts  that  cultivate  the  mind, 
Embellilh  life,  and  polifh  human-kind. 
Such,  Afia,  birth-place  of  proud  monarchy. 
Such,  elder  Egypt,  in  thy  kingdoms  fhin'd, 
Myfterious  Egypt,  the  rank  nurfery 

Of  fuperftitions  fond,  and  learned  vanity. 
But  what  accomplifhmentS,  what  arts  polite. 
Did  the  young  Spartan  want  his  deeds  to  grace, 
Whofe  manly  virtues,  and  heroic  fpright, 
Check'd  by  no  thought  impure,  no  falfchood  bafe, 
With  natural  dignity  might  well  outface 
The  glare  of  manners  falfe,  and  mimic  pride  ? 
And  wherefore  fliould  they  range  from  place  to 

place. 
Who  to  their  country's  loye  fo  firm  were  ty'd. 

All  homely  as  fhe  was,  that  for  her  oft  they  dy'd  ? 

And  *  footh  it  is  (with  reverence  may  ye  hear. 
And  honour  due  to  paffion  fo  reiin'd) 
The  ftrong  affedlion  which  true  patriots  bear 
To  their  dear  country  zealous  is  and  blind, 
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And  fond  as  is  the  love  of  womankind, 
So  that  they  may  not  her  defects  efpy, 
Ne  other  *  paragone  may  ever  find, 
But  gazing  on  her  with  an  awful  eye 
And  fuperftitious  zeal,  her  learn  to  deify. 

And,  like  as  is  the  faith  unfound,  untrue, 
Of  him  who  Wandering  aye  from,  fair  to  fair, 
Conceiveth  from  eachobjedl  pafiion  new. 
Or  from  his  heart  quite  drives  the  troublous 
So  with  the  patriot-lover  doth  it  fare,        [care ; 
Who  through  the  world  delighting  aye  to  rove. 
His  country  changeth  with  each  change  of  air. 
Or  weening  the  deli^ghts  of  all  to  prove. 
On  none,  or  all  alike,  beftows  his  vagrant  love. 

f  Als  doth  corruption  in  a  diftant  foil, 
With  double  force  |  aflay  ttie  youthful  heart, 
Expos'd  fufpcftlefs  to  the  traitor's  wile, 
Expos'd  unwarn'd  to  pleafure's  poifon'd  dart, 
Expos'd  unpratStis'd  in  tlie  world's  wide  mart, 
Where  each  on^  lies,  impofes,  and  betrays. 
Without  a  friend  due  counfel  to  impart. 
Without  a  parent's  awe  to  rule  his  ways, 

Without  the  check  of  fliame,  or  fpur  of  public  praife« 
§  Forthy,  falfe  Archimago,  traytor  vile. 
Who  burnt  'gainft  Fairy-land  with  ceafelefs  ire. 
'Gan  caft  with  foreign  pleafures  to  beguile 
Her  faithful  knight,  and  quench  the  heavenly 
That  did  his  virtuous  bofom  aye  infpire        [fira 
With  zeal  unfeign'd  for  her  fervice  true. 
And  fend  him  forth  in  chivalrous  attire, 
Arm'd  at  all  points  adventures  to  purfue. 

And  wreak  upon  lier  foes  his  vowed  vengeance  due. 

So  as  he  journeyed  upon  the  way. 
Him  foon  the  fly  enchaunter  ||  over-hent. 
Clad  like  a  fairy  knight  m  armour  gay,     [bent. 
With  painted  fliield,  and  fpear  right  forward 
In  knightly  \  guife  and  fliew  of  *■"  hardlment, 
That  aye  prepared  was  for  bloody  fight. 


*  Rival,  or  one  io  compare  zu'tb  h:r. 
f  Moreoi>er,  hsfidis.  \   AjfauU. 

§    Therefore.  ||    O'-Jtrkoi. 

\  Fafhion,  *"*    Courur:. 

Hh 
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Whereat  the  *  Elfin  knight  with  fpeeches  gent 
Him  firft  faluted,  who,  well  as  he  might, 

Him  fair  falutes  again,  as  f  feemeth  courteous 
knight. 
Then  'gan  he  ^  purpofe  frame  of  valiant  deeds 
Atchiev'd  by  foreign  knights  of  §  prowefs  great, 
And  mighty  fame,  which  emulation  breeds 
In  virtuous  breaft    and  kindleth  martial  heat ; 
Of  arts  and  fcienccs  for  warrior  |!  meet, 
And  knight  that  would  in  feats  of  arms  excel, 
Or  him,  who  %  liefer  choofing  cabii  retreat, 
With  peace  and  gentle  virtue  aye  would  dwell, 

Who  have  theii  triumphs,  like  as  hath  Beilona  fell. 

Thefe  as  he  faid,  befeemed  knight  to  know, 
And  all  be  they  in  pairy-Iond  ytaught. 
Where  every  art  and  all  fair  virtues  grow ; 
Yet   various    climes    with    various    fruits   are 

fraught, 
And  fuch  in  one  hath  full  perfecftion  **  raught 
The  which  lio  fklll  may  in  another  rear. 
.So  gioz'd  th'  enchaunter  till  he  hath  him  brought 
To  a  huge  rock  that  clomb  fo  high  in  air. 
That  from  it  he  f  f  uiieath  the  murmuring  furge 

mote  hear. 
Thence  the  fait  wave  beyond  in  profpecSt  wide 
^  foadous  plain  the  falfe  enchaunter  iliowM, 
With  goodly  ca-lles  deck'd  on  every  fide. 
And  filver  ftreams,  that  down  the   champain 

flow'd, 
And  wafti'd  the  vineyards  that  befide  them  flood, 
And  groves  of  myrtle  ;  als  the  lamp  of  day 
His  orient  beams  difplay'd  withoutcn  cloud, 
Which  lishtly  on  the  gliftenin^  waters  play. 
And  tinge  the  cafllcs,  woods,  and  hills,  with  purple 

ray. 
So  fair  a   lahdfcape   charm'd    the   wondering 

knight; 
And  eke  the  breath  of  morning  frefli  and  fvvect 
Infpir'd  his  jocund  fpirit  with  delight. 
And  eafe  of  heart  for  foft  perfuafion  meet. 
Then  him  the  traitor  bafe  'gan  fair  entreat, 
And  from  the  rock  as  downward  they  defcend, 
Of  that  bleft  lond  his  praifes  'gan  repeat, 
Till  he  him  moved  hath  with  him  to  f  f  weftd  ; 
Bo  to  the  billowy  fhore  their  halty  march  they 

bend. 

There  in  a  painted  bark  all  trim  and  gay, 
Whofe  fails  full  glad  embrac'd  the  wanton  wind. 
There  fat  a  ftranger  §§  wight  in  quaint  array, 
That  feem'd  of  various  garbs  1|  \\  attonc  combin'd, 
Of  Europe,  Afric,  eaft  and  weftern  Inde. 
Als  round  abotit  him  many  creatures  flood. 
Of  feveral  nations  and  of  divers  kind,      [dowM, 
Apes,  ferpents,  birds  with  human  fpeech  en- 
And  monfters  of  the  land,  and  wonders  of  the 
flood. 

He  was  to  weet  a  mighty  traveller, 
Who  curiofity  thereafter  %%  hight 

*  Fntry.  .  ■{•   Befecmeih. 

\   Difcourfe.  or  argument.         §   Might, -valour. 

II    Proper,  ft.  f  Pather. 

**   Reached.  ft   Hardly. 

\\   Togo.  §§   Man  or  ivoman, 

lill    1'ogi:ther.  ^^    Was  called. 


And  well  he  knew  each  coaft  and  harbour  fair, 

And  every  nation's  latitude  and  flte, 

And  how  to  fleer  the  wandering  bark  aright. 

So  to  him  (Irait  the  falfe  encounter  bore. 

And  with  him  likewife  brought  the  red-crofs 

knight . 
Then  fairly  him  befought  to  waft  them  o'er; 
Swift  flew  the  dauncing  bark,  and  reach'd  the  ad- 

verfe  fnore. 

There  when  they  landed  were,  them  ran  to 
A  bevy  bright  of  damfels  gent  and  gay,    [greet 
Who  with  foft  fmiles  and  falutation  fweet. 
And  courteous  violence  would  force  them  flay. 
And  reft  them  in  their  bower  not  far  away  ; 
Their  bower  that  mofl  luxurioufly  was  *  dight 
With  all  the  dainties  of  air,  earth,  and  fea. 
All  that  mote  pleafe  the  tafte  and  charm  the 
light,  [bright. 

The  pleafure  of  the  board,  and  charm  of  beauty 

Als  might  he  therein  hear  a  mingled  found 
Of  feaft  and  fong  and  laughing  jollity. 
That  in  the  noife  was  all  diftinclion  drown'd 
Of  graver  fenfe,  or  mufic's  harmony. 
Yet  v.ere  there  fome  in  that  blitlie  company 
TJiat  aptly  could  difcourfe  of  virtuous  lore. 
Of  manners,  wifdom,  and  found  policy ; 
Yet  f  nould  they  oftert  ope  their  facred  ftore, 
Ne  might  their  voice  be  heard  mid  riot  and  uproar. 

Thereto  the  joys  of  idlenefs  and  love, 
And  luxury,  that  befots  the  nobleft  mind; 
And  cuftom  prevalent  at  dillance  drove 
All  fenfe  and  relifh  of  a  higher  kind, 
Whereby  the  foul  to  virtue  is  refin'd. 
Inftead  whereof  the  arts  of  flavery 
Were  taught,  of  flavery  perverfe  and  blind. 
That  vainly  boafts  her  native  liberty,         [tonyj 
Yet  wears  the  chains  of  pride,  of  lull,  and  glut- 

Of  which  the  red-crofs  knight  right  well  aware, 
Would  in  no  wife  agree  with  them  to  go, 
Albeit  with  courtly  glee  their  leader  fair, 
\  Hight  Politefla  him  did  kindly  woo. 
But  all  was  falfe  pretence  and  hollow  fliow, 
Falfe  as  the  flowers  which  to  their  breafts  they 

ty'd, 
Or  thofe  which  feemed  in  their  cheeks  to  glow, 
For  both  were  falfe,  and  not  by  nature  dy'd, 
Falfe  rivals  of  the  fpring,  and  beauty's  rofy  pride. 

Then  from  behind  them  ftraightway  'gan  ad- 
An  uncouth  flripUng  quaintly  habited,    [vauncc 
As  for  fome  revel  malic,  or  antic  daunce. 
All  chcquer'd  o'er  with  yellow,  blue,  and  red ; 
Als  in  a  vizor  black  he  fhrouds  his  head, 
The  which  he  tofled  to  and  fro  amain. 
And  §  eft  his  lathy  falchion  brandiflied, 
As  if  he  meant  fierce  battle  to  ||  darrain, 
And  like  a  wanton  ape  eft  flcipp'd  he  on  the  plaiUj 

And  eft  about  him  fkip'd  a  gaudy  throng 
Of  youthful  gallants,  frolic,  trim,  and  gay, 
Chanting  in  carelcfs  notes  their  amorous  fong^, 
Match'd  with  like  carelcfs  guefl:s,  like  amorous 

play. 
Als  were  they  gorgeous,  drefs'd  in  rich  array. 


*   Adorned,  fet forth. 
t  Calkd.  §  Ofttn. 


j-   Would  not, 

II   Attempt, 
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Artd  well  accepted  of  that  female  train, 
Whofe  hearts  to  joy  and  mirth  devoted  aye, 
Each  proffer'd  love  receive  without  difdain, 
And  part  without  regret  from  each  late  favour'd 
fwain. 

And  now  they  do  accord  in  wanton  daunce 
To  join  their  hands  upon  the  flowery  plain  ; 
The  whiles  with  amorous  leer  and  eyes  aikaunce 
Each  damfel  fires  v/ith  love  her  glowing  fwain ; 
Till,  all  impatient  of  the  tickling  pain. 
In  fudden  laughter  forth  at  once  they  break. 
And  ending  fo  their  daunce,  each  tender  twain 
To  Ihady  bowers  forthwith  themfelves  betake, 
Deep  hid  in  myrtle  groves,  bclide  a  filver  lake. 

Thereat  the   red-crofs  knight  was  much  en- 

mov'd, 
And  'gan  his  heart  with  indignation  fwell. 
To  view  in  forms  fo  made  to  be  belov'd, 
Nc  faith,  ne  truth,  ne  heavenly  virtue  dwell ; 
Eut  luft  inftead,  and  falfehood,  child  of  hell ; 
And  glutton  floth,  and  love  of  gay  attire  : 
And  footh  to  fay,  them  well  could  parallel 
Their  lufty  *  paramours  in  vain  deiire ; 
^^"ell  fitted  to  each  dame  was  every  gallant  fquire. 

Yet  when  their  fovereign  calls  them  forth  to 
arms,  [vere. 

Their  fovereign,  whofe  fbehefts  they  moll  re- 
Right  wifely  can  they  menage  war's  alarms. 
And  wield  vyith  valour  great  the  martial  fpear, 
So  that  their  name  is  dreaded  far  and  near. 
Oh  !  that  for  liberty  they  fo  did  fight ! 
Then  need  not  fairy-land  their  prowefs  fear, 
Ne  give  in  charge  to  her  adventurous  knight 
rheir  friendfhip  to   beware,   and  fenfe-deluding 
fleight. 

But  not  for  liberty  they  wagen  war. 
But  folely  to  f  aggrate  their  mighty  lord, 
For  whom  their  deareft  blood  they  liillen  §  fpare. 
When  fo  him  lifteth  draw  the  conquering  fword ; 
So  is  that  idol  vain  of  them  ador'd, 
Who  ne  with  might  beyond  his  meaneft  thrall 
Endued,  ne  with  fuperior  wifdom  ftor'd. 
Sees  at  his  feet  proflrated  millions  fall, 
\nd  with  religious  dread  obey  his  princely  call. 

Thereto  fo  high  and  ftately  was  his  port, 
That  all  the  petty  kings  him  fore  envy'd. 
And  would  him  imitate  in  any  fort. 
With  all  the  mimic  pageantry  of  pride, 
And  worfhip'd  be  like  him,  and  deify'd. 
Of  courtly  fycophants  and  )j  caitifs  vile. 
Who  to  thofe  fervices  themfelves  apply'd, 
And  in  that  fchool  of  fervitude  erewhile  [guile, 
riad  learn'd  to  bow,  and  grin,  and  flatter,  and  be- 

For  fo  that  feminary  of  fafiiions  vain 
The  rich  and  noble  from  all  parts  repair. 
Where  grown  enamour'd  of  the  gaudy  train, 
And,  courteous  haviour  gent  and  debonair, 
They  caft  to  imitate  fuch  femblaunce  fair  ; 
And,  deeming  meanly  of  their  native  lond. 
Their  own  rough  virtues  they  difdain  to  wear, 
And  back  returning  dreft  by  foreign  bond, 
l*Te  other  matter  care,  ne  other  underftond. 


*  Lo'uers. 
§  IVi'.lnot. 


■}•   Commands.  \   F'ijf:. 

K   Stott/iilrs's. 


Wherefore  th'  enchaunter  -vile,  who  fore  was 

grlev'd 
To  fee  the  knight  rejedl  thofe  damfels  gay. 
Wherewith  he  thought  him  fure  to  have  de- 

ceiv'd, 
Was  minded  to  that  court  him  to  convey. 
And  daze  lais  eyen  Avith  majefty's  bright  ray  t 
So  to  a  {lately  caftle  he  him  brought. 
Which  in  the  midft  of  a  great  garden  lay, 
And  wifely  was  by  cunning  craftefmen  wrought. 
And   with   all   riches    deck'd    furpafllng   human 

thought. 

There  underneath  a  fumptuous  canopy, 
That  with  bright  ore  and  diamonds  glittered  far, 
Sate  the  fwoln  form  of  royal  *  furquedry. 
And  deem'd  itfelf  f  allgates  fome  creature  rare, 
While  its  own  haughty  ftate  it  mote  compare 
With  the  bafe  countenance  of  the  vaffal  fry. 
That  feem'd  to  have  nor  eye,  nor  tongue,  not' 
Ne  any  fenfe,  ne  any  faculty,  [ear  ; 

That  did  not  to  his  throne  owe  fervile  miniftry. 

Yet  wift  he  not  that  half  that  homage  low 
Was  at  a  wizard's  fhrine  in  private  pay'd, 
The  which  condu6led  all  that  goodly  fiiow, 
And  as  he  lift  th'  imperial  puppet  play'd. 
By  fecret  fprings  and  wheels  right  wifely  made. 
That  he  the  fubtle  wires  mote  not  |:  avize. 
But  deem  in  footh  that  all  he  did  or  faid. 
From  his  own  motion  and  free  grace  did  rife. 
And  that  he  juftly  hight  immortal,  great,  and  wife. 

And  eke  to  each  of  that  fame  gilded  train. 
That  meekly   round    that    lordly   throne    did 

.    ftand, 
Was  by  that  wizard  ty'd  a  magic  chain. 
Whereby  their  actions  all  he  mote  command, 
And  rule  with  hidden  influence  the  land. " 
Yet  to  his  lord  he  outwardly  did  bend. 
And  thofe  fame  magic  chains  within  his  hand 
Did  feem  to  place,  albeit  by  the  end 
He  held  them  fall,  that  none  them  from  his  gripe 
mote  rend. 

He  Was  to  weet  an  old  and  wrinkled  mage. 
Deep  read  in  all  the  arts  of  policy. 
And  from  experience  grown  fo  crafty  fage. 
That  hone  his  fecret  counfels  mote  defcry, 
Ne  fearch  the  mines  of  his  deep  fubtlety. 
Thereto  fair  peace  he  lov'd  and  cherifli'd; 
And  traffic  did  promote,  and  induftry. 
Whereby  the  vulgar  were  in  quiet  fed. 
And  the  proud  lords  in  eafe  and  plenty  wallowed- 

Thence  all  the  gorgeous  fplendour  of  the  court, 
§  Sith  tlie  fole  bufinefs  of  the  rich  and  great, 
Was  to  that  hope-built  temple  to  refortj 
And  round  their  earthly  god  in  glory  wait, 
Who,  with  their  pride  to  fwell  his  royal  ftatCj 
Did  pour  large  fums  of  gold  on  every  one. 
Brought  him  by  harpies  fell,  him  to  aggrate. 
And  torn  frompeafants  vile,  beneath  the  throne, 
Wlio  lay  deep  funk  in  earth,  and  inwardly  did 
groan. 

Behold,  fjiys  Archimage,  the  envy'd  heighc 
Of  human  grandeur  to  the  gods  ally 'd! 

*   PrlJi.  f  By  all  means  fCmfiinc, 

i    Difctr.'e?',  perct'.'vs,  §   Sime, 

'       "  H  h  ij 
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Behold  yon  fun  of  power,  whofe  glorious  light, 
O'er  thio  rejoicing  land  out-beaming  wide, 
Calls  up  thofe  princely  flowers  on  every  fide  ; 
Which  like  the  painted  daughters  of  the  plain 
Ne  toil,  ne  fpin,  ne  ftain  their  filken  pride 
With  care,  or  forrow,  fith  withouten  pain, 
Them  in  eternal  joy  thofe  heavenly  beams  main- 
tain. 

Them  morn  and  evening  joy  eternal  greets. 
And  for  them  thoufands  and  ten  thoufands  *  moil, 
Gathering  from  land  and  ocean  honied  fweets 
For  them  who  in  foft  indolence  the  while 
And  flumbering  peace  enjoy  the  lufcious  fpoil ; 
And  as  they  view  around  the  careful  bees 
f  Forefpent  with  labour  and  inceffant  toil, 
With  the   fweet  contrail;  learn    themfelves  to 
pleafe. 
And  heighten  by  compare  the  luxury  of  eafe. 

tJngenerous  man,  quoth  then  the  fairy  knight. 
That  can  rejoice  to  fee  another's  woe  ! 
And  thou,  unworthy  of  that  glory  bright, 
Wherewith  the  gods  have  deck'd  thy  princely 
That  doth  on  floth  and  gluttony  beftow   [brow, 
The  haid-earn'd  fruits  of  induftry  and  pain. 
And  to  the  dogs  the  labourer's  morfel  throw, 
Unmindful  of  the  hand  that  fow'd  the  grain, 
The  poor  earth-trodden  root  of  all  thy  greatnefs 
vain. 

O  foul  abufe  of  facred  majefty, 
That  boalleth  her  fair  felf  from  heaven  y-fprong  ! 
Where  are  the  marks  of  thy  divinity  ? 
Truth,  mercy,  juftice  fteady,  bold  and  ftrong, 
To  aid  the  meek,  and  curb  oppreflive  wrong  i 
"Where  is  the  care  and  love  of  public  good, 
That  to  the  people's  father  doth  belong  ? 
Where  the  vicc-gerent  of  that  bounteous  God, 
Who  bids  difpenfe  to  all,  what  he  for  all  bellow'd  ? 

Dwell'ft  thou  not  rather,  like  the  prince  of  hell> 
3n  Pandimonium  full  of  ugly  fiends  ? 
Difllmulation,  difcord,  malice  fell, 
Recklefs  ambition,  that  right  onward  t  wends. 
Though  his  wild  march  o'erthrow  both  fame 

and  friends. 
And  virtue  and  his  country  ;  crooked  guile, 
Obliquely  creeping  to  his  treacherous  ends. 
And  flattery,  curs'd  affaffin,  who  the  while 
He  holds  the  murderous  knife,  can  fawn,  and  kifs, 
and  fmile. 

Then  'gan  he  ftrait  unvail  the  mirror  bright, 
The  which  fair  §  Una  gas'e  him  heretofore, 
Ere  he  as  yet,  with  1|  Paynim  foe  to  fight. 
For  foreign  land  had  left  his  native  fliore. 
This  in  his  careful  brcaft  he  always  bore, 
And  on  it  oft  would  caft  his  wary  eye ; 
For  it  by  magic  framed  was  of  yore. 
So  that  no  falfehood  mote  it  well  abye. 
But  it  was  plainly  feen,  or  fearfully  did  fly. 

This  dtfl  that  gay  aflembly  did  he  .turn. 
And  faw  confounded  quite  the  gaudy  fcene  ; 

*    Work  hard.  f   ^ke /pent. 

^    Goes. 

§  Una  ill  Spenfer  repreftiiis  Truth.     See  B.  I.  Fairy 
^ueen. 
jl  Heathen ,  the  ufual enemy  ofKnight-enants  in  Spenfer, 


Saw  the  clofe  fire  that  inwardly  did  burn, 
And  wafte   the   throbbing   heart   with   fecret 

*  teen  ; 
Saw  bafe  dependence  in  the  haughty  mien 
Of  lords  and  princes  ;  faw  the  magic  chain 
That  each  did  wear,  but  deem'd  he  wore  unfeen. 
That  whiles  with  count'naunce  glad  he  hid  his 

pain,  [fwain. 

And  homage  did  require  from  each  poor  lowly 

And  though  to  that  old  mage  they  louted  down. 
Yet  did  they  dearly  wilh  for  his  decay  : 
Als  trembled  he,  and  aye  upon  the  throne 
Of  his  great  lord  his  totterring  Heps  did  flay. 
And  oft  behind  him  fkulk'd  for  great  difmay  ; 
Als  fhook  the  throne,  when  fo  the  villain  crew. 
That  underneath  opprefs'd  and  grovehng  lay. 
Impatient  of  the  grievous  burthen  grew, 
And  loudly  for  redrefs  and  liberty  did  fue. 

There  mote  he  likewife  fee  a  ribbald  train 
Of  dancers,  broiderers,  flaves  of  luxury. 
Who  caft  o'er  ail  thofe  lords  and  ladies  vain 
A  veil  of  femblaunce  fair,  and  richeft  dye. 
That  none  their  inward  bafenefs  mote  defcry. 
But    nought  was  hidden  from   that  mirrou? 

bright. 
Which  when  falfe  Archimago  'gan  efpy, 
He  feared  for  himfelf,  and  warn'd  the  knight 
From  fo  detefled  place  to  maken  fpeedy  flight. 

So  on  he  pafled,  till  he  comen  hath 
To  a  fmall  river,  that  full  flow  did  glide. 
As  it  uneath  mote  find  its  watry  path 
For  fliones  and  rubbifh,  that  did  choak  its  tide, 
So  lay  the  mouldering  piles  on  every  fide, 
Seem'd  there  a  goodly  city  once  had  been. 
Albeit  now  fallen  were  her  royal  pride, 
Yet  mote  her  ancient  greatnefs  ftill  be  feen, 
Still  from  her  ruins  prov'd  the  world's  imperial 
queen. 

For  the  rich  fpoil  of  all  the  continents. 
The  boaft  of  art  and  nature  there  was  brought, 
Corinthian  brafs,  Egyptian  monuments, 
With  hieroglyphic  fculptures  all  inwrought. 
And  Parian  marbles,  by  Greek  artifts  taught 
To  counterfeit  the  forms  of  heroes  old. 
And  fet  before  the  eye  of  fober  thought 
Lycurgus,  Homer,  and  Alcides  bold.  [told. 

All  thefe  and  many  more  that  may  not  here  be 

There  in  the  midd^fl;  of  a  ruin'd  pile. 
That  feem'd  a  theatre  of  circuit  vaft. 
Where  thoufands  might  be  feated,  he  erewhile 
Difcover'd  hath  an  uncouth  trophy  plac'd; 
Seem'd  a  huge  heap  of  ftone  together  caft 
In  nice  difordcr  and  wild  fymmctry. 
Urns,  broken  freezes,  ftatues  half  defac'd, 
And  pedeftals  with  antique  imagery 
Embofs'd,  and  pillars  huge  of  coflly  porphyry. 

Aloft  on  this  ftrange  bafis  was  f  ypight 
With  girlonds  gav  adorn'd  a  golden  chair, 
In  which  aye  fmiling  with  felf-bred  delight} 
In  carelcfs  pride  reclin'd  a  lady  fair, 

*   Pain,  anguijh, 
\  Placed. 
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And  lo  foft  mufic  lent  her  idle  ear  ; 
The  which  with  pleafure  fo  did  her  enthral, 
That  for  aught  elfe  fhe  had  but  little  care, 
For  wealth,  or  fame,  or  honour  feminal, 
Or  gentle  love,  fole  king  of  pleafures  natural. 

Als  by  her  fide,  in  richeft  robes  array'd. 

An  eunuch  fate,  of  vifage  pale  and  dead, 

Unfeemly  paramour  for  royal  maid  ! 

Yet  him  Ihe  courted  oft  and  honoured, 

And  oft  would  by  her  place  in  princely  *  fled. 

Though  from  the  dregs  of  earth  he  fpringen 

were. 
And  oft  with  regal  crowns  ihe  deck'd  his  head. 
And  oft,  to  footh  her  vain  and  foolifti  ear. 
She  bade  him  the  great  names  of  mighty  f  Kefars 
bear. 

Thereto  herfelf  a  pompous  title  bore, 
For  fhe  was  vain  of  her  great  anceftry, 
£ut  vainer  ftill  of  that  prodigious  ftore 
Of  arts  and  learning,  which  (he  vaunts  to  He 
In  the  rich  archives  of  her  treafury. 
Thefe  fhe  to  ftrangers  oftentimes  would  (how, 
With  grave  demean  and  folemn  vanity, 
Then  proudly  claim  as  to  her  merit  due, 
The  venerable  praife  and  title  of  Vertu. 

Vertii  fhe  was  \  yclept,  and  held  her  court 
With  outward  fhows  of  pomp  and  majefty, 
To  which  nathelefs  few  others  did  refort, 
But  men  of  bafe  and  vulgar  induftry. 
Or  fuch  perdy  as  of  them  cozen'd  he, 
Mimes,  fidlers,  pipers,  eunuchs  fqueaking  fine. 
Painters  and  builders,  fons  of  mafonry. 
Who  well  could  meafure  with  the  rule  and  line, 
And  all  the  orders  five  right  craftily  define. 

But  other  flcill  of  cunning  architedl. 
How  to  contrive  the  houie  for  dwelling  befl. 
With  felf-fufficient  fcorn  they  wont  negled:. 
As  correfponding  with  their  purpofe  leaft ; 
And  herein  be  they  copied  of  the  refl. 
Who  aye  pretending  love  of  fcience  fair. 
And  generous  purpofe  to  adorn  the  breaft 
With  liberal  arts,  to  Vertu's  court  repair, 
Yet  nought  but  tunes  and  names,  and  coins  away 
do  bear. 

For  long,  to  vifit  her  once-honour'd  feat 
The  ftudious  fons  of  learning  have  forbore  : 
Who  whilom  thither  ran  with  pilgrim  feet 
Her  venerable  reliques  to  adore. 
And  load  their  bofom  with  the  facred  ftore, 
Whereof  the  world  large  treafure  yet  enjoys. 
But  §  fithence  fhe  declin'd  from  wifdom's  lore, 
They  left  her  to  difplay  her  pompous  toys 
To  virtuofi  vain,  and  wonder-gaping  boys. 

Forthy  to  her  a  numerous  train  doth  ||  'long 
Of  ufhers  in  her  court  well  pradifed. 
Who  aye  about  the  monied  ilranger  throng. 
Offering,  with  fhows  of  courteous  \  bountiheJ, 

*  Seat  or  place. 

•}"  Emperors. 

^   Called  or  named. 

§  Since. 

II    Belong. 

^  Good-nature  or  civility. 


Him  through  the  rich  apartments  all  to  kad, 
And  fhow  him  all  the  wonders  of  her  flate, 
Whofe  names  and  price  they  wifely  can  *  areed, 
And  tell  of  coins  of  old  and  modern  date, 
And  piifturesfalfe  and  true  right  well  difcriminate. 

Als  are  they  named  after  him,  whofe  tongue 
Shook  the  diftator  in  his  curule  chair, 
And  thundering  through  the  Roman  fenate,rung 
His  bold  Phillippicks  in  Antonius'  ear ; 
Which  when  the  fairy  heard,  he  figh'd  full  dear, 
And,  calling  round  his  quick  difcerning  eye. 
At  every  f  deal  he  dropt  a  manly  tear. 
As  he  the  llately  buildings  mote  defcry. 
Baths,  theatres,  and  fanes,  in  mouldering  frag- 
ments lie. 

And,  oh  !  imperial  city  1  then  he  faid, 

How   art   thou   tumbled   from    thine   Alpine 

throne ! 
Whereon,  like  Jove  on  high  Olympus'  head. 
Thou  fittedfl  erfl  unequai'd  and  alone,  [known; 
And  madeft  through  the  world  thy  greatnefs 
While  from  the  wellern  ifles,  to  Indus'  fhare. 
From  feven-mouth'd  Nilus,  to  the  frozen  Don, 
Thy  dradded  bolts  the  ilrong  pounc'd  eagle 

bore, 
And  taught  the  nations  round  thy  fafces  to  adore. 

And  doth  among  thy  reliques  nought  remain. 
No  little  portion  of  that  haughty  fpright, 
Which  made  thee  whilom  fcorn  foft  pleafure's 

chain, 
And  in  free  virtue  place  thy  chief  delight, 
Whereby  through  ages  flione  thy  glory  bright  ? 
And  is  there  nought  remaining  to  confound 
Thofe  who,  regardlefs  of  thy  woeful  plight, 
With  idle  wonder  view  thy  ruins  round, 
And    without    thought    furvey  thy   memorable 

wound  ? 

Arife,  thou  genuine  Cicero,  and  declare 
That  all  thefe  mighty  ruins  fcatter'd  wide 
The  fepulchres  of  Roman  virtue  were. 
And  trophies  vail  of  luxury  and  pride, 
Thofe  fell  difeafes  whereof  Rome  erll  dy'd. 
And  do  you  then  with  vile  mechanic  thought 
Your  courfe,  ye  fons  of  fairy,  hither  guide. 
That  ye  thofe  gay  refinements  may  be  taught. 
Which  liberty's  fair  lond  to  fhame  and  thraldom 
brought  ? 

Let  Rome  thofe  vaflal  arts  now  meanly  boaft. 
Which  to  her  vanquifh'd  thralls  fhe  erfl  rcfign'd; 
Ye  who  enjoy  that  freedom  fhe  has  lofl, 
1'hat  o-reat  prerogative  of  human-kind, 
Clofe  to  your  hearts  the  precious  jewel  bind. 
And  learn  the  rich  pofleflion  to  maintain, 
Learn  virtue,  juflicc,  conflancy  of  mind, 
Not  to  be  mov'd  by  fear  or  pleafure's  train  ; 
Be  thefe  your  arts,  ye  brave ;  thefe  only  are  hu- 
mane. 

As  he  thus  fpake,  th'  cnchaunter  half  afliam'd 
Will  not  what  fitting  anfwer  to  dcvife, 

*  Relate  or  declare.  Thefe  under  fort  of  antiquariet^ 
ivho  go  about  luith  fir  angers  to  fhozu  them  the  antiji^ij 
ties,  iSfc.  of  Rami, are  called  Ciceroni. 

■j"  At  every  turn,  every  noiv  and  then, 
H  h  iij 
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Als  was  his  caftive  heart  well  nigh  inflam'd, 
By  that  fame  knight  fo  virtuous,  brave,  and 

wife, 
That  long  he  doubts  him  farther  to  entife. 


But  he  was  harden'd  and  remorfelefs  grown. 
Through  praftice  old  of  villainy  and  vice  ; 
So  to  his  former  wiles  he  turns  him  foon. 
As  in  another  place  hereafter  fliall  be  Ihown. 


EDUCATION.     A   POEM. 

WRITTEN  IN  IMITATION  OF  THE  STYLE  AND  MANNER  OF  SPENSER'S  FAERV 

.  QUEEN. 


INSCRIBED  TO  lADT  tANGHAM,  WIDOW  OF   SIR   JOHN  LANGHAM,  BARONET. 

*.'  Unum  ftudium  vere  liberate  eft,  quod  liberum  facit.  Hoc  fapientiae  ftudium  eft,  fublime,  forte, 
"  magnanimum  :  cstera  puClla  et  puerilia  funt. — Plus  fcii-e  velle  quam  fit  fatis  intemperantix  genus 
"  eft.     Quid,  quod  ifta  liberaliuni  artium  confedatio  moleftos,  verbofos,  intempeftivos,  fibi  placentcs 


Quid,  quo  ^ 

"  facit,  et  ideo  non  dicentes  neceflaria,  quia  fupervacua  didicerunt. 


Sen.  £r. 


O  GooDLT  difcipline  !  from  heaven  yfprong  ! 
Parent  of  fcience,  queen  of  arts  refin'd  ! 
To  whom  the  graces,  and  the  nine  belong ; 
O  !  bid  tliofe  graces,  in  fair  chorus  join  d 
With  each  bright  virtue  that  adorns  the  mind  ! 

0  bid  the  mufes,  thine  harmonious  train, 
Who  by  thy  aid  erft  humaniz'd  mankind, 
InfpeA,  dire^,  and  moralize  the  ftrain, 

That  doth  efiay  to  teach  thy  treafurcs  how  to  gain  ! 

And  thou,  whofe  pious  and  maternal  care, 
The  fubftitute  of  heavenly  Providence, 
With  tendereft  love  my  orphan  life  did  rear. 
And  train  me  up  to  manly  ftrength  and  fenfc  ; 
With  mijdeft  awe,  snd  virtuous  influence, 
Direifting  my  i;npra(9:is'd  wayward  feet 
To  the  finooth  walks  of  truth  and  innocence  ; 
Where  happinefs  heart-felt,  contentment  fweet, 
Philofophy  divme,  aye  h«Id  their  bleft  retreat. 

Thou,moft  belov'd,moft  honour'd,moftrever'd  I 
Accept  this  verfe,  to  thy  large  merit  due  ! 
And  blame  me  not,  if,  by  each  tye  endear'd. 
Of  nature,  gratitude,  and  friendfliip  true. 
The  whiles  this  moral  thefis  I  purfue, 
And  trace  the  plan  of  goodly  *  nurture  o'er, 

1  bring  thy  modeft  virtues  into  view  ; 

And  proudly  boaft  that  from  thy  precious  ftore, 
Which  erft  cnrich'd  my  heart,  I  drew  this  facred 
lore. 

And  thus,  I  ween,  thus  fliall  I  beft  repay 

The  valued  gifts,  thy  careful  love  beftow'd  j 

If,  iinitating  thee,  well  as  I  may, 

I  labour  to  diffufe  th'  important  good. 

Till  this  great  truth  by  all  be  underftood, 

"  That  all  the  pious  duties  which  we  owe, 

"  Our  parents,  friends,  our  country,  and  our 

God;  ■' 

"  The  feeds  of  every  virtue  here  below, 
"  From  difcipline  alone,  and  early  culture,  grow." 

*  Nurture,  Education,. 


C  A  N  T  O    I. 

ARGUMENT. 

The  knight,  as  to  *  Psedia's  hou  e 

He  his  young  fon  conveys. 
Is  ftaid  by  Cuftom  ;  witli  him  fights. 

And  his  vain  pride  difdays. 

A  GENTLE  knight  there  was,  whofe  noble  deeds 
O'er  fairy  land  by  fame  were  blazon'd  rotmd  : 
For  warlike  enterprife,  and  fage  f  arceds 
Among  the" chief  alike  was  he  renown'd  ; 
Whence   with  the  marks  of  higheft  honours 

crowu'd 
By  Gloriana,  in  domeftic  peace. 
That  port,  to  which  the  wife  are  ever  bound. 
He  anchor 'd  was,  and  chang'd  the  tofling  feas 
Of  buftling  bufy  life,  for  calm  fequefter'd  cafe. 

There  in  domeftic  virtue  rich  and  great. 
As  erft  in  public,  'mid  his  wide  domain. 
Long  in  primxval  patriarchal  ftate. 
The  lord,  the  jui'-ge,  the  father  of  the  plain. 
He  dwelt ;  and  with  him,  in  the  golden  chain. 
Of  wedded  faith  ylink'd,  a  matron  fage 
Aye  dwelt ;  fweet  partner  of  his  joy  and  pain. 
Sweet  charmer  of  his  youth,  friend  of  his  age, 
Skill'd  to  improve  his  blifs,  his  forrowsto  affuage. 

From  this  fair  union,  not  of  fordia  gain. 

But  merit  fimilar  and  mutual  love, 

True  fource  of  lineal  virtue,  fprung  a  train 

Of  youths  and  virgins  ;  like  the  beauteous  grove. 

Which  round  the  temple  of  Olympic  Jove, 

Begirt  with  youthful  bloom  the  \  parent  tree. 

The  facred  olive  ;  whence  old  Elis  wove 


*  Pad'ia  Is  a  Greek  'word^ftgnifying  education. 

f  AreedsfCounfeU. 

\  Parent  tree,  the  facred  olive.]  This  tree greiu 
in  the  Altt!,  or  facred  grove  of  Olympic  Jupiter  ci 
O'ympia,  La'ving,  as  the  Eleans  pretended,  been  origi- 
nally planted  there  Is  Hercules.  It  ivas  eflcemcd facred^ 
and  from  that  v.-ere  tchen  the  Olympic  crowns. 
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Her  verdant  crowns  of  peaceful  vi(5l:ory, 
The  *  guerdons  of  bold  ftrength  and  fwift  acftivity. 

So  round  their  noble  parents  goodly  rofe 
Thofe  generous  fcyons:  they  with -watchful  care 
Still,  as  the  fwelling  pafTions  'gan  difclofe 
The  buds  of  future  virtues,  did  prepare 
With  prudent  culture  the  young  Ihoots  to  rear : 
And  aye  in  this  endearing  pious  toil 
They  by  a  f  palmer  fage  inftrufted  were, 
Who  from  deep  thought  and   ftudious   fearch 
erewhile  [foil. 

Had  learnt  to  mend  the  heart,  and  till  the  human 

For  by  celeilial  wifdom  whilom  led  [mind, 

Through   all  th'    apartments   of  th'   immortal 
He  view'd  the  fecret  (tores,  and  mark'd   the  | 
To  judgment,  wit,  and  memory  aflign'd  ;    [iled 
And  how  fenfation  and  refiedtion  join'd 
To  fill  with  images  her  darkfome  grotte, 
Where,  varioaflly  disjointed  or  combin'd, 
As  reafon,  fancy,  or  opinion  wrought, 

Their  various  mafcs  they  play'd,  and  fed  her  pen- 
five  thought. 
II  Alfe  through  the  fields  of  fcicnce  had  he  ftray'd 
With  eager  learch,  and  fent  his  piercing  eye 
Through  each  kara'd  fchool,  eacp  philofcpliic 

fhade. 
Where  truth  and  virtue  enl  were  deem'd  to  lie; 
If  haply  the  fair  vagrants  he  §  mote  fpy, 
Or  hear  the  mufic  of  their  charming  lore  : 
But  all  unable  there  to  fatisfy 
His  curious  foul,  he  turn'd  him  to  explore 

The  facred  writ  of  faith  ;  to  learn,  believe,  adore. 

Thence  foe  profefs'd  of  falfehood  and  deceit, 
Thofe  fly  artificers  of  tyranny, 
f  Aye  holding  up  before  uncertain  feet 
His  faithful  light  to  knowledge,  liberty, 
Mankind  he  led,  to  civil  policy, 
And  mild  religion's  charitable  law  ; 
That,  fram'd  by  mercy  and  benignity 
The  perfecuting  fword  forbids  to  draw, 
And  free-created  fouls  with  penal  terrors  awe. 

•*  Ne  with  the  glorious  gifts  elate  ard  vain 

Lock'd  he  his  wifdom  up  in  churlilli  pride  ; 

But,  flooping  from  his  height,  -.vould  even  deign 

The  feeble  fleps  of  infancy  to  guide. 

Eternal  glory  him  therefore  betide. 

Let  every  generous  youth  his  praife  rroclaim ; 

Who,  wandering  through  the  worlu'j  rude  fi  » 

reft;  wide, 
By  him  hath  been  y~taught  his  courfe  to  frame 
To    virtue's   fweet   abodes,   and   heavi  n-^fpiri;  g 

fame ! 

For  this  the  fairy  knight  with  anxiru=!  thought, 
And  fond  paternal  care,  his  pounfel  pray'd  ; 
And  him  cf  gentlefl  courtefy  befought 
His  guidance  to  vouchfafe  and  friendly  aid ; 
The  while  his  tender  offsprin./  he  convey'd, 
Through  devious  paths  to  that  feci  re  retreat ; 
Where  fage  Pxdia,  with  each  tunelul  uia.d, 

*  Guerdons,  rewards. 

f  Palmer,  pilgrim.      Thiferfunherefignifiedis^Ir. 
Locke,  cbar^iSlerizcd  by  his  luoi  ks. 

\   Sted, place, Jlaiio'n.  j|    Alfe,  a'fn,  firthr-. 

§   MotQ,  might.     \  Ai;:,e^>i(r.      ^''  Ni-^no,  . 


CATION.  4»; 

On  a  wide  mount  had  fix'd  her  tural  feat, 
'  M;d  flowery  gardens  plac'd,untrod  by  vulgar  feet. 

And  now  forth-pacing  with  his  blooming  heir. 
And  that  fame  virtuous  palmer  them  to  guide  \ 
Arm'd  all  to  point,  and  on  a  courfer  fair 
Y-mounted  high,  in  military  pride, 
His  little  train  before  he  flow  did  ride. 

Him  eke  behind  a  gentle  fquire  *  enfues, 

With  his  young  lord  aye  marching  fide  by  fide. 
His  counfellour  and  guard,  in  goodly  |  thews, 

Who  wellhad  been  brought  up,  and  nurs'd  by  every 
mufe. 

Thus  as  their  plcafing  journey  they  purfued. 
With  cheerful  argument  beguiling  pain  : 
Ere  long  defcending  from  an  hiU  they  view'd 
Beneath  their  eyes  out-flretch'd  a  fpacious  plain, 
That  fruitful  Ihow'd,  and  apt  for  every  grain, 
For  paft;ures,  vines,  and  flowers ;   while  nature 

fair 
Sweet-fmiling  all  around  with  countenance  \  faiq, 
Seem'd  to  demand  the  tiller's  art  and  care,  _ 
Her  wildnefs  to  corredr,  her  lavilh  v/afle  repair. 

Right  good,  I  ween,  and  bounteous  was  the  foil 

Aye  wont  in  happy  feafon  to  repay 

With  tenfold  ufury  the  peafant's  toil. 

But  now  'twas  r^ii)  all,  and  wild  decay  ; 

Untiird  the  garden  and  the  fallov/  lay. 

The  Cieep  fhorne  down  with  barren    \  brakes 

o'er-grown 
The  whiles  the  merry  peafar.ts  fport  and  play. 
All  as  the  public  evil  were  unknown. 
Or  every  public  care  from  every  breafl  was  flown  r 

Aftonifh'd  at  a  fcenc  at  once  fo  fair 
And  fo  deform'd  ;  with  wonder  and  delight 
At  man's  negledl,  and  nature's  bounty  rare. 
In  ftudious  thought  a  while  the  fairy  knight 
Bent  on  that  goodly  §  lond  his  eager  fight  : 
Then  fonvard  rufli'd,  impatient  to  defcry 
What  townsand  caftlesthere-in  v,'ere  \  empight; 
For  towns  him  feem'd,  and  caftles  he  did  fpy, 

As  to  th'  horizon  round  he  ftretch'd  his  roaming 
eye. 
Nor  long  way  had  they  travell'd,  ere  they  came 
To  a  v/ide  ftream,  that  with  tumultous  roar 
Amongft  rude  rocks  its  winding  courfe  did  frame. 
Black  was  the  wave  and  fordid,  cover'd  o'er 
With  angry  foam,  and  ftain'd  with  infants'  gor«j, 
Thereto  along  th'  unlovely  margin  flood 
A  birehen  grove,  that  waving  from  the  fhore. 
Aye  CKJI  upon  the  tide  its  falling  bud. 

And  with  its  bitter  juice  empoifon'd  all  the  flood. 

Right  in  the  centre  of  the  vale  empight. 
Mot  diftant  far  a  forked  moyntain  rofe; 
In  outward  form  prefenting  to  the  fight 
That  fam'd  Parnaffian  hili,  on  whofe  fair  browa 
The  Nine  Aonian  Sifters  wont  repofe  ; 
Liftening  to  fweet  Caftalia's  founding  ftream, 
M'hich  f'hrough  the  plains  of  Cirrha  murmuring 

flow  , 
But  this  to  that  compar'd  more  juftly  feem 
Ne  fitting  haunt  for  gods,  ne  worthy  man's  efl;eeni..] 

*  Enf     ,  folio. vs.  \   Thezu  ,  warmers. 

\  Fain,  earnejl,  eager.  ||    Brakes,  brhrs. 

§  LtrJ^land.  %  Empight,  Jilaiei, 

<  Hkiiij 
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For  this  nor  founded  dtep,  nor  fpredden  wide, 
Nor  high  iip-rais'd  above  the  level  plain. 
By  toiling  art  through  tedious  years  applied, 
From  various  parts  compil'd  with  lludious  pain, 
Was  *  erft  up-tlvrown  ;  it  I'o  it  mote  attain, 
Like  that  poetic  mountain,  to  be  f  hight 
The  noble  feat  of  learning's  goodly  train. 
Thereto,  the  more  to  captivate  the  fight, 
It  like  a  garden  ifair  moft  curioufly  was  \  dight. 

In  figur'd  plots  with  leafy  walls  inclos'd. 
By  meafure  and  by  rule  it  was  out-lay'd  ; 
Witii  fymmetry  fo  regular  difpos'd, 
t'hatplot  to  plot  ftill  anfwer'd,  Ihade  to  Ihade  ; 
n£ach  correfpondent  twain  alike  array'd 
With  like  embelliJhments  of  plants  and  flowers. 
Of  ftatues,  vales,  fpouting  founts,  that  play'd 
Through    fliells   of    Tritons    their    afcending 
Ihowers,  fers. 

And  labyrinths  invclv'd,  and  trelice-woven-bow- 
Therc  likewife  mote  be  feen  on  every  fide 
The  yew  obedient  to  the  planter's  will, 
And  (hapely  box  of  all  their  branching  pride 
Ungcntiy  Ihorne,  and  with  prepofteroiis  fkill 
To  various  bealls  and  birds  of  fundry  quill  [fize  ; 
Transform'd,  and  human  fliapes  of  monltrous 
Huge  as  tliat  giant-race,  who,  liill  on  hill  [prize. 
High-heaping,  fought  with  impious  vain  |{  em- 

'Defpiteof  thundering  Jove,  to  fcale  the  ftcepy  fkles. 
Alfe  other  wonders  of  the  fportive  fhears 
Fair  nature  mif-adornirig  there  were  found : 
Oiobcs,  fpiru!  columns,  pyramids  and  piers 
With  fproutingurnsand  budding  ftatuescrown'd; 
And  horizontal  dials  on  the  ground 
In  living  box  by  cunning  avtifts  trac'd  ; 
And  gallics  trim,  on  no  long  voyage  bound, 
But  by  their  roots  there  ever  anchor'd  fail  [blaft. 

§  All  were  their  bf Hying  fails  out-fpread  tu  every 
O'er  all  appear'd  the  mountain's  forked  brows 
With  terrafl'es  on  lerraltes  up-thrown  ; 
And  all  along  arrang'd  in  order'd  rows. 
And  vi'lo's  broad,  the  velvet  Hopes  adown 
The  evcr-verdant  trees  of  Daphne  flionc. 
BuJ,  aliens  to  the  clime,  and  'prought  of  old 
From  Latian  plains,  and  Grecian  Helicon, 
They  fhrunk  and  languilh'd  in  a  foreign  mold. 

By   changeful  fummers  ftarv'd,    and  pinch'd  by 
'winter's  cold. 
Amid  this  verdant  grove  with  folemn  ftate, 
On  golden  thrones  of  antique  form  reclin'd, 
In  mimic  majeily  nine  virgins  fate, 
In  features  various  as  i-nlike  in  mind  ; 
Alfe  boafled  they  thfm.fclvcs  of  heavenly  kind, 
And  to  the  I'vvcct  Parnadian  nymphs  allied ; 
Thence  round  their  brows  tkeDelphit  bay  they 

twm'd, 
And  matching  wiihliigh  names  their  apilh  pride, 

O'er  every  learaed  fchool  aye  cLim'd  they  to  pre- 
fidc. 
In  antique  garbs  {un  modern  they  difdain'd) 
By  Greek  and  Ronnn  artiils  %  y/hilom  made. 


*  Erji,  form;riy.  \  Hight ,  called,  named. 

^  L>i^bt,  drt-jl.  [I    Empr'fze,  enterpriJe.,aUtmpt. 

§  -^»/,  t'fed  freqiiently  by  tui  eld  EnvVfo  tods  fur 

1   lVhikm,forKerly. 


Of  various  woofs,  and  varioufly  diftain'd  ; 
With  tints  of  every  hue,  were  they  array'd; 
And  here  and  there  ambitioufly  difplay'd 
A  purj.ie  Ihred  of  fonie  rich  robe,  prepar  d 
Erft  by  the  mufes  o'er  the  Aonian  maid. 
To  deck  great  TuUius  or  the  Mantuan  bard  ; 
Which  o'er  eacli  motley  vefl  with  uncouth  fplcn^ 
dor  glar'd. 

And  well  their  outward  vefture  did  exprefs 
The  bent  and  habit  of  their  inward  mind, 
AffeAing  wifdom's  antiquated  drefs, 
And  ufages  by  time  caft  far  behind. 
1  hence,  to  the  charms  of  younger  fcience  blind, 
The  cuftoms,  laws,  the  learning,  arts  and  phrafe 
Of  their  own  countries  they  with  fqorn  declin'd; 
Ne  facrcd  truth  herfelf  would  they  embrace. 
Unwarranted,  unknown  in  their  fore-fathers'  days. 

Thus  ever  backward  cafting  their  furvey  ; 
To  Rome's  old  ruins  and  the  groves  forlorn  ; 
Of  elder  Athens,  which  in  profpcd:  lay      [turp 
Stretch'd  out  beneath  the  mountain  would  they 
Their  bufy  fearch,  and  o'er  the  rubbifli  mourn. 
Then,  gathering  Up  with  fuperititious  care 
Each  li;tle  fcrap,  liowever  foul  or  torn, 
In  grave  harangues  they  bpldly  would  declare. 
This  Eniiius,  Vario:  Ibis  the  Stagarite  did  wear. 

Yet,  under  names  of  venerable  found. 

While  o'er  the  world  they  ftretch'd  their  awful 

rod ; 
Through  all  the  provinces  of  learning  own'd. 
For  teachers  of  whate'er  is  wife  and  good. 
Alfe  from  each  region  to  their  *  drad  abode 
Came  youth  unnumbtr'd,  crowding  all  to  tafte 
The  flreamy  of  fcience  ;  which  united  flow'd 
Adown  the  mount,  jrom  nine  rich  fourccs  call; 
And  to  the  vale  below  in  one  rude  torrent  pafs'd. 

O'er  every  fource,  prote<R:ref5  of  the  flream. 
One  of  thofe  virgin  fifhers  did  prcfidc  ; 
Who,  dignifying  with  lie r  noble  name 
Her  proper  flood,  aye  pour'd  into  the  tide 
The  heady  vapours  of  I'cholaflic  pride 
Defpoticaland  abje<5t,  bold  and  blind. 
Fierce  in  debate,  and  forward  to  decide  ; 
Vaiu  love  of  praife,  with  adulation  join'd. 
And  dihngenuous  fcorn,  and  impotence  of  mind. 

Extending  from  the  hill  on  every  fide, 
In  circuit  vail  a  verdant  valley  fpread ; 
Acrofs  whbfe  uniform  flat  bofort  glide 
Ten  fhoufand  flreams,  in  winding  mazes  led. 
By  various  fluices  from  one  common  head; 
A  turbid  niafs  of  waters,'  vaft,  profound, 
Hight  of  philology  the  lake  ;  and  fed 
By  that  rude  torrent,  which  with  roaring  fqund 
Cuiae  tumbling  from  the  liill,  and  fiow'd  the  level 
round.  ■ 
And  every  where  this  fpacioiis  valley  o'er, 
F;:ftby  each  flream  was  feen  a  nurtierous  throng 
Ofbeardlefsflriplingstothebirch-crown'd  fhorc. 
By  nurlcs,  guardians,  fathers,  dragg'd  along : 
Who,  helplefs,  meek,  and  innocent  of  wrong. 
Were  torn  reluctant  from  the  tender  fide 
Of  their  fond  mother?,  and  by  f  faitours  flrong. 


*  Drad,  dreadful,  j-  Faitour,  doer, from faire,  to 

do, arJfc'it ;  disd,  i. mmenly  'fed ky  &fcr.jrr  in  a  badjfnfe. 
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By  power  made  infolent,  and  hard  by  pride, 
Were  driven  with  furious  rage,  and  laih'd  into  the 
tide. 

On  the  rude  bank  with  trembling  feet  they  flood, 
And,  cailing  round  their  oft-reverted  eyes, 
If  haply  they  mote  'fcape  the  hated  flood, 
Fill'd  all  the  plain  with  lamentable  cries ; 
But  far  away  th'  unheeding  father  flies, 
Conftrain'd  his  flrong  compundtions  to  reprefs ; 
While  clofe  behind,  affuming  the  difguife 
Of  nurturing  care,  and  fmiling  tendernel's,  [prefs. 
■With  fecret  fcourges,  arni'd,  thofe  griefly  fattours 

As  on  the  fteepy  margin  of  a  brook, 
"When  the  young  fun  with  flowery  Maia  rides  : 
With  innocent  difmay  a  bleating  flock 
Crowd  back,  affrighted  at  the  rolling  tides  : 
The  fliepherd-fwain  at  fiifl  exhorting  chides 
Their  *  feely  fear ;  at  length  impatient  grown, 
With  his  rude  crook  he  wounds  their  tender 
And,  all  regardlefs  of  their  piteous  moan,  [fides; 
Into  the  dafhing  v.'ave  compels  them  furious  down. 

Thus  urg'd  by  maflering  fear  and  dolorous  f  teen 
Jnto  the  current  plung'd  that  infant  crowd. 
Right  piteous  was  the  fpectacle,  I  ween. 
Of  tender  flriplings  ftain'd  with  tears  and  blood. 
Perforce  conilitfling  with  the  bitter  flood ; 
And  labouring  to  attain  the  diftant  fhore, 
Where  holding  forth  the  gown  of  manhood  flood 
The  fyren  liberty,  and  ever-more 
Solicited  their  hearts  with  her  inchanting  lore, 

Irkfome  and  long  the  paffage  was,  perplex'd 
With  rugged  rocks  on  wliich  the  raving  tide 
By  fudden  burfls  of  angry  tempefts  vex'd  [abide 
Oft  dafh'd  the  youth,  vvrhofe  ftrength  mote  ill 
With  head  up-lifted  o'er  the  waves  to  ride. 
Whence  many  v/earied  ere  they  had  o'er-pafl 
The  middle  ilream  (for  they  in  vain  have  try'd) 
Again  return'd  i  allounded  and  aghafl ; 
Ne  one  regardful  look  would  ever  backward  cafl. 

Some,  of  a  rugged,  more  enduring  frame. 
Their  toilfome  courfe  with  patient  pain  purfued; 
And,  though  with  many  a  bruife  and  ||  muchel 

blame, 
Eft  hanging  on  the  rocks,  and  eft  embrued, 
Deep  in  the  muddy  flream,  with  hearts  fubdued 
And  quail'd  by  labour,  gain'd  the  fhore  at  lafl, 
But'in  life's  pradlic  §  lear  unfkill'd  and  rude, 
Forth  in  that  forked  hill  they  filent  pac'd; 
Where  hid  in  ftudious  fhades  their  fruitlefs  hours 
they  waile. 

Others  of  rich  and  noble  lineage  bred,  [llrain'd, 
Though  with  the  crowd  to  pafs  the  flood  con- 
Yet  o'er  the  crags  with  fond  indulgence  led 
By  hireUng  guides,  and  in  all  depths  fuflain'd, 
Skimm'd  lightly  o'er  the  tide,  undipt,  unflain'd, 
Save  with  the  fprinkling  of  the  watery  fpray, 
And  aye  their  proud  prerogative  maintain'd, 
Of  ignorance  and  eafe,  and  wanton  play. 
Soft  harbingers  of  vice,  and  premature  decay. 


4^ 

A  few,  alas,  how  few !  by  heaven's  high  will 
With  fubtle  fpirits  endow'd  and  fincws  flrong, 
*  Albe  fore  f  mated  by  the  tempefts  fhrill. 
That  bellow'd  firce  and  rife  the  rocks  among. 
By  their  own  native  vigour  borne  along 
Cutbrifkly  through  the  waves ;  and,  forces  new 
Gathering  from  toil,  and  ardour  from  the  throng 
Of  rival  youths,  outftript  the  labouring  crew. 
And  to  the  true   |  ParnafTe  and  heaven-throng'd 
glory  flew. 

Dire  was  the  tumult,  and  from  every  fhore 
Difcordant  echoes  flruck  the  deafen'd  ear. 
Heart-thrilling  cries,  with  fobs  and  ||  fmgultsfore 
Short-interrupted,  the  imploring  tear. 
And  furious  flripes,  and  angry  threats  feverc, 
Confus'dly  mingled  with  the  jarring  found 
Of  all  the  various  fpeeches  that  §  while-ere 
On  Shinar's  wide-fpread  champain  did  allound 
High  Babel's  builders  vain,  and  their  proud  works 
confound. 

Much  was  the  knight  empafTion'd  at  the  fcene. 
But  more  his  blooming  fon,  whofe  tender  breaft 
Empierced  deep  with  fympathizing  teen 
On  his  pale  cheek  the  figns  of  drad  imprefs'd, 
And  fill'd  his  eyes  with  tears,  which  fore  di- 

ftrefs'd 
Up  to  his  fire  he  rais'd  in  moHrnful  wife; 
Who  with  fweet  fmiles  paternal  foon  redrefs'd 
His  troublous  thoughts,  and  clear'd  each  fad 
furmife ; 

Then  turns  his  ready  lleed,  and  on  his  journey  hies. 

But  far  he  had  not  march'd  ere  he  was  flay'd 
By  a  rude  voice,  that  like  th'  united  found 
Of  fhouting  myriads,  through  the  valley  bray'd. 
And  fhook  the  groves,  the   floods,  and  folid 

ground  : 
The  diflant  hills  rebellow 'd  all  around. 
'•  Arrell,  Sir  Knight,  it  cried,  thy  fond  career, 
"  Nor  with  prefumptuous  difobedience  wound 
"  That  aweful  raajefly  which  all  revere  ! 
"  In  my  commands.  Sir  Knight,  the  voice  of  na- 

"  tionshear !" 

Quick  turn'd  the  knight,  and  faw  upon  the  plain 
Advancing  tow'rds  him  with  impetuous  gait. 
And  vifage  all  inflam'd  with  fierce  difdain, 
A  nionflrous  giant,  on  whofe  brow  elate 
Shone  the  bright  enfign  of  imperial  ftate  ; 
Albeit  lawful  kingdom  he  had  none  ; 
But  laws  and  kingdoms  wont  he  oft  create, 
And  oft'times  over  both  ereA  his  throne. 
While  fenates,   priefls,  and   kings  his  f  fov'ran 
fceptre  own. 

Cuflom  he  height ;  and  aye  in  every  land 
Ufurp'd  dominion  with  defpotic  fway 
O'er  all  he  holds  ;  and  to  his  high  command 
Conftrains  even  ftubborn  nature  to  obey  ; 
Whom  difpoffeffing  oft,  he  doth  alTay 
To  govern  in  her  right :  and  with  a  pace 
So  foft  and  gentle  doth  he  win  his  way. 
That  fhe  unwares  is  caught  in  his  embrace, 
And  though  defiower'd  and  thrall'd  nought  feels 
her  foul  difgrace. 


*  Seely,fimple.  -j-   Teen,  pain,  grief. 

\  Afounded,  ajlonijhecl.        ||  Muihel,  mu(h. 
§  Lear,  learning. 


*  Alhe,  although. 

I  Parnajfe,  P<fcnajfus. 

§  WUk'ere, formerly. 


■}■  Mated,  amazed,fcarei, 
H    Singulis, fighs. 
^  Sovran , for fovercigni 
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For  nurtTiring,  even  from  their  tendereft  age, 
The  docile  fons  of  men  withouten  pain. 
By  difciplines  and  rules  to  every  ftage 
Of  life  accommodate,  he  doth  them  train 
Infenfibly  to  wear  and  hug  his  chain. 
Alfc  his  behefts  or  gentle  or  fevere. 
Or  good  or  noxious,  rational  or  vain. 
He  craftily  perfuade  them  to  revere, 
As  inftitutions  fage,  and  venerable  Icar.  i 

ProtetSor  therefore  of  that  forked  hill. 
And  mighty  patron  of  thofe  fifiers  nine. 
Who,  there  enthron'd,  with  many  a  copious  rill 
Feed  the  full  ftreams,  that  through  the  valley 

(bine. 
He  deemed  was ;  and  aye  with  rites  divine, 
*  Like  thofe,  ■which  Sparta's  hardy  race  of  yore 
Were  wont  perform  at  fell  Diana's  Ihrine, 
He  doth  conflrain  his  vaffals  to  adore         [lore. 
Perforce  their  facred  names,  and  learn  their  facred 

And  to  the  fair)'  knight  now  drawing  near, 
With  voice  t  rrific  and  imperious  mien, 
(All  was  he  wont  lefs  dreadful  to  appear. 
When  known  and  praiftis'd  then  at  dillance  feen) 
And  kingly  ftretching  forth  his  fceptre  fheen. 
Him  he  commandcth,  upon  threaten'd  pain 
Of  his  difpleafure  high  and  vengeance  keen, 
From  his  rebellious  purpofe  to  refrain,     [train. 
And  all  due  honours  pay  to  learning's  reverend 

So  faying,  and  foreftalling  all  reply, 
His  peremptory  hand  without  delay. 
As  one  who  little  car'd  to  Juflify 
His  princely  will,  long  us'd  to  boundlefs  fway, 
Upon  the  fairy  youth  with  great  difmay 
Jn  every  quaking  limb  convuls'd,  he  lay'd  : 
And  proudly  flalking  o'er  the  verdant  flay. 
Him  to  thofe  fcientific  flreams  convey 'd, 
With  many  his  young   compeers  therein  to  be 
I  embay'd. 

The  knight  his  tender  fon's  diftrefsful  |]  ftour 
Perceiving,  fwift  to  his  afliftance  flew  : 
Ne  vahily  ftay'd  to  depiecatc  that  power. 
Which  from  fubmiflion  aye  more  haughty  grew. 
For  that  proud  giant's  force  he  v/ifely  knew, 
Not  to  be  meanly  dreaded,  nor  defy'd 
With  rafli  prefumption  ;  and  with  courage  true. 
Rather  than  ftep  from  virtue's  paths  afide. 
Oft  had  he  fingly  fcorn'd  his  all-difmaying  pride. 

And  now,  difdaining  parlc,  his  cwurfer  hot 
He  fiercely  prick'd,  and  couch'd  his  vengeful 
Wherewith  the  giant  he  fo  rudely  linot,   [fpear; 
That  him  perforce  conftrain'd  to  §  wend  arrear. 
Who,  much  abafli'd  at  fuch  rebuke  fevere. 
Yet  his  accuflom'd  pride  recovering  foon, 
Forth-with  his  mafly  fceptre  'gan  uprear ; 

*  Tki  Lacedemonians,  in  order  to  male  their  children 
hardyif  and  endure  pain  "with  conjiancy  and  courage,  "were 
accujiomedto  cavje  them  to  he  fcour^ed  very  fenierely  •  And 
I  niyfelf  (fays  Plutarch,  in  bis  life  of  Lycurgus)  have 
fecnfeveral  of  them  endure  "whipping  to  death,  at  the  foot 
ffthe  altar  of  Diana,furnamcd  Orthia, 

f  Lay,  mead.  ^  Emhay''d,  bathed,  dipt, 

II    Stour,  trouble,  misfortune,  l^c. 

fj  lY end  arrear ^rmvebackruards. 


For  other  warlike  weapon  he  had  noHS, 
Ne  other  him  behov'd  to  quell  his  boldefl  *  fone. 

With  that  enormous  mace  the  fairy  knight 
So  fore  he  f  bet,  that  all  his  armour  \  bray'd. 
To  pieces  well-nigh  riven  with  the  might 
Of  fo  tempeftuous  ftrokes  ;  but  he  was  flay'd. 
And  ever  with  deliberate  valour  weigh'd 
The  fudden  changes  of  the  doubtful  fray  ; 
From  cautious  prudence  oft  deriving  aid, 
When  force  unequal  did  him  hard  aflay  : 
So  lightly  from  his  fteed  he  lept  upon  the  lay. 

Then   fwiftly    drawing   forth  his  §  trenchant 

blade. 
High  o'er  his  head  he  held  his  fenceful  dield; 
And  warily  forecafling  to  evade 
The  giant's  furious  arm  about  him  wheel'd. 
With  reftlefs  fleps  eye  traverfing  the  field. 
And  ever  as  his  foe's  intemperate  pride. 
Through  rage  defcncelefs,mote  advantage  yield. 
With  his  (harp  fword  fo  oft  he  did  him  ||  gride, 
That  his  gold-fandal'd  feet  in  crimfon  floods  were 
'  dy'd. 

His  bafer  parts  he  maim'd  with  many  a  wound ; 
But  far  above  his  utmofl  reach  were  f  pight 
The  forts  of  life  :  pe  never  to  confound 
With  utter  ruin,  and  abolilh  quite 
A  power  fo  puiffant  by  his  fingle  might 
Did  he  prefume  to  hope :  himfelf  alone 
From  law  lefs  force  to  free,  in  bloody  fight 
He  flood ;  content  to  bow  to  cuftom's  throne, 
So  reafon  mote  not  blulh  his  fovran  rule  to  own. 

So  well  he  warded,  and  fo  fiercely  prefs'd 
His  foe,  that  weary  vex'd  he  of  the  fray ; 
Yet  **  nould  he  algates  lower  his  haughty  creft; 
But  mafking  in  contempt  his  fore  difmay, 
DifdainfuUy  rcleas'd  the  trembling  prey, 
As  one  unworthy  of  his  princely  care ; 
Then  proudly  cafling  on  the  warlike  f  f  fay 
A  fmile  of  fcorn  and  pity,  through  the  air 
'Gan  blow  his  flirilling  horn ;  the  blafl  was  heard 
afar. 

Eftf^ons  aftonifli'd  at  th'  alarming  found. 
The  fignal  of  diflrefs  and  hoftile  wrong, 
Cpnfus'dly  trooping  from  all  quarters  round 
Came  pouring  o'er  the  plain  a  numerous  throng 
Of  every  fex  and  order,  old  and  young ; 
The  vaflals  of  great  cuflom's  wide  domain. 
Who  to  his  lore  inur'd  by  ufage  long. 
His  every  fummons  heard  with  pleafure  fain. 
And  felt  his  every  wound  with  fynipathctic  pain. 

They,  when  their  bleeding  king  they  did  be- 
hold. 
And  faw  an  armed  knight  him  {landing  near. 
Attended  by  that  palmer  fage  and  bold ;       [ere 
Whofe  venturous  fcarch  of  devious  truth  while- 
Spread  through  the  realms  of  learning  horrors 

drear, 
Y-feized  were  at  firft  with  terrors  great ; 
And  in  their  boding  hearts  began  to  fear, 

*   Fone,  foes.  f  Bet,  beat. 

\  Bray  d,  refounded.  §    Trenchant,  cuttingm 

II    Gride, cut, hack,  ^   Pight, placed. 

*•    'Nould  he  algates y  "would  not  by  any  mtans. 
tt  f^yifiiry. 
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Diffenfion  factious,  controverfial  hate. 
And  innovations  ftrange  in  cuftom's  peaceful  ftate. 

But  when   they  faw  the  knight  his  fauchion 

fheathe, 
And  climbing  to  his  fleed  march  thence  away, 
With  all  hpftile  train,  they  'gan  to  breathe 
With  freer  fpirit,  and  with  afpcd:  gay 
Soon  chac'd  the  gathering  clouds  of  black  affray. 
Alfe   their   great   monarch,   cheated  with  the 

view 
Of  myriads,  who  confefs  his  fovereign  fway, 
His  ruffled  pride  began  to  plume  anew  ; 
And  on  his  bugle  clear  a  ftrain  of  triumph  blew. 

There-at  the  multitude,  that  ftood  around, 
Sent  up  at  once  a  univerfal  rpar 
Of  boifterous  joy :  the  fudden-burfling  found, 
Like  the  explofion  of  a  v/arlike  flore 
Of  nitrous  grain,  th'  afflifled  *  welkin  tore. 
Then  turning  towards  the  knight,  with  fcoffings 
Heart-piercing  infults,  and  revilingsfore,  [lewd, 
Loud  burfts  of  laughter  vain,  and  hifles  rude, 
As  through  the  throng  he  pafs'd,  his  parting  fleps 
purfued. 

Alfe  from  that  forked  hill  the  boafted  feat 
Of  ftudious  peace  and  mild  philofophy, 
Indignant  murmurs  mote  be  heard  to  threat, 
Mullering  their  rage  ;  eke  baleful  infamy, 
Rous'd  from  her  den  of  bafe  obfcurity 
By  thofe  fame  maidens  nine,  began  to  found 
Her  brazen  trump  of  blackening  obloquy  : 
While  fatire,  with  dark  clouds  encompaft  round, 
Sharp,  fecret  arrows  Ihot,  and  aim'd  his  back  to 
wound. 

But  the  brave  fairy  knight,  no  whit  difmay'd. 
Held  on  his  peaceful  journey  o'er  the  plain  ; 
With  curious  eye  obferving,  as  he  flray'd 
Through  the  wide  provinces  of  cuftom's  reign, 
What  mote  afrefh  admonilh  him  rc-^ain 
Fall  by  his  virtuous  purpofe  ;  all  around 
So  many  objedcs  mov'd  his  juft  difdain ; 
Him  feem'd  that  nothing  ferious,  nothing  found, 
In  city,  village,  bower,  or  caflle,  mote  be  found. 

In  village,  city,  caftle,  bower,  and  hall. 
Each  fex,  each  age,  each  order  and  degree, 
To  vice  and  idle  fport  abandon'd  all, 
Kept  one  perpetual  general  jubilee. 
Ne  fuffer'd  ought  difturb  their  merry  glee  ; 
Ne  fenfe  of  private  lofs,  ne  public  woes, 
Reftraint  of  law,  religion's  drad  decree, 
Inteftine  defolation,  foreign  foes, 
Nor  heaven's  tepipeftuous  threats,  nor  earth's  con- 
vulfive  throes. 

But  chiefly  they  whom  heaven's  difpofing  hand 
Had  feated  high  on  fortune's  upper  ftage ; 
And  plac'd  within  their  call  the  facred  band 
That  waits  on  nurture  and  inftrudtion  fage. 
If  happy  their  wife  f  hefts  mote  them  engage 
To  climb  through  knowledge  to  more  noble 
And  as  they  mgunt,  enlighten  every  age  [praife ; 
With  the  bright  influence  of  fair  Virtue's  rays ; 
Which  from  the  awful  heights  of  grandeur  brighter 
blaze. 


*   Welkin,  Jky. 

j-  Hejls,  iehefis,  precepts,  ccmmands. 


They,  O  perverfe  and  bafe  ingratitude ! 
Defpifing  the  great  ends  of  providence, 
For  which  above  their  mates  they  were  endued 
With  wealth,  authority,  and  eminence, 
To  the  low  ferviccs  of  brutal  fenfe 
Abus'd  the  means  of  pleafures  more  rcfin'd. 
Of  knowledge,  virtue,  and  beneficence  ;  [mind. 
And,    fettering    on    her   throne   th'    immortal 
The  guidance  of  her  realm  to  paffions  wild  re- 
fign'd. 

Hence  thoughtlefs,  ftiamelefs,  recklefs,  fpiritleft. 
Nought  worthy  of  their  kind  did  they  efTayj 
But  or  benumb'd  with  palfied  Idlenefs 
In  merely  living  loiter'd  life  away. 
Or,  by  falfe  tafte  of  pleafure  led  aflray, 
For-ever  wandering  in  the  fenfual  bowers 
Of  feverilh  debauch,  and  luftful  play. 
Spent  on  ignoble  toils  their  adlive  powers, 
And  with  untimely  blafts  difeas'd  their  vernal 
hours. 

Ev'n  they  to  whom  kind  nature  did  accord 
A  frame  more  delicate,  and  purer  mind,  [board 
Though  the  foul  brothel  and  the  wine-ftain'd 
Of  beaftly  Comus,  loathing  they  declind, 
Yet  their  foft  hearts  to  idle  joys  refign'd ; 
Like  painted  infefts  through  the  fummer-air 
With  random  flight  aye  ranging  unconfin'd; 
And  tafting  every  flower  and  bloflbm  fair, 
Withouten  any  choice,  withouten  any  care. 

For  choice  them  needed  none,  v/ho  only  foughfe 
With  vain  amufements  to  beguile  the  day ; 
And   wherefore  fliould  they  take   or   care  or 

thought, 
Whom  nature  prompts,  and  fortune  calls  to  play  ? 
"  Lords  of  the  earth,  be  happy  as  ye  may!" 
So  learn'd,  fo  taught  the  leaders  of  mankind; 
Th'  unreafoning  vulgar  willingly  obey. 
And,  leaving  toil  and  poverty  behind,        [find. 
Ran  forth  by  different  ways  the  blifsful  boon  to 

Nor  tedious  was  the  fearch ;  for  every  where. 
As  nigh  great  cuflom's  royal  towers  the  knight 
Pafs'd  through  th'  adjoining  hamlets,  mote  he 
The  merry  voice  of  feftival  delight  [hear 

Saluting  the  return  of  morning  bright 
With  matin  revels,  by  the  mid-day  hours 
Scarce  ended;  and  again  with  dewy  night, 
In  cover'd  theatres,  or  leafy  bowers,     [powers. 
Offering  her  evening-vows   to   pleafure's  joyous 

And  ever  on  the  way  mote  he  efpy 
Men,  women,  children,  a  promifcuous  throng 
Of  rich,  poor,  wife  and  fimple,  low  and  high. 
By  land,  by  water,  palling  aye  along 
With  mummers,  antics,  mufic,  dance,  and  fong. 
To  pleafure's  numerous  temples,  that  befide 
The  gliftening  ftreams,  or  tufted  groves  among, 
To  every  idle  foot  ftood  open  wide. 
And  every  gay  delire  with  various  joys  fupplied. 

For  there  each  earth  witli  diverfe  charms  to 

move. 
The  fly  inchantrefs  fummoned  all  her  train : 
Alluring  Venus,  queen  of  vagrant  love. 
The  boon  companion  Bacchus,  loud  and  vain, 
And  tricking  Hermes,  god  of  fraudful  gain. 
Who,  when  blind  fortune  throAvs,  diredts  the 
And  Phoebus  tuning  his  foft  Lydian  ftrain  [die, 
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To  wanton  motions,  and  the  lover's  Ggh, 
And  thought-beguiling  (hew,  and  malking  revelry. 

Unmeet  aflbciates  thefe  for  noble  youth. 
Who  to  true  honour  meaneth  to  afpire  ; 
And  for  the  works  of  virtue,  faith,  and  truth. 
Would  keep  his  manly  faculties  entire. 
The  which  avizing  well,  the  cautious  fire 
From  that  foft  fyren  land  of  Pleafaunce  vain. 
With  timely  hafle  was  minded  to  retire, 
*  Or  ere  the  fweet  contagion  mote  attain  [flain. 

His  fon's  unpradlis'd  heart,  yet  free  from  vicious 
So  turning  from  that  beaten  road  aCde,    [pac'd. 
Through  many  a   devious  path  at  length   he 
As  that  experienc'd  palmer  did  him  guide. 
Till  to  a  mountain  hoare  they  came  at  laft  ; 
Whofe  high-rais'd  brows  with  fylvan  honours 
Majeftically  frown'd  upon  the  plain,       [grac'd, 
And  over  all  an  awful  horrour  caft. 
Seem'd  as  thofe  villas  gay  it  did  difdain,  [train. 

Which  fpangied  all  the  vale  like  Flora's  painted 

The  hill  afcended  ftrait,  ere-while  they  came 
To  a  tall  grove,  whofe  thick-embowering  fhade. 
Impervious  to  the  fun's  meridian  flame, 
Ev'n  at  mid-noon  a  dubious  twilight  made ; 
Like  to  that  fober  light,  which,  difarray'd 
Of  all  its  gorgeous  robe,  with  blunted  beams. 
Through  windows  dim  with  holy  z&s  pour- 

tray'd. 
Along  fome  cloifter'd  abbey  faintly  gleams, 
Abftrafting  the  rapt  thought  from   vain   carth- 
mufing  themes. 

Beneath  this  high  o'er-arching  canopy 
Of  cluftering  oaks  a  fylvan  colonnade. 
Aye  llftening  to  the  native  melody 
Of  birds  fw-"et-echoing  through  the  lonely  fhade. 
On  to  the  centre  of  the  grove  they  ftray'd ; 
AVhich,  in  a  fpacious  circle  opening  round. 
Within  its  (heltering  arms  fccurely  laid, 
Difclos'd  to  fudden  view  a  vale  profound. 
With  nature's  artlefs  fmiles  and  tranquil  beauties 
crown'd. 
There,  on  the  bafis  of  an  ancient  pile,       [wood, 
Whofe   crofs-furmounted   fpire    o'erlook  d   the 
A  venerable  matron  they  e'erwhile 
Difcover'd  have,  befide  a  murmuring  flood 
Reclining  in  right  fad  and  penfive  mood. 
Retir'd  within  her  own  abflra(5led  breaft. 
She  feem'd  o'er  various  woes  by  turns  to  brood ; 
The  which  her  changing  chear  by  turns  expreft, 
Now  glowing  with   difdain,  with  grief  now 
*  over-keft. 

Her  thus  immers'd  in  anxious  thought  profound 
When-as  the  knight  perceiv'd,  he  nearer  drew  ; 
To  weet  what  bitter  bale  did  her  aflound. 
And  whence  th'  occafion  of  her  anguifh  grew. 
For  that  right  noble  matron  well  he  knew  ; 
And  many  perils  huge,  and  labours  fore, 
Had  for  her  fake  endur'd ;  her  vafial  true, 
Train'd  in  her  love,  and  pradlis'd  evermore 
Her  honour  to  refpedt,  and  reverence  her  lore. 

0  dcareft  drad!  he  cried,  fair  ifland  queen  ! 
Mother  of  heroes !  emprefs  of  the  maio  ! 

*   Or  ere,  before, 

1  O'jcr-i^fi  for  rjivcajl. 


What  means  that  ftormy  brow  of  troublous  teen  ? 
•  Sith  heaven-bom  Peace,  with  all  her  fmiling 
Of  fciences  and  arts,  adorns  thy  reign  [train 
With  wealth  and  knowledge,  fplendour  and  re- 
nown ?  [plain ! 
Each  port  how  throng'd!  how  fruitful  every 
How  blithe  the  country  !  and  how  gay  the  town ! 
While  liberty  fecures  and  heightens  every  boon  \ 

Awaken'd  from  her  trance  of  penfive  woe 
By  thefe  fair  flattering  words,  fhe  rais'd  her  head ; 
And,  bending  on  the  knight  her  frowning  brow, 
Mock'ft  thou  my  forrows,  fairy  fon  ?  flie  faid.        | 
Or  is  thy  judgment  by  thy  heart  mifled  \ 

To  deem  that  certain  wliich  thy  hopes  fuggeft  ? 
To  deem  them  full  of  life  and  *  luftihead, 
Whofe  cheeks  in  Hebe's  vivid  tints  are  dreft. 
And  with  joy's  carelefs  mien,  and  dimpled  fmiles 
unpreft  ? 

Thy  unfufpeiSliag  heart  how  nobly  good 
I  know,  how  fanguine  in  thy  country's  caufe ! 
And  mark'd  thy  virtue,  Cngly  how  it  ftood 
Th'  aflaults  of  mighty  cuftom,  v/hich  o'erawes 
The  faint  and  timorous  mind,  and  oft  withdraws 
From  reafon's  lore  th'  ambitious  and  the  vain 
By  the  fweet  lure  of  popular  applaufe, 
Againfl  their  bitter  knowledge  to  maintain 
The   lawlefs  throne  of  vice,   or   folly's  childid 
reign. 

How  vaft  his  influence,  how  wide  his  fway ! 
Thyfelf  ere-while  by  proof  didil  underfliand : 
And  faw'ft,  as  through  his  realms  thou  took'fl 

thy  way, 
How  vice  and  folly  had  o'erfpread  the  land. 
And  canfl  thou  then,  O  fairy  fon,  demand 
The  reafon  of  my  woe  ?  or  hope  to  eafe 
The  throbbings  of  my  heart  with  fpeeches  bland. 
And  words  more  apt  my  forrows  to  incrcafe. 
The  once  dear  names  of  v.'ealth,  and  liberty,  and 
p  ace? 

Peace,  wealth,  and  liberty,  that  noblcfl  boon. 
Are  bleflings,  only  to  the  wife  and  good. 
To  weak  and  vicious  minds  their  worth  un- 
known, 
And  thence  abus'd  but  ferve  to  furnifli  food 
For  riot  and  debauch,  and  fire  the  blood 
With  high-fpic'd  luxury;  whence  ftrife,  debate, 
Ambition,  envy,  faction's  viperous  brood, 
Contempt  of  order,  manners  profligate 
The  fymptoms  of  a  foul,  difeas'd,  and  bloated  ftate. 

Ev'n  wit  and  genius,  with  their  learned  train 
Of  arts  and  mufes,  though  from  heaven  above 
Defcended,  when  their  talents  they  profane 
To  varnilh  folly,  kindle  wanton  love, 
And  aid  eccentric  fceptic  pride  to  rove 
Beyond  celeftial  truth's  attractive  fphere. 
This  moral  fyftem's  central  fun,  aye  prove 
To  their  fond  votaries  a  curfe  fevere, 
And  only  make  mankind  more  obftinately  err. 

And  {land  my  fons  herein  from  cenfure  clear  ? 
Have  they  confidercd  well,  and  underfl;ood, 
The  ufe  and  import  of  thofe  bleflings  dear. 
Which  the  great  Lord  of  nature  hath  beilovT'd 

*  Sithyjince. 

\  Lufihead^frong  health,  vigour. 
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As  well  to  prove  as  to  reward  the  good  ?      [feas 
Whence  are  thefe  torrents  then,  thefe  billowy 
Of  vice,  in  which,  as  in  his  proper  flood. 
The  fell  Leviathan  licentious  plays,         [preys  ? 
And  upon  Ihipwreck'd  faith  and  finking   virtue 

To  you,  ye  noble,  opulent  and  great ! 
With  friendly  voice  I  call,  and  honeft  zeal ! 
Upon  your  vital  influences  wait 
The  health  and  ficknefs  of  the  commonweal ; 
The  maladies  you  caufe,  yourfelves  mufl  heal. 
In  vain  to  the  unthinking  harden'd  crowd 
Will  truth  and  reafon  make  their  juft  appeal ; 
In  vain  will  facred  wifdom  cry  aloud ;     [blood. 
And  juftice  drench  in  vain  her  vengeful  fword  in 

With  you  muft  reformation  firft  take  place : 
You  are  the  head,  the  intelleflual  mind 
Of  this  vaft  body  politic  whofe  bafe, 
And  vulgar  limbs,  to  drudgery  confign'd, 
All  the  rich  fl;ores  of  fcience  have  refign'd 
To  you,  that  by  the  craftfman's  various  toil, 
The  fea-worn  mariner,  and  fweating  hind, 
In  peace  and  affluence  maincain'd,  the  while 
You,  for  yourfelves  and  them,  may  drefs  the  men- 
tal foil. 

Bethink  you  then,  my  children,  of  the  tnifl: 
In  you  repos'd :  ne  let  your  heaven-born  mind 
Confume  in  pleafure,  or  unafbive  rufl ; 
But  nobly  roufe  you  to  the  talk  aflign'd. 
The  godlike  taflc  to  teach  and  mend  mankind : 
Learn,  that  ye  may  inftruft :  to  virtue  lead 
Yourfelves  the  way :  the  herd  will  crowd  be- 
hind, 
And  gather  precepts  from  each  worthy  deed  : 
"  Example  is  a  leflbn,  that  all  men  can  read." 

But  if  (to  all  or  moft  I  do  not  fpeak) 
In  vain  and  fenfual  habits  now  grown  old. 
The  ftrong  Circasan  charm  you  cannot  break, 
Nor  re-alTume  at  will  your  native  *  mould, 
Yet  envy  not  the  ftate  you  could  not  hold ; 
And  take  compaflion  on  the  rifing  age : 
In  them  redeem  your  errours  manifold ; 
And,  by  due  difcipline  and  nurture  fage. 
In  virtue's  lore  betimes  your  docile  ions  engage. 

You  chiefly,  who  like  me  in  fecret  mourn 
The  prevalence  of  cuflom  lewd  and  vain  ; 
And  you,  who,   though,   by  the  rude   torrent 
Unwillingly  along,  you  yield  with  pain  [borne 
To  his  behefts,  an  adt  what  you  difdain, 
Yet  nourifli  in  your  hearts  the  generous  love 
Of  piety  and  truth,  no  more  reflrain 
The  manly  zeal ;  but  all  your  fmews  move 
The  prefent  to  reclaim,  the  future  race  improve  ! 

Eftfoonsby  your  joint  efforts  Ihall  be  quell'd 
Yon  haughty  giant,  who  fo  proudly  fways 
A  fceptre  by  repute  alone  upheld ; 
Who,  where  he  cannot  dicflate  flrait  obeys. 
Accuftom'd  to  conform  his  flattering  phrafe 
To  numbers  and  high-plac'd  authority. 
Your  party  he  will  join,  your  maxims  praife, 
And,  drawing  after  all  his  menial  fry. 
Soon  teach  the  general  voice  your  aft  to  ratify. 
Ne  for  the  atchievement  of  this  great  emprize 
The  want  of  means  or  counfel  may  ye  dread. 

*  Mould,  Jhafe,  farm. 


From  my  Twin-daughter's  fruitful  wombs  fliaU 
A  race  of  letter'd  fages,  deeply  read  [rife 

In  learning's  various  writ :  by  whom  yled 
Through  each  well-cultur'd  plot,  each  beauteous 

grove. 
Where  antique  wifdom  whilom  wont  to  tread. 
With  mingled  glee  and  profit  may  ye  rove. 
And  cull  each  virtuous  plant,  each  tree  of  know- 
ledge prove. 

Yourfelves  with  virtue  thus    and  knowledge 

fraught 
Of  what,  in  ancient  days  of  good  or  great 
Hiftorians,  bards,  philofophers,  have  taught; 
Join'd  with  whatever  elfe  of  modern  date 
Maturer  judgment,  fearch  more  accurate, 
Difcover'd  have  of  nature,  man,  and  God, 
May  by  new  laws  reform  the  time-worn  flate 
Of  cell-bred  difcipUne,  and  fmoothe  the  road 
That  leads  through  learning's  vale  to  wifdom.*s 

bright  abode. 

By  you  invited  to  her  fecret  bowers, 
Then  fliall  Psedia  reafcend  her  throne. 
With  vivid  laurels  girt  and  fragrant  flowers  } 
While   from   their    forked    mount   defcending 
Yon  fupercilious  pedant  train  Ihall  own    [down 
Her  empire  paramount,  ere-long  by  her 
Ytaught  a  leflbn  in  their  fchools  unknown, 
"  To  learning's  richeft  treafures  to  prefer 
"  The  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  man's  great- 
bufinefs  there." 

On  this  prime  fcience,  as  the  final  end 
Of  all  her  difcipline  ond  nurturing  carcy 
Her  eye  Pjedia  fixing  aye  fhall  bend 
Her  every  thought  and  effort  to  prepare 
Her  tender  pupils  for  the  various  war. 
Which  vice  and  folly  fhall  upon  them  wage, 
As  on  the  perilous  march  of  life  they  fare 
With  prudent  lore  fore-arming  every  age 
'Gainfl;  pleafure's  treacherous  joys,  and  pain's  em* 
battled  rage. 

Then  (hall  my  youthful  fons,  to  wifdom  led 
By  fair  example  and  ingenuous  praife. 
With  willing  feet  the  paths  of  duty  tread ; 
Through  the  world's  intricate  or  rugged  ways 
Conduced  by  religion's  facred  rays ; 
Whofe  foul-invigorating  influence 
Shall  purge  their  minds  from  all  impure  allays 
Of  fordid  fclfifhnefs  and  brutal  fenfe,    [volence, 
And  fwell  th'  ennobled  heart  with  blefs'd  bene* 

Then  alfo  Ihall  this  emblematic  pile. 
By  magic  whilom  fram'd  to  fympathize 
With  all  the  fortunes  of  this  changeful  ifle. 
Still,  as  my  fons  in  fame  and  virtue  rife,     [Ikies 
Grow  with  their  growth,  and  to  th*  applauding 
Its  radiant  crpfs  uplift ;  the  while,  to  grace 
The  multiplying  niches,  frefh  fupplies 
Of  wrorthies  fhall  fucceed,  with  equal  pace 
Aye  following  their  fires  in  virtue's  glorious  race. 

Fir'd  with  th'  idea  of  her  future  fame, 
She  rofe  majeRic  from  her  lowly  ftead ; 
While  from  her  vivid  eyes  a  fparkling  flame. 
Out-beaming,  with  unwonted  light  o'erfpread 
That  monumental  pile ;  and  as  her  head 
To  every  front  flie  turn'd,  difcovered  round 
The  venerable  front  of  heroes  dead ; 
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Who,  for  their  various  merit  erft  renown'd, 
In  this  bright  fane  of  glory  flirines  of  honour  found. 

On  thcfe  that  royal  dame  her  ravifli'd  eyes 
Would  often  feaft,  and  ever  as  fhe  fpy'd 
Forth  from  the  ground  the  lengthening  flruc- 

ture  rife 
With  new-plac'd  ftatues  deck'd  on  every  fide, 
Her  parent-breaft  would  fwell  with  generous 

pride. 
And  now  with  her  in  that  fequefter'd  plain. 
The  knight  awhile  conftraining  to  abide, 
She  to  the  fairy  youth  with  pleafure  fain 
Thofe  fculptur'd  chiefs  did  fliew,  and  their  great 

lives  explain. 

FATHER  FRANCIS'S  PRAYER. 

Written  in  Lord  Wejimoreland^s  hermitage. 

Ne  gay  attire,  ne  marble-hall, 
Ne  arched  roof,  ne  piiflur'd  wall ; 
Ne  cook  of  Fraunce,  ne  dainty  board, 
Beftow'd  with  pyes  of  perigord; 
Ne  power,  ne  fuch  like  idle  fancies,       * 
Sweet  Ag-nes  grant  to  Father  Francis; 
Let  me  ne  more  myfelf  deceive  ; 
Ne  more  regret  the  toys  I  leave  ; 
The  world  I  quit,  the  proud,  the  vain, 
Corruption's  and  ambition's  train  ; 
But  not  the  good,  perdie,  nor  fair, 
*Ga!nft  them  I  make  ne  vow,  ne  prayer ; 
But  fuch  aye  welcome  to  my  cell, 
And  oft,  not  always  with  me  dwell ; 
Then  caft,  fweet  faint,  a  circle  round. 
And  blefs  from  fools  this  holy  ground ; 
From  all  the  foes  to  worth  and  truth. 
From  wanton  old,  and  homely  youth ; 


The  gravely  dull,  and  pertly  gay; 
Oh  banilh  thefe,  and,  by  my  fay. 
Right  well  I  ween  that  in  this  age. 
Mine  houfe  fhall  prove  an  hermitage. 

AN  INSCRIPTION  ON  THE  CELL. 

Beneath  thefe  mofs-grown  roots,  this  ruilic  celli 
Truth,  liberty,  content,  fequefler'd  dwell; 
Say,  you  who  dare  our  hermitage  difdain. 
What  drawing-room  can  boaft  fo  fair  a  train  ? 

AN  INSCRIPTION  IN  THE  CELL. 

Sweet  bird,  that  fing'ft  on  yonder  fpray, 
Purfue  unharm'd  thy  fylvan  lay ; 
While  I  beneath  this  breezy  lliade. 
In  peace  repofe  my  carelefs  head ; 
And  joining  thy  enraptur'd  fong, 
Inflrudl  the  world-enamour'd  throng, 
That  tile  contented  harmlcfs  brcaft 
In  folitude  itfelf  is  bleft. 

INSCRIPTION  ON  A  SUMMER-HOUSE 

BELONGING    TO    MR.    WEST,    AT   WICKHAM,   IN 
KENT. 

{An  imitation  of  Aufonius,  "  Ad  Villam.") 

Not  wrapt  in  fmoky  London's  fulphurous  clouds 
And  not  far  diftant,  ftands  my  rural  cot : 

Neither  obnoxious  to  intruding  crowds. 
Nor  for  the  good  and  friendly  too  remote. 

And  when  too  much  repofe  brings  on  the  fpleen, 
Or  the  gay  city's  idle  pleafures  cloy ; 

Swift  as  my  changing  wifh,  I  change  the  fcene ; 
And  now  the  country,  now  the  town  enjoy. 
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THE 

INSTITUTION 

OF  THE 

ORDER    OF    THE    GARTER^ 

A    DRAMATIC    POEM. 


-LeSics  ex  omnibus  Oris 


E'uehis  ;    55°  meritum,  non  qua  cunabula  qutsrir, 
Et  qualisy  non  undefatus  :  fub  tejle  benigno 
fi-uitur ;  egregios  inmtant prismia  mores,  Claud. 

HON!  SOIT  QUI  MAL  Y  PENSE. 


DRAMATIS    PERSONJE. 

Edward  the  Third,  King  of  England,  &c. 
Philippa,  Queen  of  England,  &c. 
Edward,  Prince  of  Wales. 
John,  *  King  of  France,  &c. 

C  Genius  of  England. 
Spirits,  ^  Bards. 

CDruids, 
Heralds,  Attendants,  &c. 

SCENE, 
Windfor  Park,  with  a  Profped  of  the  Caftle# 


i'hurtjh  of  aerial  mufic  at  a  dijlance,  after  ivlich  thefol- 
loiving  "verfes  are  fung  in  the  air  by  Spirits,  ivhile  the 
■  Genius  of  England  defends. 
Firft  Spirit. 
Hither,  all  ye  heav'nly  pow'rs. 
From  your  empyreal  bow'rs ; 
From  the  fields  for  ever  gay. 
From  the  Ilar-pav'd  milky  way, 

*  The  Order  of  the  Garter  ivas  inflituted  on  St. 
George's  day,  the  2  ^d  of  April  I35O.  King  fohn  came 
into  England  in  ^357.  I  hwue  taken  the  advantage  of 
the  licence  ufually  alloived  to  poets,  of  departing  a  little 

from  chronology  ;  and  having  pojlponed  for  a  feiv years 
the  injlitution  of  this  order  ^  for  the  fake  of  rendering  that 

folemnity  more  avguji,  by  introducing  King  John  of 
France,  ivho,  though  a  prifoner ,  'was  treated  both  by  Ed- 
•wardandhisfon  the  Prince  of  Whales  -with  all  the  regard 
due  to  the  quality  and  virtue  offo  great  a  prince.  To  al- 
leviate his  captivity,  Edivard  entertained  him  and  the 
ether  French  prifoner  s  ivith  diverfons  of  various  kinds  : 
among  ivhich  a  tournament  he  held  at  Windfor  071  the 
i^d  of  April,  tofolemnize  the  feafi  of  St.  George,  the 
patron  of  the  Order  of  the  Garter,  held  the  chief  plate  ; 
and -was,  as  Rapin  tells  us,  the  mofl  fumptuous  and  mag- 
nifcent  that  had  ever  been  feen  in  England.  The  duke  of 
JBrabunt,  ivith  fever al  other  fovereign  princes,  and  an 
infnite  number  of  knights  of  all  nations  tvere  prefent,  and 
fplendidly  enUrtained, 


From  the  moon's  relucent  horn, 
From  the  fbar  that  wakes  the  morn  ; 
From  the  bow,  whofe  mingling  dyes 
Sweetly  cheer  the  frowning  Ikies ; 
From  the  filver  cloud  that  fails 
Shadowy  o'er  the  darken'd  vales; 
From  th'  Elyfium's  of  the  fey, 
Spirits  immortal,  hither  fly  ! 

Chorus  of  Spirits. 
Fly,  and  through  the  limpid  air 
Guard  in  pomp  the  Aiding  car. 
Which  to  his  terreftrial  throne 
Wafts  Britannia's  genius  down. 

Second  Spirit. 
Higher,  all  ye  heav'nly  pow'rs! 
From  your  empyreal  bow'rs  ! 
Chiefly  ye,  whofe  brows  divine 
Crown'd  with  ftarry  circlets  fhinc ; 
Who  in  various  labours  try'd. 
Once  Britannia's  flrength  and  pride. 
Now  in  everlafling  reft 
Share  the  glories  of  tiie  blefl  I 
Peers  and  nobles  of  the  Iky, 
Spirits  immortal,  hither  fly ! 

Chorus  of  Spirits. 
Fly,  and  through  the  limpid  air 
Guard  in  pomp  the  fliding  car. 
Which  to  his  terreftrial  throne 
Wafts  Jjritannia's  genius  down. 
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^fbird  Spirit. 
Hither  too,  ye  tuneful  throng, 
Mafters  of  inchanting  fong, 
Sacred  bards  !  whofe  rapt'rons  ftraiiis 
Sooth  the  toihng  heroc's  pains, 
Sooth  the  patriot's  gen'rous  cares ; 
Sweetly  through  their  ravifti'd  ears 
Whifp'ring  to  th'  immortal  mind 
Heav'nly  vifions,  hopes  refin'd; 
Hopes  of  cndkfs  peace  and  fame, 
Safe  from  envy's  blafting  flame, 
Pure,  Cncere,  in  thofe  abodes. 
Where  to  throngs  of  lift'ning  gods. 
Hymning  bards,  to  virtues'  praife, 
Tune  their  never-dying  lays. 
Sweet  cncomiafls  of  the  flcy. 
Spirits  immortal,  hither  fly  ! 
Chorus  of  Spirit!. 
?ly,  and  charm  the  limpid  air, 
While  the  foftly-fliding  car, 
To  his  fea-encircled  throne 
Wafts  Britannia's  genius  down. 

Chorus  r/Bards  defcends,  drefs'd  in  long p-zving  Jky-co- 
kurd  robes  fpangled  ivitb  flats,  luith  garlands  of 
valsn  houghs  upon  their  heads,  and  golden  harps  in 
their  hands,  made  like  the  Welch,  or  old  Britifh  harp. 
Before  they  appear,  they  fii'g  the  chorus,  and  after- 
guards, as  they  defccnd,  the  folio-wing fongs  ;  at  the  laji 
fanza  of  ivhich,  the  chariot  of  the  Genius  appears, 
and  defends  gradually  all  the  -while  that  and  the  grand 
chorus  isftnging. 

Chorus  of  Bards. 
Gentle  fpirit,  we  obey ; 
Thus  along  th'  ethereal  way. 
We  attend  our  monarch's  car ; 
Thus  we  charm  the  filerit  air. 


SONG. 

Firfl  Bard. 

Ye  fouthern  gales,  that  ever  fly 

In  frolic  April's  vernal  train, 
Who,  as  ye  fkim  along  the  Iky, 

Dip  your  light  pinions  in  the  main. 
Then  (hake  them  fraught  with  genial  fhow'rs, 

O'er  blooming  Flora's  primrofe  bow'rs: 

How  ceafe  a  while  your  wanton  fport. 
Now  drive  each  threat'ning  cloud  away  ; 

Then  to  the  flow'ry  vale  refort. 
And  hither  all  its  fweets  convey ; 

And  ever  as  ye  dance  along, 

"With  foftcft  murmurs  aid  our  fong. 

SONG. 

Second  Bard. 

But  lo !  fair  Windfor's  tow'rs  appear, 

And  hills  with  fpreading  oaks  imbrown'd  ! 

Hark  !  hark  !  the  voice  of  joy  I  hear, 
Sung  by  a  thoufand  echoes  round ; 

And  now  I  view  a  glitt'ring  train. 

In  triumph  niarch  o'er  yonder  plain. 

Grand  Chorus  of  Spirits  and  Bards. 

Hail  mighty  nation !  ever  fam'd  in  war ! 

Lo !  heav'n  defcends  thy  feftivals  to  fliare ; 


To  view  thofe  heroes,  whofe  Immortal  praife 
Celeftial  bards  Ihall  fing  in  living  lays. 

At  the  cct'.clufion  of  this  chorus,  the  Genius  alights  frorK 
bis  chariot,  the  front  of-iuhich  refembling  the  bead  of  a 
man  of  ivar,  is  adorned  ivitb  a  car-ued  lion,  holding 
before  his  breajl  the  arms  o/"  England,  as  they  luere 
borne  by  Edward.  Behind,  on  a  raifed  fe.it,  fits  the 
Genius,  leaning  upon  an  anchor  offil-ver,  and  bearing 
in  his  right  hand  the  vindicfla,  or  -wand  of  enfran- 
chtfement,  and  in  his  left  a  roll  of  parchment,  upon 
•which  is  luriiten,  in  large  letters  of  gold,  MAGNA 
CH.ARTA.  On  his  head  is  a  corona  roftrata,  o? 
na-val  croiun  ;  and  his  robe,  of  a  fea-green  colour,  is 
embroidered  "with  cornuco'pia.'s  and  golden  tridents. 

Genius, 
Difdain  not,  ye  bkfl:  denizens  of  air. 
To  breathe  this  grofler  atmofphere  a  while. 
Your  fervice  I  fhall  need ;  mean  time  refort 
To  yon  imperial  palace,  and  in  air 
Draw  up  your  fquadrons  in  a  radiant  orb, 
Sufpended  o'er  thofe  lofty  battlements, 
Like  the  bright  halo  that  invefls  the  moon. 
Or  Saturn's  lucid  ring  :  thence  fhed  benign 
Your  choiceft:  influence  on  the  noble  train. 
There  on  this  folemu  day  aflembled  round 
The  throne  of  Britifh  Edward :  I  awhile 
Muft  here  await  th'  approach  of  other  fpiritS, 
Sage  Druids,  Britain's  old  philofophers  ; 
Fetch'd  by  my  fummons  from  the  weilern  ifies. 
That,  fcatter'd  o'er  the  rough  HibSrnian  flood. 
Seem  like  huge  fragments  by  the  wild  wave  torn 
From  flormy  Scotlaild,  and  the  Cambrian  fhore. 
There,  from  the  world  retir'd,  in  facred  fliades, 
Chiefly  where  Breint  and  Meinai  wafli'd  the  oaks 
Of  ancient  Mona,  their  academies 
And  fchools  of  fage  and  moral  difciplinc 
They  held ;  and  to  the  neighb'ring  Britons  round, 
From  their  rever'd  tribunals,  holy  mOunts, 
Difpens'd  atonce  their  oracles  and  laws. 
'Till  fierce  Paulinus,  and  his  Roman  bands. 
Them  and  rheir  gods  defying,  drove  them  thence 
To  feek  for  Ihelter  in  Hibernian  fhades. 
Yet  ftill  enamour'd  of  their  ancient  haunts, 
Unfeen  of  mortal  eyes,  they  hover  round 
Their  ruin'd  altars,  confccrated  hills, 
Once  girt  with  fpreading  oaks,  myfterlous  rows 
Of  rude  enormous  obelifks,  that  rife 
Orb  within  oil),  ftupendous  monuments 
Of  artlefs  architedure,  fuch  as  now 
Oft  times  amaze  the  wand'ring  traveller. 
By  the  pale  moon  difccrn'd  on  Sarum's  plain. 
But  hence,  aerial  fpirits :  lo,  they  come  ! 

Here  the  Spirits  <?«(/ Bards,  together  tvith  the  chariot  of 
the  Genius,  reafcend,  and  at  the  fame  iinx  the  Druids 
enter  cloth  din  dark-colour  d coarfe fluff goiuns  lohich 
before  bang  no  '.oiver  than  the  knee,  but  behind  almofl 
ttucli  the  ground.  The  feeves  of  thefe  gozuns  reach 
do-iun  belo-w  the  elboiv,  and  from  behind  comes  up  a 

fort  of  hood  (■/  coul,  luhiih  hengs  loofc  about  the  head 
and  fore-head.     From  the  left  JhoulJer  hangs  in  a 

firing  a  kind  of  pouch,  or  frlp,  and  rejls  on  the  right 
hip.  Jit  their  right  hands  they  hold  a  faff,  and  in. 
their  left  an  oaken  branch.  Their  beards  are  -very 
large  and  lontr,  reaching  beloiv  their  -zvaifis.  Their 
legs  are  naked,  and  their  feel  fhod  zvith  fandalt ,  •which 
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ere  fajiened  M  thongs  kvound  ebout  the  foot  and  the 
fmall  of  the  leg  *. 

ENTER  DRUIDS. 

Chief  Druid. 
Inform  us,  happy  fpirit,  protedlin*  pow'r 
Of  this  our  ancient  country,  wherefore  now 
From  our  fequefter'd  vallies,  peniive  groves 
^nd  dark  recefles,  thou  hafl  fummon'd  us 
To  wait  thy  orders  on  this  flow'ry  hill  ? 
Genius. 
A  great  event,  fage  Druids,  that  no  lefs 
Imports  than  this  your  ancient  country's  fame, 
From  contemplation,  and  your  fdent  fliades. 
Calls  you  to  meet  me  on  this  flow'ry  hill. 

,  Know,  in  yon  caftle,  whole  proud  battlements 
Sit  like  a  regal  crown  upon  the  brow 
Of  this  high-climbing  lawn,  doth  Edward  hold 
This  day  his  folemn  I'eflion,  to  receive 
The  pleas  of  all  th'  afpiring  candidates, 
Who,  fummon'd  by  the  f  herald's  public  voice, 
To  Windfor,  as  to  Fame's  bright  temple,  haftc 
From  every  fhore ;  the  noble,  wife,  and  brave, 
Knights,  fenators,  and  ftatefmeh,  lords  and  kings ; 
Ambitious  each  to  gain  the  fplendiri  prize,, 
By  Edward  promis'd  to  tranfcendent  worth. 
For  who  of  mortals  is  fo  great  and  high 
In  the  career  of  virtue  to  contend  ? 
Of  thefe,  felecfting  the  moll;  glorious  names. 
Doth  England's  monarch  purpofe  to  compofe 
A  princely  brotherhood,  himfelf  the  chief. 
And  worthy  fovereign  of  th'  illuftrious  band ; 
A  band  of  heroes  lifted  in  the  caufe 
Of  honour,  virtue,  and  celeftial  truth. 
Under  the  name  and  holy  patronage 
Of  Cappadocian  George;  Britannia's  faint. 

Such  is  the  plan  by  gen'rous  Edward  form'd ; 
A  plan  of  glory,  that  beyond  the  reach 
Of  his  own  conqu'ring  arms,  fhall  propagate 
The  fovereignty  of  Britain,  and  eredl 
Her  monarchs  into  judges  of  mankind. 

But  from  this  day's  decifions,  from  the  choice 
Of  his  firft  colleagues,  fhall  fucceeduig  times 
Of  Edward  judge,  and  on  his  fame  pronounce. 
For  dignities  and  titles,  when  mifplac'd 
Upon  the  vicious,  the  corrupt  and  vile, 
Like  princely  virgins  to  low  peafants  match'd, 
Defcend  from  their  nobility,  and  foil'd 
By  bafe  alliance,  not  their  pride  alone 
And  native  fplendor  lofe,  but  Ihame  retort 
Ev'n  on   the  facred  throne,   from  whence   they 
So  may  the  luftre  of  this  order  bright         [Iprung. 
This  eldeft  child  of  chivalry  be  ftain'd, 
If  at  her  firft  efpoufalsher  great  fire. 
Caught  by  the  fpecious  outfides  that  deceive 
And  captivate  the  world,  admit  the  fait 
Of  vain  pretenders  void  of  real  worth ; 

*  See  a  cut  of  the  chief  Druid  in  Rozuhihd's  Mono 
Antiqua  rejiaurata, taken  from  a  flattie,  p.  65. 

•}•  Edivard  hcjin^  communicated  his  intention  of  injli- 
tuiir.g  the  Order  rf  the  Garter  to  the  great  council  of  his 
realm,  and  having  received  their  approbation,  df patched 
hn  heralds  to  fe-veral  parts  of  Europe,  to  invite  all  that 
ivere  eminent  for  military  I'irtue,  l5f(r.  to  be  prefent  at  its 
injlitution.  And  his  queen  Philippa,  on  her  part,  affe?n- 
bled  a  train  of  3610  of  the  fair ef  ladies  to  grace  the  fo- 
icmnity,  and  add  to  its  magnificence, 
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Light  empty  bubbles,  by  the  wanton  gale 
Of  fortune  fwell'd,  and  only  form'd  to  dance 
And  ghtter  in  the  fuh-fliine  of  a  court. 

Begin  we  then  with  Edward ;  firft  let  him 
At  his  own  high  tribunal  undergo 

The  rigid  inquifition 1  for  this 

Have  left  my  lucid  ftar-encircled  throne  : 

For  this,  immortal  fages,  have  requir'd 

Yoiir  wife  and  prudent  miniftry,  well  Ikill'd 

In  various  fcience  and  the  human  hejtrt. 

Search  Edward's  to  the  bottom ;  found  the  depth* 

And  niallows  of  hii  foul ;  if  he  pofiefs 

That  firft  of  regal  talents,  to  difcern 

With  quick-ey'd  penetration,  through  the  veil 

Of  art,  each  charaifter's  intrinfic  worth. 

And  all  the  labyrinths  of  the  hmnan  mind. 

Nor  blulh  for  this  good  end  yourfelves  to  wear 

Fallacious  forms  to  plead  the  caufe  of  falfe 

But  fpecious  merit :  at  his  throne  appear 

In  borrov^^'dfliapes,  and  there  with  artful  gnilc; 

When  the  flirill  trumpet  cites  the  candidates. 

Urge  your  pretenfions  :  all  the  pow'r  employ 

Of  wit  and  eloquence  :  Edward,  I  truft. 

The  trial  fhall  abide  ;  which  Ihall  but  tend 

To  manifeft,  that  not  from  arrogance, 

But  Cbnfcious  virtue,  hath  he  thus  afl'um'd 

Above  all  other  kings,  to  be  the  judge 

And  great  rewarder  of  heroic  deeds. 

Nor  wholly  unaflifted  will  I  leave 

My  royal  charge,  but  with  bleft  influence  cleai* 

His  intelledual  eye  from  the  dim  mifts 

It  happly  halh  contradled  from  a  long 

Unebbing  current  of  felicity, 

Unhop'd,  unequall'd  triumphs  from  the  view 

Of  captive  monarchs,  and  the  ghtt'ring  throno-, 

Who  at  his  funimons  from  all  climates  come. 

To  take,  es  from,  their  fovereign,  honours  new. 

When  heav'n  tries  mortals  in  unufual  ways, 

'Tis  fit  it  fnould  aflbrd  unufual  aid. 

Now,  fages,  to  yon  fpreading  oaks  retire, 
There  V'ait  my  fummons ;  and  meantime  advife 
How  beft  to  execute  the  taflc  enjoin'd. 

Ex.  Gen.  and  UrmA^. 

The  Scene  changes  to  a  large  room  in  the  caflle  (St. 
GeoJ-ge's  Hall)  at  the  upper  endofivhich  is  a  royal 
canopy  ivith  the  fgure  of  St.  George,  and  the  motto 
of  the  Garter,  HONI  SOIT  qui  maI.  Y  PENSE, 
beneath  it,  embroider'' din  gold.  Under  this  canopy  ap- 
pears feated  on  an  elevation  of  two  or  three  Jleps,  King 
Edward,  in  the  habit  of  the  Order  of  the  Garter^ 
luiih  afccptre  in  his  right  hand,  and  a  globe  in  his  left. 
On  his  lift  hand  is  feated  ^een  Philippa,  rvith  a 
croivn  upon  her  head,  anddrefs'd  in  a  royal  mantle  of 
crimfov  velvet,  poiudcr^d  ivith  embroider  d  garters^ 
and  an  enamel' d  *  garter  bound  like  a  bracelet  upon  her 
left  arm.  By  herfland  a  great  number  of  ladies  very 
richly  drefs'd.  On  Edward's  right  hand  is  feated 
King  "^oYm,  in  the  imperial  robes  o/" France  ;  and  on 
the  fame  fide,  but  aflep  loiver,fits  Edward  the  Black 
Prince,  in  the  robes  belonging  to  the  Prince  o/"  Wales. 
Next  to  ^een  Philippa  are  feated  the  refl  of  Ed- 
ward's children  ;  and  next  to  the  Bla(k  Prince,  oit 


*  That  ladiei.ofthe  Knights  of  the  Garter  -wore  thi 
enfign  of  the  order  upon  their  left  arms,  may  be  feen  in 
Afhniole's  Hiflory  of  the  Garter. 
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ibe  other  fide, f~:::d  tbt  Frtrch  prifoners,  and  a  great 

number  of  lords,  ^c.  richly  drcpd. 
On  the  floor ,  at  fame  dijlancf,fands  Garter  king  at  arms 

in  the  habit  of  bis  office,  holding  in  his  hand  a  garter, 

ivitb  the  Trand  collar  of  the  order.      Near  him  Jland 

other  heralds,  ufkers,  attendants,  \^c. 
Flour  ijb  of  trumpets,  ietlle-drums ,  tifc.      After  ivhich, 

Edzcard,  rifing  up  from  his  throne,  addreffes  himfelf 

to  the  affembly. 

Edxuard. 
That  hither  from  your  diftant  refidence, 
By  folemn  invitation,  noble  guefls, 
I  have  entreated  your  illuflrious  train, 
Mifconftrue  not  to  levity  and  pride, 
Or  oftentatious  vain  magnificence, 
Unworthy  the  grave  majefty  of  kings, 
Unworthy  your  attention,  my  renown. 
This  bright  afiomblage  of  the  v/ife,  the  brave. 
The  noble,  the  magnificent,  the  fair, 
The  ornaments  of  Europe,  have  I  fought 
To  grace  the  pomp  of  virtue,  to  adorn 
With  noblefl  ofTVings  her  unfpotted  (hrine. 
Attracting  thus  to  her  divine  commands 
The  awful  veneration  of  mankind. 
This  was  the  caufe,  great  princes,  this  the  call, 
The  voice  of  virtue,  not  of  England's  king. 
That  with  refpediful  zeal  ye  heard  and  foUow'd  : 
From  Burgundy's  rich  vineyards,  from  the  meads 
Of  Hainault  and  Brabant,  the  rocky  wave 
Of  Danube,  from  Germania's  warlike  tow'rs, 
Imperial  mother  of  an  hundred  dates ; 
From  Spain,  long  exercis'd  by  Moorifh  arms, 
From  Italy's  fair  princedoms,  and  the  walls 
Of  fea-wafh'd  Venice,  Adria's  haughty  fpoufe. 
With  me  then,  all  ye  virtuous,  by  what  ftyle 
Recorded  in  the  regifters  of  fame,  . 

Knights,  fenators,  or  foldiers,  ermin'd  lords, 
Or  fceptr'd  princes;  from  whatever  clime 
Ye  come,  ennobled  by  heroic  a<fts, 
\Vith  me  unite  the  fplendor  of  your  names 
To  dignify  th'  erection  of  a  new 
And  noble  order,  which  to  heav'n's  high  praife, 
And  to  heav'ns  champion  Cappadocian  George, 
On  this  his  holy  feftival  i  mean 
To  found,  a  recompence  for  worthieft  deeds. 
Thus  as  the  o^ricnt  fun,  ador'd  of  old 
By  proRrate  Perfia,  ow'd  his  deity 
l.efs  to  that  genial  and  benignant  heat 
That  cherifhes  and  warms  the  feeds  of  life,   [gold. 
Than  to  thofe  gorgeous  beams,  that   deck  with 
And  crimfon  the  gay  portals  of  the  morn  ; 
So  fhall  this  rifing  order  owe  its  fame 
And  brighteft:  luRre  to  the  fplendid  train 
Of  lords  and  purpled  princes,  v^ho  are  met 
Th's  day  to  ulher  and  adorn  its  birth. 

Nor  deem  that  to  allure  heroic  minds, 
IVly  private  in  'rets  partially  to  ferve, 
'i'o  lift  the  val'an   in  ambition's  caufe. 
And  form  a  leag  e  of  conqueft,  I  have  laid 
In  fubtle  poi.'  y  this  great  djfign  : 
.    *  Asiiam'd  be  he  who  with  malignant  eye 
So  READS  My  puRPO»«  :  and  be  he  accurs'd 


*  Edivard  being  engaged  in  a  luar  ivith  France,  for 
the  obtaining  that  croiun,  in  order  to  dratv  into  England 
great  multitii  ha  'of  foretT^ncrs ,  ivith  ivhom  he  might  ne- 
gotiate, either  for  their  ferfonal  fet'jiee  ^  or  aids  of  troops 


Whoe'er  in  after-times  fliall  fo  pervert 
This  facred  inftitution.     To  the  world 
I  here  confign  it,  to  the  good  and  great 
Of  every  age  and  clime,  and  them  alone. 

Now  found  the  trumpet ;  bid  the  candidates 
With  confidence  appear,  and  urge  their  claims. 

Flourif}  of  trumpets,  \^c.  ivhich  is  anfivered  by  another 
trumpet  from  ivithout  ;  then  enter  a  grandee  of  Spain, 
magnifcently  attired  in  the  Spanifh  habit,  holding  in 
his  hand  the  pedigree  of  his  family,  and  preceded  by 
heralds,  Isfc.  bearing  atchievements,  banners,  coats  of 
armour,  helmets,  gauntlets,  fpurs,  Ufc. 

Spaniard. 
llluftrious  monarch  !  emp'ror  of  the  jfles ! 
My  name  is  Guzman — from  thofe  heroes  fprung, 
Who  with  Pelagio  'mid  th'  Afturian  rocks 
Againft  th'  invafion  of  unnumber'd  Moors, 
Maintain'd  the  fame  and  empire  of  the  Goths, 
And  founded  at  Oviedo  once  again 
1  he  Spanifh  monarchy  and  cath'lic  faith, 

to  nffifl  him  in  that  undertaking,  ordered,  during  the  truce 
that  then  fubjfled  betivecn  the  tivo  croivns,  publication  to 
be  made  of  a  great  tournament,  to  be  held  at  V/indfor  ;  an 
expedient,  fays  Rapin,  •which  could  not  fail  of  fuccefs, 
hecaufe  it  ivas  entirely  agreeable  to  the  tafie  of  that  age. 
Accordingly,  many  perfons  of  difiiniiicn  came  over,  to 
all  of  ivbom  he  ga-ve  an  honourable  reception,  careffm^ 
them  in  fuch  a  manner  that  they  could  never  fifjiciently 
admire  his  politenefs,  magnifcence,  and  liberality.  To 
render  tbefe  entertainments  the  more  folemn,  and  to  free 
himf  If  alfo  from  the  ceremonies,  to  ivhich  the  difference 
of  rank  and  condition  -zvould  have  Jubjeiled  him,  he  caufeit 
a  circular  hall  of  boards  to  be  run  up  at  IVindfor,  acX3 
feet  diameter.  There  it  luas  that  he  fcnfled  all  the 
knights  at  one  table,  ivhich  ivas  called  the  Mound  Table, 
in  memory  of  the  great  Arthur,  ivho,  as  it  is  pretended, 
infiiluted  an  order  of  knighthood  by  that  name.  Next 
year  he  caufed  a  more  folid  building  to  be  ereBed,  that  he 
might  continue  yearly  the  fame  diiierftons.  During  that 
time  he  treated  ivith  thefe  fe-jeral  lords  about'  the  aids, 
ivhereivith  each  could  furnifh  him,  in  proportion  to  his 
forces.  His  rival  kivg  Philip  could  not  fee  ivithout 
jealoufj,  Spaniards,  Italians,  Germans,  Flemings,  and 
Frenchmen  ihemfelves  fock  to  England  to  affifl  at  thefe 
tournaments.  He  fufpeSled  fo77ie  hidden  depgn  in  thefe 
entertainments,  and  to  brenk  Edivard  s  meafures,  caifcd 
the  like  to  be  publlfhed  in  his  dominions  ;  ivhich  meeting 
ivith  ficcefs,  proved  a  countermine  to  Edivard  s  main 
deftgn,fo  that  he  did  not  long  continue  to  keep  up  his  round 
table.  From  thence,  hoivever,  it  is  generally  agreed,  he 
took  the  frfl  hint  of  inflituting  the  Order  of  the  Carter. 
But  as  bis  putpofe  in  ereSling  this  order  ivas  very  differ- 
ent from  that  ivhich  had  induced  him  to  revive  Arthur^ s 
round  table,  as  he  had  in  this  no  private  vieivs,  no  am- 
bitious fche?ne  of  engaging  fuch  as  ffould  be  admitted  into 
this  fraternity  to  ajjiji  him  in  his  ivars,  he  thought  pro- 
per, in  order  to  obviate  the  likejealoujies  andffpicion  rtc 
had  al.irmed  King  Philip,  to  fign'tfy  by  his  motto  the 
purity  of  his  intentions,  and  to  retort  fhame  upon  all 
thofe  ivho  fhould  put  any  jnaligna:^t  confruStion  upon  his 
defign  in  inflituting  this  order.  This  therefore  I  take 
to  be  the  true  meaning  and  import  of  the  famoui  motto, 
nONi  soiT  oyi  MAL  y  PKNSe.  The  not  underfland- 
ing  the  purport  of  ivhich ,  gave  rife,  in  all  probability  ,i9 
that  vulgar  flory  of  the  Countefs  of  Sal'fiury's  garter., 
rejeilcd  by  all  the  befl  ivr iters. 
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Tranfportlng  from  the  mountain's  dreary  womb 
To  glitt'ring  temples  her  moft  holy  altars. 
Thence  on  the  bordering-  Moor  their  valiant  fons 
Waging  inceffant  war,  ere  long  rcgaln'd 
Their  ancient  realms  of  Leon,  Arragon, 
And  rich  Caftalia  :   in  which  great  exploits 
My  brave  progenitors,  by  valoiir,  zeal, 
And  loyalty  diftinguilh'd,  from  their  kings 
Gain'd  thofe  high  nonours,  princely  figniories, 
And  proud  prerogatives,  which  have  estoU'd 
The  name  of  Guzman  to  fuch  envy'd  grandeur, 
That  fcarce  above  it  tow'rs  the  regal  throne. 

Thefe  honours  undiminifh'd,  undefll'd, 
To  me  delivered  down,  might  well  content 
A  vulgar  mind ;  but  fpirits  highly  born 
Ate  full  of  gen'rous  and  afpiring  thoughts; 
And  ufe  the  vantage  ground  of  rank  and  pow'r 
But  to  afcend  ftill  higher.     Thus  I  come 
Thy  Garter  to  folicit ;  pleas'd,  great  prince, 
With  thee  to  be  enroll'd  thy  brother  knight. 
And  fearing  no  repulfe.     Nobility, 
As  neareft  in  her  orbit,  firft  receives 
The  beams  of  majefty ;  alone  can  bear 
The  fullnefs  of  that  glory,  which  o'crpov/'rs 
Inferior  natures.     Virtue's  felf  would  blufh, 
Did  fhe  at  once  approach  too  near  the  throne, 
But  the  young  eagle  borne  amid  the  blaze 
Of  glancing  lightnings,  with  undazzled  eye 
Soars  to  the  courts  of  heav'n,  and  perches  bold 
On  the  bright  fcepcre  of  imperial  Jove. 

The  greatell  king  is  he,  who  is  the  king 
Of  greateft  fubjecfts.     Seek'ft  thou  to  advance 
The  glory  of  thy  order  ?  To  thyfelf 
Affociate  thofe,  whofe  high-exalted  nam.es 
For  ages  paft  from  envy's  felves  have  forc'd 
Habitual  veneration,  never  paid 
To  new  and  upflart  merit.     Such  am  I, 
Whofe  pure  and  gen'rous  blood  defcending  down 
From  nobleft  fountains,  in  its  courfe  enrich'd 
By  glorious  mixture  with  each  royal  flreara 
That  fair  Iberia  boafts,  might  ev'n  pretend 
To  thy  alliance,  Edward.     View  this  fcroll. 
The  faithful  blazon  of  my  ancient  line, 
A  line  of  potentates  whofe  every  fon 
Deferv'd  to  wear  the  Garter  I  demand. 
In  me  their  reprefentative,  the  heir 
Of  all  their  honours,  fon  of  their  renown, 
Do  thou  reward  their  virtues :  in  their  nam^es 
I  claim,  and  on  hereditary  right. 
The  right  of  monarchs,  Edward,  reft  my  plea. 
Edivard. 

The  high  defert  of  thy  renown'd  forefathers 
Well  hafl  thou  fliowh ;  but  haP:  thou  therefore 
Thyfelf  deferving  to  be  call'd  their  fon  ?     [prov'd 
To  thee  their  profp'rous  virtues  have  indeed 
Tranfmitted  Hneal  rank,  and  titles  proud. 
By  them  more  hardly  gain'd ;    for  which  thou 

ftand'H 
To  cuflom  and  th'  indulgence  of  thy  country 
Indebted,  Guzman,  in  a  large  account ; 
Which  thou  muft  firft  difcharge  by  noble  deeds, 
Ere  thou  canft  ftyle  thofe  dignities  thine  own. 
This  if  thou  haft  not  paid,  -why  doft  thou  feek, 
Like  thriftlefs  prodigals,  to  fwell  the  debt. 
And  overwhelm  thyfelf  with  obligations  ? 

Virtue  is  honour,  and  the  nobleft  titles 
Are  bi'  l  the  public  ftamps  fet  on  the  ore 
To  afcertain  its  value-  to  mankind. 


It  were  a  kind  of  treafon  to  my  crown. 
To  mark  bafe  metal  with  the  royal  imprefs, 
And  put  off  lazy  pride  in  virtue's  name. 

Wouldft  thou  attain  my  Garter?  Seek  it  there, 
Wlierc  thy  heroic  anceflisrs  acquir'd 
Their  glorious  honours,  in  th'  embattl'd  field 
Among  the  fquadrcns  of  the  warlike  Moors : 
Or  in  the  council  of  thy  king,  by  truth 
And  wifdom  equ?l  to  th'  important  truH-. 
Be  what. thy  fathers  were,  and  then  return 
To  afk  the  pledge  of  merit  from  my  hand, 
And  be  the  fit  companion  of  a  king.  \_Exit  Spaliiard. 

Flour'i/h  of  trumpets,  l^c.  ivhkh,  as  before,  is  anfwerei 
b%<  another  trumpet  from  luHhout ;  then  enter  an  ufurer 
andfe:tatorofOeno3.(at  that  time  the  ban!:  o/"  Eu- 
ropey  drcffed  in  his  fennforial  gniun  of  black  "vel-vct, 
prnfiifely,  but  aivbivardly  adorned  ivilh  jeiuels , pearls , 
and  diai/tond  necklaces,  pendoiis,  bracelets,  riiits,  fuch 
as  he  mmy  be  fuppofed  to  have  received  as  pciuiis,  and 
to  ice.'ir  rather  as  marls  nf  his  great  riches,  than  a.t 
ornavicr.ts  of  his  drefs.  He  is  attended  by  a  large  train 
of  people  of  every  profejjlon,  appearing  to  be  his  debtors, 
by  their  abjeSl  and  timid  countenances,  at  the  head  of 
ivhom,  and  next  to  the  ufurer,  marches  a  fcrivener ^ 
bearing  a  large  bundle  of  bonds,  mortgages,  '^c. 

Genoefe. 

From  Genoa  the  opulent,  the  bank 
And  treafury  of  the  wbrld,  moft  puiffint  king^ 
Invited  by  thy  heralds,  am  I  come 
To  claim  the  honour  by  thy  promife  due, 
Due  by  thy  juftice  tc  fuperior  worth ; 
Due  then  to  me,  great  Edward,  who  poffefs 
That  objeci  of  the  toils,  the  cares,  the  vcws 
Of  all  mankind,  that  compfehenfive  good, 
Source  of  all  pov.'r  and  grandeur,  boundlefswealtft. 

Behold  yon  glitt'ring  train,   whofe  fumptuous 
pride, 
Bright  with  the  treafures  of  e^rch  precious  mine, 
Invefts  with  glory  thy  imperial  throne : 
Whence  is  their  dignity  ?  The  ray  auguft;, 
That  awes  and  dazzles  the  refpecftful  crowd» 
Proceeds  it  from  nobility,  from  virtfte. 
Their  wifdom,  or  their  valour,  or  their  fame  ? 


Comes  it  not  rather  from  the  beamit 


ig  ore 


The  diamond'?  ftar-like  radiance  ?  Wealth,  O  kin^i 
Wealth  is  the  fun  that  decks  the  gorgeous  fcene  \ ' 
That  cheriflles,  adorns,  and  calls  to  view 
Thefe  princely  flowers  of  honour,  virtue,  fame. 
Which  in  the  fhades  of  poverty  v/ere  loft. 

Whatever  men  defire  or  venerate. 
On  wealth  attends ;  ev'n  em.pite's  felf  is  bought. 
Nor  could  the  mighty  Julius  have  attain'd 
By  wifdom  or  by  valour  fov'reign  pow'r. 
Had  not  the  gold  of  vanquifti'd  Gaul  fubdu'd 
The  liberties  of  Rome.     On  wretched  want. 
Contempt  and  narrow-foul'd  dependence  waiit. 
Ev'n  kings,  of  neceflary  wealth  depriv'd. 
In  powerlefs  indigence  lofe  all  refpedl:. 
All  homage  from  their  fu'ojsds :   while  the  ricfc. 
Like  gods  ador'd,  o'er  every  neck  extend 
Their  potent  fceptres,  and  in  golden  chains 
Fierce  fadion  and  rebellious  freedom  bind. 

"i\.i  glory,  ftreng^h,  importance  of  a  realin. 
Is  mealur'd  by  its  riches :  Venice  thuSj 
Thus  Genoa's  petty  ftate  out-balances, 
In  Europe's  fcale,  the  boundlefs  wilds  that  clothe 
With  tributary  furs  the  Ruffian  Czar, 
I  i  ij 
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With  like  prc-eniinencc  exalted  fliines 
In  every  land  above  the  proudeft  names. 
The  blcft  poff(.:»br  of  all-worfftipp'd  gold. 

My  birth  or  rank  I  boaft  not  here,  though  born 
A  fenator  of  Genoa.     The  defcrt, 
On  which  I  found  my  claim,  is  aH  my  own  ; 
To  have  adorn'd  and  dignify'd  the  (late 
Of  my  declining  hosfe  with  greater  wealth 
Than  e'er  my  thrifdefs  anceffors  pofTefs'd  ; 
Whofe  richeft  acquisitions  were  but  fprigs 
Of  barren  laurel,  or  the  flaunting  rags 
Of  fome  torn  enfign,  to  their  needy  fon 
A  worthlefs  heritage.     Yet  not  to  I'welf 
My  narrow  fortunes  woald  my  foul  defccird 
To  the  bafe  methods  of  ignoble  trade, 
And  vulgar  mercantile  purfuit  of  gain. 
Mine  were  the  noble  arts  of  raifing  gold 
From  gold,  of  nsrGng  and  improving  wealth 
By  gainful  ufe ;  arts  praftis'd  heretofore 
By  fenators  and  fages  of  aid  Rome, 
Illuftrious  Craffus,  and  wile  Seneca. 
Thus  have  I  grac'd  the  fplendour  of  my  name 
With  fuitable  pofleffions ;  thus  I  hold 
la  firm  fubjedtion  to  my  will  the  poor 
Of  every  rank  and  order,  foldier,  prieft. 
The  vent'rous  merchant,  and  the  fumptuous  lord. 
Who  in  a  lower  vaSalage  to  me, 
Than  to  thy  fceptre,  Edward,  bow  their  heads, 
Pledging  their  lands  and  liberties  for  gold. 

Hence  am  I  bold  to  fland  before  thy  throne 
A  candidate  for  glory's  higheft  prize  : 
And  let  me  add,  that  policy  alone 
Should  teach  thy  prudence  to  approve  my  claim ; 
Should  teach  thee  in  thy  fubjecSs  to  excite. 
By  honours  on  fuperior  wealth  beflow'd, 
All  ufeful  ein-ulation  to  be  rich  : 
Which  once  infpir'd>  thy  Albion  fltall  become 
The  firfl:  of  nations,  thou  fhe  firfl  of  kings. 
Edivard. 

Hadft  thou  by  op'ning  to  thy  native  land 
The  golden  veins  of  commerce,  by  employing 
The  ufeful  hands  of  indullry  in  works 
Of  national  advantage,  by  uniting 
Remoteft  regions  in  the  friendly  bands 
And  honeil  intercourfe  of  mutual  trade  ; 
Hadft  thou  by  thefe  humane  and  generous  arts, 
Which  thy  miilaken  pride  fo  much  difdain?, 
Snrich'd  at  once  thy  country  and  thyfelf. 
Then  not  unworthy  hadfl  thou  been  to  wear 
The  brightefl  marks  of  honour ;  but  thy  wealth. 
The  bafe-born  child  of  fordid  ufury. 
That  foe  to  commerce,  nurfe  of  idlenefs, 
Stains  and  degrades  thee  from  thy  noble  birth ; 
Nor  in  the  ufurer  can  I  difcern 

The  fenator  of  Genoa. To  enlarge 

The  mind  with  gen'rous  fentiments,  to  raife 
Its  aims  by  virtuous  emulation,  here 
I  fit ;  but  not  to  gild  with  honour's  beams 
That  felfi-fh  paflion  v/hich  congeals  the  heart, 
And  ftops  the  {Lreams  of  fweet  benevolence, 
Mean  avarice,  the  vice  of  narroweft  fouls. 

Incapable  of  glory. Wealth,  thou  fay'fl, 

Can  buy  ev'n  empire,  and  to  Julius  gave 

Dominion  o'er  his  country. Fatal  gift, 

And  ruinous  to  both  !  But  what  to  Rome, 
What  to  that  Cxfar's  fuccelTors  avail'd 
Theboundlefs  treafures  of  the  ravag'd  world, 
Wfeca  they  had  loft  their  virtue  ?  Did  not  fooa 


The  valiant  fons  of  poverty,  the  Goths, 
The  Huns  and  Vandals,  from  their  barren  hilii 
And  rugged  woods  defcending,  to  their  fleel 
Subjed:  the  R.omangold?  Yet  I  deny  not 
The  pow'r  and  ufe  of  riches ;  to  the  wife 
And  good,  in  public  or  in  private  life. 
They  are  the  means  of  virtue,  and  beft  ferve 
The  nobleft  purpofes ;  but  in  the  ufe, 
Not  in  the  bare  poffeffion,  lies  the  merit. 
Show  me  thy  merit  then,  thy  bounteous  aiSlSj 
Public  munificence,  or  private  alms. 
The  hungry,  and  the  naked,  and  rhe  fick, 
SiiftaiB'd  and  cherifh'd  by  thy  faving  hand; 
Plead  this,  and  I  allow  thy  worthy  claim, 
For  this  is  viitue,  and.  deferves  reward.  \Ex.  Gett, 
Flour'ijh  of  trumpets,  l^c.  ixihicb  is  anfivered  by  afym- 
phony  offutesi,  •violins,   15' c.  playing  a  light  amorouf 
air  ;  then  appears  a  NeapoUtan  courtier,  a  favourite 
of  queen  Joan,  luho  then  reigned  at  Naples,  and  luhofe 
Court  luas  the  mojl  debauched  and  diffolute  of  thai  age. 
He  comes  in  iviih  a  gay  and  affeSitd  gejlure,  and  it. 
drefs'd  in  loofe  ftlken  robes,  rich,  but  finical  and  effemi^ 
nate  ;   on  his  hair,  ivhich  is  curled  artd fpread  all  over 
his  fhoulders  doiun  to  the  tntddle  of  bis  back,  he  ivears  s 
chapl-et  ofrofes,  and  is  attended  by  a  train  of  beautiful 
boys,  habited  like   Cupids,  and  muftcians,  "who,  as  he 
marches  towards  the  throne,  continue  playing  their  faft 
and  ivanion  airs. 

Neapolitan. 

Not  on  my  wealth,  nor  on  my  noble  blood, 
Shall  I  prefume  to  claim  thy  royal  gift, 
Aufpicious  prince,  but  on  the  fkill  to  give 
That  fplendor  to  nobility  and  wealth, 
That  elegance  of  tafte,  from  which  alone 
Their  value  they  derive;  of  this  to  judge. 
This  to  direct,  I  boaft,  fit  arbiter 
Of  all  refin'd  delights. — But  chief  to  kings 
My  happy  talents  I  devote;  on  them 
My  genius  vrait&  with  duteous  care,  and  wafts 
The  golden  cup  of  pleafure  to  their  lips, 
Like  Ganymede  before  the  tlirone  of  Jove. 
And  who  indeed  vi'ould  vvilh  to  be  a  god 
Only  to  thunder,  and  to  hear  the  pray'rs 
Of  clam'rous  fuitors  .''  'Tis  the  nedlar'd  feafl-, 
The  dance  of  graces,  and  the  wanton  charms 
Of  Venus,  fporting  with  the  fmiles  and  loves. 
That  make  the  court  of  heav'n  a  bleft  abode. 
Far  happier  were  the  meanefl  peafant's  lot, 
M'^ho  fleeps  or  fings  in  carelefs  eafe  beneath 
The  fun-burnt  hay-cock,  or  the  flow'ry  thorh". 
Than  to  be  plac'd  on  high  in  anxious  pride. 
The  purple  drudge  and  flave  of  tircfome  ftate. 
If  to  fuperior  pow'r  fuperior  means 
Of  joy  were  not  annex'd,  and  larger  fcope 
For  <»;ery  wifii  the  lavifh  heart  can  form  : 
If  the  foft  hand  of  pleafure  did  not  wreathe 
Around  the  royal  diadem,  whofe  weight 
Oppreflive  loads  the  monarch's  aching  brow. 
Her  faireft  growth  of  ever-blooming  flow'rs. 

On  thee,  vidlorious  prince,  propitious  fortune 
Hath  pour'd  her  richeft  gifts,  renown  and  wealth. 
And  greatnefs  equal  to  thy  mighty  mind  ; 
One  only  blifs  is  wanting  to  thy  court, 
Voluptuous  elegance,  the  lovely  child 
Of  eafe  and  opulence ;  that  never  comes, 
But  like  a  bird  of  fummer  to  attend 
The  brighteft  fun-fliine  of  a  glorious  ftaf;. 
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To  her,  and  her  alone  belongs  tlie  talk, 
By  learned  delicacy  to  remove 
What  yet  remains  in  this  thy  ancient  realm 
Of  Gothic  barbarifm,  the  ruft  of  war. 

And  valiant  ignorance. Her  artful  hand 

Thy  rugged  Britons  fliall  refine,  and  teach 

More  courtly  manners  to  their  fovereign's  will 

Politely  pliant ;  do  but  thou  command 

Thy  willing  fervant,  with  thy  favours  grac'd. 

From  fair  Joanna's  ever-fmiling  court, 

Under  whofe  happy  influence  I  was  train'd. 

From  polifli'd  Naples,  her  delightful  feat. 

The  blooming  goddefs  to  tranfport,  with  all 

Her  train  of  joys,  and  fix  them  here  beneath 

Thy  great  protecSlion. — But  perhaps  thou  fear'ft 

The  voice  of  cenfure,  and  the  grave  reproof 

Of  moralizing  duUnefs :  idle  fear  ! 

The  vulgar  herd,  indeed,  religious  craft 

And  policy  of  flate  have  well  confin'd 

With  wife  feverity  to  rigid  laws : 

Elfe  would  that  headflrong  beaft,  the  multitude, 

Forget  obedience,  and  its  rider's  voice 

Difdain.     But  Ihall  the  rider  put  a  curb 

in  his  own  mouth?  The  laws  that  kings  have  made. 

Shall  they  reftrain  the  makers  ?  Edward,  no  ! 

For  thee  indulgent  juftice  Ihall  reiax 

Her  harfii  decrees,  and  piety  fliall  wait 

To  give  her  rev' rend  fandlion  to  thy  wfill. 

'Tis  thine  to  rove  at  large  through  nature's  field. 

Crop  every  flow'r,  and  tafte  of  every  fruit; 

By  fweet  variety  provoking  ftill 

The  languid  appetite  to  new  defires. 

Nor  ufelefs  to  thy  pleafures,  happy  prince, 

Shall  be  my  faithful  fervice ;  nicer  joys. 

Toys  of  a  quicker,  more  exalted  tafle. 

Than  ever  ripen'd  in  this  northern  clime. 

The  growth  of  fofter  regions,  fliall  my  hand 

By  flcilful  culture  in  thy  Britain  raife. 

To  them,  whofe  grofs  and  dull  capacities 
Are  fit  to  bear  the  burthens  of  the  fl;ate. 
The  lab'ring  mules,  that  through  the  mire  of  forms 
Dra*  the  flow  car  of  government  along. 
Gladly  the  taik  of  bus'nefs  I  refign. 
Be  mine  the  brighter  province,  to  diredt 
Thy  pleafures,  Edward,  minifler  fupreme 
Of  all  thy  fofter  hours ;  to  ferve  the  king 
Be  theirs  the  glory,  let  me  ferve  the  man. 

But  fliould  thy  flerner  genius,  only  pleas'd 
With  arms  and  royalty's  important  cares, 
"The  duties  of  a  king,  my  gentle  arts 
Too  lightly  prize,  and  thence  rejetSi  my  fuit  : 
Permit  at  leaft,  that  to  Philippa's  ear. 
Divine  Philippa,  thine  and  beauty's  queen. 
And  her  attendant  graces,  I  may  plead 
The  caufe  of  blifs,  a  caufe  fo  much  their  own  : 
They  will  approve  my  claim,  to  whom  the  cares. 
The  labours  of  my  life,  my  head,  my  heart 
Are  all  devoted^— Let  me  from  their  hands 
Receive  the  Garter,  and  be  cali'd  their  knight. 

Philippa. 
Permit  me,  gracious  Edward,  to  reply 
To  this  irreverent  flatt'rer,  who  prefumes 
Before  a  matron  and  a  queen  to  plead 
The  caufe  of  vice,  and  impudently  hopes 
To  find  in  her  a  fautrefs  of  his  fuit. 
^ut  know,  pernicious  fophifler,  my  heart      [rank 
Hath  l^arn'd  from  Edward's  love,  and  this  high 
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Which  I  partake  with  him,  a  noble  pride,' 
That  ill  can  brook  the  too  familiar  eye 
And  faucy  tongue  of  riot  and  debauch ; 
In  whofe  unmanner'd  light  fociety. 
Nor  majei^y,  nor  virtue  can  maintain 
That  dignity  which  is  their  proper  guard- 

Thy  vile  refinements,  and  luxurious  arts, 
Mifcall'd  politenefs,  I  detefl: ;  and  feel. 
In  the  foft  duties  of  a  virtuous  love. 
Such  pure,  ferene  delight,  as  far  tranfcends 
What  thou  ftyl'ft  pleafure,  the  delirious  ]of 
Of  an  intoxicated  feverifh  brain. 
Behold  my  royal  lord,  the  firft  and  beft 
Of  kings,  the  love  and  wonder  of  mankind ! 
Behold  my  children,  worthy  their  great  fire. 
The  gen'ral  theme  of  praife  and  benedi(5tion  ; 
Thefe  are  my  pleafures ;  can  thy  fkill  bellow 
Superior  blifs  ?  Ah  no,  the  vain  attempt 
Would  only  bring  difguft,  remorf.^,  and  fliame. 

EJxvard. 

That  I  have  lov'd,  Philippa,  and  efteem'd  thee 
More  for  tliy  virtues  than  thofe  females  charms, 
Which  this  vile  flatterer  deems  fingly  worth 
His  panegyric,   be  thy  happinefs 
And  glory,  as  it  is  thy  Edward's  pride. 

With  the  like  fpirit  have  I  alfo  woo'd 
And  wedded  fov'reign  power  :  nor  weakly  caught 
With  outward  pomp,  or  feeking  to  myfeif 
A  privilege  to  riot  uncontroul'd 
In  fenfual  pleafures,  and  behind  the  throne 
To  laugh  fecurely  at  reflraint  and  law. 
No  :   1  enibrac'd  her  as  the  child  of  heav'n, 
Dowr'd  with  the  ample  means  of  doing  good; 
From  whofe  efpoufals  I  might  hope  to  raife 
An  offspring,  worth  th'  ambition  of  a  king. 
Immortal  glory  !  to  a  gen'rous  mind 
As  far  furpafiing  a.11  the  wanton  toys. 
Which  he  calls  pleafure,  as  thy  faithful  love 
(The  fweet  o'erflowing  of  heart-felt  delight) 
Excels,  Philippa,  the  lufcivious  fmile 
Of  common  proftitutes,  carefs'd  and  loath'd. 

Hence  from  my  fight  with  thy  detefted  arts, 
Bafe  minifler  of  luxury,  tlie  bane 
Of  every  flourjfliing  and  happy  ftate  : 
Prefume  no  more  within  my  court  to  fing 
Thy  Syren-fong,  nor  foften  into  flaves 
And  cowards  my  brave  fubjedts.         I  difdain 
That  elegance,  which  fuch  as  thou  can  teach. 
Virtue  alone  is  elegant,  alone 
Polite  ;  vice  mufl.  be  fordid  and  deform'd, 
Thougli  to  adorn  her  every  art  contend. 
And  rather  would  I  fee  my  Britons  roam 
Untutor'd  favages  among  the  woods. 
As  once  they  did,  in  naked  innocence. 
Than  polifli'd  like  the  vile  degenerate  race 
Of  modern  Italy's  corrupted  fens. 

Exit  Neap, 

Trumpet  founds,  and  is  cifiuered  from  iviihout  by  an^ 
otJjtr  trumpet,  ivLich  founds  a  march,  accompanied 
by  kettle-drums ,  and  other  ivarliie  inflruments  :  then 
enter  s, pr  ecedcd  b^ foldier  s  playingupon fifes, and  others 
hearing  tatter  d  enfgns,fandards  and  trophies ,  a  leader 
of  menenarf  bands,  coinplctcly  arm" d  from  lead  to 
foot,  and  carrying  in  his  right  hand  a  baton  or  trx.ni- 
cheon.  On  each  fids  of  him  march  his  f quires,  one  tear- 
ing is  ce,  the  other  his f:icld.  Behind  him,  as  hi 
I  i  iij 
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atisrsJanfi,  tames  *  irain  »/  ■^ffcers  andfaldiers  maim- 
ed, and  their  faics  all  feem'd -a-itb  fears. 

Soldier. 
Nor  riches,  nor  nobility  of  birth, 
Nor  the  foft  arts  of  bafe  cfFem'nate  eafs. 
Which  juftly  thou  rejectcfb,  valiant  prince, 
But  thy  own  darling  attribute  I  boafl. 
Undaunted  courage,  tryu  in  ir.any  a  field. 
In  every  clime,  and  under  every  banner. 
That  for  theie  forty  funimers  have  been  wav'd 
O'er  Europe's  plains,  by  Ifter,  Rhine  and  Po, 
Hungarian  and  Bohemian  ^  Flemifh,  French, 
Venetian,  Spanifti,  Gueiph  and  Gibbeline  : 
Whence  in  jufl  confidence  fecure  I  come 
This  military  honour  to  demand, 
Due  to  my  toils  and  fervice,  to  my  wounds. 
My  laurels,  and  that  generous  love  of  glory, 
Which  without  any  call,  or  public  caufe, 
Cr  private  animofity,  alone  [fword. 

Rais'd  my  Ilrong  arm,  and  drew  my   dreadful 

Wherever  Mars  his  crimfon  flag  difplay'd, 
That  was  my  country ;  thither  fv/ift  I  bore 
I.ly  ready  valour,  and  the  dauntlcfs  band 
Of  various  niitlpns,  under  rny  command, 
Prepar'd  to  fell  their  blcod,  their  limbs,  their  lives. 
Kor  where  the  right,  nor  where  the  jiiflefl  caufe, 

Deign'd  we  to  afk thofe  intricate  debates 

Wc  left  to  lazy  penmen  in  the  fiiade 
Of  coward  eafe ;  while  our  impetupus  fire 
Still  bore  us  forward,  ardent  to  purfue 
Through  danger's  roughelt  paths  the  fteps  to  fame. 
On  fuck  a  fpiri:  fnould  thy  favour  fmile. 

But  let  me  wonder,  Edward,  that  fo  long 
Thy  ear  the  vain  pretenfions  could  endure 
Of  men  unknown  to  war,  attendi.?its  meet 
Of  feme  luxurious  Afiatic  court. 
Or  female  dillafT-reign;  but  fuiting  ill 
The  prefence  of  a  mcijarch  gre:it  in  arms, 
liadfl  thou  to  thofe  inglorious  fons  of  peace 
Thy  martial  ordxr  giv'n,  the  warrior-faint 
Hadblulb'd  to  fee  his  image  fo  profaii'd. 
Which  on  my  manly  breafi,  indented  o'er 
V/ith  many  a  noble  fear,  v>-ill  fitly  Ihine. 
"But  whsreJfore  ftand  I  th«?  harranguing  here, 
Unfiiiiful  as  I  am  in  fmooth  difcourfe. 
The  co^^;,rd's  argument  ?  On  force  alone 
I  refh  my  title  :   let  the  glcriv^us  prize 
Be  hunij  on  high  amid  the  lifled  field, 
And  let  me  there  difpute  it ;  there  my  lance 
fhall  plead  my  caufe  far  better  than  my  tong-jc, 
If  any  dare  deny  my  rightful  claim. 
Ed-ca'd. 
Net  for  the  braye  alone  have  I  ordain'd 
This  inftituticn,  but  for  all  ricfcrt, 
All  public  virtue,  ^v:f^Iom,  al!  that  ftrves, 
Imcroves,  defends,  or  dignifies  a  flatc  : 
I'hough  Crfl  indeed  to  vaiour,  as  the  guard 
Of  all  the  rcfi,  when  in  the  public  caufe. 
With  iufticc  r;r>.'.i  b-.nevolcnce  employ'd. 

But  thou,  bafe  mcrccnaj  y,  canlt  thou  dare 
The  glorious  name  of  valour  to  ufurp, 
Who  know'fi  no  pi'.biic  c^ate,  no  fenfe  of  right, 
Nor  pity,  nor  r.fFetSion,  nor  remorfe  ? 
Who  uBder  any  chief,  in  any  quarrel, 
Q-irA  ilain  v/ith  goie  thy  proiiita'cd  arms  .' 
Call  it  r,oi  lov;  of  gloxy  ;  chat  is  'ouik 
f).n  afts  lor  thf  deiiv'rauce  of  R:-*n'&k;d  ; 


On  gen'rous  principles,  and  noble  fcom 

Of  lordid  int'reft  :   call  it  cruel  pride. 

And  favagenefs  of  nature,  tnat  delights 

To  conquer,  and  opprefs,  afSidt,  infult ; 

Or  call  it  love  of  plunder,  that  can  draw, 

Unauthoris'd,  uniujur'd,  uuprovok'd, 

The  fword  of  war  ;  that  bravo-like  can  lift 

For  hire  the  venal  hand  to  perpetrate 

Affafllnations,  murders,  maflacres. 

But  thou  haft  ferv'd  with  courage ;  be  it  fo        j 

Thou  haft  thy  pay,  and  with  it  thy  reward  : 

Pretend  no  farther,  nor  compare  thy  deeds, 

Diflionour'd  by  the  mean  defire  of  gain, 

With  his,  who  for  his  country  and  his  king 

ReGgns  his  eafe,  his  fortune,  or  his  life.  .    j 

Thofe  battles  thou  haft  fought,  thofe  forty  years 

Of  blood  and  horror,  which  thy  vaunting  tonguft 

So  hi^h  hath  founded,  are  indeed  thy  crimes. 

Flagitious  crimes ;  for  which  th'  impartial  bar 

Of  reafort  would  condemn  thee,  a^  the  foe 

Of  human  nature,  did  not  cuftom  fcreen 

By  her  unjuft  efteem  thy  guilty  head. 

But  hope  not  honour  or  employment:  here, 

Unfafe  and  wretched  is  that  monarch's  ftate 

Who  weakly  trufts  to  mercenary  bands, 

The  guaid  or  of  his  perfcn,  or  his  realm; 

Unfaithful,  infolent,  rapacious,  bafe 

He  fcon  ftiali  prove  them,  and  become  himfelf 

Their  flave,  to  hold  his  kingdom  at  their  will. 

For  this  within  my  Britain  Iiave  I  fought 

To  raife  a  martial  fplrit,  and  ordain'd 

Thefe  new  incitements,  honours,  and  rewards. 

To  virtuous  chivalry,  that  never  king 

Who  \Sk.j.rs  hereafter  my  imperial  crown. 

May  ur;  d  to  ftoop  to  the  precarious  aid 

Of  venal  foreii;n  f>\  ords  ;  but  in  the  hearts 

Of  his  brave  fubjedtsfind  a  ilronger  guard, 

Prepar'd  with  zcsl  unbought,  ai:d  Englilh  valour. 

His  rights  to  vindicate,  and  fuvc  their  own. 

Exit  Soldier. 

Trumpet  founds,  to  lihich  another  from  iiitbout  reJiUes  : 
Thai  enters  an  ItsMzn  politician,  habited  Hie  a  Ve- 
netian nobleman,  ivho  advancing  icith  a  folemn  and 
important  air  toivards  the  throne,  makes  a  loiv  reve- 
rence to  iiz-jor  Edward,  and  proceeds. 

Politician, 
Well  has  thy  fovcreign  wifdom,  royal  judge. 
The  fuit  refus'd  of  thefe  pretenders  vain. 
And,  by  rcjecSbing  them,  en;bolden'd  me. 
For  valour,  and  nobility,  and  wealth. 
Though  by  their  proud  pcfiVffors,  vaunted  high. 
Are  but  fubordinate,  the  llaves  and  tools. 
Not  the  companions,  and  tlie  counfei'ors 
Of  godlike  monarchy  ;  v/hcfe  awful  throne 
By  darklome  cloud*  envelop  d,  far  beyond 
The  ken  of  vulgar  eyes,  fupponed  ftaiuls 
On  that  decp-rootcil  pmp,  the  crafi  of  ftate, 

Myuerious  policy. \Vhp  beft  hath  learn'd 

Her  wily  lefior.s,  bell  defervcs  to  fnare 
The  honours,  couniels,  and  tlie  hcsrts  of  kings. 
By  him  inftructed,  cv'n  the  meaneft  prince 
Shall  rife  to  envy'd  greatnefs,  Ciall  advance 
His  dreaded  pow'r  above  reftraint  and  fear. 
And  all  tlie  rules  tb.at  in  fantaftic  chains 
hifericr  minds  confine.     I'hus  Milan's  dukes, 
Thui  Padua's  brds  r.bov;  their  country's  kv,'« 
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Have  rals'd  their  heads,  and  trampled  to  the  duft 
The  pride  of  freedom  that  effays  in  vain 
Their  high  fuperior  g;enius  to  controul. 
Thefe  were  my  maftcrs,  mighty  prince  ;  heneath 
Their  rule,  and  in  their  councils  was  I  form'd 
To  know  the  falfe  corrupted  heart  of  man, 
His  every  weaknefs,  every  vice,  and  thence 
To  tempt  or  break  his  paffions  to  the  yoke  : 
To  fcorn  the  public  as  an  empty  name, 
And  on  the  helplefs  multitude  impofe 
The  adamantine  bonds  of  fraud  and  force. 
Thus  was  I  train'd,  thus  fitted  to  condu6l 
The  fate  of  proudefl  empires ;  thus  I  come 
To  claim  thy  Garter,  Edward,  the  jufl  meed 
Of  worth  pre-eminent,  and  in  return 
My  fervices  to  offer,  which  no  doubt 
Thy  wifdom  gladly  will  accept :  for  who 
So  fit  to  f^rvc  the  majefty  of  kings, 
As  he,  who  flighting  every  meaner  tie. 
Friends,  parents,  country,  to  advance  their  pow'r 
Devotes  his  toil,  experience,  fortune,  fame, 
Nor  other  favour  courts,  nor  refuge  hopes 
^ut  in  their  high  ptotedtion  ?  Led  by  me. 
Thou,  royal  Edward,  fhalt  attain  that  height, 
That  glorious  fummit  of  imperial  power, 
Which  not  thy  mighty  anceftors  have  reach'd ; 
"Where  in  a  freer  air,  a  more  enlarg'd 
Horizon,  bounded  only  by  thy  will. 
Thou  fnalt  exalted  fit,  and  view  beneath, 
In  humbler  diftances  and  fafer  bounds, 
Thofe  fubjetSs,  who  prefuniptuous  now  approach 
Too  near,  and  with  rude  hands  profane  thy  throne. 

Nor  let  weak  fcruples  check  thy  manly  foul 
In  the  bright  talk  of  glory  ;  know,  great  prince, 
A  king's  divinity  is  fov' reign  pow'r, 
The  only  god,  before  whofe  fhrin  ?  the  wife 
Their  incenfe  offer  ;  whence  infpir'd  they  draw 
Divine  ambition,  and  heroic  fcorn 
Of  vulgar  prejudices,  vulgar  fears. 
Virtue's  the  people's  idol,  and  by  them 
Rewarded  well  with  popular  applaufe, 
That  idle  breath,  the  gift  and  prize  of  fools. 
*Tis  thine  to  govern,  not  to  court  mankind. 
Nor  on  their  fmiles  precarious  to  depend, 
But  nobly  force  them  to  depend  on  thine. 
O  facred  fir,  can  virtue  give  thee  this, 
This  brig'nt  fupremacy  ?  Trufl  not  her  boafls, 
Her  idle  pageantry  of  barren  praife  : 
Rejeft  her  faucy  claims,  importunate, 
And  felf-fupported ;  nor  admit  her  train. 
Proud  independency,  awl  public  zeal, 
Thofe  fadlious  demagogues,  the  foes  of  kings. 
Edivard. 
Are  virtue  then,  and  love  of  public  good, 
The  foes  of  monarchy  ?  and  are  deceit,  * 
Injuflice  and  oppreffion,  qualities 
Becoming  and  expedient  in  a  king  ? 
Then  know  I  not  to  govern  ;  bur  have  nurs' J 
For  twice  thefc  fifteen  years  ev'n  in  my  heart, 
A  pois'nous  viper  ;  nay  unking'd  myfelf, 
By  yielding  to  reftrain  my  fov'reign  pow'r 
With  laws  and  charters  of  enfranchifement. 
Not  due,  it  feems,  from  monarchs  to  their  flaves. 

But  know,  vile  counfellor  of  infamy, 
That  I  difdain  thy  politics,  thofe  falfe 
And  ftiallow  pohtics,  by  which  my  fire. 
Weak  judging  Edward,  was  betray'd  to  fliame 
And  foul  deftrudlioiij  v.-hile  to  fuch  as  thee 


His  ear  and  heart  incautious  he  refign'cl, 

And  was  indeed  their  flave,  not  England's  king. 

By  maxims  different  far  have  I  fufl:ain'd 
The  flrength  and  fplendor  of  my  regal  ftate. 
On  the  broad  baCs  of  true  wifdom  fix'd 
With  folid  Crmnefs.     By  encouraging 
The  gen'rcus  love  of  virtue  and  of  fame, 
That  fource  of  valour,  pledge  of  vidlory. 

By  granting  to  my  fubjeiSts,  what  indeed 
Is  their  ,nherent  right,  fecurity, 
I'he  cheerful  father  c*  cont  nt  and  peace, 
Of  induftry  and  opi  lence,  which  fills  / 

With  imiling  multitudes  the  land,  and  pays 
In  willing  fubfi.Jies  tha"  prince's  care. 
Who  lays  up  treafure  in  his  people's  hearts,  > 

By  holding  with  a  firm  impartial  hand 
The  fteady  fcale  of  juftice  •,  not  alone 
Betwixt  my  fubjedts  in  their  private  rights. 
But  in  the  gen'ral,  more  important  caufe 
Betwixt  the  crown  and  them,  the  dLff 'rent  claims 
Of  freedom  and  of  juft  prerogative  ; 
TranfgrefTmg  not  myfeif  my  boundlefs  pow'r, 
Nor  fuff 'ring  others  to  tranfgrefs  thofe  laws, 
That  in  their  golden  chain  together  bind, 
For  common  good,  the  whole  united  ftate. 

But  more  than  all,  by  guarding  from  contempt, 
Or  impious  violation,  that  fupi^eme 
Frotedtrefs  of  all  government  and  law. 
Religion ;  in  whofe  train  for  ever  wait ' 
Obedience,  order,  jullice,  mercy,  love, 
A  guard  of  angels  plac'd  around  the  throne. 
Her  facred  counfels  have  I  ftill  rever'd, 
Her  high  commands  enforc'd,  her  pow'r  implor'd. 
O'er  all  my  fubje(5l  nations  to  call  down 
From  heav'nly  wifdom,  h^r  eternal  fire, 
A  fix'd  fecure  felicity,  beyond 
The  force  of  human  prudence  to  atta-'n. 

Thefe  are  my  arts  of  government,  thofe  arts 
By  which  my  Britiih  crown  1  have  advauc'd 
Above  th'  imperial  diadem,  abov? 
The  pride  of  Afric's,  or  of  Afia's  thrones. 
I  would  not  tell  thee  this,  but  that  thou  fjem'lt 
A  ft  ranger  to  ray  fame,  as  to  my  realm, 
And  to  the  real  greatnefs  of  a  king, 
Whofe  facred  dignity,  by  thee  traduc'd. 
Much  it  behoves  a  king  to  vindicate  ; 
Not  by  rejeiSting  only  with  difdain 
Thy  arrogant  pretenfions,  but  in  thee 
Diihonouring  and  branding  with  reproach 
Thy  tenets  alfo,  the  pernicious  lore 
Of  tyrants  and  ufurpers,  which  tliy  tongue, 
Blafpheming  juftice,  government,  and  law. 
Hath  in  a  land  of  freedom  dar'd  to  vent. 
Hence !  from  my  kingdom  with  thy  quickeft  fpeed. 
Left  the  revenge  of  an  infulted  king 
With  fudden  ruin  intercept  thy  flight. 

Exit  Politician, 
King  yohn. 
Permit  m.e,  Edward,  to  thy  royal  voice 
To  add  my  fufTrage  alfo,  and  with  thee 
Protcft  againft  this  coward  policy. 
That  meanly  ficullcs  behind  opprobrious  fraud. 
And  \o\y  unprlncely  artifice  •,  I  feel 
A  virtue  in  my  heart,  a  gen'rous  pride, 
That  tells  me  Idngs  were  cloth'd  with  majefty^ 
Encircled  with  authority,  rever'd. 
And  almoft  deify'd,  to  teach  them  thence 
That  goodnefs  and  the  faving  attribut.es 
I  i  iilj 


5*4 


THE   "WORKS    OF   G.    WEST. 


Of  heav'n  become  their  office,  juftice  chief, 
And  truth,  the  virtue  of  heroic  minds. 
Which  were  it  banifti'd  from  all  other  breafts^ 
6houU  dwell  for  ever  in  the  hearts  of  kings. 

Aerial  muflC,  ufio:i  -.ihiso  re-enter  the firje  Druids  luho 
perfi,nc.ted  the  Giandee.  \^c.  in  their  original  tha- 
railcis  and  habit,  of 'DrViidiS,  the  chief  of  luhem  ad- 
•vancing  toivards  the  throne,  addrejfes  himfelf  to  king 
Idward. 

Chief  Druid. 
Behold  in  us,  great  king,  the  ancient  priefts 
And  judges  of  this  land,  the  Druids  old  : 
Who  late  in  borrow'd  charafte's  have  flood 
Before  thy  fage  tribunal,  to  prefc" 
The  claims  of  valour,  wealth,  riGbility, 
And  thofe  foft  fpecious  Batt'rers,  who 'beneath 
The  rofy  wreatii  of  pleafure  and  of  love 
Conceal  the  fickly  and  aifgurtful  brow 
Of  liot  and  debauch,  and  often  win 
Yrom  v/eak  'inmahly  pririces  the  rich  prize 
To  virtue  due  and  wildom,  not  to  thefe 
The  canker-,  of  a  ftate  ;  hut  leafl  of  all 
Due  to  that  traitor  of  his  king  and  country, 
Who  lab'ring  to  build  up  the  regal  throne ' 
Beyond  its  due  proportion,  and  the  ftrength 
Of  thofe  foundations  which  the  laws  have  laid, 
O'erwhelms  the  people,  and  at  once  o'erturns 
His  royal  mafter,  places  him  at  bell 
On  an  uneafy  tott'ring  pinnacle, 
The  mark  of  execration  and  reproach. 

Thefe  claims  hall  thou  rejeefted ;  like  a  king 
Difcerning  in  mankind,  and  knowing  well 
The  value  of  his  favours  :  like  a  king 
Dcferving  the  high  ofBce  of  the  judge 
And  arbiter  of  Europe  :  like  a  king 
Equal  to  his  great  fame,  and  worth  the  care 
Of  thofe  immortal  fpirits,  who  this  day 
Have  quitted  their  celcftial  refidence, 
To  view  and'to  aj>prox'e  thy  glorious  deeds. 
But.  Edward,  be  not  thou  amaz'd  to  find 
That  thofe  who  lately  for  thy  favour  fu'd,   ' 
Were  not  the  perfonages  they  afium'd. 
O  king  !  thou^rt  bcfet  with  counterfeits 
The  very  oppofite  to  us,  who  feem  * 

Far  better  than  they  are.     for  flattery, 
Cameleon-like,  acconimodates  with  care 
To  the  court-hue  his  changeful  countenance. 
And  when  a  prince  is  brave,  magnanimous. 
And  high  in  fpirit,  then  ambition  vicars 
A  face  of  dignity,  and  nothing  breathes 
But  lofty  enterprifcs,  conquett,'  pow'r, 
And  fchemes  of  glory  to  llie  fov'reign  ear, 
Pretending  love  and  care  for  his  renown 
With  more  than  diUcous  zeal. — Of  thefe  beware  ! 
For  as  the  Theban  queen,  in  fables  old. 
Was,  by  the  fpecious  guile  of  fraudful  jo%'e, 
In  her  Amphitryon's  form  to  guilt  betray'd. 
So  by  thefe  counterfeits  are  kings,  feduc'd, 
Ev'n  in-  the  moft  belov'd  fufpeftlefs  fhapes, 
To  take  a  traitor  to  their  rovsl  arms. 
But  thou  (halt  knov.'  them,  Edward,  by  their  work?. 
And  of  this  truth  be  moft  affur'd,  that  he. 
Who  in  hio  private  commerce  v/ith  mankind 
Is  mean,  iTifhoneft,  interefled,  falfe,' 
Can  ne'er  be  true  to  thee;  nor  can  he  love 
His  pnncc,  who  feds  not  foi  his  country's  good. 

Thus  v^arn'd  we  leave  thee,  mighty  prince:  be 
Be  coDi>ar;tiB  the  paths  of  fair  renown.       ■  [firm,  J 


Think  it  thy  duty  to  revere  thyfelf 

The  facred  laws  of  chivalry,  the  wife 

Injunctions  by  thy  order  laid  on  all 

The  garter'd  knights  ;  fo  fiiall  thy  fame  remain 

The  great  example  of  all  future  kings. 

Farewell !  for  lo  !  the  genius  of  thy  realm 

With  all  his  pomp  attended,  comes  to  fhare, 

And  grace  the  glories  of  this  fignal  day. 

Thefe  clouds  of  fragrance,  that  far-beaming  blaze 

Of  heav'nly  brightnefs,  his  approach  declare. 

Druids  ^anifb, 
Flafhcs  of  light,  andfymphon"^  of  aerial  mufic.      Genius 

of  Ellwand  defcends  in  his  chariot  attended  by  fpirits 

and  bards ;    then  alighting,  he  advances  totuards  the 

throne,  and  addrejjfes  hitnfelf  to  Edzvard. 
Genius. 

From  the  gay  realms  of  cloudlefs  day  I  come. 
Where  in  the  glitter  of  unnumber'd  worlds, 
That  like  to  ifles  of  various  magnitudes 
Float  in  the  ocean  of  iinbounded  fpace ; 
Oh  my  invifible  aerial  throne 
I  fit,  attended  with  a  radiant  band 
Of  fpirits  immortal,  whofe  pure  efTences, 
While  clad  in  human  fhapes  on  earth  they  dwelt, 
Through  the  dull  clay  of  grofs  mortality 
Difclos'd  their  heav'nly  vigour,  and  burlt  forth 
In  godlike  virtues  and  heroic  deeds, 
Their  Albion  gracing' with  as  fair  a  growth 
Of  fame,  as  e'er  enrich'd  im.perial  Rome. 
Thence  ripe  for  heav'n  and  immortality. 
To  me,  the  genius  of  this  happy  ifle. 
They  fly,  and  claim  the  meed  of  their  defcrt, 
Celeftial  crowns,  and  ever-living  pfaife 
Recorded  in  the  fongs  of  heav'nly  bai'ds,         [fin? ? 
That  round  my  throne  their  hymns  of  triumpU 
Attuning  to  the  fvveef  harmonious  fpheres, 
Their  undifcording  lyres  and  voice  divine." 

Nor  tlius  remov'd  to  heav'n,  and  thus  employ'd 
In  carelefs  raptures,  wont  they  to  forget 
Their  native  country,  and  the  public  weal, 
To  which  on  earth  their  labours  and  their  lives 
They  once  devoted  ;  but  purfuing  ftill 
The  bent  and  habit  of  their  fouls,  with  me 
They  watch  the  firitifli  empire,  flill  intent 
To  check  alternately  th'  encroaching  waves 
Of  regal  pow'r  and  popular  liberty : 
I,  chief  attentive  near  the  royal  throne, 
Take  up  n-iy  watchful  flation,  to  infufe 
My  fage  and  mod'rate  counfels  in  thofe  ear^ 
which  wifdom  hath  prt  ^ar'd  and  purify'd 
To  relifli  honeft,  thougli  unpleafmg  truth. 

Thus  am  I  always,  though  invifible. 
Attendant,  Edward,  on  thy  glorious  deeds. 
But  01.  this  folemn  day  have  Ivouchfaf'd 
To  manifett  my  prefence  ;  to  declare. 
Not  in  thofe  whifpers  which  have  often  fpoke 
Peace  to  thy  confcious  heart,  but  audibly 
And  evident  to  all,  th'  afient  of  heav'n 
To  the' great  bufincfs  which  hath  gather'd  here 
This  troop  of  prhicos  from  all  nations  round. 
Hence  all  may  know  that  virtue  hath  a  train 
More  bright  than  earthly  empire  can  command: 
Know,  thut  thofe  ailions  which  are  great  and  good. 
Receive  a  nobler  fandlion  from  the  iree 
And  univerfal  Voice  of  all  mankind, 
M'hich  is  the  voiceof  heav'n,  than  from  the  highe(l, 
The  niofl  illuftrious  a6l  of  regal  pow'r. 

Tliis'nobkrfanftiofi,  Edward,  m  the  name 
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Not  of  this  age  alone,  but  lateft  time. 
Here  do  I  folemnly  annex  to  each 
Of  thy  great  ads,  but  chief  to  this  moft  wife, 
Mofl  virtuous  inftitution,  which  extends 
Wide  as  thy  fame,  beyond  thy  empire's  bound, 
A  prize  of  virtue  publifli'd  to  mankind. 
Ye  regifters  of  heav'n,  record  the  deed. 

Bards. 
Now  tune,  ye  bards,  the  Britifh  lyre  ; 

Now  wake  the  vocal  firing  ;  [fpire, 

While  heav'n  and  earth  in  Edward's  praife  con- 
Join  to  the  gen'ral  voice  your  facred  choir. 
And  on  your  foaring  wing. 
From  time  and  envy  waft  his  glorious  name. 
And  place  it  in  the  flirine  of  incorruptive  fame. 
Begin  :   the  lift'ning  echoes  roimd 
Shall  catch  with  joy  the  long-forgotten  found. 
And  warbling  through  each  grove  the  Britifh 
flrain  [reign. 

To  Windfor's  fmiling  nymphs,  recal  their  Arthur's 

Ye  nymphs  of  Windfor's  bow'ry  woods. 
Ye  pow'rs  who  haunt  yon  glifl'ning  floods, 
That  with  reludtant  fond  delay 
Around  yon  flow'ry  valley  ftray ; 
^ay,  from  your  minds  hath  time  eras'd 
The  pleafmg  images  of  glory  pafsd  i" 

Review  ye  now  thofe  fcenes  no  more  ? 
When  nobly  ftain'd  with  Saxon  gore, 
From  Badon's  long-contended  plain 
Great  Arthur  with  his  martial  train 
To  Windfor's  chofen  fhades  repair'd, 
And  with  his  knights  the  feftive  banquet  fhar'd. 

Then  firft  exulting  Thames  beheld 
The  triumphs  of  the  lifted  field  ; 
Beheld  along  his  level  meads 
Careering  knights,  encount'ring  fteeds. 
Heroic  games,  whofe  toils  infpire 
The  thirft  of  praife,  and  kindle  martial  fire. 

Fair  peace  in  war's  bright  mail  array'd, 
With  fmiles  the  glorious  lifts  furvey'd  ; 
So  ftiould  the  brave  (Ihe  cry'd)  prepare 
Their  hearts  and  Cnewy  arms  for  war  : 
Such  combats  break  not  my  repofe. 
Such  fons  beft  guard  my  rights  from  daring  foes. 

Then  too  in  feaftful  hall  or  bow'r, 
Attendant  on  the  genial  hour. 
The  Britifti  harp  fweet  lyrift  ftrung, 
And  Albion's  generous  vidtors  fung : 
While  valiant  Arthur's  copious  fame 
Inceffant  fed  the  bright  poetic  flame. 

But  mortals  erring  in  excefs, 
O'erwhelm  the  virtue  they  carefs. 
Thus  Arthur  his  great  ftory  mourn'd, 
Ey  too  fond  praife  to  fable  turn'd  : 
Mourn'd  the  companions  of  his  toils, 
Mock'd  with  falfe  glory  and  fantaftic  fpoils. 

'Till  through  the  dark  romantic  tale, 
Through  fuperftition's  m.agic  veil. 
Sage  Edward  piercing  view'd,  and  own'd 
The  chief  with  genuine  luftre  crown'd : 
View'd  the  great  model,  and  rcftor'd 
The  long-loft  honours  of  his  martial  board. 

Hail  Britifli  prince  !  thefe  faithful  lays, 
Fternal  records  of  heroic  worth, 


Shall  reaflert  thy  ancient  praife, 
And  from  the  cloud  of  ficftion  call  thee  forth, 
In  glory's  fphcre  thy  orbit  to  reclaim,      [fame. 
And  at  great  Edward's  beam  relume  thy  darken'd 

But  fee  in  heav'nly  panoply  array'd,  [gold, 

Whofe  ftreaming  radiants  fcirts  the  clouds  with 
I  view  Pendragon  burft  the  veiling  ftiade. 
And  all  his  blazing  magnitude  unfold  ! 
O'er  yon  broad  tow'r  he  takes  his  airy  ftand. 
And  pointing,Edward,  towards  the  royal  throne, 
To  his  fam'd  knights  around,  a  laurell'd  band. 
Shows  on  thy  knee  the  bright  fky-tindlur'd  zone* 

Virtue,  he  cries,  (th'  ethereal  found 
Thy  grofs  material  organ  cannot  hear) 
Virtue  on  earth  by  Britifli  Edward  crown'd. 

Her  rev'rend  throne  once  more  fhall  rear. 

To  her  own  felf-applauding  breaft 
Forc'd  for  reward  no  longer  to  retreat, 
She  fees  her  awful  charms  by  kings  carefs'd. 

Sees  honour  woo  her  for  his  mate. 

Honour,  her  heav'n-eleded  fpoufe. 
From  her  embrace  by  lawlefs  pow'r  withhe'J, 
Now  at  yon  altar  plights  his  holy  vows, 

Vows  by  aiTenting  Edward  feal'd. 

And  now  the  fair  angelic  bride 
Gath'ring  her  noble  train  from  every  land. 
To  her  late  wedded  lord  with  decent  pride 

Prefents  the  venerable  band. 

The  great  proceflion  Edward  leads; 
I  fee  yon  hallow' d  dome  with  heroes  throng'd  : 
Incefiant  ftill  the  white-plum'd  pomp  proceeds. 

Through  time's  eternal  courfe  prolong'd. 

And  you,  dear  partners  of  my  fame, 
Your  ancient  honours  now  again  ftiall  boaft ; 
This  noble  order  fhall  retrieve  our  name. 

In  vifionary  fables  loft. 

This  from  our  martial  board  deriv'd, 
Thefe  for  our  brethren  let  us  proudly  own. 
More  pleas'd  to  view  our  deeds  by  thee  reviv'd. 
Than  griev'd,  great  king,  to  be  outdone. 
Chorus, 
Hail  Britifh  prince  !  thefe  faithful  lays 
Shall  reaflert  thy  ancient  praife. 
Nor  thee,  O  Windfor,  fliall  I  pafs  unfung, 
Manfions  of  princes,  and  fit  haunt  of  gods. 
Who  frequent  fhall  defert  their  bright  abodes. 
To  view  thy  facred  walls  with  trophies  hung  : 
Thy  walls  by  Britifh  Arthur  firft  renown'd. 
The  earlv  feat  of  chivalry  and  fame  ; 
By  Edward  now  with  deathlcfshonourscrown'd, 
Illuftrious  by  his  birth,  his  Garter,  and  his  name^ 
Genius. 
Conferring  juft  rewards,  moft  worthy  prince, 
Is  the  firft  attribute  of  fov'reign  pow'r. 
And  that  which  beft  diftinguifhes  a  king  : 
For  punifhment,  and  all  the  nice  awards   ^ 
Of  civil  juftice,  by  the  laws  are  fix'd. 
And  kings  but  execute  what  they  decree. 
V/hile  in  rewarding  merit,  uncontroui'd, 
Unguided,  unaflifted  is  the  hand 
Ofmajefty;  the  prince  himfelf  alone 
There  judges,  and  his  wifdom  is  the  law. 
Well  does  thy  court,  great  king,  with  every  wortij 
And  uvciv  virtue  fili'd,  this  wifdom  fl^ow 
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In  thee  tranfcendcnt :  well  haft  thou  approv'd 
Its  force  in  this  great  trial,  which  my  pow'r 
Commanded,  in  no  common  ways  to  prove 
Thy  royal  mind. — But  that  a  father's  name 
May  not  reltrain  tliy  juilice  in  the  choice 
Of  the  firft  knights-companions  of  St.  George, 
illyfelf  here  take  upon  me  to  prefent 
A  candidate,  whom,  were  not  he  thy  fon. 
Thou  wouldll  thyfelf  feleft  from  all  mankind. 
His  modefty  compels  me  to  declare 
That  candidate  is  Edward,  prince  of  Wales. 
Prince  Edivard. 
Inhabitant  of  heav'n  !  I  not  prefume 
To  deprecate  or  queftion  that  high  will, 
To  which  it  bell  becomes  me  to  fubmit. 
But,  gentle  fpirit,  be  propitious  to  me  ; 
And  thou,  my  gracious  liege,  if  I  requeft 
That  this  illuflrious  monarch,  whofe  defert 
Is  equal  to  the  grandeur  of  his  crown, 
May  ftand  before  me  in  this  lift  of  fame. 
King  John. 
O  generous  youth  !  in  vain  thy  goodnefs  ftrives 
To  raife  ihy  captive  thus  above  his  fortune. 
The  king  that  is  not  free,  is  not  a  king  ; 
2>Ior  can  thy  bounteous  favour  reconcile 

Honour  and  bondage To  thy  conqu'ring  fon 

Do  thou,  great  Edward,  give  this  noble  mark 
Of  profp'rous  virtue  ;    ill  becomes  it  nie. 
To  wear  at  once  thy  Garter  and  thy  chains. 
Though,  by  my  former  dignity  I  fwear, 
That  v-rere  I  reinftated  in  my  throne, 
The  throne  of  Capet  and  of  Charlemagne, 
Thus  to  be  join'd  in  fellowftiip  with  thee. 
Would  be  the  firft  ambition  of  my  foul; 
A  ray  of  glory  I  would  lue  to  gain. 
And  prize  it  equal  with  my  diadem. 
Genius. 
Wifely  thou  hafl  determin'd,  worthy  prince. 
For  thine  and  Edward's  honour,  and  hall  fix'd 
Its  proper  value  on  his  royal  gift, 
Which  as  the  meed  of  merit,  may  become 
The  proudeft  monarchs,  by  this  Garter  mark'd 
For  fomething  nriore  than  monarchs,  virtuous  men. 
This  be  the  glory  of  thy  order,  Edward. 
And  *  never  Ihall  it  want  the  greateft  names 
Of  all  fucceeding  times  to  grace  its  annals. 
France,  Sweden,  Poland,  Germany,  and  Spain, 
Each  realm  of  Europe's  wide-extended  bounds, 
Shall  count  among  thy  knights  its  mightieft  lords, 
And  fee,  in  emulation  of  thy  fame. 
New  royal  founders  of  like  orders  rife; 
Proceed  then,  mighty  king,  and  fet  the  world 
The  precedent  of  glory ;  thou  begin 
The  radiant  lift  of  fov'reigns,  while  thy  fon. 
Like  a  young  bride,  that  on  her  nuptial  morn 
Leads  on  with  modeft  pride  the  virgin-choir, 
Herfelf  the  brighteft,  heads  the  fliining  band 
Of  knights-companions,  nobly  feconding 
His  father's  glorious  deeds  with  equal  fame. 
Edifard. 
The  teftimony  of  heav'n  to  thee,  my  fon, 


**  Bejides  the  great  perfons  of  our  o-wn  nation,  that 
have  been  admitted  of  this  order,  the  Englifh  reader  may 
he  glad  to  be  informed,  that  in  the  annals  of  the  Gatter 
are  found  the  names  of  Charles  V.  emperor  of  Germany  ; 
ef  Francis  I.  and  Henry  IV.  kings  of  Frame  ;  and  of 
Cufa-jiis  Jliolph'.ii  hi: g  nf  Stisdcn, 


Thus  glorioufly  accorded,  renders  vain 

All  farther  trial. To  my  people's  voice. 

By  this  their  tutelary  pow'r  declar'd. 
With  pleafure  I  confent,  diredling  ftill 
By  theirs  my  choice,  my  judgment,  my  defires. 

Approach  then,  my  belov'd,  my  noble  fon, 
Strength  of  my  crown,  and  honour  of  my  realm;' 
In  whom  my  heart  more  joys,  and  glories  more. 
Than  in  the  higheft  pride  of  fov'reign  pow'r. 

*  Thus  I  admit  thee,  Edward  prince  of  Wales, 
Firft  founder  of  the  order  of  St.  George  ; 
In  evidence  whereof,  about  thy  knee 
I  bind  this  myftic  Garter  ;  to  denote 
The  bond  of  honour  that  together  ties 
The  brethren  of  St.  George  in  friendly  league. 
United  to  maintain  the  caufe  of  Lruth 

And  juftice  o!-!y f  "  May  propitious  heav'n 

"  Grant  thou  may's  henceforth  wear  it  to  hispraifc, 
"  The  exaltation  of  this  noble  order, 

"  And  thy  ov/n  glory." With  like  reverence, 

My  fon,  receive  and  wear  this  golden  chain, 
"  Grac'd  with  the  image  of  Britannia's  faint, 
"  Heav'n's  valiant  foldier,  Cappadocian  George  ; 
"  In  imitation  of  whofe  glorious  deeds, 
"  May'ft  thou  triumphant  in  each  ftate  of  life, 
"  Or  profperous  or  adverfe,  ftill  fubdue 
"  Thy  fpiritual  and  carnal  enemies  ; 
"  That  not  on  earth  alone  thou  may'ft  obtain 
"  The  guerdon  of  thy  valour,  endlefs  praife, 
"  But  with  the  virtuous  and  the  brave  above, 
"  In  folemn  triumph,  wear  celeftial  palms, 
"  To  crov.'n  thy  final  nobleft  vicSory." 

Embraces  Pr.  Edw. 

Prince  Edivard. 
Accept,  my  fovereign  liege,  my  grateful  thanks. 
That  thou  haft  thus  vouchfaf  'd  to  place  thy  foil 
Firft  next  thyfelf  upon  the  roll  of  fame. 
As  he  indeed  is  firft  in  filial  love, 
And  emulation  of  thy  royal  virtues. 
And  may  thy  benediclion,  gracious  lord, 
May  thy  paternal  vows  be  heard  in  heav'n  ! 
That  he,  whom  thou  haft  lifted  in  the  caufe 
Of  truth  and  virtue,  never  may  forget 
His  vow'd  engagements,  nor  defraud  thy  hopes. 
By  foiling  with  diftionourable  deeds 
The  luftre  of  that  order,  which  thy  name 
Should  teach  him  to  refpecSt  and  to  adorn. 

ODE. 
STROPHE  I.    Bards. 

Celeftial  maid  ! 
Bright  fpark  of  that  ethereal  flame, 
Whofe  vivid  fpirit  through  all  nature  fpread, 

Suftains  and  ailuates  this  boundlefs  frame  ! 

O  by  whatever  ftyle  to  mortals  known, 

'Virtue,  benevolence,  or  public  zeal. 

Divine  affclTor  of  the  regal  throne. 

Divine  protecSlrefs  of  the  commonweal, 

*  The  Prince  of  Wales  ad-uanccs  to  his  father,  and 
kneels  ;  tvhile  the  king,  taking  the  Garter  from  the  he- 
rald, buckles  it  round  his  I  ft  leg. 

j-  Thefnfe,  and  almvfl  the  ivords  in  the  verfes  of  this 
fpeech,  ?nark'd  thus  "  are  taken  from  the  admonition  read 
to  the  knights,  at  the  time  of  their  receiving  the  garter 
and  the  ribbon  or  collar  of  the  ordsr.  Vide  jifhmole^s  hft. 
tory  oftheoidcr  of  the  Garter, 
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O  in  but  hearts  tliy  tnergy  infufe  ! 
Be  thou  our  mufe, 
Celeftial  maid, 
And,  as  of  old,  impart  thy  heav'rtly  aid 
To  tliofe,  who  warm'd  by  thy  benignant  fire, 
To  public  merit  and  their  country's  good 
Devoted  ever  their  recording  lyre, 
Wont  along  Deva's  facred  flood. 
Or,  beneath  Mona's  oak  retir'd. 
To  warble  forth  their  patriot  lays, 
And  nourilh  with  immortal  praife 
The  bright  heroic  flames  by  thee  infpir'd. 
ANTISTROPHE  I. 
I  feel,  I  feel 
Thy  foul-invigorating  heat ; 
My  bounding  veins  diftend  with  fervant  zeal. 
And  to  Britannia's  fame  refponfive  beat.- 


Hail  Albion,  native  country  !  but  how  chang'd 
Thy  once  grim  afpe<Jt,  how  adorn'd  and  gay 
Thy  howling  forefts  !  where  together  rang'd 
The  naked  hunter  and  his  favage  prey  : 
Where  amid  black  inhofpitable  woods 
The  fedge-grown  floods 
All  cheerlefs  ftray'd. 
Nor  in  their  lonely  wand'ring  courfe  furvey'd, 
Or  tow'r,  or  caftle,  heav'n-afcending  fane, 
.Or  lowly  village,  refidence  of  peace 
And  joyous  induftry,  or  furrow'd  plain. 

Or  lowing  herd,  or  filver  fleece 
That  whitens  no^  each  verdant  vale; 
While  laden  with  their  precious  fl:ore 
For  trading  barks  to  every  fliore, 
Swift  heralds  of  Britannia's  glory,  fail. 

EPODE  I. 
Thefe  are  thy  fiiining  works ;  this  fmiling  face 
Of  beauteous  nature  thus  in  regal  ftate, 
Deck'd  by  each  handmaid  art,  each  polifli'd  grace, 
That  on  fair  liberty  and  order  wait. 

This  pomp,  thefe  riches,  thisrepofe, 
To  thee  imperial  Britain  owes. 
To  thee,  great  fubflitute  of  heav'n. 
To  whom  the  charge  of  earthly  realms  was  giv'n ; 
Their  focial  fyflems  by  wife  nature's  plan 
To  form  and  rule  by  her  eternal  laws ; 
To  teach  the  felfifli  foul  of  wayward  man 
To  feek  the  public  good,  and  aid  the  common  caufe. 

So  didft  thou  move  the  mighty  heart 
Of  Alfred,  founder  of  the  Britilh  ftate  : 
So  to  Matilda's  fcepter'd  fon. 
To  him  whofe  virtue  and  renown 
Firfl  made  the  name  of  Edward  great, 
Thy  ample  fpirit  fo  didft  thou  impart : 
Protecting  thus  in  every  age, 
From  greedy  power  and  fadlious  rage, 
The  law  of  freedom,  which  to  Britain's  fliore 
From  Saxon  Elva's  many-headed  flood, 
The  valiant  fons  of  Odin  with  them  bore. 
Their  national,  ador'd,  infeparable  good. 
STROPHE  II. 
*  On  yonder  plain. 
Along  whcfe  willow-fringed  fide 
The  filver-footed  Naiads,  fportive  train, 
Down  the  fmooth  Thames  amid  the  cygnets  glide, 
1  faw,  when  at  thy  reconciling  word, 
Jnjuftice,  anarchy,  inteftine  jar, 

*  Runnymead  near  Stains^  ivbere  the  Grand  Char- 
ts f  ivd'/'gnedby  king  John, 


Defpotic  infolence,  the  wafting  fword, 
And  all  the  brazen  throats  of  civil  war. 
Were  hufti'd  in  peace ;  from  his  imperious  throne 
Hurl'd  furious  down, 
Abafti'd,  difmay'd. 
Like  a  chas'd  lion  to  the  favage  fliade 
Of  his  own  forefts,  fell  oppreffion  fled. 
With  vengeance  brooding  inhis  fullen  breaft. 
Then  juftice  fe^irlefs  rear'd  her  decent  head, 

Heal'd  every  grief,  each  wrong  redrefs'd  ; 
While  round  her  valiant  fquadrons  ftood. 
And  bade  her  awful  tongue  demand. 
From  vanquifli'd  John's  reludlant  hand. 
The  deed  of  freedom  purchas'd  with  their  bloods 
ANTISTROPHE  II. 
O  vain  furmife  1 
To  deem  the  grandeur  of  a  crown 
Confifls  in  lawlefs  pow'r  !  to  deem  them  wife 
Who  change  fecurity  and  fair  renown. 
For  deteftation,  fliame,  diftruft,  and  fear ! 
Who,  ftiut  for  ever  from  the  blifsful  bow'rs 
With  horror  and  remorfe  at  diftance  hear 
The  raufic  that  inchants  th'  immortal  pow'rs. 
The  heavenly  mufic  of  well-purchas'd  praife. 
Seraphic  lays 
The  fweet  reward 
On  heroes,  patriots,  righteous  kings  conferr'd. 
For  fuch  alone  the  heav'n-taught  poets  fing. 
Tune  ye  for  Edward,  then,  the  mortal  ftrain. 
His  name  fliall  well  become  your  golden  ftring. 
Begirt  with  this  ethereal  train. 
Seems  he  not  rank'd  among  the  gods? 
Then  let  him  reap  the  glorious  meed 
Due  to  each  great  heroic  deed. 
And  tafte  the  pleafures  of  the  bleft  abodes. 

EPODE  II. 
Hail,  happy  prince  !  on  whom  kind  fate  beftows 
Sublimer  joys,  and  glory  brighter  far      [grows 
Than   Crefly's  palm,    and   every  wreath  that 
In  all  the  blood-ftain'd  field  of  profp'rous  war; 
Joys  that  might  charm  an  heavenly  breaft. 
To  make  dependent  millions  bleft, 
A  dying  nation  to  reftore. 
And  fave  fall'n  liberty  with  kingly  pow'r ; 
To  quench  the  torch  of  difcord  and  debate. 
Relume  the  languid  fpark  of  public  zeal. 
Repair  the  breaches  of  a  fliattcr'd  ftate. 
And  glorioufly  complete  the  plan  of  England's 
Complete  the  noble  Gothic  pile,  [weal: 

That  on  the  rock  of  juftice  rear'd  fhall  ftand. 
In  fymmetry,  and  ftrength,  and  fame, 
A  rival  of  that  boafted  frame 
Which  virtue  rais'd  on  Tiber's  ftrand. 
This,  Edward,  guardian,  father  of  our  ifle, 
This  godlike  taflc,  to  few  aflign'd. 
Exalts  thee  above  human-kind. 
And  from  the  realms  of  everlafting  day 
Calls  down  celeftial  b^rds  thy  praife  to  fing ; 
Calls  this  bright  troop  of  fpirits  to  furvey 
Thee,  the  great  miracle  of  earth,  a  Patriot-King. 
Genius. 
Now  reafcend  your  Ikies,  immortal  fpirits ! 
Th'  important  aft,  that  drew  you  down  to  earth 
Is  finifh'd.     Spare  we  now  their  mortal  fenfe. 
That  cannot  long  endure  th'  unftirouded  beam 
Of  higher  natures.     Well  hath  Edward  laid. 
Under  your  happy  aufpices,  the  bafe 
Of  his  great  order ;  let  him  undifturb'd. 
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But  not  unaided  hj  the  heav'niy  powers, 
Complete  th'  lUuftrious  work,  which  future  kings, 
Struck  with  the  beauty  of  the  noble  plan, 
Shall  emuloufly  labour  to  maintain. 

And  may  th    fpirit,  Edward,  be  their  guide  ! 

la  every  chapter,  thou  henceforth  preside, 


In  every  breaft  infufe  thy  virtttous  flame, 
And  teach  them  to  refpecS  their  country's 
fame. 

Genius  and  Spirits  reafcend  to  a  Icui 
fymfhony  ofmujtc. 


TBI 

POETICAL  WORKS 


09 


WILLIAM    COLLINS. 


Containing 

«yRlENTAL  ECLOGUES,  if  EPISTLE  TO  SIR  THOMAS  HANMCR-j 

«9£S,  DESCRIFTIVE  AND  ALLECO&iCAL,         ||  DIRqS  IN  CYMjiELINE, 

tSfe.  t^e.  Ufc. 


To  which  is  prefixed 
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Sweet  Bard !  belov'd  by  every  Mufe  in  vain, 

With  powers  whofe  finenefs  wrought  their  own  decay : 

Ah !  wherefore,  thoughtlefs,  didft  thou  yield  the  rein 

To  fancy's  will,  and  chafe  her  meteor  ray : 

Ah  !  why  forgot  thy  own  Hyblsean  drain .' 

"  Peace  rules  the  breaft,  where  reafon  rules  the  day." 

langhorne's  visions  of  ^anct. 
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"William  Collins  was  born  at  Chicheftef  in  Suflex,  on  the  25th  of  December,  172T.    Hisfe- 
ther  was  a  hatter,  of  good  reputation,  and  an  Alderman  of  that  city. 

He  received  his  early  education  in  his  native  place.  In  1733,  he  was  admitted  a  fcholar  of  Win- 
chefler  College,  where  he  continued  feven  years,  under  the  care  of  Dr,  Burton,  and  had  for  his 
fchoolfellow.  Dr.  Warton,  the  prefent  refpe6table  mailer  of  that  feminary.  He  was  diflinguiflied  for 
his  proficiency  in  clallical  learning,  and  his  turn  for  elegant  compofition;but  it  was  obferved,  that  his 
Englifh  exercifes  were  better  than  his  Latin.  His.firfl  poetical  produdion,  was  the  following  epi- 
gram Ta  Mifs  AureUa  C r,  on  her  -weeping  at  her  Sifer's  Wedding,  publifhed  in  the  "  Gentleman's 

Magazine,"  a  repofitory  in  which  feveral  eminent  men  have  begun  their  literary  career. 

Ceafe,  fair  Aurelia,  ceafe  to  mourn, 

Lament  not  Hannah's  happy  flate ; 
You  may  be  happy  in  your  turn, 

And  feize  the  treafure  you  regret. 

"With  love  united,  Hymen  Hands, 

And  foftly  whifpers  to  your  charms, 
"  Meet  but  your  lover  in  my  bands, 

"  You'll  find  your  filler  in  his  arms." 

In  1740,  he  flood  firft  in  the  lift  of  the  fcholars  to  be  received  in  fucceflion  at  New  College,  Ox- 
ford ;  but  unhappily  there  was  no  vacancy.  This  appears  to  have  been  the  original  misfortune  of 
his  life.  In  the  hope  that  a  vacancy  might  foon  happen,  he  became  a  Commoner  of  Queen's  Col- 
lege, probably  with  a  fcanty  maintenance.  During  his  refidence  at  Queen's,  he  was  at  once  di- 
ilinguifhed  for  genius  and  indolence  ;  his  exercifes,  when  he  could  be  prevailed  upon  to  write, 
bearing  the  vifible  chara6leriftics  of  both.  No  vacancy  happening  in  New  College,  he  was  recom- 
mended by  his  tntor  to  the  fociety  of  Magdalen,  where  he  was  chofen  a  Demy,  in  July  1741.  The 
uncommon  abilities  and  learning  which  he  difplayed  upon  this  occafion  principally  contributed  t9 
his  eleflion. 

He  continued  at  Magdalen  College  till  he  had  taken  his  Bachelor's  degree  ;  and  poetry  being  his 
principal  purfuit,  he  wrote,  about  this  time,  his  Epijile  to  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer,  on  his  Edition  of  Shak- 
ffeare''s  Works,  and  his  Oriental  Eclogues,  which  were  publifhed  in  174*,  under  the  title  of  Perfiaa 
Eclogues.     Notwithflanding  their  merit,  they  were  not  attended  with  any  great  fuccefs. 

During  his  refidence  at  Magdalen  College,  it  happened  one  afternoon,  at  a  tea  vifit,  when  feveral 
intelligent  friends  were  afiembled  at  his  rooms,  Hampton,  the  tranflator  of  "  Polybius,"  as  remarkable 
at  that  time  for  his  haughtinefs  as  for  his  learning,  came  in,  and  being  determined  to  quarrel,  kicked 
the  tea-table  and  all  its  contents  to  the  other  fide  of  the  room.  CoUins,  though  of  a  warm  temper, 
was  fo  confounded  at  the  unexpedled  downfal,  and  fo  aftonilhed  at  the  unmerited  infult,  that  he 
took  no  notice  of  the  aggreflbr ;  but,  getting  up  from  his  chair  calmly,  he  began  picking  up  the  fiicea 
of  bread  and  butter,  and  the  fragments  of  his  china,  repeating  very  mildly, 

Invenias  etiam  dlsjejfca  membra  poets. 

•  As  he  brought  with  him  to  the  univeifity  a  high  opinion  of  his  fcliool  acquifitions,  and  a  fovc» 
reign  contempt  foi  all  academic  ftudies  and  difciplinc,  he  never  looked  with  any  complacency  on 
his  fituation,  but  was  always  complaining  of  the  dulnefs  of  a  college  life. 

Weary  of  the  confinement  and  uniformity  of  an  academical  life,  and  fondly  imagining  that  his 
fuperior  abilities  would  draw  the  attention  of  the  great  world,  and  make  his  fortune,  in  1744,  he 
fuddcnly  left  the  univerGty,  and  came  to  London,  a  literary  adventurer,  with  many  proje<Sls  in  his 
head,  and  very  little  money  in  his  pocket.    To  acquaint  himfeli'  witlv  life,  he  commenced  q  man  o£ 
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the  town,  becams  an  a/Tidiious  frequenter  of  the  theatres,  and  fpent  his  time  in  all  the  difRpation  cf 
Ranelagh,  Vauxhall,  and  other  places  of  public  refort.  In  this  pleafurable  wiy  of  life,  he  was  foon 
overtaken  by  poverty,  from  which  he  endeavoured  to  efcapc,  by  planning  fchemes  for  elaborate 
publications.  He  defigned  a  variety  of  works ;  but  his  great  fault  was  irrefolution  ;  or  the  frequent 
calls  of  neceffity  broke  his  fchemes,  and  fufFcred  him  to  purfue  no  fettled  purpofe. 
■  "  A  man  doubtful  of  his  dinner,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  or  trembling  at  a  creditor,  is  not  muck 
Jifpofed  to  abftradied  meditation,  or  remote  inquiries.  He  publiflied  propofals  for  a  Hifory  of  the 
Jtevi-val  of  Learning.  1  have  heard  liim  fpeak  with  great  kindnefs  of  Leo  X.,  and  with  keen  re- 
fentnient  of  his  taflelefs  fucceffor.  But  probably  not  a  page  of  the  hiftory  was  ever  written.  He 
planned  feveral  tragedies ;  but  he  only  planned  them." 

He  was  not,  however,  wholly  idle ;  for,  in  1746,  he  publUhed  his  Odes\  Defcriptive  and  Allegorical, 
the  fuccefs  of  which  was  even  inferior  to  that  of  the  Oriental  Eclogues. 

Millar  the  bookfeller  purchafed  the  copy  at  a  very  handfome  price  (for  thofe  times)  ;  but  the  fale 
was  not  fufficient  to  pay  the  expence  of  printing.  Juilly  offended  at  the  bad  tafte  of  the  public,  as 
foon  as  it  was  in  his  power  to  do  juflice  to  his  own  delicacy,  he  returned  Millar  the  copy-money, 
indemnified  him  for  the  lofs  he  had  fuftained,  and  conCgned  the  remainder  of  tlie  knprefllon  to  the 
flames. 

It  is  not  furprifing  that  his  Odes  were  not  popular  at  their  firfl  appearance.  Allegorical  and  ab- 
ftracft  poetry  was  above  the  tafte  of  the  times,  and  will  ever  be  above  the  tafte  of  the  bulk  of  readers. 
It  is  in  the  lower  walks,  "  the  plain  and  pratftical  paths  of  the  mufes  only,"  fays  his  biographer 
and  commentator,  Langhorne,  "  that  the  generality  of  men  can  be  entertained.  The  higher  efforts 
of  imagination  are  above  their  capacity." 

About  this  time  Dr.  Johnfon  fell  into  his  company.  "  His  appearance,"  fays  he,  "  was  decent 
and  manly,  his  knowledge  confiderable,  his  views  extenfive,  his  convertation  elegant.  By  degrees 
I  gained  his  confidence,  and  one  day  was  admitted  to  him  when  he  was  immured  by  a  bailiff  that 
_  was  prowUng  in  the  ftreet.  On  this  occafion,  recourfe  was  had  to  the  bookfellers,  who,  on  the 
credit  of  a  tranflation  of  "  Ariftotle's  Poetics,"  which  he  engaged  to  write,  with  a  large  commentary, 
advanced  as  much  money  as  enabled  him  to  efcape  into  the  country.  He  Ihowed  me  the  guineas 
iafe  in  his  hand." 

In  1748,  he  wrote  an  Ode  on  the  Death  of  Thomfon,  and,  about  the  fam;  time,  the  beautiful 
Dirge  in  Shakfpeare's  "  Cymbeline." 

In  1749,  he  wrote  An  Ode  on  the  Popular  Superfition  of  the  Highlands,  confidered  as  the  fubjeii  of  Poetry , 
addreffed  to  Mr.  John  Home,  the  author  of  "  Douglas,"  which.  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  he  Ihowed,  in  his 
laft  illnefs,  to  Dr.  Warton  and  his  brother,  who  thought  it  fuperior  to  his  other  works;  but  no 
fearch  has  yet  found  the  manufcript. 

It  happened,  however,  that  Dr.  Carlyle,  minifter  of  Invercfk,  had  the  firft  rude  draught  of  the 
Ode,  in  the  hand-writing  of  Collins,  but  in  a  mutilated  form,  which  he  communicated  to  the  Royal 
Society  of  Edinburgh,  who  inferted  it  in  the  firft  volume  of  their  "  Tranfaclions,"  1 788. 

««  The  manufcript,"  fays  Dr.  Carlyle,  in  his  letter  to  Alexander  FraferTytler,  Efq.  which  accom- 
panies the  communication,  "  fell  into  my  hands,  among  the  papers  of  a  friend  of  mine  and  Mr; 
John  Home's,  who  died  as  long  ago  as  the  year  1 754.  Soon  after,  I  found  the  poem  ;  1  ftiowed  it  t« 
Mr.  Home,  who  told  me  that  it  bad  been  addreffed  to  him,  by  Mr.  Collins,  on  his  leaving  London 
in  the  year  1749;  that  it  was  haftily  compofcd,  and  incorreft  ;  but  that  he  would  one  day  find 
leifure  to  look  it  over  with  care.  Mr.  Collins  and  Mr.  Home  had  been  made  acquainted  by  Mr. 
John  Barrow  (the  cordial  youth  mentioned  in  the  firft  ftanza),  who  had  been  for  fonie  time  at  the 
Univerfity  of  Edinburgh;  had  been  a  volunteer  along  with  Mr.  Home  in  the  year  1746  :  had  been 
taken  prifoner  with  him  at  the  battle  of  Falkirk  ;  and  had  pfcaped  together  with  him  and  five  or 
fix  other  gentlemen  from  the  caftle  of  Down.  Mr.  Barrow  refided,  in  1749,  at  Winchefter,  where 
Mr.  Collins  and  Mr.  Home  were,  for  a  week  or  two,  together  on  a  viftt.  Mr.  Barrow  was  pay- 
mafter  in  America,  in  the  war  that  commenced  in  1756  ;  and  died  in  that  country." 

"  1  thought  no  more  of  the  poem  till  a  few  years  ago  ;  when,  on  reading  Dr  Johnfon's  life  of 
Collins,  I  conjeftured  that  it  might  be  the  very  copy  of  verfes  which  he  mentions,  which  he  fays 
was  jauch  praifed  by  fomc  of  his  friends,  and  for  the  lofs  of  which  he  expreffes  regret.     1  fought 
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for  it  among  my  papers;  and- perceiving  that  a  ftanza  and  a  half  were  wanting,  I  made  the  mofl 
diligent  fearch  I  could  for  them,  but  in  vain.  Whether  or  not  this  great  chafm  was  in  the  poem 
when  it  came  into  my  hands,  is  more  than  I  can  remember  at  this  diftance  of  time." 

To  give  a  continued  context,  Mr.  Frafer  Tytler  prevailed  on  Mr.  Henry  Mackenzie,  author  of 
the  "  Ivlan  of  Fejiing,"  to  fupply  the  fifth  flanza  and  half  of  the  fixth.  In  a  few  places,  feme 
words,  either  omitted  or  grown  illegible,  were  added  by  Dr.  Carlyle,  and  marked  v.'ith  inverted 
commas. 

It  is  to  be  regretted,  that  the  copy  fliown  to  Dr.  Warton  and  his  brother,  which  had  probably  re- 
ceived the  laft  touches  of  a  maflcr's  hand,  is  not  fomewhere  extant;  yet,  that  fo  much  has  been 
faved,  the  public  is  much  obliged  to  Br.  Carlyle. 

Soon  after  the  appearance  of  this  curious  and  valuable  fragment  in  the  "  Edinburgh  Tranfadlions," 
2l  perfd Si  cofj,  faid  to  have  been  found  in  "  the  drawers  of  a  bureau,"  was  printed  at  London, 
in  4to.  by  Bell  the  bookfellcr,  with  a  dedication  to  the  Wartons ;  but  the  evidence  of  its  authenti- 
city was  withheld  from  the  public.  The  lines  that  fupply  the  chafm  in  the  fifth  and  half  of  the 
fixth  ftanza,  introduce  the  execution  of  Charles  I.  the  rebellion  in  1745,  the  battles  of  Prefi.cn- 
pans,  Falkirk,  and  CuUoden ;  but  the  fi:yle  does  not  feem  to  be  in  the  manner  of  Collins.  This 
copy  has  been  received  into  the  edition  of  the  "  Englifli  Poets,"  1790;  and  reprinted,  with  the 
fupplementary  ve»fes  from  the  Edinburgh  edition,  in  the  prefent  colleeftion. 

His  misfortunes  had  already  made  a  deep  impreflTion  on  his  mind,  but  he  found  fome  confolation 
in  changing  the  fcene,  and  vifiting  his  uncle,  Lieutenant  Colonel  Martin,  who  was  then  with  the 
Eritifh  army  in  Flanders.  His  uncle  died,  foon  after  his  arrival,  and  left  him  about  2000 1. ;  a 
fum  which  he  could  fcarcely  tlnnk  exhauftible,  and  which  he  did  not  live  to  exhauft.  The  money 
he  obtained  from  the  tookfeilers,  en  the  credit  of  tranflating  "  Arillotle's  Poetics,"  was  then 
repaid,  and  the  tranflation  neglcdlcd.  But  this  acceflion  of  fortune  came  too  late  to  be  of  any 
effential  fervice  to  him.  He  had  been  fo  long  haraffed  by  anxiety,  diffipatlon,  and  diflrefs,  that 
he  fell  into  a  nervous  diforder,  accompanied  with  an  unconquerable  depreffion  of  fpirits,  which  at 
Ien'.»th  reduced  the  finefl:  underft;anding  to  the  moft  deplorable  dulnefs.  His  diforder  was  not  alie- 
nation of  mind,  but  general  laxity  and  feeblenefs,  a  deficiency  rather  of  vital  than  intelletaual 
powers.  What  he  fpoke  wanted  neither  judgment  nor  fpirit ;  but  a  few  minutes  exhaufted  him,  fo 
that  he  was  forced  to  reft  upon  his  couch,  till  a  fhort  cefiation  reftored  his  powers,  and  he  was  again 
able  to  talk  with  his  former  vigour. 

The  approaches  of  this  dreadful  malady  he  began  to  feel  foon  after  his  uncle's  death,  and  with 
the  ufual  weaknefs  of  men  fo  difeafed,  eageily  fnatched  that  temporary  relief  with  which  the  table 
and  the  bottle  flatter  and  feduce.  But  his  health  continually  declined,  and  he  grew  more  and  more 
burthenfome  to  himfelf.  He  was  for  fome  time  confined  in  a  houfe  of  lunatics,  and  afterwards  re- 
tired to  the  care  of  his  filler  in  Chechefter ;  where  death  came  to  his  relief,  in  1756,  in  the  35th 
year  of  his  age. 

Such  was  the  end  of  Collins,  a  man  of  em  elevated  genius  and  extenfive  learning,  who  was  lofi;  to 
the  world  in  the  prime  of  life,  without  availing  himfelf  of  fine  abilities,  which,  properly  improved, 
might  have  raifed  him  to  eminence  in  any  profefllon,  and  have  rendered  him  a  blefiincr  to  his  friends, 
and  an  ornament  to  his  country.  « 

An  account  of  his  perfon,  and  fome  of  his  more  remarkable  particularities,  was  communicated  to 
the  public,  by  an  intelligent  writer,  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  17S1. 

"  Collins  1  was  intimately  acquainted  with,  from  the  time  that  he  came  to  rcfide  at  Oxford.  In 
London  I  met  him  often,  and  remember  he  lodged  in  a  little  houfe  with  a  Mifs  Eundy,  at  the  corner 
of  King's  Square  Court,  Soho,  now  a  warehoufe,  for  a  long  time  together.  How  he  got  down  to 
Oxford  I  do  not  know ;  but  I  myfelf  faw  him  under  Merton  wall  in  a  very  alFecftino-  fituation 
ftruggling,  and  conveyed  by  force,  in  the  arms  of  two  or  three  men,  towards  the  parifii  of  St.  Cle- 
ment, in  which  was  a  houfe  that  took  in  fuch  unhappy  objedls. 

"  He  was  of  a  moderate  flature,  of  a  light  and  clear  complexion,  with  grey  eyes,  fo  very  weak 
at  times  as  hardly  to  bear  a  candle  in  the  room,  and  oftct  raifing  within  him  apprehenfions  of  blind- 
ijefs.     He  was  paflionately  fond  of  mufic,  good-natured,  and  affable,  warm  in  his  friendlhips    and 
^ifionary  in  his  purfuits,  and,  as  lonof  as  I  knew  him,  temperate  in  his  eating  and  drinkino-." 
Vol,  IX.  Kk   " 
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His  characftcr  was  •wTJtten  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  while  it  was  yet  diftiniSly  impreffed  upon  his  me- 
mory;"  and  printed  in  the  twelfth  volume  of  "  The  Poetical  Calendar,"  I764. 

"  Collins  was  a  man  of  extenfive  literature,  and  of  vigorous  faculties.  He  was  acquainted,  not 
only  with  the  learned  tongues,  but  with  the  Italian,  French,  and  Spanifh  languages.  He  had  cin- 
'  ployed  his  mind  chiefly  upon  works  of  fiftion  and  fubjcdis  of  fancy;  and,  by  indulging  fome  pe- 
culiar habits  of  thought,  was  eminently  delighted  with  thofe  flights  of  imagination  which  pafs  the 
bounds  of  nature,  and  to  which  the  mind  is  reconciled  only  by  a  pafiive  acquiefcence  in  popular 
traditions.  He  loved  fairies,  genii,  giants,  and  monfters;  he  delighted  to  rove  through  the  mean- 
ders of  enchantment,  to  gaze  on  the  magnificence  of  golden  palaces,  to  repofe  by  the  water-falls  of 
Elyfian  gardens, 

"  This  was,  however,  the  chara(Sler  rather  of  his  inclination  than  his  genius ;  the  grandeur  of 
wildnefs,  and  the  novelty  of  extra^'agance  were  always  defiled  by  him,  but  were  not  always  attain- 
ed. Yet,  as  diligence  is  never  wholly  loft,  if  his  eiforts  fometimes  caufed  harlhnefs  and  obfcurity, 
they  fometimes  produced,  in  his  happier  moments,  fublimity  and  fplendour.  This  idea  which  he 
had  formed  of  excellence,  led  him  to  oriental  fiiflions  and  allegorical  imagery ;  and  perhaps,  while 
he  was  intent  upon  defcription,  he  did  not  fuflaciently  cultivate  fentiment.  His  poems  are  the  pro- 
ductions of  a  mind  not  deficient  in  fire,  nor  unfurnilhed  with  knowledge,  either  of  books  or  life, 
but  fomewhat  obllrudled  in  its  progrefs,  by  deviation  in  queft  of  miftaken  beauties. 

"  His  morals  were  pure,  and  liis  opinions  pious.  In  a  long  continuance  of  poverty,  and  long 
habits  of  diflipadon,  it  cannot  be  expeded  that  any  characfter  ftiould  be  exa<5tly  uniform.  There 
is  a  degree  of  want  by  which  the  freedom  of  agency  is  almoil  deftroyed,  and  long  aflbciation  with 
feftuitous  companions,  will  at  lail  relax  the  ftriifinefs  of  ttuth,  and  abate  the  fervour  of  fincerity. 
That  this  man,  wife  and  virtuous  as  he  was,  pafled  always  unentangled  through  the  fnares  of  life, 
it  would  be  prejudice  and  temerity  to  aflSrm;  but  it  may  be  faid,  that  at  leaft  he  preferved  the  fource 
cf  adlion  unpolluted ;  that  his  principles  were  never  fliaken ;  that  his  diflindlions  of  right  and  wrong 
were  never  confounded ;  and  that  his  faults  had  nothing  of  mahgnity  or  defign,  but  proceeded  from 
fome  unexpeded  prefTure,  or  cafual  temptation. ' 

"  The  latter  part  of  his  life  cannot  be  remembered  but  with  pity  and  fadnefs.  He  languiflied 
fome  years  under  that  depreflion  of  mind  which  enchains  the  faculties  without  deftroying  them,  and 
leaves  reafon  tlie  knowledge  of  right  without  the  power  of  purfuing  it.  Thefe  clouds  which  he 
perceived  gathering  on  his  intelledts,  he  endeavoured  to  difperfe,  by  travel,  and  pafled  into  France; 
but  found  himfelf  conflrained  to  yield  to  his  malady,  and  returned. 

"  After  his  return  from  France,  the  writer  of  this  character  paid  him  a  vifit  a:  Illington,  where 
he  was  waiting  for  his  fifter,  whom  he  had  direded  to  meet  him.  There  was  then  nothing  of  diforder 
difcerniblc  in  his  mind  by  any  but  himfelf;  but  he  had  withdrawn  from  ftudy,  ai?d  travelled  with 
no  other  book  than  an  Englifli  Teftament,  fuch  as  children  carry  to  the  fchool.  When  his  friend 
took  it  into  his  hand  to  fee  what  companion  .1  man  of  letters  had  chofen,  "  I  have  but  one  book," 
faid  Collins,  «  but  that  is  the  bell.'' 

Of  this  po.'-trait,  the  features  are  certainly  very  flrong,  but  the  charaderdoes  not  appear  fufficiently 
f  xplicit.  Of  the  genius  of  Collins,  in  particular,  the  pidure  is  very  imperfed  ;  but  the  veil  vfhich 
is  drawn  over  the  unhappy  circumftances  of  his  hfc,  is  drawn  by  the  hand  of  humanity.  ' 

,  His  Oriental  Eclogues,  iiritten  for  the  Entertainment  cf  the  Ladies  of  Tauris,  were  reprinted,  in  4tO. 
^757-  Hi;  poetical  Woris,  -uith  Memoirs  rfthe  Author,  and  Ohfervations  en  bis  Genius  and  IVritings,  were 
publiflied  by  Langhcrnc,  in  8vq.  1764.  .(^  ElTay  on  his  Oriental  Eclogues,  appeared  in  a  pollhu- 
inous  volume  of  "  Critical  Eflays,"  by  Scott,  in  1785.  The  "  Ohfervations"  of  Langhorne  have  been 
received  into  the  edition  of  the  "  Englilh  Poets,"  1790,  and  retained  in  theprefent  colledion. 

Colhns  has  written  but  little  j  and  by  thofe  with  whom  the  bulk  of  an  author's  performances  is 
the  criterion  for  eft.imating  his  merit,  he  will  be  deemed  a  minor  poet.  There  are,  however,  volumes 
©f  verfes  of  no  nicao  charader,  which  contain  lef?  genuine  poetry  than  the  few  pages  which  he  pro- 
duced. 

Of  his  Oriental  Eclogues,  according  to  Dr.  Johnfon,  Ijie  fpoke  with  difapprobation  to  Dr.  Wartoa 
and  his  brother,  in  his  laft  ilhiefs,  as  not  fufficiently  e?prefli/e  of  Afiatic  manners,  and  callej 
fhem  his  />-i/£  Eikgues.    It  is  very  probable,  when  his  judgment  was  improved  by  e*pcrieiic*j  he 
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snight  difcover,  and  be  hurt  by  their  ftiults,  among  which  may  pofTibly  be  found  feme  few  in- 
ftances  of  inconfiftence  or  abfurdity.  But  the  idea  of  manners  feems  miflakenly  fubftituted  for 
the  idea  of  language.  He  has  feldom  violated  the  great  outline  of  eaftern  cuftoms ;  and  hi^  fubjeds 
did  not  often  lead  him  to  a  defcription  of  minute  particulars.  His  di(5tion,  as  Langhorne  has  juftly 
remarked,  is  not  the  di(£lion  of  the  eaft ;  it  is  moftly  fimple,  and  often  elegant,  but  not  flowery  or 
metaphorical.  But  he  feems  rather  miftaken,  when  he  obferves,  that  Collins  was  one  of  the  few 
Poets  who  have  failed  to  Delphi  without  touching  at  Cythera.  Collins  poflcfled  a  mind  that  could 
not  be  infenfible  to  the  amorous  impreffions.  Of  this,  the  warmth  of  expreflion  with  which  he 
treats  the  paffion  of  love,  in  the  Eclogues,  m.ay  be  thought  a  fufficient  indication.  His  compofitions 
difcover  much  of  the  tender,  though  nothing  of  the  licentious.  The  Eclogues,  with  fome  marks 
of  puerility,  have  nothing  to  fear  from  a  Gomparifon  with  any  of  their  predecefibrs.  They  have 
all  the  requifites  of  good  poetry ;  defcription,  incident,  fcntiment,  and  moral.  They  have  fimpli- 
city  of  thought,  and  melody  of  language. 

His  Odes,  defcripffve  and  allegorical,  rank  among  the  firft  lyric  performances  in  the  Englilh  language. 
They  difplay  a  luxuriance  of  imagination,  a  wild  fublimity  of  fancy,  and  a  felicity  of  expreflion  fo 
extraordinary,  that  it  might  be  fuppofed  to  be  fuggefled  by  fome  fuperior  power,  rather  than  to  be 
the  tSt&  of  human  judgment  or  capacity.  They  entitle  Collins  to  an  indifputable  pre-eminence 
above  all  his  competitors  in  that  province  of  poetry,  except  Dry  den  and  Gray. 

Of  his  firft  ode,  the  meafure  is  happily  chof?n  to  exprefs  that  tendcrnefs  and  pathos  which  muft 
be  infeparable  from  an  Ode  ta  Fity. 

Long,  Pity,  let  the  nations  view 
Thy  fey-worn  robes  of  tenderefl  blue, 
And  eyes  of  dewy  light. 

The  deivy  light  is  a  ftroke  which  the  happiell  imagination  alcne  could  execute. 
On  a  fubjeA  of  tendernefs,  Collins  could  not  poflibly  omit  to   mention  his  countryman,  Otway, 
who  was  indeed  "  the  Priefl  pf  Pity ;"  like  him  ingenious,  and  like  hini  unhappy. 

Wild  Arun  too  has  heard  thy  flrains. 
And  Echo,  'midft  my  native  plains, 

Been  footh'd  by  Pity's  lute  ! 
There  firft  the  wren  thy  myrtles  flied, 
On  gentlefl  Otway's  infant  hegd ; 

To  him  thy  cell  was  Ibown. 
And  while  he  fung  the  female  heart. 
With  youth's  foft  notes,  unfpoil'd  by  art, 

Thy  turtles  mix'd  their  own ! 

The  Ode  to  Fear  is  fo  nervous,  fo  expreflive,  and  fo  pi(5lurcfque  throughout,  that  it  may  challeno-e 
the  whole  compafs  of  allegorical  poetry. 

Ah  Fear  !  ah  frantic  Fear  ! 

I  fee,  I  fee  thee  near ! 
I  know  thy  hurried  ftep,  thy  haggard  eye ; 
Like  thee  1  ftart,  like  thee  diforder'd  fly ! 
For  lo !  what  monflers  in  thy  train  appear. 

The  abbreviation  of  the  meafure  in  the  two  firft  lines  is  moft  happily  adapted  to  the  fuddennefs 
of  the  motion  excited.  Danger,  who  is  introduced  in  the  train  of  Fear,  is  fo  charadleriftically  de- 
fcribedj  that  there  is  no  looking  upon  the  pidture  without  horror. 

Danger,  whofe  limbs  of  giant  mold 
What  mortal  eye  can  fix'd  behold  ? 
Who  flalks  his  round,  an  hideous  form, 
Howling  amidft  the  midnight  ftorm, 
Or  throws  him  on  the  ridgy  fteep 
Of  fome  loofe  hanging  rock  to  fleep. 

It  IS  not  m  the  power  of  human  invention  to  produce  an  image  of  greater  force  and  propriety  than 

that  which  is  exhibited  in  the  two  lall  lines,  when  Danger  is  reprefented  as  fleeping  on  the  loofely 

hanging  rock  of  a  precipice.     The  dreadful  beings  that  attend  him  are  defcribed  with  equal  ftreno-th 

I  fif  imagination.    The  eflesas  of  Fear  on  the  Grecian  theatre,  and  the  fupcrftition  of  St.  Mark's  Eve 
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arc  introduced  with  great  poetical  propriety.  Of  tlie  Ode  to  SimpUciiy,  it  would  be  fuperfluous  t« 
point  out  the  beauties ;  they  are  fo  obvious  that  no  eye  can  overlook  them.  The  allulion  to  fcenes 
of  ancient  enthufiafm  and  poetry  are  happily  deCgned,  and  beautifully  expreffed. 

By  all  the  honey'd  f>ore 

On  Hybla's  thymy  fhore, 
By  all  her  bleoms,  and  mingled  murmurs  dear. 

By  her,  whofe  love-lorn  woe, 

In  evening  muCngs  flow, 
Sooth'd  fweetly  fad  Ele<Slra's  poet's  ear. 

Simplicity  is  effcntially  necelTary  to  the  perfefiion  of  every  poetical  work;  and  Collins  has  exem- 
plified by  all  his  performances,  but  particularly  by  his  Oriental  Edoguei,  the  truth  of  the  following 
ftanza. 

Though  t?.ft:e,  though  genius  bkfs 

To  fome  divine  excefs, 
Faint's  rhe  cold  work  till  thou  infpire  the  whole ; 

What  each,  what  all  fupply. 

May  court,  may  charm  our  eye, 
Thou,  only  thou,  canft  raife  the  meeting  foul ! 

His  Ode  en  the  Poe'.ical  CharaBcr  is  fo  extremely  wild  and  extravagant,  that  it  feems  to  have  been 
written  wholly  during  the  tyranny  of  im.agination.  It  is  entirely  abftracfled,  end,  in  fome  parts  it 
may  be  thought  blameably  obfcure  ;  but  there  are  fome,  however,  whofe  congenial  fpirits  may  keep 
pace  with  him  in  his  mofl  eccentric  flights;  and,  from  fome  of  his  cafual  ftrokes,  may  catch  thofe 
fublime  ideas  which,  like  him,  they  have  experienced,  but  have  never  been  able  to  exprefs.  Some 
ta  whom  Fancy 

The  ceft  of  amplefl:  power  has  given, 
To  -whom  the  god-like  gift  affigns. 
To  gaze  her  vifions  wild,  and  feel  unmix'd  her  flame. 

The  Ode  ■written  in  the  Tear  1 746,  will  be  more  generally  pleafing,  as  it  is  equally  beautiful  and 
limple.  The  ftrophe  in  the  Ode  to  Mercy,  affords  the  finefl  fubjed  for  a  picture  that  imagination 
cati  form. 

O  thou,  who  fit'fl  a  fmiling  bride 

By  Valour's  arm'd  and  aweful  fide, 
Gentleft  of  fky-born  forms,  and  befl  ador'd : 

Who  oft  with  fongs,  divine  to  hear, 

Win'ft  from  his  fatal  grafp  the  fpear. 
And  hid'fl  in  v/reaths  of  flowers  his  bloodlefs  fword ! 

There  is  fomething  perfedlly  clafiical  in  Collins's  manner,  both  with  refpeft  to  his  imagery  and 
his  compofition  ;  and  Horace's  rule  of  ut  Pic'ura  Poefis  was  never  better  obferved  than  in  this  in- 
fiance.     The  fame  ftyle  of  painting,  though  fomewhat  bolder,  charaderifes  the  Ode  to  Liberty. 

Who  fhall  awake  the  Spartan  fife !  &c. 

The  ruin  of  the  liberties  and  of  the  flate  of  Rome  is  defcribed  in  a  moft  picSurefque  and  pathetic 
inanner. 

No,  Freedom,  no,  I  will  not  tell, 

How  Rome,  before  thy  weeping  face, 

With  heavieft  found,  a  giant-flatue,  fell, 

Pufli'd  by  a  wild  and  artlefs  race, 

From  off  its  wide  ambitious  bafe, 

When  Time  his  northern  fons  of  fpoil  awoke, 

And  all  the  blended  work  of  (Irergth  and  grace, 

With  many  a  rude  repeated  ftroke, 
And  many  a  barbarous  yell,  to  thoufand  fragments  broke. 

The  ancient  tradition,  that  there  was  formerly  a  temple  of  liberty  in  Britain,  awakes  at  once  tlie 
tnthufiafm  and  the  patriotifm  of  Collins;  and  he  dwells  with  rapture  on  the  thought. 
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Then  too,  'tis  faid,  an  hoary  pile, 
'Midft  the  green  navel  of  our  ifle  ; 
Thy  Ihrin.e  in  fome  religious  wood, 
O  foul-eniorcing  goddels  ftood,  &c. 

Ir.  t!ie  PaJ^Pfis,  an  OJcfor  Mi'fic,  the  emotions  of  the  foul  are  defcrlbed,  and  the  movements  of  the 
verfe  adapted  to  them  with  equal  happinefs.  «  Other  pieces  of  the  fame  nature,"  fays  Langhome, 
«'  have  derived  their  greateft  reputation  from  the  perfeiftion  of  the  mufic  that  accompanied  them  ; 
tut  in  this  we  have  the  whole  foul  and  power  of  poetry :  expreflion  that,  even  without  the  aid  of 
mufic,  flrikes  to  the  heart,  and  imagery  of  power  enough  to  tranfport  the  attention  without  the 
forceful  alliance  of  correfponding  founds.  Upon  the  whole,  there  may  be  very  httle  hazard  in  affert- 
ing,  that  this  is  the  fineft  ode  in  the  Englifti  language." 

His  Ode  to  Evening,  is  an  admirable  effort  of  fancy,  expreflion,  and  verfification.  It  is  written  in 
unrhyming  metre,  a  meafure  in  which,  according  -to  Dr.  Warton,  he  had  a  defign  of  writing  many 
more  odes.  It  feems  to  be  an  agreed  point,  that  lyric  poetry  cannot  .exift  without  rhyme,  in  our 
langnage.  In  this  meafure,  however,  Milton  wrote  his  tranflation  of  "  The  Fifth  Ode  of  Horace;" 
and°the:e  are  extant,  other  odes  in  our  language,  of  the  trueft  tafte,  written  in  rhyming  m.etre,  par- 
ticularly fome  trochaicsof  Glover,  which  are  not  inharmonious,  and  fome  lyric  pieces  ofDr.  Sayers.an 
elegant  living  poet,  whofe  genius,  like  that  of  Collins,  is  above  the  common  taile.  But  it  may  be 
doubted,  whether  there  is  fufScient  precifion  and  elegance  in  the  Englifli  language  for  metre  with- 
out rhyme. 

Of  the  Ode  on  the  papular  S-iperJlition  of  the  Highlands  of  Scotland,  a  fuperfidal  reading  will  not  dlfco- 
ver  its  real  beauties.-  It  is  the  facred  charm  of  fimplicity  that  pervades  the  whole.  The  defign  is 
gracefully  introduced.  The  firft  flanza  flibws  at  once  the  fentiments  of  his  heart  for  his  friends, 
and  his  tafte  for  poetical  fubjeds.  The  tales  of  the  Fairies,  and  the  legends  of  the  Hunic  Bards, 
sre  recommended  to  the  poet,  as  they  enlarge  his  province,  and  give  energy  to  the  «  heart-com- 
mandin-  ftrain.  Gray  was  of  the  fame  opinion.  The  Songs  of  the  Bards,  in  commemoration  of 
lome  de^rted  chieftain,  are  finely  introduced.  The  Second  Sight  of  the  Highlanders  is  well  defcribed. 
Of  Mr.  Mackenzie's  fupplement,  it  is  fufficient  praife,  that  it  cannot  eafily  be  diftinguifhed  from 
the  context.  The  attributes  of  the  fiend,  who  direds  the  Ignis  fatuus  to  miflead  the  wandering 
traveller,  are  delineated  with  the  clafTical  pencil  of  Collins.  The  eighth  flanza  pathetically  defcnbes 
the  diflrefled  family  of  one  who  has  been  loft  in  the  fens,  or  in  the  fea ; 

For  him  in  vain  his  anxious  wife  fhall  wait, 
Or  wander  forth  to  meet  him  on  his  way,  &c. 

The  -ivife's  dream,  in  fl^hich  Ihe  fees  her  hufband's  ghoft,  is  both  tiatural  and  tender.  The  Spirit 
,f  the  Waters,  is  a  fiction  that  powerfully  impreffes  the  imagination.  The  defcription  of  St.  Kilda 
is  in  a  ftyle  of  beautiful  fimplicity.  Having  exhibited  the  fupcrftitions  of  Scotland,  of  which  he 
fhows  a  perfed  knowledge,  he  recommends  thefe  themes,  which,  "  in  elder  time,  filled  the  hiftonc 
page."  He  cites  the  example  of  Shakfpeare,  and  of  Tajfo,  and  pays  a  tribute  of  applaufe  to  his  tran- 
ilator,  Fairfax  : 

How  have  I  fat,  where  pip'd  the  pehfive  wind. 

To  hear  his  harp,  by  Britifn  Fairfax  ftrung. 
Prevailing  poet !  whofe  undoubting  mind 
Bcliev'd  the  magic  wonders  which  he  fung  \ 

In  the  laft  ftauza,  he  gives  a  pifture  of  Scotland,  with  its,  friths  and  lakes,  of  which  as  was  natu- 
ral,  he  grows  enamoured,  ar.d  longs  to  travel  into  that  country,  as  Jonfon  had  done  before  him,  on 
a  vifit  to  a  poet : 

Then  will  I  drefs  once  more  the  faded  bower 
Where  Jonfon  fat  in  Dnmmond's  focial  fhade,  &c. 

The  reading  of  this  beautiful  ode  leaves  gn  the  mind  a  tender  forrow  for  the  drooping  hand  that 

left  Its  woik  unfinilhed.  *,.'-• 
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The  Ode  to  Peace,  the  Birge  in  Cymbeline,  Manners,  an  Ode,  the  Odes  on  the  Death  of  l7j»m- 
fon  and  Sir  Charles  Rofs,  are  highly  poetical,  and  have  all  their  brighter  paffages,  which  are 
particularly  marked  out  by  Langhorne.  The  Epijile  to  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer,  has  fome  vigorous, 
and  fome  happy  lines ;  though  it  is  the  leaft  interefting  of  his  performances.  The  portraits  from 
Shakfpeare,  are  happily  feledted,  and  forcibly  delineated ;  and  the  lines  with  which  they  are  intro- 
duced, may  reafonably  be  fuppofed  to  have  attradlcd  the  notice  of  Mr.  Boydeil,  and  excited  the 
emulation  of  the  Britifli  artifts  of  the  prefent  day. 

O,  might  fome  verfe  with  happieft  fkill  perfuade 
Expreflive  pidlure  to  adopt  thine  aid  ! 
What  wondrous  draughts  might  rife  from  every  page ! 
What  other  Raphaels  charm  a  diftant  age ! 

To  the  eflimate  of  the  genius  and  writings  of  Collins,  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon  in  the  "  Poetical 
Calendar,"  he  made  the  following  fevere  and  injurious  addition,  in  his  "  Lives  of  the  Poets." 

"  The  didticn  of  Collins  was  often  harlh,  unfkilfuUy  laboured,  and  injudicioufly  feledled.  He 
afiefted  the  dbfolete,  when  it  was  not  worth  revival,  and  he  puts  his  words  out  of  the  common 
order,  feeming  to  think,  with  fome  later  candidates  for  fame,  that  not  to  write  profc  is  certainly  to 
write  poetry.  His  lines  commonly  are  of  flow  motion,  clogged  and  impeded  with  cluftcrs  of  con- 
fonants.  As  men  are  often  efteemed  who  cannot  be  loved,  fo  the  poetry  of  Collins  may  fonietimes 
extort  praife  when  it  gives  little  pleafure." 

A  very  different  opinion  of  his  poetical  excellence  is  maintained  by  critics  of  undoubted  reputa- 
tion. 

Mr.  Warton,  the  learned  hiftorian  of  Englifh  poetry,  fpeaking  of  Collins,  calls  him  his  lamented 
friend,  ''  whofe  odes  will  be  remembered  while  any  tafte  for  true  poetry  remains." 

"  The  genius  of  Collins,"  fays  Dr.  Knox  in  his  elegant  "  EiTays,"  "  feems,  in  fome  meafure, 
to  have  refembled  that  of  Tickell.  Dignity,  folemaity,  and  pathos,  are  the  ftriking  features  of  his 
compofitions.  None  but  a  true  poet  could  have  written  his  fong  over  Fidele  in  Shakfpeare'' s  Cymbeline.^' 
Mr.  Potter,  the  ingenious  tranflator  of"  jEfchylus"  and  "  Euripides,"  treating  of  the  ode,  afferts, 
that  Collins  was  the  firfl:  of  our  poets  who  reached  its  excellence.  "  His  mind  was  impreffed  with  a 
tender  melancholy,  but  Without  any  mixture  of  that  fullen  gloom  which  deadens  its  powers  ;  it  led 
him  to  the  fofteft  fympathy,  that  moft  refined  feeling  of  the  human  heart.  His  faculties  were  vi- 
gorous, and  his  genius  truly  fublime ;  his  ftyle  is  clofe  and  ftrong,  and  his  numbers  in  general  har- 
monious. He  was  Well  acquainted  with  -3ifchylus  and  Euripides,  and  drew  deep  from  their  foun- 
tains. His  thoughts  had  a  romantic  caft,  and  his  imagination  a  certain  wild  grandeur"  which  fome- 
times  perhaps  approaches  to  the  borders  of  extravagance ;  but  this  led  him  to  defcriptions  and  al- 
legories wonderfully  poetical.  Such,  for  inllance,  is  the  antiftrophe  in  his  Ode  to  Liberty,  and  the 
firft  part  of  his  Ode  to  Fear,  j^fchylus  himfelf  has  not  a  bolder  conception,  and  the  grandeur  of 
thought  is  3s  greatly  exprefied.  Dr.  Johijfon  fpeaks  of  this  great  poet  with  a  tenderriefs  that  refledls 
honour  on  himfelf:  He  allows  him  fometimcsto  have  fublimity  and  fplendour;  but,  in  tHe  coldnefa 
of  criticifin,  exprefies  fome  difapprobation  of  his  allegorical  imagery,  and  is  unjuft  to  his  harmony." 
With  thefc  ingenious  critics,  the  prefent  writer  is  happy  to  agree,  in  giving  Collins  a  much  higher 
rank  as  a  poet  than  Dr.  Johnfon  has  allowed  him ;  but,  while  he  condemns,  with  Mr.  Potter,  the 
cxcefs  to  which  Dr.  Johnfon^s  fl;ri(5lurcs  are  carried,  he  acknowledges  that  they  are  not,  in  every 
refpedl,  dcflitute  of  foundation.  Collins  is  occafionally,  though  not  frequently,  harfli  in  his  numbers; 
his  pcrfonitications  appear,  in  a  few  inftances,  to  be  multiplied  beyond  juft  caufe  ;  and  he  isfome- 
times  blameably  obfcurc.  But  when  every  poflible  dedudlion  is  made  from  his  merit,  he  will  flill 
fland  entitled  to  a  very  large  proportion  of  praife ;  and  his  Ode  on  the  PaJJions  mufi:  ever  be  joined 
with  the  "  St.  Cecilia"  of  Dry  den,  and  the  "  Bard"  of  Gray,  as  among^tJic  boldeft  and  brightefl 
efforts  of  tlie  lyric  mufe. 


THE  WORKS  OF  COLLINS. 


ORIENTAL  ECLOGUES. 


ECLOUGE  I. 
SELIM;   OR  THE  SHEPHERD'S  MORAL. 

Scene,  a  Valley  near  Bagdat.     Time,  the  Morning. 
Ye  Perfian  maids  attend  your  poet's  lays, 
And  hear  how  ftiepherds  pafs  their  golden  days, 
Not  all  are  bleft  whom  fortune's  hand  fuftains 
With  wealth  incourts,nor  allthathaunt  the  plains: 
Well  may  your  hearts  believe  the  truths  I  tell ! 
'Tis  virtue  make  the  blifs,  where'er  we  dwell. 

Thus  Selim  fung,  by  facred  truth  infpir'd ; 
Nor  praife,   butfuchas  truth  beftow'd,  defir'd: 
Wife  in  himfelf,  his  meaning  fongs  convey'd 
Informing  morals  to  the  fliepherd  maid  ; 
Or  taught  the  fwains  that  fureft  blifs  to  find, 
What  groves  nor  ftreams  bellow,  a  virtuous  mind. 

When  fweet  and  blufliing,  like  a  virgin  bride 
The  radiant  morn  refum'd  her  orient  pride, 
When  wanton  gales  along  the  vallies  play, 
Breathe  on  each  flower,  and  bear  their  fweets  away  : 
By  Tigris'  wandering  waves  he  fat,  and  fung 
This  ufeful  leffon  for  the  fair  and  young, 

Ye  Perfian  dames,  he  faid,  to  you  belong. 
Well  may  theypleafe,  the  morals  of  my  fong: 
No  fairer  maids,  I  truft,  than  you  are  found, 
Grac'd  with  foft  arts,  the  peopled  world  around  ! 
The  morn  that  lights  you,  to  your  loves  fupplies 
Each  gentler  ray  dehcious  to  your  eyes  : 
For  you  thofe  flowers  her  fragrant  hands  bellow, 
And  yours  the  love  that  kings  delight  to  know. 
Yet  think  not  thefe,  all  beauteous  as  they  are, 
The  befl:  kind  bleflings  heaven  can  grant  the  faix ! 
Who  truft  alone  in  beauty's  feeble  ray, 
Boaft  but  the  worth  BaiTora's  pearls  difplay  ; 
Drawn  from  the  deep  we  own  their  furface  bright, 
But,  dark  within,  they  drink  no  luftrous  light : 
Such  are  the  maids,  and  fuch  the  charms  they 
By  fenfe  unaided,  or  to  virtue  loft.  [boaft, 

Self-flattering  fex  !  your  hearts  believe  in  vain 
That   love  Ihall  blind,  when    once  he  fires  the 
Or  hope  t  lover  by  your  faults  to  win,       [fwain  ; 
As  fpots  on  ermin  beautify  the  Ikin  ;  , 

Who  feeks  fccure  to  rule,  be  firft  her  care 
Each  fofter  virtue  that  adorns  the  fair ; 
Each  tender  paflion  man  delights  to  find, 
The  lov'd  perfe(5lions  of  a  female  mind  !      [reign, 
Bleft  were   the  days,  when  wifdom  held  her 
And  fhepherds  fought  her  on  the  filent  plain  ; 
With  truth  Ihe  wedded  in  the  fecret  grove, 
Immortal  truth,  and  daughters  blefs'd  their  love. 


O  hafle,  fair  maids !  ye  virtues  come  awayj 
Sweet  peace  and  plenty  lead  you  on  your  way  I 
The  balmy  flirub  for  you  fliall  love  our  Ihore, 
By  Ind  excell'd,  or  Araby,  no  more. 

Loft  to  our  fields,  for  fo  the  fates  ordain, 
The  dear  deferters  Ihall  return  again.  [clear. 

Come  thou,  whofe  thoughts  as  limpid  fprings  arc 
To  lead  the  train  fweet  mr)defty  appear  : 
Here  make  thy  court  amidft  our  rural  fcene. 
And  fhepherd-girls  fliall  own  thee  for  their  queen> 
With  thee  be  chaftity,  of  all  afraid, 
Diftrufting  all,  a  wife  fufpicious  maid  ; 
But  man  the  moft— ^not  more  the  mountain  doe 
Holds  the  fwift  faulcon  for  her  deadly  foe. 
Cold  is  her  breaft,  like  flowers  that  drhik  the  dew, 
A  filken  veil  conceals   her  from  the  view. 
No  wild  defires  amidft  thy  train  be  known, 
But  faith,  whofe  heart  is  fix'd  on  one  alone  : 
Defponding  meekncfs  with  hsr  dewncaft  eyes, 
And  friendly  pity  full  of  tender  fighs ; 
And  love  the  laft  :  by  thef;  your  hearts  approve, 
Thefe  are  the  virtues  that  muft  lead  to  love. 

Thus  fung  the  fwain ;  and  ancient  legends  fay. 
The  ruaids  of  Bagdat  verified  the  lay : 
Dear  to  the  plains  the  virtues  came  along, 
The  fhepherds  lov'd,  and  Selim  blifs'd  his  fong, 

ECLOGUE  It. 

HASSAN;  OR  THE  CAMEL  DRIVER, 

Scene,  the  Dcfert.     Time,  Mid-day. 

In  filent  horror  o'er  the  boundlefs  wafte 
The  driver  Haffan  wiih  his  camels  paft  ; 
One  cruife  of  water  on  his  back  he  bore, 
And  his  light  fcrip  eontain'd  a  fcanty  ftore  : 
A  fan  of  painted  tVuthers  in  his  hand, 
To  guard  his  fliaded  face  from,  fcorching  fand. 
The  fultry  fun  had  gain'd  the  middle  ffcy. 
And  not  a  tree  and  not  an  herb  was  nigh  ; 
The  beafts,  with  pain,  their  dufty  way  purfue, 
Shrill  rcKir'd  the  winds,  and  dreary  was  the  view  I 
With  defperate  forrow  wild,  th'  aflrighted  man 
Thrice  figh'd,  thrice  ftruck  his  breaft,  and  thus 

began  : 
"  Sad  was  th'  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
"  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way!'* 

Ah  !  little  thought  I  of  the  blafting  wind. 
The  thirft,  or  pinching  hunger,  that  I  find  ! 
Bethink  thee,  Haffan,  where  (hall  thirft  alTuage, 
"SVhen  fails  this  crtiife,  his  unrelenting  rage  I 
Jikiij 
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Soon  fliall  this  fcrip  ifs  precious  load  refign , 
Then  what  hut  tears  and  hunger  fiiall  he  thine  ? 

Ye  mute  companions  of  my  toils,  that  bear 
In  all  my  griefs  a  more  than  equal  fliare  ! 
Here,  where  no  fprJngs  in  murmurs  break  away, 
Or  mofs-crown'd  fountains  mitigate  the  day, 
In  vain  ye  hope  the  green  delights  to  know, 
AVhich  plains  more  hleft,  or  verdant  vales  bellow  ; 
Here  rocks  alone,  and  taflelefs  fands  are  found. 
And  faint  and  fickly  winds  for  ever  howl  around. 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
"  When   firft    from    Schiraz'   walls  I    bent  my 
"  way  1" 
Curft  be  the  gold  and  filver  which  perfuade 
Weak  men  to  follow  far  fatiguing  trade  ! 
The  lily  peace  outfliines  the  lilver  Itore, 
And  life  is  dearer  than  the  golden  ore  : 
Yet  rtioney  tempts  us  o'er  the  defeit  brown. 
To  evcrry  dlltant  mart  and  wealthy  town. 
Full  oft  we  t'-'mpt  the  land,  and  oft  the  fea  : 
And  are  we  only  yet  repaid  by  thee  ? 
Ah  !  why  was  ruin  fo  attradive  made, 
Or  why  fond  man  fo  eafily  betray'd  ?    - 
"U"hy  heed  we  not,  -while  mad  we  hafle  along, 
The  gentle  voire  of  peace,  or  pleafure's  fong  ? 
Or  wherefore  think  the  flowery  mountain's  fide, 
The  fountain's  murmurs,  and  the  valiey's  pride, 
Why  think  we  thelc  lefs  pleafing  to  behold, 
Thai,  dreary  deferts,  if  they  lead  to  gold  ? 
*'  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
*'  When    firft   from    Schiraz'    walls   I   bent  my 
"  way  '." 
O  ceafe,  my  fears  1 — all  frantic  as  I  go, 
"When  thought  creates  unnumber'd  fcenes  of  woe. 
What  if  the  lion  in  his  rage  I  meet ! — 
Oft  in  the  duft  I  view  his  printed  feet : 
And,  L'arful  1  oft,  when  day's  declining  light 
Yields  her  pale  empire  to  the  mourner  night. 
By  hunger  rous'd,  he  fcours  the  groaning  plain. 
Gaunt  wolves  and  fullen  tigers  in  his  train : 
Before  them  death  with  fhrieks  direfls  their  way, 
Fills  the  wild  yell,  and  leads  them  to  their  prey, 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
"  When    firft    from    Schiraz'    walls  I   bent   my 
"  way  I" 
At  that  dead  hour  the  filent  afp  (hall  creep. 
If  aught  of  reft  I  find,  upon  my  fleep  ; 
Or  fome  fwoln  ferpent  twift  his  fcales  around, 
And  wake  to  anguiHi  with  a  burning  wound. 
Thrice  happy  they,  the  wife  contented  poor, 
From  luft  of  wealth,  and  dread  of  death  fecure  ! 
They  tempt  no  deferts,  and  no  griefs  they  fmd  ; 
Peace  rules  the  day,  where  reafon  rules  the  mind. 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
*'  When   firft  from    Schiraz'   walls  I   bent    my 
"  way  '." 
O,  haplefs  youth  I  for  ftie  thy  love  hath  won, 
The  tender  Zara  will  be  moft  undone  !  [maid. 

Big  fwell'd  my  heart,   and  own'd  the  powerful 
When  faft  flie  drops  her  tears,  as  thus  ftje  faid  : 
*'  Farewell  the  youth  whom  fighs  could  not  detain, 
''  Whom  Zara's  breaking  heart  implor.'d  in  vain  ! 
*'  Yet  as  thou  go'ft,  may  every  blaft  arile 
*'  Weak  and  unfelt  as  thefe  reje(fled  fighs  I 
"  Safe  o'er  the  wild,  no  perils  may'ft  thou  fee, 
"  No  griefs  endure,  nor  weep,  falfe  youth,  like 
"  rae." 


O,  let  me  fafely  to  the  fair  return, 
Say  with  a  kifs,  flie  muft  not,  (ball  not  mourn  ; 
O  !  let  me  teach  my  heart  to  lofe  its  fears, 
Recall'd  by  Wifdom's  voice,  and  Zara's  tears. 

fie  iaid,  and  call'd  on  heaven  to  blefs  the  day, 
When  back  to  Schiraz'  walls  he  bent  his-way. 

ECLOGUE  IIL 
AERA.;  OR,  THE  GEORGIAN  SULTANA- 

Scene,  a  Forefl.     Time,  the  Evening. 
Im  Georgia's  land,  where  TefBis'  towers  are  feen^ 
In  diftant  view  along  the  level  green. 
While  evening  dews  enrich  the  glittering  glade, 
And  the  tall  forefts  caft  a  longer  fliade. 
What  time  'cis  fweet  o'er  fields  of  rice  to  ftray, 
Or  fcent  the  breathing  mai7e  at  fctting  day  ; 
Amidft  the  maids  of  Zagen's  peaceful  grove, 
Erayra  fung  the  pleafing  cares  of  love. 

Of  Ahra  firft  began  the  tender  ftrain, 
Who  led  her  youtii  with  flocks  upon  the  plain  : 
At  morn  (lie  came  thofe  willing  flocks  to  lead, 
VVhere  lilies  rear  them  in  the  watery  mead ; 
From  early  dawn  the  live-lung  hours  (lie  told, 
Tilllate  at  filent  eve  fhe  penn'd  the  fold. 
Deep  in  the  grove,  beneath  the  fecret  (hade, 
A  various  tvreath  of  odorous  flowers  (he  made  : 
*  Giy-motley'd  pinks  and  fweet  jonquils  (he  chofe; 
The  violet  blue  that  on  the  mofs-bank  grows; 
All-fweet  to  fenfe,  the  flaunting  rofe  was  there  : 
The  hnifli'd  chaplet  weil-adorn'd  her  hair. 

Great  Abbas  chanc'd  that  fated  morn  to  ftray. 
By  love  conduced  from  the  chafe  away  ; 
Among  the  vocal  vales  be  heard  her  fong, 
And  fought  the  vales  and  echoing  groves  among  : 
At  length  he  found,  and  woo'd  the  rural  maid ; 
She  knew  the  monarch,  and  with  fear  obey'd. 
"  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
"  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  1" 

The  royal  lover  bore  her  from  the  plain  ; 
Yet  ftill  her  crook  and  bleating  flock  remain  : 
Oft  as  flie  went,  (he  backward  turn'd  her  view, 
And  bade  that  crook  and  bleating  flock  adieu. 
Fair  happy  maid  1   tO  other  fcenes  remove. 
To  richer  fcenes  of  golden  power  and  love  I 
Go  leave  the  limple  pipe,  and  fliepherd's  ftrain; 
With  love  delight  thee,  and  with  Abbas  reign. 
"  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
"  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  1'' 

Yet  midft  the  blaze  of  courts  flie  fix'd  her  lore 
On  the  cool  fountain,  or  the  fliady  grove: 
Still  with  the  fliepherd's  innocence  her  mind 
To  the  fweet  vale,  and  flowery  mead  inclin'd  ; 
And  <}ft  as  fpring  renew'd  the  plains  with  flowers, 
Breath'd  his  foft  gales,  and  led  the  fragrant  hours. 
With  fure  return  (he  fought  the  fylvan  fcene. 
The  breezy  mountains,  and  the  forefts  green. 
Her  maids  around  her  mov'd,  a  duteous  band  1 
Each  bore  a  croak  a!!  rural  in  her  hand  : 
Some  fimple  lay,  of  flocks  and  herds  they  fung  ; 
With  joy  the  mountain  and  the  foreft  rung, 
"  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
"  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  1" 


*  That  thefe  Jiowers  are  found  in  'very  great 
abundance  in  fome  of  the  provinces  of  Perfsa,  fse 
the  modern  hifiory  of  Mr.  Salmon. 
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And  oft  the  royal  lover  left  the  care 
And  thorns  of  itatc,  attendant  on  the  f?.Ir; 
Oft  to  the  fliade.s  and  low-roof'd  cots  retir'd, 
Or  fought  the  vale  where  firlt  his  heart  was  fir'd  : 
A  rulTft  mantle,  hke  a  fwain,  he  wore, 
And  thought  of  crowns  and  bufy  courts  no  more. 
*'   Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
"  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  !" 

Blell  was  the  life,  that  royal  Abbas  led  : 
Sweet  was  his  love,  and  innocent  his  bed. 
What  if  in  wealth  the  noble  maid  excel ; 
The  fimple  fliepherd-girl  can  love  as  well. 
Let  thofe  who  rule  on  Perfia's  jewel'd  throne, 
Be  fam'd  for  love,  and  gentleft  love  alone  ; 
Or  wreathe,  like  Abbas,  full  of  fair  renown. 
The  lover's  myrtle  with  the  warrior's  crown. 
O  happy  days  '.  the  rnaids  around  her  fay  ; 
O  hafte,  profufe  of  bleflings,  hafte  away  ! 
"  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd  ; 
"  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  I" 

ECLOGUE  IV. 

AGIB  AND  SECANDER;  OR,  THE  FUGI- 
TIVES. 

Scene,  a  Mountdin  in  Circajfia.  Time,  Mid' 
night. 

In  fair  Circaffia,  where,  to  love  inclin'd; 
Each  fwain  was  bleft,  for  every  maid  was  kind  ; 
At  that  ftill  hour,  when  awful  midnight  reigns. 
And  none,  but  wretches,  haunt  the  twilight  plains; 
What  time  the  moon  had  hung  her  lamp  on  high. 
And  paft  in  radiance  through  the  cloudlefs  Iky  ; 
Sad  o'er  the  dews,  two  brother  fhepherds  fled. 
Where  wildering  fear  and  defperate  forrow  led : 
Fad  as  they  prell  their  flight,  behind  them  lay 
Wild  ravag'd  plains,  and  vallies  ftole  away. 
Along  the  mountain's  bending  fides  they  ran, 
Till,  faint  and  weak,  Secander  thus  began  : 
Secander. 

O  ftay  thee,  Agib,  for  my  feet  deny, 
No  longer  friendly  to  my  life,  to  fly. 
Friend  of  my  heart,  O  turn  thee  and  furvey. 
Trace  our  fad  flight  through  all  its  length  of  way  1 
And  firft  reviei:v  that  long-extended  plain. 
And  yon  wide  groves,  already  pall  with  pain  ! 
Yon  ragged  cliff,  whole  dangerous  path  we  try'd! 
And  laft  this  lofty  mountain's  weary  fide  ! 
Agib. 

Weak  as  thou  art,  yet  haplefs  muft  thou  know 
The  toils  of  flight,  or  forne  feverer  woe  ! 
Still  as  I  hafte,  the  Tartar  Ihouts  behind. 
And  fhrieks  and  forrovvs  load  the  faddening  wind: 
In  rage  of  heart,  with  ruin  in  his  hand, 
He  blafts  our  harvefts,  and  deforms  our  land. 


Yon  citron  grove,  whence  firft  in  fear  we  came. 
Droops  its  fair  honours  to  the  conquering  flame: 
Far  fly  the  fwains,  like  us,  in  deep  defpair, 
And  leave  to  ruffian  bands  their  fleecy  care. 
Seca72der. 

Unhappy  land,  whole  bleflings  tempt  the  fword. 
In  vain,  unheard,  thou  call'ft  thy  Perlian  lord  I 
In  vain  thou  cOurt'ft  him,  helplefs,  to  thine  aid. 
To  fnield  the  ihepherd,  and  protedl  the  maid  1 
Far  off,  in  thoughtlefs  indolence  refign'd, 
Soft  dream's  of  love  and  pleafure  footh  his  mind, 
'Midft  fair  fultanas  loft  in  idle  joy. 
No  wars  alarm  him,  and  no  fears  annoy. 
Agib. 

Yet  thefe  green  hills,  in  fummer's  fultry  heat,' 
Have  lent  the  monarch  oft  a  cool  retreat. 
Sweet  to  the  fight  isZabran's  flowery  plain. 
And  once  by  maids  and  fhepherds  lov'd  in  vain  \ 
No  more  the  virgins  fhall  delight  to  rove 
By  Sargis'  banks,  or  Irwan's  fhady  grovei, 
On  Tarkie's  mountain  catch  the  cooling  gale, 
Or  breathe  the  fweets  of  Aly's  flowery  vale  : 
Fair  fcenes !  but,  ah  1  no  more  with  peace  poffefl, 
With  eafe  alluring,  and  with  plenty  bleft. 
No  more  the  (hepherd's  whitening  tents  appear. 
Nor  the  kind  produdls  of  a  bounteous  year ; 
No  more  the  date,  with  fnowy  bloflbms  crown'd  1 
But  ruin  fpreads  her  baleful  fires  around. 
Secander. 

In  vain  Circaffia  boaftsher  fpicy  groves. 
For  ever  fam'd  for  pure  and  happy  loves  ; 
In  vain  llie  boafts  her  faireft  of  rhe  fair, 
Their  eyes'  blue  languifli,  and  their  golden  hair  ! 
Thofe  eyes  in  tears  their  fruitlefs  grief  muft  fend  ; 
Thofe  hairs  the  Tartar's  cruel  hand  fliall  rend. 
Agih. 

Ye  Georgian  fwains,  that  piteous  learn  from  far 
Circafiia's  ruin,  and  the  wafte  of  war; 
Some  weightier  arms  than  crooks  and  ftaffs  pre- 
pare, 
To  fliieid  your  harvefts,  and  defend  your  fair  : 
The  Turk  and  Tartar  like  defigns  purfue, 
Fix'd  to  deftrcy,  and  ftedfaft  to  undo. 
Wild  as  his  land,  in  native  delerts  bred. 
By  luft  incited,  or  by  malice  led. 
The  villain  Arab,  as  he  prowls  for  prey. 
Oft  marks  with  blood  and  wafting  flames  the  way; 
Yet  none  fo  cruel  as  the  Tartar  foe. 
To  death  inur'd,  and  nurft  in  fcenes  of  woe. 

He  faid  ;  when  loud  along  the  vale  was  heard 
A  fhriller  (hriek,  and  nearer  fires  appear'd  : 
Th'   aflrighted  ftiepherds,  through  the  dews  of 

night. 
Wide  o'er  the   moon-light    hills    renew'd    their 
flight. 


ODES,  DESCRIPTIVE  AND  ALLEGORICAL. 


ODE  TO  PITY. 

O  THOU,  the  friend  of  man  aflign'd. 
With  balmy  hands  his  wounds  to  bind, 
•   And  charm  his  frantic  woe ; 


When  firft  diftrefs,  with  dagger  keen. 
Broke  forth  to  wafte  his  deftin'd  fcene, 
His  wild  unfated  fee  I 

By  Pella's  bard,  a  magic  name. 

By  ail  the  griefa  hi^  thought  cculd  frame, 
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Receive  my  Iiumble  rite  : 
Long,  Pity,  let  the  nations  view 
Thy  (ky-worn  robes  of  tendereft  blue, 

And  eyes  of  dewy  light ! 

But  wherefore  need  I  wander  wide 
To  old  Iliffus'  diftant  fide, 

Deic-rtefl  ftream,  and  mute  ? 
Wild  *  Arun  too  has  heard  thy  ftrajns. 
And  echo,  'midft  my  native  plains, 

Been  footh'd  by  Pity's  lute. 

There  firft  the  wren  thy  myrtles  flied,  • 
On  gentleft  Otway's  infant  head, 

To  him  thy  cell  was  fliown  ; 
And  while  he  fung  the  female  heart, 
With  youth's  foft  notes  unfpoil'd  by  art. 

Thy  turtles  mix'd  their  own. 

Come,  Pity,  come,  by  fancy's  aid, 
Ev'n  now  my  thoughts,  relenting  maid. 

Thy  temple's  pride  defign  : 
Its  fouthern  fite,  its  truth  complete 
Shall  raife  a  wild  enthufiaft  heat, 

In  all  who  view  the  Ihrine. 

There  pi<flure's  toil  fliall  well  relate. 
How  chance,  or  hard  involving  fate. 

O'er  mortal  blifs  prevail : 
The  buikin'd  mufe  fhall  near  her  ftand. 
And  fighing  prompt  her  tender  hand, 

With  each  difaftrous  tale. 

There  let  me  oft.  retir'd  by  day, 
In  dreams  of  paffion  melt  away, 

Allow'd  with  thee  to  dwell : 
There  wade  the  mournful  lamp  of  night. 
Till,  virgin,  thou  again  delight 

To  hear  a  Britifli  fliell ! 

ODE   TO   FEAR. 

Thou,  to  whom  the  world  unknown 
With  all  its  (hadowy  fliapes  is  fliown  ; 
Who  feelt  appall'd,  th'  unreal  fcene,     ' 
While  fancy  lifts  the  veil  between: 

Ah,  Fear  '.  ah,  frantic  Fear  ! 

I  fee,  1  fee  thee  near. 
I  know  thy  hurried  ftep,  thy  haggard  eye  I 
Like  thee  I  ftart,  like  thee  diforder'd  fly. 
For,  lo,  what  monfters  in  thy  train  appear! 
Danger,  whole  limbs  of  giant  mold 
What  mortal  eye  can  fix'd  behold  ? 
Who  ftalks  his  round,  an  hideous  form, 
Howling  amidft  the  midnight  ftorm, 
Or  throws  him  on  the  ridgy  (teep 
Of  fome  loofe  hanging  rock  to  fleep : 
And  with  him  thuufand  phantoms  join'd, 
Who  prompt  to  deeds  accurs'd  the  mind  : 
And  thofe,  the  fiends,  who  near  allied, 
O'er  nature's  wounds  and  wrecks  prelide  ; 
While  vengeance  in  the  lurid  air. 
Lifts  her  red  arm,  expos'd  and  bare  : 
On  whom  that  ravening  brood  of  fate, 
Who  lap  the  blood  of  forrow,  wait; 
Who,  Fear,  this  ghaftly  train  can  fee, 
AndJook  not  madly  wild,  like  thee  ? 

*  A  river  in  SuJ/ex. 
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EPODE. 
In  earliefi:  Greece,  to  thee,  with  partial  Ciioice, 

The  grief-full  mufe  addreft  her  infant  tongue  ; 
The  maids  and  matrons,  on  her  awful  voice, 

Silent  and  pale,  in  wild  amazement  hung. 

Yet  he,  the  bard  *  who  firft  Invok'd  thy  name, 
Difdain'd  in  Marathon  its  power  to  feel : 

For  not  alone  he  nurs'd  the  poet's  flame, 

But  reach'd  from  virtue's  hand  the  patriot's 
fleel. 

But  who  is  he  whom  later  garlands  grace. 
Who  left  a  while  o'er  Hybla's  dews  to  rove. 

With  trembling  eyes  thy  dreary  fteps  to  trace. 
Where  thou  and  furies  Hiar'd  the  baleful  grove  ? 

Wrapt  in  thy  cloudy  veil  th'  inceftuous  queen  f 
Sigh'd  the  fad  call  her  fon  and  hufband  heard, 

When  once  alone  it  broke  the  filent  fcene, 

And  he  the  wretch  of  Thebes  no  more  appear'd. 

O  Fear,  I  know  thee  by  my  throbbing  heart, 

Thy  withering  power  infpir'd  each  mournful 
line, 
Though  gentle  pity  claim  her  mingled  part. 

Yet  all  the  thunders  of  the  fcene  are  thine. 
ANTI3TR0PHE. 

Thou  who  fach  weary  lengths  hafl  pal?, 
Where  wilt  thou  reft,  mad  nymph,  at  laft  i 
Say,  wilt  thou  (hroud  in  haunted  cell. 
Where  gloomy  rape  and  murder  dwell? 
Or  in  fome  hollow  feat, 
'Gainft  which  the  big  waves  beat. 
Hear  drowning  feamen's  cries  in  tempefts  broughtl 
Dark   power,    \vith    fliuddering  meek  fubmitted 
Be  mine,  to  read  the  vifions  old,  [thought, 

Which  thy  awakening  bards  have  told. 

And,  left  thou  meet  my  blafted  view, 
Hold  each  ftr2nfl:e  tale  devoutly  true  ; 
Ne'er  be  I  found,  by  thee  o'eraw'd, 
In  that  thrice-hallow'd  eve  abroad, 
When  ghofts,  as  cottage  maids  believe. 
Their  pebbled  beds  permitted  leave, 
And  goblins  haunt  from  fire,  or  fen, 
Or  mine,  or  flood,  the  walks  of  men  '. 

O  thou,  whofe  fpirit  moft  pofieft 
The  facred  feat  of  Shakfpeare's  bread ! 
By  all  that  from  thy  prophet  broke, 
In  thy  divine  emotions  fpoke  1 
Hither  again  thy  fury  deal. 
Teach  me  but  once  like  him  to  fee! ; 
His  cyprefs  wreath  my  meed  decree. 
And  I,  O  Fear,  will  dwell  with  thee  ! 

ODE  TO  SIMPLICITY'. 

O  THOU,  by  nature  taught. 

To  breathe  her  genuine  thought. 
In  numbers  warmly  pure,  and  fweetly  ftrong  5 

Who  firft  on  mountains  wild. 

In  fancy,  lovelieft  child. 
Thy  babe,  and  pleafure's,  nurs'd  the  powers  of 
fong  1 

Thou,  who  with  hermit  heart 
Diidain'ft  the  wealth  of  art, 
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And  gauds,  ami  pageant  weeds,  and  trailing  pall : 

But  com'ft  a  decent  maid. 

In  Attic  robe  array'd, 
O  chafte,  unboaaful  nymph,  to  thee  I  call ! 

By  all  the  honey'd  ftore 

On  Hybla's  thymy  fliore. 
By  all  her  blooms,  and  jnningled  murmurs  dear, 

By  her,  whofe  love-lorn  woe. 

In  evening  mufings  flow, 
Sooth'd  fweetly  fad  Electra's  poet's  ear : 

By  old  Cephifus  deep. 

Who  fpread  his  wavy  fweep 
In  warbled  wanderings  round  thy  green  retreat, 

On  whofe  enatnelTd  fide, 

When  holy  freedom  died. 
No  equal  haunt  allur'd  thy  future  feet. 

O  filter  meek  of  truth, 

To  my  admiring  youth. 
Thy  fober  aid  and  native  charms  infufe  '. 

The  flowers  that  fweeteft  breathe. 

Though  beauty  cuU'd  the  wreathe, 
Still  afli  thy  hand  to  range  their  order'd  hues. 

While  Rome  could  none  efteem, 
But  virtue's  patriot  theme, 
'  You  lov'd  her  hills,  and  led  her  laureate  band ; 
But  ftaid  to  fing  alone 
To  one  diftinguilh'd  throne. 
And  turn'd  thy  face,  and  fled  her  alter'd  land. 

No  more,  in  bailor  bower, 

The  paflions  own  thy  power. 
Love,  only  love,  her  forcelefs  numbers  mean  : 

For  thou  haft  left  her  fhrine. 

Nor  olive  more,  nor  vine, 
Shall  gain  thy  feet  to  blei's  the  fervile  fcene. 

Though  tafte,  though  genius  blefs 

To  feme  divine  excefs, 
Faint 's  the  cold  work  till  thou  infpire  the  whole  ; 

What  each,  what  all  fupply, 

May  court,  may  charm  our  eye. 
Thou,  only  thou,  canft  raife  the  meeting  foul  I 

Of  thefe  let  others  a(k, 

To  aid  fome  mighty  talk, 
I  only  feck  to  find  thy  temperate  vale : 

Where  oft  my  reed  might  found 

To  maids  and  fliepherds  round. 
And  all  thy  ions,  O  Nature,  learn  my  tale. 

ODE  ON  THE  POETICAL  CHARACTER. 

As  once,  if  not  with  light  regard^ 

I  read  aright  that  gifted  bard, 

(Him  whofe  fchool  above  the  reft 

His  lovelieft  Elfin  queen  has  bleft) 

One,  only  one  unrivall'd  lair  *, 

Might  hope  the  magic  girdle  wear, 

At  folemn  tournay  hung  on  high. 

The  wiili  of  each  love-darting  eye  ; 

Xo  !  to  each  other  nymph  in  turn  applied. 

As  if,  in  air  unfeen,  lome  hovering  hand. 

Some  chafte  and  angfi-iriend  to  virgin-fame, 

•  Florimd.    See  S^eti/er,  Leg.  4, 
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I      With  whi  fper'd  (pell  had  burft  the  ftarting  band» 
1  It  left  unbleft  her  loath'd  dilhonour'd  fide  ; 
Happier  hopelefs  fair,  if  never 
Her  baffled  hand  with  vain  endeavour 
Had  tonch'd  that  fatal  zone  to  her  denied  '. 
Young  Fancy  thus,  to  me  divined  name. 
To  whom,  prepar'd  and  bath'd  in  heaven, 
The  ceil:  of  ampleft  power  is  given. 
To  few  the  godlike  gift  afligns. 
To  gird  their  bleft  prophetic  loins. 
And  gaze  her  viCons  wild,  and  feel  unmizM  her 

flame. 
The  band,  as  fairy  legends  fay. 
Was  wove  on  that  creating  day. 
When  he,  who  call'd  with  thought  to  birth 
Yon  tented  (ky,  this  laughing  earth, 
And  dreft  with  fprings,  and  forefts  tall, 
And  pour'd  the  main  engirting  all. 
Long  by  the  lov'd  enthufiaft  woo'd, 
Himfelf  in  fome  diviner  mood. 
Retiring,  fate  with  her  alone. 
And  plac'd  her  on  hisfapphire  throne. 
The  whiles,  the  vaulted  flirine  around,  ,; 

Seraphic  wires  were  heard  to  found. 
Now  fublimefl;  triumph  fwelling  ; 
Now  on  love  and  mercy  dwelhng ; 
And  Ihe,  from  out  the  veiling  cloud, 
Breath'd  her  magic  notes  aloud  : 
And  thou,  the  rich-hair'd  youth  of  morn, 
And  all  thy  fubjedl  life  was  born  ? 
The  dangerous  paflions  kept  aloof, 
Far  from  the  fainted  growmg  woof: 
But  near  it  fate  ecftatic  wonder, 
Liftening  the  deep  applauding  thunders 
And  Truth,  in  funny  veft  array'd. 
By  whofe  the  Tarfol's  eyes  were  made  ; 
All  the  fliadowy  tribes  of  mind, 
In  braided  dance  their  murmurs  join'd. 
And  all  the  bright  uncounted  powers. 
Who  feed  on  heaven's  ambrofial  flowers. 
Where  is  the  bard,  whofe  foul  can  now 
Its  high  prefuming  hopes  avow  ? 
Where  he  who  thinks,  with  rapture  blind, 
This  hallow'd  work  for  himdefign'd? 
High  on  fome  cliff",  to  heav'n  up-pil'd, 
Of  rude  accefs,  of  profpedl  wild, 
Where,  tangled  round  the  jealous  fl;eep. 
Strange  ftiades  o'erbrow  the  vallies  deep. 
And  holy  Genii  gup.rd  the  rock, 
Its  glooms  embrown,  its  fprings  unlock, 
While  on  its  rich  ambitious  head. 
An  Eden,  like  his  own,  lies  fpread. 
I  view  that  oak,  the  fancied  glades  among, 
By  which  as  Milton  lay,  his  evening  ear. 
From  many  a  cloud  that  dropp'd  ethereal  dew. 
Nigh  fpher'd  inheaven  itsnative  ftrainscouldhears 
On  which  that  ancient  trump    he   reach'd  was 
Thither  oft  his  glory  greeting,  [hung  ; 

From  Waller's  myrtle  fliades  retreating, 
Wit'n  many  a  vow  from  Hope's  afpiring  tongue, 
My  tremblmg  feet  his. guiding  fteps  purfue; 
In  vain— Such  blifs  to  one  alone. 
Of  all  the  fons  of  foul  was  known, 
And  Heaven,  and  Fancy,  kindred  powers. 
Have  now  o'erturn'd  th'  infpirlng  bowers. 
Or  curtain'd  clofe  fuch  fcene  from  every  future 
view, 
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ODE. 

Written  in  the  year  174^. 

How  flcep  the  brave,  who  fink  to  reft, 
^■j  all  their  country's  wiflies  bleft  ! 
tVhen  Spring,  with  dewy  fingers  cold, 
Returns  to  deck  their  hallow'd  mold, 
She  there  fhall  drefs  a  fweeter  fod, 
Than  Fancy's  feet  have  ever  trod. 

By  fairy  hands  their  knell  is  rung, 
£y  forms  unfeen  their  dirge  is  fung; 
There  Honour  comes,  a  pilgrim  gray, 
To  blefs  the  turf  that  wraps  their  clay, 
And  Freedom  fhall  a  while  repair. 
To  dwell  a  weeping  hermit  there  1 

ODE  TO  M£RCY. 

STROPHE. 
O  THOU,  who  fit'ft  a  fmiling  bri(!e 
By  Valour's  arm'd  and  awful  Cde, 
Gentleft  of  Iky-born  forms,  and  beft  ador'd  : 

Who  oft  with  fongs,  divine  to  hear, 

Win'ft  from  his  fatal  grafp  the  fpear, 
Andhid'ft  in  wreaths  of  flowers  hisbloodlefsfword  I 

Thou  who,  amidft  the  deathful  field, 

By  godlike  chiefs  alone  beheld, 
Oft  with  thy  bofom  bare  art  found. 
Pleading  for  him  the  youth  who  finks  to  ground : 

See  Mercy,  fee,  with  pure  and  loaded  hands, 

Before  thy  flirine  hiy  country's  genius  ftands. 
And  decks  thy  altar  Itill,  though  pierc'd  with  ma- 
ny a  wound  I 

ANTISTROPHIE. 

When  he  whom  ev'n  our  jojs  provoke, 

The  fiend  of  nature  join'd  his  yoke. 
And  rufh'd  in  wrath  to  make  our  ifle  his  prey; 

Thy  form,  from  out  thy  fv/eet  abode, 

O'ertook  him  on  his  blafted  road 
And  ftopp'd  his  wheels,  and  look'd  his  rage  aviray. 

I  fee  recoil  bis  fable  fteeds, 

That  bore  him  fwift  to  favage  deeds. 
Thy  tender  melting  eyes  t'aey  own  ; 
C'  r.aid,  for  all  thy  love  to  Britain  fliown, 

^'v  here  Jurtice  bars  her  iron  tower, 

To  thee  we  build  a  rofeate  bower, 
Ihou,  thou  fhalt  rule  our  queen,  and  fhare  our 
monarch's  throne ! 

ODE  TO  LIBERTY. 

STROPHE. 
Who  fhall  awake  the  Spartan  fife, 

And  call  in  folemn  founds  to  life, 
The  youths,  whofe  locks  divinely  fpreading, 

Like  vernal  hyacinths  in  fullen  hue. 
At  once  the  breath  of  fear  and  virtue  fliedding, 

Applauding  Freedom  lov'd  of  old  to  view  ? 
What  new  Alceus,  fancy-bleft, 
Shall  fing  the  fv.'ord,  in  myrtles  dreft, 

At  wifdomVs  fh.rine  a  while  its  flame  concealing, 
(What  place  fo  fit  to  feal  a  deed  renon-n'd  ?) 

Till  Ilieher  brigkteft  lightnings  round  revealing. 
It  Iciip'd  in  glory  forth,  and  dealt  her  prompted 
Tfound ! 


O  Goddefs,  in  that  feeling  hour, 
When  moft  its  founds  would  court  thy  ears. 

Let  not  my  fhell's  mifguided  power. 
E'er  draw  thy  fad,  thy  mindful  tears. 
No,  Freedom,  no,  I  will  not  tell, 
How  Rome,  before  thy  face. 
With  heaviell  fo.md,  a  giant  ftatue,  fell, 
Pufii'd  by  a  wild  and  artlefs  race. 
From  off  its  wide  ambitious  bafe, 
When  time  his  northern  fons  of  fpoil  awoke. 
And  ail  the  blended  work  of  ftrength  and  grace, 
With  many  a  rude  repeated  ftroke. 
And  many  a  barbarous  yell,  to  thoufand  fragments 
broke. 

EPODE. 
Yet,  ev'n  wheree'er  the  ieafl:  appear'd, 
Th'  admiring  world  thy  hand  rever'd ; 
Still,  'midit  the  fcatter'd  ftates  around. 
Some  remnants  of  her  ftrength  were  found  j 
They  faw,  by  what  efcap'd  the  ftorm, 
How  wondrous  rofe  her  perfect  form  j 
How  in  the  great,  the  labour'd  whole. 
Each  mighty  matter  pour'd  his  foul ; 
For  funny  Florence,  feat  of  art, 
Beneath  her  vines  prefcrv'd  a  part, 

Till  they,  whorri  Science  lov'd  to  name, 

(O,  who  could  fear  it?)  quench'd  her  flame. 
And,  lo,  an  humbler  relic  laid 

In  jealous  Pifa's  olive  fhade  !   , 

See  fmall  iVIarino  joins  the  theme, 

Though  leaft,  not  laft;  in  thy  efteem  ; 

Strike,  louder  ftrike  th'  ennobling  firings 

To  thofe,  whofe  merchants  fons  were  kmgs  ; 

To  him,  who,  deck'd  with  pearly  pride, 

In  Adria  weds  his  green  halr'd  bride  : 

Hail  port  of  glory,  wealth  and  pleafure. 

Ne'er  let  me  change  this  Lydian  meafure  : 

Nor  e'er  her  former  pride  relate, 

To  fad  Liguria's  bleeding  ftate. 

Ah,  no  I   more  pleas'd  thy  haunts  I  feek, 

On  wild  Helvetia's  mouritains  bleak  : 

(Where,  when  the  favour'd  of  thy  choice, 

The  daring  archer  heard  thy  voice  ; 

Forth  from  his  eyry  rouz'd  in  dread. 

The  ravening  eagle  northward  fled.) 

Or  dwell  in  willow'd  meads  more  near. 

With  thofe  *to  whom  thy  ftork  is  dear  : 

Thofe  whom  the  rod  of  Alva  bruis'd, 

Whofe  crown  a  Britifh  queen  refus'd  ! 

The  magic  works,  thou  feel'ft  the  ftrains, 

One  holier  name  alone  remains ; 

The  perfert  fpell  fhall  then  avail. 

Hail,  nymph,  ador'd  by  Britain,  hail ! 
ANTISTROPHE. 

Beyond  the  meafure  vaft  of  thought. 

The  works,  the  wizard  time  has  wrought  I 


*  The  "Dutch,  amcnt^  whom  there  are  'uery  fe- 
iere  penalties  for  thoje  that  are  convitled  of  kill- 
ing this  bird.  They  are  kept  tame  iti  ahnoji  all 
their  towns,  and  particularly  at  the  Hague,  of  the 
arms  of  which  they  make  a  part.  The  common 
people  of  Holland  are  faid  to  eiitertain  a  fuper- 
Jlitious  fentimetit,  that  if  the  ivhole  fpecics  of 
themfhould  become  extin^,  they  fhould  lofc  their 
■  liberties. 
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The  Gaul, 'ti^  held  of  antique  ftory, 
Saw  Britain  linlc'd  to  his  now  adverfe  ilrand  *, 

No  fea  between,  nor  cliff  fublime  and  hoary, 
He  palVd  with  unwet  feet  through  all  our  land. 


If. 


^o  the  blown  Baltic  then,  they  fay, 
ihe  wild  waves  found  another  way. 


Where  Orcashowls.hiswolfifhniountaius  rounding; 

Till  all  the  banded  weft  at  once  'gain  rife, 
A  wide  wild  ftorm  ev'n  Nature's  felf  confounding, 
'    Withering  her  giant  fons  with  ftrange  uncouth 
furprife. 
This  pillar'd  earth  fo  firm  and  wide. 
By  winds  and  inward  labours  torn. 
In  thunders  dread  was  pufh'd  afide. 

And  down  the  fhouldering  billows  borne. 
And  fee.  like  gems,  her  laughing  train. 

The  little  ifles  on  every  fide, 
Monaf ,  once  hid  from  thofe  who  fe^rch  the  main, 

Where  thoufand  elfin  fhapes  abide. 
And  Wight  who  checlis  the  weftering  tide. 

For  thee  confenting  heav'n  has  each  beftow'd, 
A  fair  attendant  on  her  fovereign  pride  : 

To  thee  this  bleft  divorce  (he  ow'd, 
For  thou  haft  made  her  vales  thy  lov'J,  thy  laft 
abode  1 

SECOND  EPODE. 
Then  tco,  'tis  faid,  an  hoary  pile, 
'Midft  the  green  naval  of  our  ifle. 
Thy  fhrine  in  fonie  religious  wood, 
O  foul  enforcing  Goddefs,  flood  '. 
There  oft  the  painted  native's  feet 
Were  wont  thy  form  celeftial  meet : 
Though  now  with  hopelels  toil  we  trace 
Time's  backward  rolls,  to  find  its  place  ; 
Whether  the  fiery-trefled  Dane, 
Or  Roman's  felf  o'erturn'd  the  fane. 
Or  in  what  heav'n  left  age  it  fell, 
'Twere  hard  for  modern  long  to  tell. 
Yet  ftill,  if  truth  thofe  beams  infufe. 
Which  guide  at  once,  and  charm  the  njufe. 
Beyond  yon  braided  clouds  that  lie. 
Paving  the  light  embroider'd  fky: 
Amidft  the  bright  pavilion'd  plains, 
The  beauteous  model  ftill  remains. 


*  This  traditiofi  is  mentioned  hyfeieral  ffour 
old  hijlorians.  Some  natitralijis  too  have  ciulea- 
njoured  to  fiipport  the  probability  of  the  fad  ^  by 
arguments  dranun  from  the  corref pendent  difpo- 
Jition  of  the  two  oppofite  coajis.  I  do  not  >  emetn- 
ber  that  any  poetical  ufe  has  been  hitherto  made 
of  it. 

\  T:here  is  a  tradition  in  the  IJle  of  Man,  that 
a  mermaid  becomirig  enamoured  of  a  young  mafi 
of  extraordinary  beauty^  took  an  opportunity  of 
meeting  him  one  day  as  he  lualked  on  the  f/.iore, 
and  opened  her  pajjion  to  him,  but  ivas  received 
nidth  a  coldnefs,  occafiojied  by  his  horror  and  fur- 
prife at  her  appearance.  This,  hotue-ver,  tuas  fo 
tnjfconflrned  by  the  fea-lady,  that,  in  revenge  for 
his  treatment  to  her,  fhe  punifljed  the  ivhole 
ijland,  by  covering  it  ixiith  a  mifl,fo  that  all  nvho 
attempted  to  carry  on  any  commerce  luith  it, 
either  never  arrived  at  it,  bz!t  ivandered  np  and 
dovun  the  fea,  or  were  on  a  fidderi  vjrecked  upon 
its  cliffs. 


There  happier  than  in  iflands  bleft. 
Or  boweri  by  fpring  or  Hebe  dreft, 
The  chiefs  who  fill  our  Albion's  ftory, 
In  warlike  weeds,  retir'd  in  glory, 
Hear  their  conforted  Druids  ling 
Their  triumphs  to  th'  immortal  ftring. 

How  may  the  poet  now  unfold. 
What  never  tongue  or  numbers  told  ? 
How  learn  delighted,  and  amaz'd. 
What  hands  unknown  that  fabric  rais'd  ? 
Ev'n  now,  before  his  favour'd  eyes, 
In  Gothic  pride  it  feems  to  riic  1 
Yet  Grecia's  graceful  orders  join, 
IVlajeftic,  through  the  raix'd  defign  ; 
The  fecret  builder  knew  to  choofe. 
Each  fphere  found  gem  of  richeft  hues ; 
Whate'er  heaven's  purer  mold  contains. 
When  nearer  funs  emblaze  its  veins  ; 
There  on  the  walls  the  patriots  fight 
May  ever  hang  with  frelli  delight. 
And,  graved  with  fome  prophetic  rage. 
Read  Albion's  fame  through  every  age. 

Ye  forms  divine,  ye  laureate  band^ 
That  near  her  inrooft  altar  ftand  1 
Now  loothe  her,  to  her  blifsful  train 

Blithe  Concord's  focial  form  to  gain  : 
Concord,  whofe  myrtle  wand  can  fteep 
Ev'n  Anger's  blood-fliot  eyes  in  fleep: 

Before  whofe  breathing  bofom's  balm. 

Rage  drops  his  fteel,  and  ftorms  grow  calm  j 

Her  let  our  fires  and  matrons  hoar 

Welcome  to  Britain's  ravag'd  ftiore. 

Our  youths,  enamour'd  of  the  fair, 

Play  With  the  tangles  of  her  hair. 

Till,  in  one  loud  applauding  found* 

The  nations  fliout  to  her  around, 

O,  how  fupremely  art  thou  bleft. 

Thou,  lady,  thou  ihalt  rule  the  weft  I 

ODE  TO  A  LADY, 

ON  THE  D1:ATH  of  COLONEL  CHARLES  KOSS  IJJ 
THE  ACTION  AT  FONTEWOY. 

Written  May  1745. 

While,  loft  to  all  his  former  mirth, 
Britannia's  genius  bends  to  earth, 

And  mourns  the  fatal  day  : 
While  ftain'd  with  blood  he  ftrives  to  tear 
Unfeemly  from  his  fea-green  hair 

The  wreaths  of  cheerful  May  : 

The  thoughts  which  mufmg  Pity  pays. 
And  fond  Remembrance  loves  to  raife. 

Your  faithful  hours  attend  : 
Still  Fancy,  to  herfelf  unkind. 
Awakes  to  grief  the  foftcn'd  mind. 

And  points  the  bleeding  friend. 

By  rapid  Scheld's  defcending  wave 
His  country's  vows  ftiall  blefs  the  grave, 

Where'er  the  youth  is  laid: 
That  facred  fpot  the  village  hind 
With  evei"y  fwceteft  turf  Ihall  bind, 

And  peace  protedl  the  ftiade. 

O'er  him,  whofe  doom  thy  virtues  grieve, 
Aerial  forms  fhall  fit  at  eve, 
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And  bend  the  penfive  head  ; 
And,  fall'n  to  fave  his  injur'd  land. 
Imperial  Honour's  awful  hand 

Shall  point  his  lonely  bed  '. 
The  warlike  dead  of  every  age, 
"Who  fill  the  fair  recording  page. 

Shall  leave  their  fainted  reft  : 
And,  half-reclining  on  his  fpear, 
Each  wor.dering  chief  by  turns  appear, 

To  hail  the  blooming  gueft. 

Old  Edward's  fens,  unknown  to  yield, 
Shall  crowd  from  Crefly's  laurel'd  field, 

And  gaze  with  fix'd  delight  : 
Again  for  Britain's  wrongs  they  feel, 
Again  they  fnatch  the  gleamy  fteel. 

And  wiih  th'  avenging  fight. 

But,  lo  !,  where,  funk  in  deep  defpair. 
Her  garments  torn,  her  bofom  bare, 

Impatient  Freedom  lies ! 
H«r  matted  treffes  madly  fprcad, 
To  every  fod  which  wraps  the  dead, 

She  turns  her  joylefs  eyes. 

Ne'er  fliall  we  leave  that  lowly  ground, 
Till  notes  of  triumph  burfting  round 

Proclaim  her  reign  reftor'd : 
Till  William  leek  the  fad  retreat, 
And,  bleeding  at  hei  facred  feet, 

Prefent  the  fa.ted  fword. 

If,  weak  to  foothe  fo  foft  an  heart, 
Thefe  pidlur'd  glories  nnught  impart. 

To  dry  thy  conftant  tear  : 
If  yet,  in  Sorrow's  diftant  eye, 
Expos'd  and  pale  thou  fee'it  him  lie, 

Wild  war  infulting  near  : 

Wheree'er  from  time  thou  court'ft  relief, 
The  mufe  fliall  flill  with  focial  grief, 

Her  gentleft  promife  keep; 
Ev'n  humble  Harting'scottag'd  vale 
Shall  learn  the  fad  repeated  tale. 

And  bid  her  fhepherds  weep. 

ODE  TO  JIVENING. 

If  aught  of  oa^en  flop,  orpaftoral  fong, 

May  hope,  chafte  Eve,  to  foothe  thy  modeft  ear, 

Like  thy  own  folemn  fprings. 

Thy  fprings,  and  dying  gales ; 

O  nymph  referv'd,   while  now  the  bright-hair'd 
Sits  in  yon  weftern  tent,  whofe  cloudy  fliuts,  [Sun 

With  brede  ethereal  wove,  , 

O'erhang  his  wavy  bed  ; 

Now  air  is  hufh'd,  fave  where  the  weak-ey'd  bat, 
With  fiiort  flirill  llirick  flits  by  on  leathern  wing. 

Or  where  the  beetle  winds 

His  froail  but  fullen  horn. 

As  oft  he  rifes  'midft  the  twilight  path, 
Againfl  the  pilgrim  borne  in  hcedlefs  hum  : 

fsow  teach  me,  maid  compos'd, 

To  breathe  fome  foften'd  Itrain, 

Whofe  numbers  flealing  through  thy  darkening 
2May  not  unfeemly  with  its  flillnefs  fuit,         [vale, 

As,  mufing  flow,  I  hail 

Thy  genial  icv'd  reiurn  I 


For  when  thy  folding-ftar  arlfing  (howi 
His  paly  circlet,  at  his  warning  lamp 

The  fragrant  hours,  and  elves 

Who  flept  in  buds  the  day. 

And  many  a  nymph  who  wreathes  her  brows  wi 

fedge. 
And  flieds  the  frefliening  dew,  and  lovelier  ftill, 

The  penfive  pleafures  fvveet 

Prepare  thy  fliadowy  car. 

Then  let  me  rove  forae  wild  and  heathy  fcene, 
Or  find  forae  ruin  'midft  its  dreary  dells, 

Whofe  walls  more  awful  nod 

By  thy  religious  gleams. 

Or  if  chill  bluftering  winds,  or  driving  rain, 
Prevent  my  willing  feet,  be  mine  the  hut, 

That  from  the  mountain's  fide, 

Views  wilds,  and  fwelling  floods. 

And  hamlets  brown,  and  dim-difcover'd  fpires, 
And  hears  their  fimple  bell,  and  marks  o'er  all 

Thy  dewy  fingers  draw 

The  gradual  duiky  veil. 

While  Spring  (hall  pour  his  fliowers,  as  oft  be  wont. 
And  bathe  thy  breathing  treffes,  meckeft  Eve  ! 

While  Summer  loves  to  fport 

Beneath  thy  lingering  light : 

While  fallow  Autumn  fills  thy  lap  with  leaves, 
Or  Winter  yelling  through  the  troublous  air, 

Affrights  thy  (hrinking  train, 

And  rudely  rends  thy  robes: 

So  long,  regardful  of  thy  quiet  rule. 

Shall  Fancy,  Friendfliip,  Science,  fmiling  PeacCj 

Thy  gentleft  influence  own, 

And  iove  thy  favourite  name  I 

ODE  TO  PEACE. 
O  THOU,  who  bad'ft  thy  turtles  bear 
Swift  from  his  grafp  thy  golden  hair. 

And  fought'ft  thy  native  ficies : 
VVhen  war,  by  vultures  drawn  from  far, 
To  Britain  bent  his  iron  car. 

And  bade  his  ftorms  arife  '. 

Tir'd  of  his  rude  tyrannic  fway, 
Our  -;outh  (hall  fix  fome  feflive  day, 

His  fullen  (brines  to  burn  : 
But  thou,  who  hear'ft  the  turning  fpheres^ 
What  founds  may  charm  thy  partial  ears. 

And  gain  thy  bleft  return  ! 

O  Peace  thy  injur'd  robes  up-bind  I 
O  rife,  and  leave  not  one  behind 

Of  all  thy  beamy  train  : 
The  Britifli  Jion,  goddefs  fweet. 
Lies  ftretch'd  on  earth  to  kits  thy  feet, 

And  Qwn  thy  holier  reign. 

Let  others  court  thy  tranfient  fmile, 
But  come  to  grace  thy  weltern  ifle. 

By  warlike  honour  led  ! 
And,  while  around  her  ports  rejoice. 
While  all  her  fons  adore  thy  choice, 

tVith  him  for  ever  wed  ! 

THE  MANNERS.     AN  ODE. 
Farewell,  for  clearer  ken  defign'dj 
The  dim-difcovet'd  traifts  of  aaind  : 
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Truths  which,  from  at^ion's  paths  retir'd, 
My  fileiit  fearch  in  vain  requir'd  ! 
No  more  my  fail  that  deep  explores, 
No  more  I  fearch  thofe  magic  fhores, 
What  regions  part  the  world  of  foul, 
Or  whence  thy  ftrearas,  opinion,  roll : 
If  e'er  I  round  fuch  fairy  held, 
Some  power  impart  the  fpear  and  fliield. 
At  which  the  wizard  paffions  fly. 
By  which  the  giant  follies  die  I 

Farewell  the  porch,  whofe  roof  is  feen, 
Arch'd  with  th'  enlivening  olive's  green  : 
Where  fcience,  prank'd  in  tifl'ued  veil, 
By  reafon,  pride,  and  fancy  drelt, 
■'Comes  like  a  bride,  fo  trim  array'd, 
To  wed  with  doubt  in  t'lato's  (hade  ! 

Youth  of  the  quick  uncheated  fight. 
Thy  walks,  obfervance,  more  invite  ! 
O  thou,  who  lov'rt  that  ampler  range. 
Where  life's  wide  profpedts  round  thee  change. 
And,  with  her  mingled  fons  ally'd, 
Throw'ft  the  prattling  page  afide  : 
To  me  in  converfe  fweet  impart, 
To  read  in  man  the  native  heart. 
To  learn,  where  fcience  fure  is  found, 
From  nature  as  flie  lives  around  : 
And  gazing  oft  her  mirror  true. 
By  turns  each  fhifting  image  view  I 
Till  meddling  art's  ofHcious  lore 
Reverfe  the  leilbns  taught  before, 
Alluring  from  a  fafcr  rule, 
To  dream  in  her  incbanted  fchool ; 
Thou,  Heaven,  whate'er  of  great  we  boaft, 
Hail  blell  this  focial  fcience  moti. 

Retiring  hence  to  thoughtful  cell. 
As  Fancy  breathes  her  potent  fpell. 
Not  vain  flie  liads  the  charmlful  tafk, 
In  pageant  quaint,  in  motley  malk, 
Behold,  before  her  mufing  eyes. 
The  countlefs  manners  round  her  rife  ; 
"While,  ever  varying  as  they  pafs. 
To  fome  Contempt  applies  her  g'nfs : 
With  thefe  the  whitc-rob'd  maid  com'oine, 
And  thofe  the  laughing  fatyri.  join  1 
But  who  is  he  whom  now  file  views, 
In  robe  of  wild  contending  hues  ? 
Thou  by  the  paffions  nurs'd  ;  I  greet 
The  comic  fock  that  binds  thy  feet  i 
O  humour,  thou  whofe  name  is  known 
To  Britain's  favour'd  ifle  alone  : 
Me  too  amidft  thy  band  admit. 
There  where  the  young-ey'd  healthful  wit, 
(Whofe  jewels  in  his  crifped  hair 
Are  plac'd  each  other's  beams  to  fhare, 
Whom  no  delights  from  thee  divide) 
In  laughter  loos';!  attends  thy  fide  I 

By  old  Miletus  *  who  fo  lono- 
Has  ceas'd  his  love-inwoven  fong  : 
By  all  you  taught  the  Tufcan  iTiaids, 
In  chang'd  Italia's  modern  fhades  : 
By  him  f ,  whofe  knight's  diftinguifh'd  name 
Refin'd  a  nation's  lult  of  fame  ; 
Whofe  tales  ev'u  now,  with  echoes  fweet, 
Pafti'iia's  Moorifli  hills  repeat : 

*  Alluding  to  the  MUffia:i  talcs,  fome  of  the 
earlieft  rotnances. 
\  Crevantes, 


Or  him  f,  whom  Seine's  blue  nymphs  deplore, 
In  watchet  weeds  on  Gallia's  fhore, 
Who  drew  the  fad  Sicilian  maid, 
By  virtues  in  her  fire  betray'd  ; 

O  Nature  boon,  from  whom  proceed 
Each  forceful  thought,  each  prompted  deed; 
If  but  from  thee  I  hope  to  feel, 
On  all  my  heart  imprint  thy  feal ! 
Let  fome  retreating  Cynic  find 
Thofe  oft-turn'd  fcrolls  I  leave  behind. 
The  fports  and  I  this  hour  agree 
You  rove  thy  fcene-full  world  with  thee  ! 

THE  PASSIONS. 

AN  ODE  FOR  MUSIC. 

Whew  Mufic,  heavenly  maid,  was  young, 
While  yet  in  early  Greece  Ihe  fung. 
The  Paffions  oft,  to  hear  her.fliell, 
Throng'd  around  her  magic  cell. 
Exulting,  trembling,  raging,  fainting, 
Pofleft  beyond  the  mufe's  painting ; 
By  turns  they  felt  the  glowing  mind 
Dillurb'd,  delighted,  rais'd,  refin'd. 
Till  once,  'tis  faid,  when  all  were  fir'd, 
Fill'd  with  fury,  rapt,  infpir'd, 
From  the  fupporting  myrtles  round 
They  fnatch'd  her  inilruments  of  found. 
And  as  they  oft  had  heard  apart 
Sweet  leffons  of  her  forceful  art. 
Each,  for  madnefs  rul'd  the  hour. 
Would  prove  his  own  expreffive  power. 

Firft  Fear  his  hand,  itsfkill  to  try. 

Amid  the  chords  bewilder'd  laid. 
And  back  recoil'd,  he  knew  not  why, 

Ev'n  at  the  found  himfelf  had  made. 

Next  Anger  rufli'd,  his  eyes  on  fire. 
In  lightnings  own'd  his  I'ecret  ftings, 

In  one  rude  clafli  he  ftruck  the  lyre. 

And  fwept  with  hurried  hand  the  ilrings. 

With  woeful  meafiires  wan  Defpair — 
Low  fullen  founds  his  grief  beguil'd, 

A  folemn,  llrange,  and  mingled  air, 
'Twas  fad  by  fits,  by  ftarts  'twas  wild. 

But  thou,  O  Hope,  with  eyes  fo  fair. 

What  was  thy  delighted  meafure  ? 

Still  it  whifper'd  promis'd  Pleafure, 

And  bade  the  lovely  fcenes  at  diftance  haill 
Still  would  her  touch  the  flrain  prolong, 

And  from  the  rocks,  the  woods,  the  vale. 
She  call'd  on  Echoftill  through  all  the  fon^; 
And  where  her  fweeteft  theme  Ihe  chofe, 
A  foft  refponfive  voice  was  heard  at  every  clofe. 
And  Hope  inchanted  fmil'd,  and  wav'd  her  goldea 

hair. 
And  longer  had  flie  fung — but,  with  a  frown, 

Revenge  impatient  rofe. 
He  threw  his  blood-ftain'd  fword  in  thunder  down, 
And,  with  a  withering  look, 
The  war-denouncing  trumpet  took, 
And  blew  a  blaft  fo  loud  and  dread. 
Were  ne'er  prophetic  founds  fo  full  of  woe. 

X  Movfieur  Le  Sage,  author  of  the  incompara- 
ble adventures  of  Gil  Bias  de  Santillane,  who  died 
in  Paris  in  the  year  I74J« 
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And  ever  and  anon  he  beat 
The  doubling  drum  with  faiious  heat ; 
And  though  fotnetimes,  each  dreary  pauie   be- 
Dejecled  Pity  at  his  fide  [tvveen, 

Her  foul-i'ubduing  voice  npplied. 
Yet  Hill  he  kept  his  wild  unaltei  'd  ir.ien. 
While  each   ftrain'd  ball  of  light  ieena'd  burfting 

from  his  head. 
Thy  numbers,  jealoufy,  to  nought  were  fix'd 

Sad  proot  ot'thy  diltrefstul  Itate, 
Of  differing  themes  the  veering  long  was  mix'd, 

And  now  it  courted  Love,  now  raving  call'd  on 
V/ith  eyes  up-rais'd,  as  one  inlpir'd,  [Hate. 

Pale  Melancholy  iat  retir'd, 
And  from  her  wild  lequeiler'd  feat. 
In  notes  by  diilance  made  more  fweet, 
Ppur'd  through  the  mellow  horn  her  penfive  foul: 
And  dafliing  foft  from  rocks  around, 
Bubbling  runnels  join'd  the  found  ;  [ftole, 

Through  giades  and  glooms  the  mingled  meafure 
Or  o'er  fome  haunted  ftreams  with  fond  delay, 
Round  an  holy  calm  diffufing, 
Love  of  peace  and  lonely  mufing, 
In  hollow  murmurs  died  away. 
But,  O,  how  alter'd  was  its  fprightlier  tone  I 
When  Cheerfulnefs,  a  nymph  of  healthiell  hue  1 
Her  bow  acrofs  her  ftiouider  flung. 
Her  bulkins  gemm'd  with  morning  dew, 
Blew  an  infpiring  air,  that  dale  and  thicket  rung, 
The  hunter's  call  to  Faun  and  Dryad  known  ; 
The  oak-crown'd  lifters,  and  their  chafte-ey'd 
Salyis  and  fjlvan  boys  were  feen,  [ijueen. 

Peeping  from  forth  their  alleys  green  ; 
Brown  Exercife  rejoic'd  to  hear, 

And  Sport  kaptup,  and  feix'd  his  beechen  fpear. 
Laft  came  Joy's  ccftatic  trial. 
He,  with  viney  crown  adv-mcing, 

Firft  to  the  lively  pipe  his  hand  addreft, 
But  foon  he  faw  the  briflc-awakening  viol, 

Whofe  fweet  entrancing  voice  he  lov'd  the  beft. 
They  would  have  thought,  who  heard  the 

ftrain, 
They  faw  in  Tempe's  vale  her  native  maids, 
Amidft  the  feftal  founding  ihades, 
To  Tome  unwearied  minftrel  dancing, 

While,  a^  his  flying  hngers  kifs'd  the  firings. 
Love  fram'dwith  Mirth  a  gay  fantaftic  round, 
Loofe  were  her  trelTcs  fcen,  her  zone  unbound, 
And  he,  amidft  his  frolic  play, 
As  if  he  would  the  charming  air  repay, 
Shook  thoufand  odours  from  his  dewy  wings. 
O  i\lufn:,  fphere-defcended  maid, 
Friend  of  pleafure,  wifdom's  aid, 
Why,  goddefs;  why  to  us  denied  ? 
Lay'it  thou  thy  ancient  lyre  afide  .' 
As  in  that  lov'd  Athenian  bower. 
You  learn'd  in  all-commanding  power, 
Thy  rnimic  foul,  O  nymph  endcar'd, 
(Jan  well  recal  what  then  it  heard. 
Where  is  thy  native  fimple  heart, 
Devote  to  Virtue,  Fancy,  Art  ? 
Arife,  as  in  that  elder  time. 
Warm,  energic,  chafte,  fublime  I 
Thy  wonders,  in  that  godlike  age, 
Fill  thy  recording  lifter's  page — 
^Tis  faid,  and  I  believe  the  tale, 
"Shy  humbleft  reed  could  more  prevail, 


Had  more  of  ftrength,  diviner  rage, 
Than  all  which  charms  this  laggard  age, 
Ev'n  all  at  oni-C  together  found 
Cecilia's  mingled  world  of  found— 
O,  bid  our  vain  endeavours  ceafe, 
Revive  the  ju!t  deligns  of  Greece, 
Return  in  ait  thy  fimple  ftate  I 
Contirm  the  tales  her  fons  relate  ! 

AN  EPISTLE 

ADDRESSED    TO    SIR    THOMAS    HANMEK,    OK    HIS 
EDITION  OF  SUAKSPEARE'S   WORKS. 

While,  born  to  bring  the  mufe's  happier  days, 
A  patriot'?  hand  protects  a  poet's  lays  ; 
VVhik,  nurs'd  by  you,  flie  fees  her  myrtles  bloom. 
Green  and  unwither'd  o'er  his  honour'd  tomb  : 
Excufe  her  doubts,  if  yet  flie  fears  to  tell 
What  I'ecret  tranfports  in  her  bofom  fwell : 
With  confcious  awe  ftie  hears  the  critic's  fame. 
And  blafhing  hides  her  wreath   at  Shakipeare's 

name. 
Hard  was  the  lot  thofe  injur'd  ftrains  endur'd. 
Unknown  by  fcience,  and  by  years  obfcur'd  : 
Fair  Fancy  wept ;  and  echoing  fighs  confefs'd 
A  fixt  defpair  in  every  tuneful  breaft. 
Not,  with  more  grief  th'  afflicfhed  fwains  appear. 
When  wintery  winds  deform  the  plenteous  year  • 
When  lingering  frofts  the  ruin'd  feats  invade 
Where  Peace  retorted,  and  the  Graces  play'd. 

Each  rifing  art  by  juft  gradation  moves. 
Toil  builds  on  toil,  and  age  on  age  improves  : 
The  mufe  alone  unequal  dealt  her  rage. 
And  grac'd  with  nobieft  pomp  her  earlieft  ftage, 
Prelerv'd  through  time,  the  fpeaking  fcenes  impart 
Each  changeful  wifli  of  PhiEdra's  tortur'd  heart: 
Or  paint  the   curfe  that  mark'd  the  *  Theban's 
A  bed  inceftuous,  and  a  father  flain.  [feign, 

With  kind  concern  our  pitying  eyes  o'erflow. 
Trace  the  fad  tale,  and  own  another's  woe. 

To  Rome  remov'd,  with  wit  fecure  to  pleafe. 
The  Comic  fillers  keep  their  native  eafe.    - 
With  jealous  fear  declining  Greece  beheld 
Her  own  Menander's  art  almoft  excell'd  ! 
But  every  mufe  effay'd  to  raife  in  vain 
Some  labour'd  rival  of  her  tragic  ftrain; 
Ilyffus'  laurels,  though  transfcr'd  with  toil,     [foil. 
Droop'd  their  tair  leaves,  nor  knew  th'  unfriendly 

As  arts  cxpir'd,  refiftlels  dulnefs  rofe  ;         [(oes. 
Goths,  priefts,  or  Vandals,. --all  were   learning's 
Tilt  f  Julius  firft  recall'd  each  esil'd  maid, 
And  Cofmo  own'd  them  in  th'_ Etrurian  ftiade : 
Then,  deeply  fliill'd  in  love's  engaging  theme. 
The  foft  Provengal  pafs'd  to  Arno's  ftream  : 
With  graceful  eafe  the  wanton  lyre  he  ftrung. 
Sweet  flow'd  the  lays---but  love  was  all  he  fung. 
The  gay  defcription  could  not  fail  to  move  ; 
For,  led  by  nature,  all  are  friends  to  love. 

But  heaven,  ftill  various  in  its  works,  decreed 
The  perfe(fl  boaft  of  time  Ihould  laft  fucceed. 
The  beauteous  union  muft  appear  at  length. 
Of  Tufcan  fancy,  and  Athenian  ftrength  : 
One  greater  mufe  Eliza's  reign  adorn. 
And  ev'n  a  Shakfpeare  to  her  fame  be  born  I 


•   Tht;  Oedipus  of  Sophocles. 

\  Julius  11.  the  immediate  predecejfor  of  Leo.  K 
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Yet,  all  !  fo  bright  lier  morcing's  opening  ray, 
Jn  vain  our  Britain  hop'd  an  equal  day  I 
No  fecond  growth  the  weftcrn  ifle  could  bear, 
At  once  exhaufted  with  too  rich  a  year. 
Too  nicely  Jonfon  knew  the  critic's  part ; 
I>Jature  in  him  was  almoil  loft  in  art. 
Of  fofter  mold  the  gentle  Fletcher  canne, 
The  next  in  order,  as  the  next  in  name. 
"With  pleas'd  attention  'midft  his  fcenes  we  find 
Each  glowing  thought,  that  warms  the  female 

mind. 
Each  melting  figh,  and  every  tender  tear. 
The  lover's  wiflies,  and  the  virgin's  fear. 
His  *  every  ftrain  the  fmiles  and  graces  own  ; 
But  ftronger  Shakfpeare  felt  for  man  alone : 
Drawn  by  his  pen,  our  ruder  paflions  ftand 
Th'  unrival'd  pidture  of  his  early  hand. 

f  With  gradual  fteps,  and  flow,  exacfter  Franct 
Saw  art's  fair  empire  o'er  her  ihores  advance  : 
By  length  of  toil  a  bright  perfedlion  knew, 
Correiflly  bold,  and  juft  in  all  (lie  drew. 
Till  late  Corneille,  with  |  Lucan's  fpirit  fir'd, 
Breath'd  the  free  ftrain,  a<;  Rome,  and  he  infpir'd  : 
And  cldflic  judgment  gain'd  to  fweet  Racine 
The  temperate  ftrength  of  Maro's  chafter  line. 

But  wilder  far  the  Britifli  laurel  Ipread, 
And  wreaths  lefs  artful  crown  our  poet's  head. 
Yet  he  alone  to  every  fcene  could  give 
Th'  hillorian's  truth,  and  bid  the  manners  live. 
Wak'd  at  his  call  I  view,  with  glad  furprife, 
Maieftic  forms  of  mighty  monarchs  rife. 
There  Henry's  trumpets  fpread  their  loud  alarms, 
And  laurel'd  conqueft  waits  her  hero's  arms. 
Here  gentler  Edward  claims  a  pitying  figh. 
Scarce  torn  to  honours,  and  fo  loon  to  die  ! 
Yet  fliall  thy  throne,  unhappy  infant,  bring 
No  beam  of  comfort  to  the  guilty  king  : 
The  time  (hall  come  when  Glo'fter's  heart  fhall 
In  life's  laft  hours,  with  horror  of  the  deed  :  [bleed 
When  dreary  vifions  fhall  at  laft  prefent 
Thy  vengeful  image  in  the  midnight  tent: 
ThJ  hand  unfeen  the  fecfet  death  fliall  bear, 
Biunt  the  weak  fword,  and  break  th'  oppreHive 
fpear. 
Where'er   we  turn,  by  fancy  charm'd,  we  find 
Some  fweet  illufion  of  the  cheated  mind. 
Oft,  wild  61  wing,  ihe  calls  the  foul  to  rove 
With  humbler  nature,  iu  the  rural  grove  ; 
Where  fi*;airiS  contented  own  the  quiet  fcene^ 
And  twilight  fairies  trtad  the  circled  green  : 
Drefs'd  by  her  hand,  the  woods  and  vallies  fmile, 
And  fpring  diffufive  decks  th'  inchanted  ifle. 
O,  more  than  all  in  powerful  genius  l)left, 
Come,  take  thine  empire  o'er  the  willing  breaft  ! 
Whate'er  the  wounds  this  youthful  heart  (itall  feel, 
Thy  longs  fuppoit  me,  and  thy  morals  heal ! 

,  *   Their  cbarafiers  are  thjis  diflinguljljed.  by 
ill/-.  Dryden. 

f  About  the  time  of  Shakfpeare,  the  poet 
Hardy  was  in  great  repute  in  France.  He  nvrote, 
according  to  Fontenelle,  f:i  hundred  plays.  The 
French  poets  after  him  applied  themflves  in  ge- 
neral to  the  correB  improvement  of  the  fige. 
lubich  ivns  almofl  totally  difregarded  by  thcfe  of 
6ur  o'ivn  cou-ntry,  fonfon  excepted. 

J  The  favourite  author  of  the  rfder  Co^ncHh-. 

Yot.  iX; 


There  every  thriight  thr  poet?  wnrmth  itiay  taifc* 

Their  native  mufic  dwelh  in  all  the  lays. 

O,  might  fome  verfe  with  happieft  (kill  perfuade 

Exprefhve  pi<Aure  to  adopt  thi|ie  aid  I 

What  wondrous  draughts  might  rue  from  every 

What  other  Raphaels  charm  a  diftant  age  !  [page  I 

Methinks  ev'ii  now  I  view  fame  free  defign. 
Where  breathing  nature  lives  in  fivtry  line; 
Chafte  and  fubdued  the  modcft  lights  decay 
Steal  into  (liades,  and  mildly  melt  away, 
—And  fee,  where  *  Anthony,  in  tears  spDrov'd, 
Guards  the  pale  relics  of  the  chief  he  lov'd  : 
O'er  the  cold  corfe  the  Watrior  fee  pis  to  bend,   , 
Deep  funk    in    griet,    and    itiourn-   his  triurder'cl 
Still  as  they  prefs,  he  rills  on  all  mound,  [friend  '. 
Lifts  the  torn  robe,  and  points  the  bleeding  wound. 

But  \  who  is  he,  vhofe  brows  exalted  bear 
A  wrath  impatient,  and  a  fiercer  air?. 
Awake  to  all  that  injur'd  worth  can  feel, 
On  his  own  Rome  he  turns  th'  avenging  fteeU 
Yet  (hall  rot  war's  infatiate  fury  fall, 
(So  heaven  ordains  it)  on  the  deftin'd  wall. 
See  the  fond  mother,  'midft  the  plaintive  train, 
Hung  on  his  knees,  and  proftrate  on  the  plain  I 
Touch'd  to  the  foul,  in  vain  he  ftrives  to  hide 
The  fon's  aftetftion,  in  the  Roman's  pride  : 
O'er  all  the  man  conflidling  paflions  rile, 
Rage  giafps  the  fwotd,  while  pity  melts  the  eyes 

Thus,  generous  critic,  as  tby  bard  infpires. 
The  fifter  arts  fliall  nurfe  their  drooping  lires  : 
Each  from  his  fcenes  her  ftores  alternate  bring, 
Blend  the  fair  tints,  or  waive  the  vocal  ftring  s 
Thofe  Sibyl-leaves,  the  fport  of  every  v/ind, 
(For  poets  ever  were  a  careiefs  kind) 
By  thee  difpos'd,  no  farther  toil  demand. 
But,  juft  to  nature,  own  thy  forming  hand.   , 

So  fpread  o'er  Greece,  th'  harrrionious  whole 
unknown, 
Ev'n  Homer's  number^  cHarrti'd  by  parts  aione. 
Their  own  (jlyfles  fcarce  had  wander'd  more. 
By  winds  and  watfets  caft  on  ev'  ry  fiore  : 
When  rais'd  by  fate,  fome  former  Hanmerjoin'3 
Eiich  beauteous  image  of  the  hbund'efs  mind  ; 
And  bade,  like  thee,  his  Athens  ever  claim 
A  foud  alliance  with  the  poet's  name. 

DIRGE  IN  CYMBELINE. 

Sii?/g  hy  Guiderits  and  Ar'viragus  aver   Fidel^^ 
fr.ppofcd  to  be  dead. 

To  fair  Fidel e's  grafly  tomb  .•  , 

Soft  maids  and  village  hiric's  fliall  bring 

Each  opening  fweet,  of  earheft  bloom. 
And  i:ifl.e  all  the  breathing  fpring. 

No  wailing  ghoft  fliall  dare  appi^ar 
To  vex  Vvith  flirieks  this  quiet  grove, 

But  fliepherd  lads  afiemble  here, 

And  melting  virgins  o'vin  their  love. 

No  wither'd  v>Itc?i  ftiall  here  be  feen, 
No  goblins  lead  their  nightly  crew; 

The. female  fays  fliall  haunt  the  green. 
And  drefs  thy  gfave  with  peaf ly  desv  J 


*   See  the  tragedy  cf  Julius  Cue  far, 
t  Coriolamis.     See   Mr.   Spc/ice's  diaiO^.r/e  Pf 
theOdvf^,:  ^^^^ 
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The  red-breaft  oft  at  evening  hours 

Shall  kindly  lend  his  little  aid. 
"With  hoary  mofs,  and  gather'd  flowers. 

To  deck  the  ground  where  thou  art  laid. 

When  howling  winds,  and  beating  rain, 

In  tempefts  fiiakc  thy  fylvan  cell ; 
Or  'midrt  the  chafe  on  every  plain, 

The  tender  thought  on  thee  fhall  dwell. 

Each  lonely  fcene  ihall  thee  reftore, 

For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  Ihed  ; 
Beiov'd.  till  life  can  charm  no  more  ; 

And  mourn'd,  till  pity's  felf  be  dead. 

ODE 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  THOMSON. 

The  Scene  of  the  following  Stanoias  is  fuppofed  to 
lie  on  the  Thames^  near  Richmond. 

In  yonder  grave  a  Druid  lies 

VVhere  flowly  winds  the  dealing  wave. 

The  year's  beft'fweets  (hall  duteous  rife, 
To  deck  its  poet's  fylvan  grave  1 

In  yon  deep  bed  of  whifpering  reeds 

His  airy  harp  *  fhall  now  be  laid, 
That  he,  whofe  heart  in  forrow  bleeds, 

May  love  through  life  the  foothing  fhade. 
Then  maids  and  youths  fhall  linger  here. 

And,  while  its  founds  at  dii'tance  fwell, 
Shall  fadly  feem  in  pity's  ear 

To  hear  the  woodland  pilgrim's  knell. 
Remembrance  oft  fhall  haunt  the  fhore 

When  Thames  in  fummer  wreaths  is  dreft, 
And  oft  fufpend  the  dafhing  oar 

To  bid  his  gentle  fpirit  reft  1 

And  oft  as  eafe  and  health  retire 

To  breezy  lawn,  or  forelt  deep, 
The  friend  ihall  view  yon  whitening  f  fpire, 

And  'mid  the  varied  landfcape  weep. 

But  thou,  who  own'ft  that  earthly  bed, 

Ah  ;  T/hat  will  every  dirge  avail  ? 
Or  tears,  which  love  and  pity  flied, 

That  mourn  beneath  the  gliding  fail '. 
Yet  lives  there  one,  whofe  heedlefs  eye 

Shall  fcorn  thy  pale  flirine  glimmering  near  ? 
With  him,  fwe^tbard,  may  fancy  die, 

And  joy  defert  the  blooming  year. 
But  thou,  lorn  flieam,  whofe  fullen  tide 

No  fedge-crown'd  lifters  now  attend, 
Now  waft  me  from  the  green  hill's  fide 

Whofe  cold  turf  hides  the  buried  friend  ! 
And  fee,  the  fairy  vallies  fade. 

Dun  night  has  veil'd  the^folemn  view  ! 
Yet  once  again,  dear  parted  (hade, 

Meek  nature's  child,  again  adieu  '. 
The  genial  meads  \  aflign'd  to  blefs 

Thy  life,  fhall  mourn  thy  early  doom  ! 

•  The  harp  ofMolus,  of  which  fee  adefcription 
in  the  Caflle  of  Indolence. 

\  Mr.  Thonifon  was  buried  in  Richmond  church. 

%  Mr.  Thomfon  refided  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Rich.nojidfome  time  before  his  death. 


THE   WORKS    OF    COtLlNS. 

Their  hinds  and  (hepherd  girls  (hall  dref: 
With  fimple  hands  thy  rural  tomb. 


Long,  long,  thy  (tone,  and  pointed  clay 
Shall  melt  the  muling  Briton's  eyes, 

O I  vales,  and  wild  woods,  (liall  he  fay, 
In  yonder  grave  your  Druid  lies  1 

VERSES  WRITTEN  ON  A  PAPER, 

WHICH    C9NTAINED    A    PIECE  OF  BRIDE-CAKE. 

Ye  curious  hands,  that  hid  from  vulgar  eyes, 
By  fearch  profane  fliall  find  this  hollow'd  cake, 

With  virtue's  awe  forbear  the  facred  prize. 
Nor  dare  a  theft,  for  love  and  pity's  fake  1 

This  precious  relic,  form'd  by  magic  power. 
Beneath  the  fliepherd's  haunted  pillow  laid. 

Was  meant  by  love  to  charm  the  (ilent  hour, 
The  fecret  prefent  of  a  matchlefs  maid. 

The  Cyprian  queen,  at  Hymen's  fond  requeft. 
Each  nice  ingredient  chofe  with  happicft  art ; 

Fears,  fighs,  and  wifhes  of  th'  enamour'd  breaft. 
And  pains  that  pleafe,  are  mixt  in  eVery  part. 

With  rofy  hand  the  fpicy  fruit  (lie  brought. 
From  Paphian  hills,  and  fair  Cytherea's  ifle  ; 

And   temper'd  fweet    with    thefe  the    melting 
thought. 
The  kifi  ambrofial,  and  the  yielding  fmile. 

Ambiguous  locks,  that  fcorn  and  yet  relent. 
Denials  mild,  and  firm  unalter'd  truth, 

Reludlant  pride,  and  amorous  faint  confent. 
And  meeting  ardours,  and  exulting  youth. 

Sleep,  wayward  God  I  hath  fworn,  while  thefe 
remain, 

With  flattering  dreams  to  dry  his  nightly  tear, 
And  cheerful  hope,  fo  oft  invok'd  in  vain, 
With  fairy  longs  (hall  footh  his  penlive  ear. 

If,  bound  by  vows  to  friendfhip's  gentle  (ide, 
And  fond  of  foul,  thou  hop'ft  an  equal  grace. 

If  youth  or  maid  thy  joys  and  griefs  divide, 
O,  much  entreated  leave  this  fatal  place. 

Sweet  peace,  who  long  hath  (hunn'd  my  plaintive 
day, 

Confents  at  length  to  brirfg  me  fhort  delight. 
Thy  carelcfs  fteps  may  fcare  her  doves  away. 

And  grief  with  raven  note  ufurp  the  ni^ht. 

ODE. 

ON  TUE  POPULAR  SUPERSTITIONS  OF  THE  HIGH- 
LANDS  OF  SCOTLAND  } 

Confidcred  as  the  fuhjeSl  of  Poetry. 

Infcribed  to  J\ilr.  John  Home. 
t 
Home,  thou  return'ft  from  Thames,  whefe  Naiad* 
long 
Have  feen  thee  lingering  with  a  fond  delay. 
Mid  thofe  loft  friends,  whofe  hearts  fome  future 
day, 
Shall  melt,  perhaps,  to  hear  thy  tragic  fong  *- 

*  How  truly  did  Collins  frediSi  Homers  trag  ■ 
pcnusrs  ! 

1 
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tSo,  not  unmindful  of  that  cordial  youth  * 

Whom,  long  endear'd,  thou  leav'ft  by  Lavant's 
Together  let  us  wifh  him  lading  truth,         [fide  ; 

And  joy  untainted  with  hh  deftin'd  bride. 
IDo  I  nor  regardlefs,  while  thefe  numbers  boaft 

My  fhort-liv'd  blifs,  forget  my  focial  name  ; 
"But  think,  far  off,  how,  on  the  fcuthern  coaft, 

I  met  thy  friendfhip  with  an  equal  flame  I 
Frefh  to  that  foil  thou  turn'ft,  where  every  vale 

Shall  prompt  the  poet,  and  his  fong  demand  : 
To  thee  thy  copious  fubjqcfts  ne'er  Ihall  fail ; 

Thou  need'ft  but  take  thy  pencil  to  thy  hand, 
And  paint  what  all  believe,  who  own  thy  genial 
land. 

There,  mult  thou  wake  perforce  thy  Doric  quill ; 

'Tis  fancy's  land  to  which  thou  fett'ft  thy  feet ; 

Where  dill,  'tis  faid,  the  fairy  people  meet, 
Beneath  each  birken  lliade,  on  mead  or  hill. 
There,  each  trim  lafs,  that  ikims  the  milky  ftore 

To  the  fwart  tribes  their  creamy  bowls  allots  j 
By  night  they  fip  it  round  the  cottage  door, 

While  airy  minftrels  warble  jocund  notes. 
There,  every  herd,  by  fad  experience,  knows 

How,  wing'd  with  fate,  their  elf-diot  arrows  fly, 
When  the  fick  ewe  her  fummer  fojd  foregoes, 

Or,  ftretch'd  on  earth,  the  heart -fmit  heifers  lie, 
Such  airy  beings  awe  th'  untutor'd  fw-ain  :   [gledl; 

Nor  thou,  tho'  learn'd,his  homelier  thoughts  ne- 
Let  thy  fweet  mufe  the  rural  faith  fuftain  ; 

Thefe  are  the  themes  of  finiple,  fure  effedl. 
That  add  new  conquefts  to  her  boundlefs  reign. 

And  fill,  with  double  force,  her  heart-command- 


ing ftrain. 

Ev'n  yet  preferv'd,  how  often  may'ft  thou  hear, 

Where  to  the  pole  the  Boreal  mountains  run, 

Taught  by  the  father,  to  his  liltening  fon  ; 
Strange  lays,  whofe  power  had  charm'd  a  Spenfer's 

ear. 
At  every  paufe,  before  thy  mind  polTeft, 

Old  Runic  bards  fliall  feem  to  rife  around, 
With  uncouth  lyres,  in  many-colour'd  veft, 

Theirmattedhairwith  boughsfantaftic  crown'd: 
Whetlier  thou  bid'll  the  well-taught  hind  repeat 

The  choral  dirge,  that  mourns  fome  chieftain 
brave, 
When  every  fiirleking  maid  her  bofom  beat, 

And  ftrew'd  with  chciceft  herbs  his  fcented  grave  J 
Or  whether,  fitting  in  the  Ihephcrd's  fhiel  f. 

Thou  hearTt  fome  founding  tale  ef  wars  alarms  j 
When  at  the  bugle's  call,  with  fire  and  fteel, 

The  fturdy  clans  pour'd  forth  their  brawny 

f warms,  [arms. 

And  hoftile  brothers  met,  to  prove  each  other's 

'Tis  thine  to  fing,  how,  framing  hideous  fpells, 
In  Sky's  lone  iile,  the  gifted  wizzard-feer, 
Lodg'd  in  the  wintery  cave  with  fate's  fellfpear, 

Or  in  the  depth  of  Uift's  dark  foreft  dwells: 
How  they,  whofe  fight  fuch  dreary  dreams  en- 

With  their  own  vifionoft  aftonilh'd  droop,  [grofs, 

*  A  gentleman  of  the  ?tame  of  Barrow,  who 
Introduced  Home  to  Collins. 

t  AfurjK-r  hut,  built  in  the  high  part  of  the 
mountains,  to  tend  their  flocks  in  the  'vann  fca- 
fon,  when  the  ^ajlure  is  fne. 


When,  o'er  the  wat'ry  ftrath,  or  quaggy  mofs. 
They  fee  the  gliding  ghofts  unbodied  troop. 

Or,  if  in  fports,  or  on  the  feflive  green, 
Their  deltin'd  glance  fome  fated  youth  dcfcry. 

Who  now,  perhaps,  in  lafty  vigour  feen, 
And  rofy  health,  fhall  foon  lamented  die. 

For  them  the  viewlefs  forms  of  air  obey; 
Their  bidding  heed,  and  at  their  beck  repair. 

They  know  what  fpirit  brews  the  ftormful  day. 
And  heartlefs,  oft  like  moody  madnefs,  ftare 

To  fee  the  phantom  train  their  fecret  work  pre- 
pare. 

To  monarchs  dear  *,  fome  hundred  miles  aftray, 
Oft  have  they  feen  fate  give  the  fatal  blow  I 
The  feer,  in  Sky,  Ihriek'd  as  the  blood  did  flow, 

When  headlefs  Charles  warm  on  the  fcaftold  lay  I 

As  Boreas  threw  his  young  Aurora  f  forth, 
In  the  fint  year  of  the  firft  George's  reign, 

And  battles  rag'd  in  welkin  of  the  North, 
They  mourn'd  in  air,  fell,  fell  rebellion  flain  \ 

And  as,  of  late,  they  joy'd  in  Prefton's  fight, 
Saw  at  fad  Falkirk,  all  their  hopes  near  crown'd ! 

*  The  YthJlan7M,  and  the  half  of  the  Ylth, 
in.  Dr.  Carlyle's  copy,  printed  in  the  firf  'volume 
of  the  "  Tranfaaions,"  of  the  Royal  Society  of 
E.Unbzirgh,  being  deficient,  have  been  fupplie'd  by 
Mr.  Mackenzie ;  luhcfe  /i:;es  are  here  annexed, 
for  thepurpofe  of  comparifvn,  and  to  dojujlice  to 
the  elegant  author  of  the  JJan  of  Feeling. 

"  Or  071  fome  bellying  rock  thatflmdes  the  deep, 
"   They  I'ieiv  the  lurid  figns  that  crofs  thefky, 
"  Where  in  the  weft,  the  brooding  tenipefts  lie  ; 
A7id  hear  the jirft,  flint,  rujiling  pennons  fweep. 
"  Or  in  the  arched  cave,  luhere  deep  and  dark 
''  The  broad,  unbroken  billows  heai<e  and  fwell, 
"  In  horrid  mufings  rapt,  they  fit  to  mark 
''   The  laboring  moon  ;  or  lift  the  nightly  yell 
"  Of  that  dread  fpirit,  whofe  gigantic  form 

"   The  feer' s  entranced  eye  can  iL'ellfurvey, 
''   Thro'  the  dim  air  ivho  guides  the  drilling  fiorm, 
"  And  points  the  wretched  bark  itsdeftin\lprey. 
"  Gr  him  nvbo  hovers  vn  his  flagging  luing, 

"  0''er  the  dire  whirlpool,  that,  in  oceati's  waf.c, 
"  Draws  inftant  doivn  ivhate'er  devoted  thing 
"   The  falling   bree'Xie   within  its  reach  hath 
"  placed — 
"   The  diftant  feanien  hears,  and.  flies  with  trem~ 
"  bli?ig  hafie- 
"  Or,  if  on  land  the  fiend  exerts  hisfway, 
"   Silent  he  broods  o^er  qnickfand,bo^  or  fc:i, 

"  Far  from  the fheltering  roof  and  haunts  of  men, 
"   I'Vhen  switched  darknefs  flrut  s  the  eye  of  day, 
"  AfidfJjrouds  each  ftar  that  wont  to  cheer  the 
7iight ; 
"  Or,  if  the  drifted fnow  perplex  the  way, 
"  With  treacherous gleamhe lures  thefatcdnxiight, 
"  A7id  leads  hii7iflou7idering  on  and  quite  aftray." 

f  By  young  Aurora,  Collins  undoubtedly  7neant 
the  fir  (I  appeara/ice  of  the  northern  lights,  ivhich 
happe7ied  about  the  year  1715  ;  at  leaf,  it  /r  7no/i 
highly  probable  fro7n  this  peculiar  circu7njla7ice, 
that  no  am  icnt  writer  whatever,  has  taken  any 
notice  of  theni,  nor  even  any  one  moddrti,  previ- 
ous to  the  above  period. 
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They  rav'J  '.  divining,  thro'  their  fecond  fight  *. 

Pale,  red  Culloden,  where   thefe  hopes  were 
drown'd  1 
Ilhiftrious  William  +  !   Britain's  guardian  name  '. 

One  William  fav'd  us  from  a  tyrant's  ftroke ; 
He,  for  a  fceptre,  gain'd  heroic  fame,  [broke, 

But  thou,  more  glorious,  flavery's  chain   haft 
To  reign  a  private  man,  and  bow  to  freedom's  yoke '. 

Thefe,  too,  thou'lt  fing  !  for  well  thy  magic  mufe 

Can  to  the  topmoft  heaven  of  grandeur  foar  ; 

Or  ftoop  to  wail  the  fwain  that  is  no  more  I 
Ah, homely  fwains!  yourhomewardftepsne'erloofe; 

Let  not  dank  Will  |  miflead  you  to  the  heath  : 
Dancing  in  mirky  night,  o'er  fen  and  lake, 

He  glows,  to  draw  you  downward  to  your  death. 
In  his  bewitch'd,  low,  marfliy,  willow  brake  ! 
What  though  far  off,  from  fome  dark  dell  efpied. 

His  glimmering  mazes  cheer  th'  excurfive  fight, 
Yet  turn,  ye  wanderers,  turn  yourfteps  afide. 

Nor  truft  the  guidance  of  that  faithiefs  light  ; 
For  watchful,  lurking,  'mid  th'  unruftling  reed, 

At  thofe  mirk  hours  the  wily  monfter  lies, 
And  liftens  oft  to  hear  the  paffing  fteed. 

And  frequent  round  him  rolls  his  fuUeneyes, 
if  chance  his  favage  wrath  may  fome  weak  wretch 
furprife. 

Ah,  lucklefs  fwain,  o'er  all  unbleft,  indeed  I 

Whom  late  bewikler'd  in  the  dank,  dark  fen, 

Far  from  his  flocks,  and  fmoking  hamlet,  then  ! 
To  that  fad  fpot  where  hums  thefedgy  weed: 

On  him,  enrag'd,  the  fiend,  in  angry  mood, 
Shall  never  look  with  pity's  kind  concern, 

But  inftant,  furious,  raife  the  whelming  flood 
O'er  its  drown'd  banks,  forbidding  all  return  1 

Or,  if  he  meditate  his  wifli'd  efcape, 
To  fome  dire  hill  that  feems  uprifing  near. 

To  his  faint  eye,  the  grim  and  grifly  Ihape, 
In  all  Its  terorrs  clad,  fliall  wild  appear. 

Meantime  the  watery  furge  fliall  round  him  rife, 
Pour'd  fudden  forth  from  every  fwelling  foiirce  '. 

What  now  remains  but  tears  and  hopelefs  fighs? 
Wis  fear-fliook  limbs  have  ioft  their  youthly  force. 
And  down  the  waves  he  floats,  a  pale  and  breath- 
lefs  corfe  ! 

For  him  in  vain  his  anxious  wife  fliail  wait, 

Or  wander  forth  to  meet  him  on  his  way  ; 
For  him  in  vain  at  to-fall  of  the  day, 

■  His  babes  fliall  linger  at  th'  unclofing  gate  ! 
Ah,  ne'er  llisll  he  return  '.   Alone,  if  night, 

Her  travei'd  limbs  in  broken  flumbers  fteep  ' 
With  drooping  willows  dreft,  his  mournful  fprite 

Shall  vifit  fad,  perchance,  her  filent  deep  : 
Then  he,  perhaps,  with  moift  and  viratery  hand. 

Shall  fondly  fecm  to  prefs  her  fluicklering  cheek, 
And  wnh  his  blue  I'woln  face  before  her  ftand. 

And,  fluvering  cold,  thefe  piteous  accents  fpeak: 

*  Seco7id fight  is  the  terrn  that  is  ufcd  for  the 
divinatio.i.  of  the  Highltiiiders. 

t  'The  late  Duke  of  Cumbsrl(tnd,'whb  defeated 
the  Pretender  at  the  battle  oj  Culloden. 

\  Afiery7neteor,  called  by  wirlous  7Wrh.ei,fuch 
as  V/ill  njuith  the  Wifp,  Jack  -with  the  Lanthorri, 
^c.  It  hovers  in  the  air  over  marfliy  and  fenny 
places. 
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"  Purfue,  dear  wife,  thy  daily  toils,  purfue, 
"  At  dawn  or  dufk,  induftrious  as  before  ; 

"  Nor  e'er  of  me  one  helplefs  thought  renew, 
"  While  I  lie  weltering  on  the  ofier'd  fhore, 

"  Drown'd  by  the  Kelpie's  *  wrath,  nor  e'er  fhall 
"  aid  thee  more  !" 


Unbounded  is  thy  range  ;  with  varied  flcill 

Thy  mufe  may,  like  thofe  feathery  tribes  which 

fpring 
From  their  rude  rocks,  extend  her  Ikirting  wing 
Round  the  njoift  marge  of  eacVi  cold  Hebrid  ifle. 
To  that  hoar  pile  f  which  ftill  its  ruins  (hows : 
In  whofe  fmall  vaults  a  pigmy-iolk  is  found, 

Whofe  bones  the  delver  with  his  fpade  upthrows. 
And  culls  them,  wond'ring,  frsm  the  hallow'd 

ground ! 
Or  thither  \-,  where  beneath  the  fliow'ry  weft. 

The  mighty  kings  of  three  fair  realms  are  laid  ; 
Once  foes,  perhaps,  together  now  they  reft. 

No  flaves  revere  them,  and  no  wars  invade  : 
Yet  frequent  now,  at  midnight  folemn  hour. 

The  rifted  mounds  their  yawning  cells  unfold, 
And  forth  the  monarchs  ftalk  with  fovereign  power. 
In  pageant  robes;  and.wreath'd  with  fheeny  gold 
And  on  their  twilight  tombs  aerial  council  hold. 

But,  oh,  o'er  all,  forget  not  Kilda's  race,      [tides, 

On  whofe  bleak  rocks,  which  brave  the  wafting 

Fair  nature's  daughter,  virtue,  yet  abides. 
Go  I  juft,  as  they,  their  blamelefs  manners  trace  \ 

Then  to  my  ear  tranfmit  fome  gentle  fong. 
Of  thofe  whofe  lives  are  yet  fincere  and  plain, 

Their  bounded  walks  the  rugged  cliflfs  along. 
And  all  their  profpe<£l  but  the  wintery  main. 

With  fparing  temperance  at  the  needful  time. 
They  drain  the  fcented  fpring ;  or,  hunger-preft 

Along  th'  Atlantic  rock,  undreading  climb. 
And  of  its  eggs  defpoil  the  folan's  ||  neft. 

Thus,  blelt  in  primal  innocence  they  live, 
SuflSc'd,  and  happy  with  that  frugal  fare 

Which  tafteful  toil  and  hourly  danger  give. 
Hard  is  their  fhallow  foil,  and  bleak  and  bare ; 

Nor  ever  vernal  bee  was  heard  to  murmur  there'. 

Nor  need'ft  thou  blufh  that  fuch  falfe  themes  en- 
Thy  gentle  mind,  of  fairer  ftores  pofleft ;  [gage 
For  not  alone  they  touch  the  village  brealt, 

But  SU'd  in  elder  time,  th'  hiftoric  page. 

There,  Shakfpeare's  felf,  with  every  garland 
crown'd. 

Flew  to  thofe  fairy  climes  his  fancy  (heen. 
In  mufing  hour  ;  his  wayward  fillers  found. 

And  with  their  terrors  dreft  the  magic  fcene. 
From  them  he  fung,  when,  'mid  his  bold  defign. 

Before  the  Scot,  ufflitfted,  and  aghaft  I 

*   ^he  water  fiend. 

\  One  of  the  Hebr  ides  is  called  the  ifle  of  Pig' 
mies  ;  'u<hcre  it  is  reported,  that  feveral  minid' 
tnrc  bones  of  the  human  f pedes  have  been  dug  up 
in  the  ruins  of  a  chapel  there. 

\  Icol;nkill,  one  of  the  Hebrides,  ivhere  near 
ftty  of  the  ancient  Scottifi,  Irifj,  and  Nor-ivegiait 
kings  are  interred. 

II  An  aquatic  bird  like  a  goofe,  on  the  eggs  of 
which  the  inhabitants  of  St.  Kilda,atiothcr  of  the 
Hebrides,  chiefiy  fuhffi. 
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The  fliadowy  kings  of  Banquo's  fated  line, 
Through  the  dark  cave  in  gleamy  pageant  paft. 

Proceed  1  nor  quit  the  tales  which,  fimply  told, 
Could  once  fo  well  my  anfwering  bofom  pierce  ; 

Proceed,  in  forceful  founds,  and  colour  bold, 
The  native  legends  of  thy  land  rehearfe  ; 
To  fuch  adapt  thy  lyre,  and  fuit  thy  powerful  verfe. 

In  fcenes  like  thefe,  which,  daring  to  depart 

From  fober  truth,  are  ftill  to  nature  true, 
And  call  forth  frefh  delight  to  fancy's  view, 
Th'  heroic  mufe  employ 'd  her  Taffo's  art '. 

How  have  1  trembled,  when,at Tancred'sftroke, 
Its  gufhing  blood  the  gaping  cyprefs  pour'd  ! 

Wken  each  live  plant  with  mortal  accents fpoke, 
And  the  wild  blaft  upheav'd  the  vanilh'd  fword  1 

How  have  I  fat,  when  pip'd  the  penfive  vi'ind, 
To  hear  his  harp  by  Britiih  Fairfax  ftrung  ! 

Prevailing  poet  !  whofe  nndoubting  mind, 
Believ'd  the  magic  wonders  which  he  fungi 

Hence,  at  each  found,  imagination  glows ! 
Hence,  at  each  pidlure,  vivid  life  ftartsherel 

Hence  his  warm  lay  with  fofteft  fweetnefs  flows! 

Melting  it  flows,  pure,  murmuring,  ftrong  and 

clear,  [monious  ear  ! 

And  fills  th'  impafllon'd  heart,  and  wins  th'  har- 

AIl  hail,  ye  fcenes  that  o'er  my  foul  prevail  1 
Ye  fplendid  friths  and  lakes,  which,  far  away. 
Are  by  fmooth  Annan  *  fili'd,  or  paft'ral  Tay  f, 

Or  Don's  \  romantic  fprings,  at  diftance  hail ! 

The  time  fhall  come,  when  I,  perhaps,  may  tread 
Your  lowly  glens  ||,  o'erhung  with  fpreading 
broom  ; 

Or  o'er  your  ftretching  heaths,  by  fancy  led  ; 
Or  o'er  your  mountains  creep,  in  awful  gloom  ! 

Then  will  I  drefs  once  more  the  faded  bower, 
Where  Jonfon  §fat  in  Drummond's  clallic  fhade; 

Or  crop,  from  Tiviotdale,  each  lyric  flower, 
A«d  mourn,  on  Yarrow's  banks,  where  Willy's 
laid; 

*  f  I  Three  rivers  in  Scotland. 

jl  Vallies. 

§  Ben  Jonjon  paid  a  vijit  on  foot, in  1619,  to 


Meantime,  ye  powersthat  on  the  plains  which  bore 
The  cordial    youth,  on  Lolhian's  plains  *,  at- 
tend 1 — 
Where'er  Home  dwells,  on  hill,  or  lowly  moor. 

To  him  I  lofe,  your  kind  prote<flion  lend. 
And,  touch'd  with  love  like  mine,  prefcrve  my  ab- 
fent  friend '. 

SONG. 

THE  SENTIMENTS  BORROWED  FROM  EHAKS- 
PEARE. 

Young  Damon  of  the  vale  is  dead. 

Ye  lowland  hamlets  moan  : 
A  dewy  turf  lies  o'er  his  head. 

And  at  his  feet  a  ftone. 

His  fhroud,  which  death's  cold  damps  deftroy, 
Of  fnow- white  threads  was  made  : 

AU  mourn'd  to  fee  fo  fweet  a  boy 
In  earth  forever  laid. 

Pale  panfies  o'er  his  corpfe  were  plac'd. 

Which,  pluck'd  before  their  time, 
Beilrew'd  the  boy  like  him  to  wafte. 

And  wither  in  their  prime. 

But  will  he  ne'er  return,  whofe  tpngu^ 

Could  tune  the  rural  lay  ? 
Ah,  no  !  his  bell  of  peace  is  rung, 

His  lips  are  cold  as  clay. 

They  bore  him  out  at  twilight  hour, 

The  youth  who  lov'd  fo  well : 
Ah  me  I  how  many  a  true-love  fliower 

Of  kind  remembrance  fell ! 

Each  maid  was  woe — but  Lucy  chief, 

Her  grief  o'er  all  was  tried. 
Within  his  grave  flie  dropp'd  in  grief, 

And  o'er  her  lov'd-one  died. 


the  Scotch  poet  T)rummond,  at  his  feat  of  Hanu- 
thorndc?i,  nvithm  four  miles  of  Edinburgh. 

*    Barrotu,  it  feems,  was  at  the   Edinburgh 
uninierjity,  which  is  in  the  county  of  Lothian, 
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The  genius  of  the  paftoral,  as  well  as  of  every 
other  refpeaable  fpecies  of  poetry,  had  its  origin 
in  the  Eaft,  and  from  thence  was  tranfplanted  by 
the  mufes  of  Greece  ;  but  whether  from  the  con- 
tinent of  the  LeflTer  Afia,  or  from  Egypt,  which, 
about  the  era  of  the  Grecian  paftoral,  was  the 
hofpitable  nurfe  of  letters,  it  is  not  eafy  to  deter- 
mine. From  the  fubjeds,  and  the  manner  of  The- 
ocritus, one  would  incline  to  the  latter  opinion, 
uh:)-;  the  hiftory  of  Bion  is  in  favour  of  the  former. 
Hoxvever,  though  it  fhould  ftill  remain  a  doubt 
through  what  channel  the  paftoral  travelled  weft- 
ward,  there  is  not  the  leaft  IhadoW  of  uncertainty 
cgnceriiing  its  oriental  origin. 


In  thofe  ages,  which,  guided  by  facred  chrono- 
logy, from  a  comparative  view  of  time,  we  call 
the  early  ages,  it  appears  from  the  moft  authentic 
hiftorians,  that  the  chiefs  of  the  people  employed 
themfelves  in  rural  exercifes,  and  that  aftronomers 
and  legiflators  were  at  the  fame  time  fliepherds. 
Thus  Strabo  informs  us,  that  the  hiftory  of  the 
creation  was  communicated  to  the  Egyptians  by 
a  Chaldean  fhepherd. 

From  thefe  circumftances  it  is  evident  not  only 
that  fuch  fhepherds  were  capable  of  all  the  dig- 
nity and  elegance  peculiar  to  poetry,  but  that 
whatever  p:'jtry  they  attempted  would  be  of  the 
paftoral  kind  ;  would  take  its  fubjedls  from  thufe 
L 1  iij 
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cenes  of  rural  fimplicity  in  which  they  were  con- 
verfant,  and,  as  it  wns  the  offspring  of  harmony 
and  nature,  would  employ  the  powers  it  derived 
from  the  for-Tier  to  celebrate  the  beauty  and  be- 
rcvolence  of  the  latter. 

Accordingly  we  find  that  the  moft  ancient 
poems  treat  of  agriculture,  aftronomy,  and  other 
ol'jc(^T;s  within  the  rural  and  natural  fyftems. 

What  conftitutcs  the  difference  between  the 
Georgic  and  the  Fafloral,  is  love  and  the  collo- 
qiiial  or  dramatic  form  of  compofition  peculiar  to 
the  latter  :  this  form  of  compofition  is  fometimes 
ilifpenfed  with,  and  love  and  rural  imagery  alone 
are  thought  fufficient  to  diltiifguifli  the  paftoral. 
The  tender  par!}on,  however,  feems  to  be  efien- 
tial  to  tl'is  fnecies  of  poetrj',  and  is  hardly  ever 
excluded  from  thofe  pieces  that  were  intended  to 
come  under  this  denomination  :  even  in  thofe 
eclogues  of  the  Amcebcan  kind,  whole  only  pnr- 
port  is  a  trial  of  Ikill  between  contending  ftiep- 
lierds,  love  has  its  iifual  fliare,  and  the  praifes  of 
their  refpedlive  miftreffes  are  the  general  fubjecfls 
of  the  competitors. 

It  is  to  be  lamented  that  fcarce  any  oriental 
compofitions  of  this  kind  have ,  furvived  the  ra- 
vages of  ignorance,  tyranny,  and  time  ;  we  can- 
rot  doubt  that  many  fuch  have  been  extant,  pof- 
fibly  as  far  down  as  that  fatal  period,  never  to  be 
ir,entioned  in  the  world  of  letters  without  horror, 
when  the  glorious  monuments  of  human  inge- 
nuity pcriQicd  in  the  alhes  of  the  Alexandrian 
library. 

Thofe  ingenious  Greeks  whom  we  call  the  pa- 
rents of  paltorr.l  poetry  were,  probably,  no  more 
than  imitators,  that  derived  their  harmony  from 
higher  and  remoter  fources,  and  kindled  their  po- 
etical fires  at  thofe  then  unextinguilbed  lamps 
■which  burned  within  the  tombs  of  oriental  ge- 
nius. 

It  is  evident  that  Homer  has  availed  himfelf  of 
thofe  magriificent  images  and  defcripticns  fo  fre- 
quently to  be  met  wiih  in  the  bocks  of  the  Old 
Teftaraent;  and  why  may  not  Theocritus,  Mof- 
chus,  and  Bion,  have  found  their  archetypes  in 
other  eaftern  writers,  whole  names  have  perifhed 
with  their  works  ?  yet,  though  it  may  not  be  il- 
liberal to  admit  fuch  a  fuppofition,  it  would  cer- 
tainly be  invidious  to  couclude,  what  the  malig- 
nity of  cavillers  alone  could  fuggcil  with  regard 
to  Homer,  that  they  defcroyed  the  fources  from 
which  they  borrowed,  ar.d,  as  it  is  fabled  of  the 
youn'g  of  the  pelican,  drained  their  fupporters  to 
death. 

As  the  Septupgint-tranflation  of  the  Old  Tef- 
tament  was  performed  at  the  requed,  and  under 
ti.e  patronage,  of  Ptolemy  Philadelphus,  it  were 
net  to  be  wondered  if  Theocritus,  who  was  cn- 
leitair.ed  at  that  prince's  court,  had  borrowed 
fome  of  his  paftoral  imagery  from  the  poetical 
paffiiges  of  thofe  books. — I  think  it  can  hardly  be 
doubted  that  the  Sicilian  poet  had  in  his  eye  cer- 
tain expreffions  of  the  prophet  Ifaiah,  when  he 
wrote  the  following  lines : 

Nuv  IX  i^iv  (^o^ceHc  lixni,  (pe^icPn  T  xkxvSxv. 

A   h  K'/.XX   yxQKITTCS   ITT    XI^KiV$6l7l  X9ftX7»l'' 


7  ivxXXx 
imxKxi 
—text  T6/5  xvvxi  aXx^tg 


iXxet. 


Let  vexing  brambles  the  blue  violet  bear. 
On  the  rude  thorn  Narciffus  drefs  his  hair. 
All,    all  revers'd — The    pine   with  pears  be 
crown'd,  [hound. 

And  the  bold  deer  fliall  drag  the  trembling 

The  caufe,  indeed,  of  thefe  phjenomena  is  very 
different  in  the  Greek  from  what  it  is  in  the  He- 
brew poet ;  the  former  employing  them  on  the 
death,  the  latter  on  the  birth,  of  an  important 
perfon  :  but  the  marks  of  imitation  are  never- 
thelefs  obvious. 

It  might,  however,  be  expe<5led,  that  if  Theo- 
critus had  borrowed  at  all  from  the  facred  writers, 
the  celebrated  epithalamium  of  Solomon,  fo  much 
v.-ithin  his  own  walk  of  poetry,  would  not  cer- 
tainly have  efcaped  his  notice.  His  epithalamium 
on  the  marriage  of  Helena,  moreover,  gave  him 
an  open  field  for  imitation ;  therefore,  if  he  has 
any  oliligaiions  to  the  royal  bard,  we  may  expect 
to  find  him  there.  The  very  opening  of  the  poem 
is  in  the  fpirit  of  the  Hebrew  fong  : 

OvT6>  oi  -ss-g^eJi^x  xxna^xhsy  u  ^<Ae  yx^^pi^ 

The  colour  of  imitation  is  ftill  ftronger  in  the  fol- 
lowing paffage  : 

A»?  «v  ikXairx  x-xXov  oiipxtvi  -zs-^oirMTrcv, 
TlorviX  vv\  kri,  Mvkov  tx^  ^UfAivo;  xvivre;' 
'Q,^i  xxi  a,  ^^VTix  'EXivx  ontpxtvir  iv  yi^itv, 

n<S<PS,  y.iyxM.  XT    XViO^XfiiV  Oyf^Oi  XgH^X, 

H  KX-mii KV7rx^i(r!roi,  J)  x^f*XTt  &i(r<rxXoi  tTTTres 

This  defcription  of  Helen  is  infinitely  above  the 
ftyle  and  figure  of  the  Sicilian  paftoral — "  She  is 
"  like  the  rifing  of  the  golden  morning,  when  the 
"  night  departeth,  and  v,  hen  the  winter  is  over 
"  and  gone.  She  refembleth  the  cyprefs  in  the 
"  garden,  the  horfe  in  the  chariots  of  Theffaly." 
Thefe  figures  plainly  declare  their  origin ;  and 
others,  equally  imitative,  might  be  pointed  out 
ill  the  fame  Idyllium. 

This  beautiful  and  luxuriant  marriage  paftoral 
of  Soiomon  is  the  only  perfedl  form  of  the  oriental 
eclogue  that  has  furvived  the  ruins  of  time;  a  hap- 
pjnefs  for  which  it  is,  probably,  more  indebted  to 
its  facred  chara(51er  than  to  its  intrinfic  merit. 
Not  that  it  is  by  any  means  deftitute  of  poetical 
excellence  :  like  all  the  eaftern  poetry,  it  is  bold, 
wild,  and  unconnedled  in  its  figures,  allufions.  and 
parts,  and  has  all  that  graceful  and  magnificent 
daring  which  pharatf^erifes  its  metaphorical  and 
comparative  imagery. 

In  confequence  of  thefe  peculiarities,  fo  ill, 
adapted  to  the  frigid  genius  of  the  North,  Mr. 
Collins  could  make  but  little  ufe  of  it  as  a  prece- 
dent for  his  oriental  eclogues;  and  even  in  his 
third  eclogue,  whei^e  the  fubjecfl  is  of  a  finiilai; 
nature,  he  has  choien  rather  to  follow  the  mode, 
of  the  Doric  and  the  Latin  paftoral. 

The  fccnery  and  fiibjeills  then  of  the  followin^^j 
eclogues  alcne  are  oriental  j  the  flyle  and  colour- 
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ing  are  purely  European  ;  and,  for  this  reafon,  the 
author's  preface,  in  which  he  intimates  that  he 
had  the  original,  from  a  merchant  who  traded  to 
the  Eaft,  is  omitted,  as  being  now  altogether  fu- 
perfluous. 

With  regard  to  the  merit  of  thefe  eclogues,  it 
may  juftly  be  aflerted,  that  in  fimplicity  of  de- 
fcription  and  expreffiou,  in  delicacy  and  foftnefs 
of  numbers,  and  in  natural  and  unaffedled  tender- 
nefs,  they  are  not  to  be  equalled  by  any  thing  of 
the  paftoral  kind  in  the  Englifli  language. 

ECLOGUE  I. 

This  eclogue,  which  is  entitled  Selim,  or  the 
Shepherd's  Moral,  as  there  is  nothing  dramatic 
in  the  fubje(fl,  may  be  thought  the  ieaft  enter, 
taining  of  the  four :  but  it  is  by  no  means  the 
leaft  valuable.  The  moral  precepts  which  the  in- 
telligent  fliepherd  delivers  to  his  fellow-fwains 
and  the  virgins,  their  compaiuons,  are  fuch  as 
would  infallibly  promote  the  happinefs  of  the  paf- 
toral life. 

In  imperfonating  the  private  virti/es,  the  poet 
has  obferved  great  propriety,  and  has  formed  their 
genealogy  with  the  molt  perfedl  judgment,  when 
he  reprefents  them  as  the  daughters  of  truth  and 
wifdom. 

The  charafteriflics  of  modefty  and  chaftity  are 
extremely  happy  and  peiiiturefcrue : 

"  Come  thou,  ivhofe  thoughts  as  limpid fprings 

are  clear. 
To  lead  the  train,  fweet  modefty  appear; 
With  thee  be  chaftity,  of  all  afraid, 
Diftrufting  all,  a  wife,  fufpicious  maid  ; 
Cold  is  her  breaft,  like  Jlowers  that  drink  the 

deiu. 
A  filken  veil  conceals  her  from  the  view." 

The  two  fimiles  borrowed  from  rural  objefts  are 
not  only  much  in  charadier,  but  perfecflly  natural 
and  expreffive.  There  is,  notwithftanding,  this 
defecfl  in  the  former,  that  it  wants  a  peculiar 
propriety  ;  for  purity  of  thought  may  as  well  be 
applied  to  chaftity  as  to  modefty  ;  and  from  this 
inftance,  as  well  as  from  a  thoufand  more,  we  may 
fee  the  neceffity  of  diftinguifliing,  in  character- 
iftic  poetry,  every  objecT;  by  mariss  and  attributes 
peculiarly  its  own. 

It  car.aot  be  objefted  to  this  eclogue,  that  it 
■wants  both  thofe  effential  criteria  of  the  paftoral, 
love  and  the  drama  ;  for  though  it  partakes  not  of 
the  latter,  the  former  ftill  remains  an  intereft  in 
it,  and  that  too  very  material,  as  it  proteffedly 
confultsthe  virtue  and  happinefs  of  the  lover,  while 
it  informs  what  are  the  qualities 

that  mull  lead  to  love. 

ECLOGUE  n. 

All  the  advantages  that  any  fpecies  of  poetry 
can  derive  from  the  novelty  of  the  lubjecl  and  fcc- 
nery,  this  eclogue  pcflefles.  The  rout  of  a  camel- 
driver  is  a  fcene  that  fcarce  could  exift  in  the  iraa- 
lination  of  an  European,  and  of  its  attendant  dif- 
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trefles  he  could  have  no  idea.— -Thefe  are  very 
happily  and  minutely  painted  by  our  defcriptivs 
poet.  What  fublime  fimplicity  of  expreiiion ! 
what  nervous  plainnefs  in  the  opening  of  the 
poem! 

"  In  filent  horror  o'er  the  boundlefs  wafte 
The  driver  Haflan  with  his  camels  paft." 

The  magic  pencil  of  the  poet  brings  the  whole 
fcene  before  us  at  once,  as  it  were  by  inchant- 
ment,  and  in  this  fingle  couplet  we  feel  all  the  ef- 
fedl  that  ariles  from  the  terrible  wildnels  of  a  re- 
gion unenlivened  by  the  habitations  of  men.  The 
verfes  that  defcribe  fo  minutely  the  camel-driver's 
little  provifions,  have  a  touching  influence  on  the 
imagination,  and  prepare  the  reader  to  enter 
more  feelingly  into  his  future  apprehcnlions  of 
diftrefs: 

"  Bethink  thee,  Haflan,  where  fliall  thirft  af- 

fuage, 
"  When  fails  this  cruife,  his  unrelenting  rage  1" 

It  is  difficult  to  fay  whether  his  apoftrophe  to  the 
"  mute  companions  of  his  toils,"  is  more  to  be  ad- 
mired for  the  elegance  and  beauty  of  the  poetical 
imagery,  or  for  the  tenderiiefs  and  humanity  of 
the  fcntiment.  He  who  can  read  it  without  being 
affedled,  will  do  his  heart  no  injuftice,  if  he  con- 
cludes it  to  be  deliitute  of  fenfibiiity  •• 

"  Ye  m.ute  companions  of  my  toils,  that  bear 
In  all  my  griefs  a  more  than  equal  lliare  ! 
Here,  where  no  fprings  in  murmurs  break  away, 
Or  mol's-crown'd  fountains  mitigate  the  day, 
In  vain  ye  hope  the  green  delights  to  know. 
Which  plains  more  blelt,  or  verdant  vales  be- 

ftow: 
Here  rocks  alone,  and  taftelefs  fands  are  found. 
And  faint  and  fickly  winds  for  ever  howl  a- 
round." 

Yet  in  thefe  beautiful  lines  there  is  a  flight  error, 
which  writers  of  the  greateft  genius  very  fre- 
quently fall  into. — It  will  be  r.eedlefs  to  obferve 
to  the  accurate  reader,  that  in  the  fifth  and  fixth 
verfes  there  is  a  verbal  pleonifm  where  the  poet 
fpeaks  of  the  greeu  delights  of  verdant  vales. 
There  is  an  overfight  of  the  fame  kind  in  the 
Manners,  an  Ode  ;  where  the  poet  lays 

"  Seine's  blue  nymphs  deplore 

■  In  ivatchet  weeds " 

This  fault  is  indeed  a  common  one,  but  to  a  read- 
er of  tafte  it  is  neverthelefs  difguilful;  and  it  is 
mentioned  here  as  the  error  of  a  man  of  genius 
and  judgment,  that  men  of  genius  and  judgment 
may  guard  againft  it. 

Mr.  Collins  fpeaks  like  a  true  poet,  as  well  in 
fentiment  as  expreffion,  when,  with  regard  to 
the  thirlt  of  wealth,  he  fays, 

"  Why  heed  we  not,  while  mad  we  hafte  along 
The  gentle  voice  of  peace,  or  plcauue's  Oii  g? 
Or  wherefore  think  the  flowery  mountain's  fide. 
The  fountain's  murmurs,  and  the  valleys  pnde, 
Thy  think  we  thefe  Icfs  pLafing  to  behold, 
Than  dreary  deicrts,  if  they  lead  to  gold  ?" 
L  i  iij 
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But  however  juft  thefe  fentiments  may  appear  to 
thofe  who  have  not  revolted  from  nature  and  fim- 
plicity,  had  the  author  proclaimed  them  in  Lom- 
bard-lireet,  or  Chtapfide,  he  would  not  have  been 
complimented  with  the  underftanding  of  the  bell- 
man.— A  ftriking  proof,  that  our  own  particular 
ideas  of  happinefs  regulate  our  opinions  concern- 
ing the  fenfe  and  wLfdom  of  others ', 

It  is  impoffible  to  take  leave  of  this  moll  beau- 
tiful eclogue,  without  paying  the  tribute  of  ad- 
miration fo  juftly  due  to  the  following  nervous 
lines : 

"  What  if  the  lion  in  his  rage  I  meet  1 

Oft  in  the  duft  I  view  his  printed  feet  : 
And,  fearful;  oft,  when  day's  declining  light 
Yields  her  pale  empire  to  the  mourner  night,  . 
By  hunger  rous'd.  he  fcoursthe  groaning  plain, 
,  Caunt  wolves  and  fullen  tigers  in  his  train  : 
Before  them  death  with  (hrieksdirecls  their  way, 
Fills  the  wild  yell,    and  leads  them  to  their 
prey." 

This,  amongft  many  other  paffages  to  be  met  with 
in  the  writmgs  of  Collins,  fhows  that  his  genius 
was  perfectly  capable  of  the  grand  and  niagnifi. 
cent  in  defcription,  notwithftanding  what  a  learn- 
ed writer  has  advanced  to  the  contrary.  No- 
thing, certainly,  could  be  more  greatly  conceived, 
or  more  adequately  expreffed,  than  the  image  in 
the  lad  couplet. 

That  deception,  fometimes  ufed  in  rhetoric  and 
poetry,  vvhich  prefents  us  with  an  objecft  or  fen- 
timent  contrary  to  what  we  expefted,  is  here  in- 
troduced to  the  greateft  advantage  : 

*'  Farewell  the  youth,  whom  fighs  could  not 

detain,  ' 
"Whom  Zara's breaking  heart  iriplor'd  in  vain! 
Yet,  as  thou  go'ft,  m&y  every  blalt  arife — '■ — 
Weak  and  unfelt  as  thefe  rejeded  fighs  1 

But  this,  perhaps,  is  rather  an  artificial  prettinefs, 
than  a  real  or  natural  beauty. 

ECLOGUE    in. 

TThat  innocent  and  native  fimplicity  of  man- 
ners, which,  in  the  firft  eclogue,  was  allowed  to 
conftifute  the  happinefs  of  love,  is  here  beauti- 
fully defcribed  in  its  effe<fls.  The  fultan  of  Per- 
fia  marries  a  Georgian  fhcpberdefs,  and  finds  in 
her  embraces  that  genuine  felicity  which  unpcr- 
verted  nature  alone  can  bellow.  The  mod  natu- 
rr. I  and  beautiful  jjarts  of  this  eclogue  are  thofe 
v?here  the  fair  fultana  refers  with  fo  much  plea- 
fure  to  her  pafloral  amufements,  and  thefe  fcenes 
of  happy  innocence  in  which  flie  pafled  her  earJy 
yeats ;  particularly  when,  upon  her  firft  depar- 
ture, 

"  0.*t  as  fhe  went,  fhe  backward  turn'd  her 

view, 
And  bade  that  crook  and  bleating  flock  adieu.'' 

This  pi(5lurc  of  amiable  fimplicity  reminds  one  of 
that  paflage,  where  Proferpine,  when  carried  off 
liy  Pluto,  rejjrtts  the  iofs  of  the  flowers  fl.c  has 
bet:n  gathering. 


"  Collefti  flores  tunicis  cecidcre  remiffis ! 
Tantaque  fimplicitas  puerilibus  adfuit  annis, 
Hsec  quoque  virginium  movit  jadlura  dolorem.'' 

ECLOGUE  TV. 

The  beautiful,  but  unfortunate  country,  where 
the  fcene  of  this  pathetic  eclogue  is  laid,  had  been 
recently  torn  in  pieces  by  the  depredations  of  its 
favage  neighbours,  when  Mr.  Collins  fo  afFedledly 
defcribed  its  misfortunes.  This  ingenious  man 
had  not  only  a  pencil  to  pourtray,  but  a  heart  to 
feel  for  the  miferies  of  mankind  ;  and  it  is  with' 
the  utraoft  tenderneis  and  humanity  he  enters  in- 
to the  narrative  of  Circaffia's  ruin,  while  he  rea- 
lizes the  fcene,  and  brings  the  prefent  drama  be- 
fore us.  Of  every  circumftance  that  could  poffibly 
contribute  to  the  tender  effedl  this  palloral  was 
defigned  to  produce,  the  poet  has  availed  himfelf 
with  the  utmoll  art  and  addrefs.  Thus  he  pre- 
pares the  heart  to  pity  the  diftreffes  of  Circaflia, 
by  leprefenting  it  as  the  fcene  of  the  happieft 
love. 

"  In  fair  Circaflia,  where,  to  love  inclin'd. 
Each  fwain  was  bleft,  for  every  maid  was  kind.'*. 

To  give  the  circumftances  of  the  dialogue  a  more 
afffcling  folemnity,  he  makes  the  time  midnight, 
and  defcribes  the  two  fliepherds  in  the  very  adl 
of  flight  from  the  deftrudtion  that  fwept  over 
their  country : 

"  Sad  o'er  the  dews,  two  brother  fliepherds  fled* 
Where    wiidering  fear  and   defperate    forrow 
led:" 

There  is  a  beauty  and  propriety  in  the  epithet 
ivildering,  which  ilrikes  us  more  forcibly,  the 
more  we  confider  it. 

The  opening  of  the  dialogue  is  equally  happy, 
natural,  and  unafFedled ;  when  one  of  the  fliep- 
herds, weary  and  overcome  with  the  fatigue  of 
flight,  calls  upon  his  companion  to  review  the 
length  of  way  they  had  palled.  This  is  certainly 
painting  from  nature,  and  the  thoughts,  however 
obvious,  or  deftitute  of  refinement,  are  perfcclly 
in  character.  But,  as  the  clofeft  purfuit  of  na- 
ture is  the  fureft  way  to  excellence  in  general, 
and  to  fublimity  in  particular,  in  poetical  de- 
fcription, fo  we  find  that  this  fimple  (uggeftion  of 
the  fiiepherd  is  not  unattended  with  magnificence. 
There  is  a  grandeur  and  variety  in  the  landlkip 
he  defcribes: 

"  And  firft  review  that  long-extended  plain, 
And  yo:)  wide  groves,  already  paft  with  pain  I 
Yon   ragged   clifl",   v.'hofe  dangerous  path  we 

try'd  ; 
And,  laftj  this  lofty  mountain's  weary  fide  '." 

There  is,  in  imitative  harmony,  an  aft  of  expref- 
fing  a  flow  and  diflficult  movement  by  adding  to 
the  ui'ual  number  of  paules  ih  a  verie.  This  is 
obfervable  in  the  line  that  defcribes  the  afcent  of 
the  mountain  : 

And  laft  ||  this  lofty  mountain's  [j  weary  fide  ij. 

Here  wc  find  the  number  of  paufes,  or  Boufical 
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bars,  which,  in  an  heroic  verfe,  is  commonly  two, 
increafcd  to  three. 

The  liquid  melody,  and  the  numerous  fweetnefs 
of  expreflion  in  the  following  defcriptive  lines  is 
aJmoft  inimitably  beautiful  : 

"  Sweet  to  the  fight  is  Zabran's  flowery  plain, 
And  once  by  nymphs  and  fliepherds  lov'd  in 

vain  I 
No  more  the  virgins  fliall  delight  to  rove 
By  Sargis'  banks,  or  Irwan's  fliady  grove  ; 
On  Tarkie's  mountain  catch  the  cooling  gale. 
Or  breathe  the  fweets  of  Aly's  tlowery  vale." 

Neverthelefs  in  this  delightful  landlkip  there  is 
an  obvious  fault  ^  there  is  no  diftindlion  between 
the  plain  of  Zabran,  and  the  vale  of  Aly  :  they 
are  both  flowery,  and  confequently  undiverfified. 
This  could  not  proceed  from  the  poet's  want  of 
judgment,  but  from  inattention  :  it  had  not  oc- 
curred to  him  that  he  had  employed  the  epithet 
iionvery  twice  within  fo  fhoit  a  compafs  ;  an  over- 
fight  which  thofe  who  are  accuftomed  to  poetical, 
or,  indeed,  to  any  other  fpecies  of  compofuion, 
know  to  be  very  poffible. 


Nothing  can  be  more  beautifully  conceived,  or 
more  pathetically  exprefled,  than  the  fliepherd's 
apprehenfions  for  his  fair  country-women,  espofed 
to  the  ravages  of  the  invaders. 

''  In  vain  Circaffia  boafts  her  fpicy  groves. 
For  ever  fam'd  for  pure  and  happy  loves: 
In  vain  flie  boafl:s  her  faireft  of  the  fair, 
Their  eyes' blue  languifli,  and  their  golden  hair* 
Thofe  eyes  in  tears  their  fruitlefs  grief  fliall  fend; 
Thofe  hairs  the  Tartar's  cruel  hand  (hall  rend." 

There  is  certainly  fome  very  powerful  charm  in 
the  liquid  melody  of  founds.  The  editor  of  thefe 
poems  could  never  read  or  hear  the  following 
verfe  repeated,  without  a  degree  of  pleafure  o- 
therwife  entirely  unaccountable : 

*'  Their  eyes'  blue  languipj,  and  their  golden 
hair." 

Such  are  the  Oriental  Eclogues,  which  we  leave 
with  the  fame  kind  of  anxious  pleafure,  we  feel 
upon  a  temporary  parting  with  a  beloved  friend. 
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The  genius  of  Collins  was  capable  of  every  de- 
gree of  excellence  in  lyric  poetry,  and  perfedlly 
qualified  for  that  high  province  of  the  mufe.  Pof- 
fefled  of  a  native  ear  for  all  the  varieties  of  har- 
mony and  modulation,  fufceptible  of  the  fineft 
feelings  of  tendernefs  and  humanity,  but,  above 
all,  carried  away  by  that  high  enthufiafm,  which 
gives  to  imagination  its  ftrongeft  colouring,  he 
■was,  at  once,  capable  of  ibothing  the  ear  with  the 
melody  of  his  numbers,  of  influencing  the  pafllons 
by  the  force  of  his  pathos,  and  of  gratifying  the 
fancy  by  the  luxuriancy  of  his  defcription. 

In  confequence  of  thefe  powers,  but,  more  par- 
ticularly, in  confideration  of  the  laft,  he  chofe 
fuch  fubjedls  for  his  lyric  eflays  as  were  moft  fa- 
vourable for  the  indulgence  of  defcription  and  al- 
legory ;  where  he  could  exercife  his  powers  in 
moral  and  perfonal  painting ;  where  he  could  ex- 
ert his  invention  in  conferring  attributes  on  ima- 
ges or  objedls  already  new  known,  and  defcrib- 
ed  by  a  determinate  number  of  characfleriftics ; 
where  he  might  give  an  uncommon  eclat  to  his 
figures,  by  placing  them  in  happier  attitudes,  or 
in  more  advantageous  lights,  and  introduce  new 
forms  from  the  moral  and  intelledtual  world  into 
the  fociety  of  imperfonated  beings. 

Such,  no  doubt,  were  the  privileges  which  the 
poet  expedled,  and  fuch  were  the  advantages  he 
derived  from  the  defcriptive  and  allegorical  na- 
ture of  his  themes. 

It  feems  to  have  been  the  whole  induftry  of  our 
author  (and  it  is,  at  the  fame  time,  almoft  all  the 
claim  to  moral  excellence  his  writings  can  boaft) 
to  promote  the  influence  of  the  fecial  virtues,  by 
jaintin^  the-Ti  in  the  faireft  and  h^ppieft  lights. 


•'  Melior  fieri  tuendo," 

would  be  no  improper  motto  to  his  poems  in  ge- 
neral, but  of  his  lyric  poems  it  feems  to  be  the 
whole  moral  tendency  and  efFecft.  If,  therefore, 
it  fliould  appear  to  fome  readers  that  he  has  been 
more  induftrious  to  cultivate  defcription  than  fen- 
timent ;  it  may  be  obferved,  that  his  defcriptions 
themfelves  are  fentimental,  and  anfwer  the  whole 
end  of  that  fpecies  of  writing,  by  embellifliing 
every  feature  of  virtue,  and  by  conveying,  through 
the  effedls  of  the  pencil,  the  fineft  moral  leflbns  to 
the  mind. 

Horace  fpeaks  of  the  fidelity  of  the  ear  in  pre- 
ference to  the  uncertainty  of  the  eye  ;  but  if  the 
mind  receives  conviftion,  it  is  certainly  of  very 
little  importance  through  what  medium,  or  by 
which  of  the  fenfes,  it  is  conveyed.  The  impref- 
fions  left  on  the  imagination  may  poffibly  be 
thought  lefs  durable  than  the  depofits  of  memory, 
but  it  may  very  well  admit  of  a  queftion,  whether 
a  conclufion  of  reafon,  or  an  impreflion  of  imagi-* 
nation,  will  fooneft  make  its  way  to  the  heart. 
A  moral  precept,  conveyed  in  words,  is  only  an 
account  of  truth  in  its  effecils ;  a  moral  pi(flure  is 
truth  exemplified  ;  and  which  is  moft  likely  to 
gain  upon  the  afFedtions,  it  may  not  be  difficult 
to  determine. 

This,  however,  muft  be  allowed,  that  thofe 
works  approach  the  neareft  to  perfedlion  which 
unite  thefe  powers  and  advantages ;  which  at 
once  influence  the  imagination,  and  engage  the 
memory  ;  the  former  by  the  force  of  animated 
and  ftriking  defcription,  the  latter  by  a  brief,  but 
harmonious  conveyance  of  precept:  thus,  while 
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the  heart  is  influenced  through  the  operation  of 
the  palFions,  or  the  fancy,  the  effedl,  which  might 
otherwiie  have  been  tranfient,  is  fecured  by  the 
co-operating  power  of  the  memory,  which  trea- 
fures  up  in  a  £;ort  aphoril'm  the  moral  fcene. 

This  is  a  good  reafon,  and  this,  perhaps,  is  the 
only  reafon  that  cart  be  given,  why  our  dramatic 
performances  fliould  generally  end  with  a  chain  of 
couplets.  In  thefe  the  moral  of  the  whole  piece 
is  ui'ually  conveyed  ;  and  that  affiftance  which  the 
memory  borrows  from  rhyme,  as  it  was  probably 
the  original  caufe  of  it,  gives  it  ufefulnefs  and  pro- 
priety even  there. 

After  thefe  apologies  for  the  defcriftive  turn 
of  the  following  odes,  fomething  remains  to  be 
faid  on  the  origin  and  ufe  of  allegory  in  poetical 
compofition. 

By  this  we  are  not  to  un^rftand  the  trope  in 
the  fchools,  which  is  defined  "  aliud  verbis,  aliud 
"  fenfu  oftendere,"  and  of  which  Quintilian  fays, 
"  ufus  eft,  ut  triftia  dicamiis  melioribus  verbis, 
"  aut  bon£E  rei  qu^dam  contrariis  fignificemus, 
"  &c."  It  is  not  the  verbal,  but  the  fentimental 
allegory,  not  allegorical  expreflion  (v/hich,  in- 
deed, might  come  under  xX\q  term  oi  tnetaphof) 
but  allegorical  imagery,  that  is  here  in  queftion. 

When  we  endeavour  to  trace  this  fpecies  of  fi- 
gnrative  fentiment  to  its  origin,  we  find  it  coeval 
with  literature  itfelf.  It  is  generally  agreed  that 
the  moft  ancient  productions  are  poetical,  and  it 
is  certain  that  the  moll  ancient  poems  abound 
with  allegorical  imagery. 

If,  then,  it  be  allowed  that  the  firft  literary 
productions  were  poetical,  we  fhall  have  little 
or  no  difEculty  in  difcovering  the  origin  of  alle- 
gory. 

At  the  birth  of  letters,  in  the  tranfition  from 
hieroglyphical  to  literal  expreffioni  it  is  not  to  be 
Tvondered  if  the  cuftom  of  expreffing  ideas  by  per- 
fonal  images,  which  had  fo  long  prevailed,  fliould 
ftill  retain  its  influence  on  the  mind,  though  the 
ufe  of  letters  had  rendered  the  pra<n:ical  applica- 
tion of  it  fuperfluous.  Thofe  who  had  been  ac- 
cuftomed  to  exprefs  fhrength  by  the  image  of  an 
elephant,  fwiftnefs  by  that  of  a  panther,  and  cou- 
rage by  that  of  a  lion,  would  make  no  fcruple  of 
fubftituting,  in  letters,  the  fymbols  for  the  ideas 
they  had  been  ufed  to  reprefent. 

Here  we  plainly  fee  the  origin  of  allegorical 
ex-prcjjlon,  that  it  arofe  from  the  ajhes  ol  hiero- 
glyphics; and  if  to  the  fame  caufe  we  fliould  re- 
fer that  figurative  boldnefs  of  ftyle  and  imagery 
which  diftinguifh  the  oriental  writings,  we  fliall, 
perhaps,  conclude  more  juftly  than  if  we  fliould 
impute  it  to  the  fuperior  grandeur  of  eaftern  ge- 
nius. 

From  the  fame  fource  with  the  verbal,  we  are 
to  derive  the  fentimental  allegory,  which  is  no- 
thing more  than  a  continuation  of  the  metapho- 
rical or  fymbolical  expreflion  of  the  feveral  agents 
in  an  acftion,  or  the  different  objedts  in  a  fcene. 

The  latter  molt  peculiarly  comes  under  the  de- 
nomination of  allegorical  imagery;  and  in  this 
fpccies  of  allegory  we  include  the  imperfonation 
of  palEons,  afieclions,  virtues  and  vices,  &.c.  on 
account  of  which,  principally,  the  following  odes 
were  properly  termed  by  their  author,  allegorical, 


With  refpecTk  to  the  utility  of  this  figurative 
writing,  the  fame  arguments  that  have  been  ad- 
vanced in  favour  of  defcriptive  poetry,  will  be  of 
weight  likewife  here.  It  is,  indeed,  from  imper- 
fonation, or,  as  it  is  commonly  termed,  perfonifi- 
cation,  that  poetical  defcription  borrows  its  chief 
powers  and  graces.  Without  the  aid  of  this,  mo- 
ral and  intellectual  painting  would  be  flat  and 
unanimatcd,  and  even  the  fcenery  of  material 
objedls  would  be  dull,  without  the  introdudtion  of 
fidtitious  life. 

Thefe  obfervations  will  be  moft  efFedluallly  il-, 
luftratcd  by  the  fublime  and  beautiful  odes  that 
occafioned  them ;  in  thofe  it  will  appear  how 
happily  this  allegorical  painting  may  be  executed 
by  the  genuinepowersof  poetical  genius,  and  they 
will  not  fail  to  prove  its  force  and  utility  by  paf-  . 
ling  through  the  imagination  to  the  heart.  J 

ODE  TO  PITY. 

"  By  Fella's  bard,  a  magic  name, 

By  all  the  griefs  his  thought  could  frame, 

Receive  my  humble  rite : 
Long,  pity,  let  the  nations  view 
Thy  Iky-worn  robes  of  tendereft  blue. 

And  eyes  of  dewy  light  1" 

The  propriety  of  involving  pity  through  the  me- 
diation of  Euripides  is  obvious. — That  admirable 
poet  had  the  keys  of  all  the  tender  paflions,  and, 
therefore,  could  not  but  ftand  in  the  higheft  e- 
fteem  with  a  writer  of  Mr.  Collinses  fenfibility. — 
He  did,  indeed,  admire  him  as  much  as  Milton 
profelTedly  did,  and  probably  for  the  fame  reafon  ; 
but  we  do  not  find  that  he  has  copied  him  fo 
clofely  as  the  lafi  mentioned  poet  has  fometimes 
done,  and  particularly  in  the  opening  of  Samfon- 
Agoniftes,  which  is  an  evident  imitation  of  the 
following  paflTage  in  the  Phoenifle. 

Hja  7r^67rec^at6i,  ^vyxng^,  ag  rv^X6)  zreot 
O(p6x>^f*o?  a  (TV,  vdvZccrxKrty  u^g^ov  aig 
Aswg'  ii?  TO  ?^iv^»v  ars^isv  %vei  rthir  tfcev, 
ngsSawvg. A<a  III.  So.  I. 

The  "  eyes  of  dewy  light"  is  one  of  the  happieft 
ftrokes  of  imagination,  and  may  be  ranked  among 
thofe  expreflions  which 

"  — K've  us  back  the  image  of  the  mind." 
"  Wild  Arun  too  has  heard  thy  ftrains, 
And  echo,  'niidfl:  my  native  plains, 

Been  footh'd  with  pity's  lute." 
"  There  firft  the  wren  thy  myrtles  flied, 
On  gentleft  Otway's  infant  head." 

SuflJeJC,  in  which  county  the  Arun  is  a  fmall  river, 
had  the  honour  of  giving  birth  to  Otway  as  well 
as  to  Collins :  both  thefe,  unhappily,  became  the 
objedls  of  that  pity  by  which  their  writings  are 
diftinguiflied.  There  was  a  fimihtude  in  their- 
genius  and  their  fufFerings.  There  was  a  reiem- 
blance  in  the  misfortunes  and  in  the  diffipation  of 
their  lives;  and  the  circumftances  of  their  death 
cannot  be  remembered  without  pain. 

The  thought  of  painting  in  the  temple  of  pity 
the  hiftory  of  human  misfortunes,  and  of  drawing 
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tl.e  fcenes  from  the  tragic  mufe,  is  very  happy, 
and  in  every  refpedl  worthy  the  imagination  of 

Collins. 


ODE  TO  FEAR. 

Mr.  Collins,  who  had  often  determined  to  ap- 
ply himfelt  to  dramatic  poetry,  feems  here,  with  the 
fame  view,  to  have  addreflf;d  one  of  the  principal 
pow  ers  of  the  drama,  and  to  implore  that  mighty 
influence  flie  had  given  to  the  genius  of  Shak- 
fpeare  : 

"  Hither  again  thy  fury  deal, 
Teach  me  but  once  like  him  to  feel: 
His  cyprefs  wreath  my  meed  decree, 
And  I,  O  fear,  will  dwell  with  thee  !" 

In  the  conftrucflion  of  this  nervous  ode,  the  author 
has  fliown  equal  power  of  judgment  and  imagi- 
nation. Nothing  can  be  more  Hriking  than  the 
violent  and  abrupt  abbreviation  of  the  meafure 
in  the  fifth  and  fixth  verfes,  when  he  feels  the 
itrong  influence  of  the  pov/er  he  invokes : 

"  Ah,  fear,  ah,  frantic  fear  '. 
I  fee,  1  fee  thee  near." 

The  editor  of  thefe  poems  has  met  with  nothing 
in  the  fame  fpecies  of  poetry,  either  in  his  own, 
or  in  any  other  language,  equal,  in  all  reipedls, 
to  the  following  defcription  of  danger  : 

*«  Danger,  whofe  limbs  of  giant  mold,  • 
What  mortal  eye  can  iix'd  behold  ? 
Who  ftalks  his  round,  an  hideous  form, 
Howling  amidft  the  midnight  ftorni, 
Or  throws  him  on  the  ridgy  fteep 
Of  fome  loofe  hangnig  rock  to  fleep." 

It  is  impoflible  to  contemplate  the  image  convey- 
ed in  the  two  laft  verfes  without  thefe  emotions 
of  terror  it  was  intended  to  excite.  It  has,  more- 
-  over,  the  entile  advantage  of  novelty  to  recom- 
mend it ;  for  there  is  too  much  originality  in  all 
the  circumftances,  to  fuppofe  that  the  author  had 
in  his  eye  that  defcription  of  the  penal  fituation 
of  Catiline  in  the  ninth  iEneid  : 

"  Te,  Catilina,  minaci 

Pendentem  fcopulo" 

The  archetype  of  the  Englifli  poet's  idea  was  in 
nature,  and  probably  to  her  alone  he  was  indebt- 
ed for  the  thought.  From  her,  likewifc,  he  de- 
rived that  maguificence  of  conception,  that  hor- 
rible grandeur  of  imagery,  difplayed  in  the  iol- 
^owing  lines : 

"  And  thofe,  the  fiends,  who  near  allied, 
O'er  nature's  wounds  and  wrecks  preiide  j 
While  vengeance  in  the  lurid  air. 
Lifts  her  red  arm,  expos'd  and  bare  : 
On  whom  that  ravening  brood  of  fate, 
Whe  lap  the  blood  of  forrow,  wait." 

That  nutritive  enthufiafm,  which  cherifhes  the 
feeds  of  poetry,  and  which  is,  indeed,  the  only  foil 
wherein  they  will  grow  to  perfeftion,  lays  open 
the  mind  to  all  the  influences  of  fldlion,  A  paf- 
fion  for  whatever  is  greatly  wild,  or  magnificent 
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in  the  works  of  nature,  feduces  the  imaginatioa 
to  attend  to  all  that  is  extravagant,  however  un- 
natural. Milton  was  notorioufly  fond  of  high  ro- 
mance and  Gothic  diabkries ;  and  Collins,  who 
in  genius  and  enthufiafm  bore  no  very  diftanl.  re- 
femblance  to  Milton,  was  wholly  carried  away  bj 
the  fame  attachments. 

«'  Be  mine,  to  read  the  vifions  old. 
Which  thy  awakening  bards  have  told: 
And,  left  thou  meet  my  blafted  view, 
Hold  each  llrange  tale  devoutly  true." 
"  On  that  thrice  hallow'd  eve,  &:c.'* 

There  is  an  old  traditionary  fuperftition,  ths't  <tn 
St.  Mark's  eve  the  forms  of  ail  fuch  perfons  as 
fliall  die  within  the  enfuing  year,  make  their  fo- 
lemn  entry  into  the  churches  of  their  rtfpe(n:ivc 
pariflies,  as  St.  Patrick  f\vam  over  the  chaunelj 
without  their  heads. 

ODE  TO  SIMPLICITY. 

The  meafure  of  the  ancient  ballad  feetns  to 
have  been  made  choice  of  for  this  ode,  on  account 
of  the  fubjeifl: ;  and  it  has,  indeed,  an  air  of  CoIm 
phcity  not  altogether  unaftefling  : 

"  By  all  the  honey'd  flora 

On  Hybla's  tbyniy  fliore, 
By  all  her  blooms,  and  mingled  murmurs  dear. 

By  her  whole  love-lorn  woe, 

In  evening  mufings  flow, 
Sooth'd  fweetly  fad  Eledlra's  poet's  ear." 

This  allegorical  imagery  of  the  honey'd  ftore,  the 
blooms,  and  mingled  murmurs  of  Hybla,  alluding 
to  the  fweetnefs  and  beauty  of  the  Attic  poetry, 
has  the  fineft  and  the  happiefl:  effisift :  yet,  pof- 
fibly,  it  will  bear  a  queftion,  whether  the  ancient 
Greek  trag'edians  had  a  general  claim  to  fimplici- 
ty  in  any  thing  more  than  the  plans  of  their  dra- 
ma. Their  language,  at  leaft,  was  infinitely  me- 
taphorical ;  yet  it  mult  be  owned  that  they  juftly 
copied  nature  and  the  paffions,  and  lo  far,  certain- 
ly, they  were  entitled  to  the  palm  of  true  fimph- 
city  :  the  following  moft  beautiful  fpeech  of  Poly- 
nices,  will  be  a  monument  of  this  lb  long  as  poetry 
fliall  laft. 


-sro>vt;04«;c^y5  S'  u^pixo^viv 


rvy.vaa-ix  ^'  otcrtv  iti-r^xipnv,  Afgxj)?  ^'  vdff^o 

NciiO),  ^i    otrcruv  •ft,t'.'  i^'^v  ^ecy^^v^^oHV. 

A XX    {ix.  yug^  uXyHi  aXyii)  av  <ti  di^KOfiet, 

Ex,^creiv.  EuRiP.  Phoenifl".  rer.  369. 

"  But  ftaid  to  fing  alone 
To  one  diftinguifli'd  throne." 

The  poet  cuts  off  the  prevalence  of  fimplicity 
among  the  Romans  with  the  reign  of  Auguftus; 
and  indeed,  it  did  not  continue  much  longer,  moll 
of  the  compofitions,  after  that  date,  giving  into 
falft  and  aruricial  ornament. 
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"  No  more,  in  hall  or  bower, 
The  paffions  own  thy  power, 
XiOTC,  only  love,  her  forcelefs  numbers  mean." 
In  tbefe  lines  the  writings  of  the  Provengal  poets 
are  principally  alluded  to    in  which,  iiinplicity  is 
generally  lacrificed  to  the  rhapfodies  ot  romantic 
Jove. 

ODE  ON  THE  POETICAL  CHARACTER. 

Procul !  O  !  procul  eftc  profani  I 

This  ode  is  fo  infinitely  abftraifked  and  replete 
•with  high  enthuCal'm,  that  it  will  find  few  read- 
ers capable  of  entering  into  the  beauty  ol  it,  or  of 
relifhing  its  beauties.  There  is  a  ilyk  of  ienti- 
ment  as  utterly  unintelligible  to  common  capaci- 
ties, as  if  the  fubjedl  were  treated  in  an  unknown 
language  ;  and  it  is  on  the  fame  account  that  ab- 
ilradted  poetry  will  never  have  many  admirers. 

The  authors  of  fuch  poems  muft  be  content  with 
the  approbation  of  thofe  heaven-favoured  geniufes, 
who,  by  a  fimilarity  of  tafte  and  fentiment,  are 
enabled  to  penetrate  the  high  myfteriesof  infpired 
fancy,  and  to  purfue  the  loftieft  flights  of  enthu- 
fiaftic  imagination.  Neverthelefs,  the  praife  of 
the  diftinguiflied  few  is  certainly  preferable  to  the 
jipplaufe  of  the  undifcerning  million  ;  for  all  praife 
is  valuable  in  proportion  to  the  judgment  of  thofe 
who  confer  it. 

As  the  fubjert  of  this  ode  is  uncommon,  fo  are 
the  ftyle  and  expreffion  highy  metaphorical  and 
?bttra<fled;  thus  the  funis  called*'  the  rich-hair'd 
*'  youth  of  morn,"  the  ideas  are  termed  '•  the 
"  ftiadpwy  tribes  of  mind,"  &c.  We  are  ftruck 
■with  the  propriety  of  this  mode  of  expreflion  here, 
and  it  affords  us  new  proofs  of  the  analogy  that 
fubfifts  between  language  and  fentiment. 

Nothing  can  be  more  loftily  imagined  than  the 
creation  of  the  Ceftus  of  fancy  in  this  ode :  the 
allegorical  imagery  is  rich  and  fublime  :  and  the 
obfervation  that,  the  dangerous  paffions  kept 
aloof,  during  the  operation,  is  founded  on  the 
ilri<fleft  philofophical  truth ;  for  poetical  fancy 
can  exift  only  in  minds  that  are  perfe<£lly  ferene, 
and  in  fome  raeafure  abftradled  from  the  influen- 
ces of  fenfe. 

The  fcene  of  Milton's  "  infpiring  hour"  is  per- 
fedtly  in  characfler,  and  defciibed  with  all  thofe 
■wild-wood-appearances  of  which  the  great  poet 
was  fo  enthufiaftically  fond : 

"  I  view  that  oak,  the  fancied  glades  among, 
By  which  as  Milton  lay,  his  evening  ear, 
Nigh  fpher'd  in  heaven,  its  native  Ifrains  could 
'  •   hear." 

ODE  TO  MERCY. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  ^T^S. 

The  ode  written  in  1746,  and  the  ode  to  mer- 
cy, feem  to  have  been  written  on  the  fame  occa- 
Con,  viz.  the  late  rebellion  ;  the  former  in  me- 
mory of  thofe  heroes  who  fell  in  defence  of  their 
country,  the  latter  to  excite  fentiments  of  com- 
panion in  favour  of  thofe  unhappy  and  deluded 
wretches  who  became  a  facrifice  to  i-uliic  juf- 


The  language  and  imagery  of  both  are  very 
beautiful ;  but  the  fcene  and  figures  defcribed  and 
the  ftrophe  of  the  Ode  to  Mercy  are  exquifitely 
ftriking,  and  would  afford  a  painter  one  of  the 
fineli  fubjedts  in  the  world. 

ODE  TO  LIBERTY. 

The  ancient  dates  of  Greece,  perhaps  the  only 
ones  in  which  a  perfedl  model  of  liberty  ever  ex. 
ifted,  are  naturally  brought  to  view  in  the  opening 
of  the  poem. 

"  Who  (hall  awake  the  Spartan  fife, 
And  call  in  folemn  founds  to  life, 
The  youths,  whole  locks  divinely  fpreading. 
Like  vernal  hyacinths  in  fuUen  hue.'' 

There  is  fomething  extremely  bold  in  this  iiaage- 
ry  of  the  locks  of  the  Spartan  youths,  and  greatly 
fuperior  to  that  defcription  Jocafta  gives  us  of  the 
hair  of  Poiynites. 

"  What  new  Alceus,  fancy-bleft. 

Shall  fmg  the  fword,  in  myrtles  dreft,  Sec." 

This  alludes  to  a  fragment  of  Alcaeus  ftill  remain- 
ing, in  which  the  poet  celebrates  Harmodius  and 
Arjltogiton,  who  flew  the  tyrant  Hipparchus,  and 
thereby  reftored  the  liberty  of  Athens. 

The  fall  of  Rome  is  here  moit  nervoufly  de- 
fcribed in  one  line  : 

"  With  heaviefl:  found,  a  giant-Ilatue,  fell. 

The  thought  feems  altogether  new,  and  the  imi- 
tative harmony  in  the  ftrudlure  of  the  verfe  is  ad- 
mirable. 

After  bewailing  the  ruin  of  ancient  liberty,  the 
poet  confiders  the  influence  it  has  retained,  or  itili 
retains  among  the  moderns  ;  and  here  the  free  re- 
publics of  Italy  naturally  engage  his  attention- 
Florence,  indeed,  only  to  be  lamented  on  account 
of  lofing  its  liberty  under  thofe  patrons  of  letters, 
the  Medicean  family;  the  Jealous  Pifa,  jullly  fo 
called  in  refpedt  to  its  long  impatience  and  re- 
gret under  the  fame  yoke  ;  and  the  fmall  Marmo, 
which,  however  unrelpedlable  with  regard  to 
power  or  extent  of  territory,  has,  at  leaft,  this  dif- 
tindtion  to  boaft,  that  it  has  preferved  its  liberty 
longer  than  any  other  ftate,  ancient  or  modern, 
having,  without  any  revolution,  retained  its  pre- 
fent  mode  of  government  near  I400  years.  More- 
over the  patron  faint  who  founded  it,  and  from 
whom  it  takes  its  name,  deferves  this  poetical  re- 
cord, as  he  is,  perhaps,  the  only  faint  that  ever 
contributed  to  the  eftablillinicnt  of  freedom, 

"  Nor  e'er  her  former  pride  relate. 
To  fad  Liguria's  bleeding  ftate." 

In  thefe  lines  the  poet  alludes  to  thofe  ravages  in 
the  ftate  of  Genoa,  occafioned  by  the  unhappy  d;- 
vifions  of  the  Guelphs  and  Gibelines 

" When  the  favour'd  of  thy  choice, 

The  daring  archer  heard  thy  voice." 


Tor  an  account  of  ihe  celebrated  event  referred  to 
in  thefe  verfes,  fee  Voltaire'ii  Epiftle  to  the  King 
«f  Pruffia. 

"  Thofe  whom  the  rod  of  Alva  bruis'd, 
Whofe  crown  a  Britifli  queen  refus'd  ! 

The  Flemings  were  fo  dreadfully  oppreiTed  by 
this  fanguinary  general  of  Philip  the  Second,  that 
they  offered  their  foveieignty  to  ElizabeiV';  hut, 
happily  ior  her  fubjedls,  Aie  had  policy  and  mag- 
nanmity  enough  to  refufe  it.  Deformeaux,  in  his 
AbreseChronologiquedcrfiilloired'Efpagne,  thus 
defcribes  the  futferin^s  of  the  Flemings:  "  Le 
"  Due  d'Albe  achevoit  dc  rednire  les  Flamands 
"  au  defefpnir.  A.pre3  avoir  inonde  les  echafauts 
"  du  I'ang  le  plus  noble  et  le  plus  precieux,  il 
"  faifoit  conftruire  des  citadelles  en  divers  endroits, 
"  et  vouloit  etablir  I'Alcavala,  ce  tribute  oncreux 
"  qui  avoit  ete  longtems  en  ufage  parmi  les 
"  Efpagnols."     Agreg.  Chron.  Tom.  IV. 


-Mona 


Where  thoufand  elfin  fliapes  abide." 

Ml^^'a  is  properly  the  Roman  name  of  the  Ifle  of 
Anglefey,  anciently  fo  famous  for  its  Druids  ;  but 
fometimes,  as  in  this  place,  it  is  given  to  the  Ifle 
of  Man.  Both  thefe  illes  ftill  retain  much  of  the 
genius  of  fuperftition,  and  are  now  the  only  places 
where  there  is  the  leaft  chance  of  finding  a  fairy. 


ODE  TO  A  LADY, 

On  the  Death  of  Colonel  Charles  Rofs,  in  the  Ac- 
tion of  Fontenoy.     Written  May,  1745. 

The  Iambic  kind  of  numbers  in  which  this  ode 
is  conceived,  feems  as  well  calculated  for  tender 
and  plaintive  fubjeifts,  as  for  thofe  where  ftrength 
or  rapidity  is  required — This,  perhaps,  is  owing 
to  the  repetition  of  the  ftrain  in  the  fame  flanza  ; 
for  forrow  reje<5ls  variety,  and  affedts  an  unifor- 
mity of  complaint.  It  is  needlefs  to  obferve  that 
this  ode  is  replete  with  harmony,  fpirit,  and  pa- 
thos ;  and  there,  furely,  appears  no  reafon  why 
the  feventh  and  eighth  ftanzas  fhould  be  omitted 
in  that  copy  printed  in  Dodfley's  collecflion  of 
poems. 

ODE  TO  EVENING. 

The  blank  ode  has  for  fome  time  folicited  ad- 
Jniffion  into  the  Englifli  poetry ;  but  its  efforts, 
hitherto,  feem  to  have  been  vain,  at  leaft  its  re- 
ception has  been  no  more  than  partial.  It  re- 
mains a  queftion,  then,  whether  there  is  not  fome- 
thing  in  the  nature  of  ^lank  verfe  lefs  adapted  to 
the  lyric  than  to  the  heroic  meafure,  fince,  thoi-sh 
it  has  been  generally  received  in  the  latter,  it  is 
yet  unadopted  in  the  former.  In  order  to  difco- 
ver  this,  we  are  to  confider  the  different  modes  of 
thefe  different  fpecie?  of  poetry.  That  of  the  he- 
roic is  uniform  •  that  of  the  lyric  is  various  ;  and 
in  thefe  circumftances  of  uniformity  ai.d  variety, 
probably,  lies  the  caufe  why  blank  verfe  has  been 
I'uccelstul  in  the  one,  and  unacceptable  in  the 
other.  While  it  prefented  itft-lf  only  in  one  form, 
it  vvas  familiarized  to  the  ear  by  cuftoin ;  but 
ivhere   it  was  obliged  to   afTurae   the    different 
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fti?pe?  of  the  lyric  raufe,  it  feemeJ  ffill  a  (Iranger 
of  uncouth  figure,  was  received   rather  with  cu- 
riofity  than  pleafure,  and  entertained  without  that 
eafe,  or  fati^fadlion,  which   acquaintance  and  fa- 
miliarity produce. — Moreover,   the  h-^roic    blank 
verfe  obtained  a  fanilion  of  infinite  im:iorrance  to 
its  general  recei  tion,  when  it  wis  adopred  by  one 
of  the  greate  '  po  -trs  the  v^arld  ever  produced,  and 
was  made   the  vehicle  of  the  nobleft  poem  that 
ever  was  written.    When  this  po-rm  at  length  ck- 
torted  that  applaufe   which  ignorance  and  preju- 
dice had  united  to  withho'd,  the  vcrfification  footi 
found  its  imitators,  and  became  more  generally 
fuccefsful   than    even    in    thofe    countries    from. 
\*  hence  it  was  imported.     But  lyric  blank  verfe 
had  met  with  no  fuch  advantages ;  for  TvVr   Col- 
lins, whofe    genius    and   judgment    in    harmony 
might  have  given  it  fo  powerful  an  effecft,  hath 
left  us  but  one    fpecimen  of   it  in    the    Ode  to 
Evening. 

In  the  choice  of  his  meafure  he  feems  to  have 
had  in  his  eye  Horace's  Ode  to  Pyrrha :  for  this 
ode  bears  the  neareft  refemblance  to  that  mixt 
kind  of  the  afclepiad  and  pherecratic  verfe  ;  and 
that  refemblance  in  fome  degree  reconciles  us  to 
the  want  of  rhyme,  while  it  reminds  us  of  thofe 
great  mafters  of  antiquity,  whofe  works  had  no, 
need  of  this  whimfical  jingle  of  founds. 

From  the  following  paffage  one  might  be  in- 
duced to  think  that  the  poet  had  it  in  view  to 
render  his  fubjefl  and  his  verfificatlon  fuitable  to 
each  other  on  this  occafion,  and  that,  when  he 
addreffed  himfelf  to  the  fober  power  of  Evening, 
he  had  thought  proper  to  lay  afide  the  foppery  of 
rhyme ; 


"  Now  teach  me,  maid  composed, 

T©  breathe  fome  foften'd  ftrain, 
Whofe  numbers   dealing  through  thy  darkening 
May  not  unfeemly  with  its  ftillnefs  fuit,         [vale. 

As,  mufing  flow,  I  hail 

Thy  genial  lov'd  return  !'' 

But  whatever  were  the  uumbers,  or  the  verfifica- 
tlon of  this  ode,  the  imagery  and  enthuCafm  it 
contains  could  not  fail  of  rendering  it  delightful. 
No  other  of  Mr.  CoUins's  odes  is  more  generally 
characleriftic  of  his  genius.  In  one  place  we  dif- 
cover  his  paffion  for  vifionary  beings  : 

"  For  when  thy  foldinj-ftar  ariiing  fliows 
His  pale  citciet  at  his  warning  lamp 

The  fragrant  hours  and  elves 

Who  flept  in  buds  the  day. 

And  many  a  nymph  who  wreaths  her  brows  with 

fedge, 
And  fheds  the  frefhening  dew,  and  lovelier  ftill. 

The  peafive  pleafures  fwect 

Prepare  thy  Ihadowy  car." 

In  another  we  behold  his  ftrong  bias  to  melan- 
choly : 

"  Then  let  me  rove  fome  wild  and  heathy  fcene. 
Or  find  fome  ruin  'midft  its  dreary  dells, 

Whofe  walls  more  awful  nod 

By  thy  religious  gleams." 

Then  appears  his  talle  for  what  is  wildly  grami 
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and  ma^ificent  in  nature ;  when,  preventecl  by 
ftorms  from  enjoying  his  evening  walk,  he  wiflies 
for  a  (ituation, 

"  That  from  the  mountain's  fi^es, 
Views  wild  and  fwclling  floods ; 

And,  through  the  whole,  his  invariable  attach* 
jnent  to  the  expreflion  of  painting  : 

•• and  marks  o'er  all 

Thy  dewy  fingers  draw 
The  gradual  duflcy  veil." 

It  might  be  a  fufHcient  encomium  on  this  beauti- 
j"ul  ode  to  obferve,  that  it  has  been  particularly 
admired  by  a  lady  to  whom  nature  has  given  the 
moft  perfedl  principles  of  tafte.  She  has  not  even 
complained  of  the  want  of  rhyme  in  it  :  a  circum- 
llance  by  no  means  unfavourable  to  the  caufe  of 
lyric  blank  verfe  ;  for  furely,  if  a  fair  reader  can 
endure  an  ode  without  bells  and  chimes,  the  maf- 
Culine  genius  may  difpenfe  with  them 

THE  MANNERS,    AN  ODE. 

Trom  the  fubjecH:  and  fentiments  of  this  ode,  it 
feems  not  improbable  that  the  author  wrote  it 
about  the  time  when  he  left  the  Univerfity  ;  when, 
■weary  with  the  purfuit  of  academical  ftudies,  he 
no  loneer  confined  himfelf  to  the  fearch  of  theo- 
xetical  knowledge,  but  commenced  the  fcholar  of 
liumanity,  to  ftudy  nature  in  her  works,  and  man 
in  fociety. 

The  following  farewell  to  fcience  exhibits  a 
■very  juft  as  well  as  ftriking  picflure  :  for  however 
exalted  in  theory  the  Platonic  docftrines  may:ap- 
pear,  it  is  certain  that  Platonifm  and  f  yrrhonifm 
are  allied : 

"  Farewell  the  porch,  whofe  roof  isfeen, 
Arch'd  with  th'  enlivening  olive's  green  : 
Where  Science;  prank'd  in  tilTued  veil, 
By  Reafon,  Pride,  and  Fancy  dreft, 
Come  like  a  bride,  fo  trim  array'd, 
To  wed  with  Doubt  in  Plato's  fliade  1" 

When  the  mind  goes  in  purfuit  of  vifionary  fy- 
/ftems,  it  is  not  far  from  the  regions  of  doubt  ;  and 
the  greater  its  capacity  to  think  abftracledly,  to 
Teafon  and  refine,  the  more  it  will  be  expofed  to, 
and  bewildered  in,  uncertainty. — From  an  enthu- 
fiallic  warmth  of  temper,  indeed,  we  may  for  a 
while  be  encouraged  to  perfift  in  fome  favourite 
•f.otflrine,  or  to  adhere  to  fome  adopted  fyfteni  ; 
Jliut  when  that  enthufiafm,  which  is  founded  on 
f.he  vivacity  of  the  paflions,  gradually  cools  and 
tiles  away  with  them,  the  opinions  it  fuppcited 
tlrop  from  us,  and  we  are  thrown  upon  the  unhof- 

jiitable  fliore  of  doubt A  ftriking  proof  of  the 

iiccefflty  of  fome  moral  rule  of  wifdom  and  virtue, 
ti.nd  fome  fyftem  of  happinefs  eftabliflied  by  un- 
erring knowledge,  and  unlimited  power. 

In  the  poet's  addrefs  to  humour  in  this  ode, 
t'acre  is  one  image  of  fingular  beauty  and  proprie- 
ty. The  ornament  in  the  hair  of  wit  are  of  fuch 
a  nature,  and  c'ifpofen  in  fuch  a  m-anner,  as  to  be 
p?rfi6tly  fymbolical  and  charadlerillic ; 


"  Me  too  amidfl:  thy  band  admit. 

There  where  the  young-ey'd  healthful  wit^ 

(Whofe  jewels  in  his  crifped  hair 

Are  plac'd  each  other's  beams  to  fhare. 

Whom  no  delights  from  thee  divide) 

In  laughter  loos'd  attends  thy  fide." 

Nothing  could  be  more  expreffive  of  wit,  which 
confifts  in  a  happy  collifion  of  comparative  and  re- 
lative images,  than  this  reciprocal  reflexion  of 
light  from  the  difpofition  of  the  jewels. 

"  O  Humour,  thou  whofe  name  is  known 
To  Briton's  favour'd  ifle  alone." 

The  author  could  only  mean  to  apply  this  to  the 
time  when  he  wrote,  fince  other  nations  had  pro- 
duced works  of  great  humour,  as  he  himfelf  ac- 
knowledges afterwards. 

"  By  old  IMiletus,  &c. 

By  all  you  taught  the  Tufcan  maids,  &c. 

The  Milefian  and  Tufcan  romances  were  by  no 
means  diftinguiflied  for  humour  ;  but  as  they  were 
the  models  of  that  fpecies  of  writing  in  which  hu- 
mour was  afterwards  employed,  they  are,  proba- 
bly for  that  reafon  only  mentioned  here. 

THE  PASSIONS. 

AN  ODE  FOR  MUSIC. 

If  the  mufic  which  was  compofed  for  this  ode, 
had  equal  merit  with  the  ode  itfelf,  it  muft  have 
been  the  moft  excellent  performance  of  the  kind, 
in  which  poetry  and  mufic  have^n  modern  times, 
united.  Other  pieces  of  the  fame  nature  have  de- 
rived their  grcateft  reputation  from  the  perfec- 
tion of  the  mufic  that  accompanied  them,  having 
in  themfelves  little  more  merit  than  that  of  an 
ordinary  ballad  :  but  in  this  we  have  the  whole 
foul  and  power  of  poetry — Expreflion  that,  even 
without  the  aid  of  mufic,  ftrikes  to  the  heart ; 
and  imagery  of  power  enough  to  tranfport  the  at- 
tention, without  the  forceful  alliance  of  corref- 
ponding  founds  1  what,  then,  mull  have  been  the 
efierts  of  thefe  united  '. 

It  is  very  obfervable  that  though  the  meafure  is 
the  fame,  in  which  the  mufical  efforts  of  fear, 
anger,  and  dcfpair,  are  defcribed,  yet  by  the  vari- 
ation of  the  cadence,  the  charadler  and  operation 
of  each  is  ftroii/ly  eipreffed :  thus  particularly  of 
Defpair : 

"  With  woeful  meafures  wan  Defpair — 
Low  fullen  founds  his  griff  beguil'd, 

A  folemn,  ftrange,  and  mingled  air, 
'Twas  fad  by' fits,  by  ftarts  'twas  wild.'* 

He  muft  be  a  very  unfliilful  compofcr  who  could 
not  catch  the  power  of  imitative  harmony  from 
thefe  lines ! 

The  pi(5lure  of  hope  that  follows  this  is  beauti- 
ful almoft  beyond  imitation.  By  the  united 
powers  of  imagery  and  harmony,  that  delight- 
ful being  is  exhibited  with  all  the  charms  and 
graces  that  pleafure  and  fancy  have  appropriated 
to  her. 
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I       kfelegat,  qui  femel  percurrit ; 
Qui  nunquara  legit,  legat. 

*•  But  thou,  O  Hope,  with  eyesfo  fair, 
What  was  thy  delighted  meafure  1 

Still  it  whifper'd  promis'd  pleafure, 

And  bade  the  lovely  fcenes  atdiftance  hail  I 

Still  would  her  touch  the  ftrain  prolong, 
And  from  the  rocks,  the  woods,  the  vale, 

She  call'd  on  Echo  ftill  through  all  the  fong  ; 
And  where  her  fweeteft  theme  flie  chofe, 
A    loft  refponfive  voice  was  heard  at  every 
clofe,  [golden  hair." 

And  Hope    inchanted    fmil'd,    and    wav'd    her 

In  what  an  exalted  light  does  the  above  ftanza 
place  this  great  mailer  of  poetical  imagery  and 
harmony  I  what  varied  fweetnefs  of  numbers  I 
what  delicacy  of  judgment  and  expreffion  I  how 
charadleriftically  does  Hope  prolong  her  ftrain, 
repeat  her  foothing  clofes,  call  upon  her  aflbciate 
Echo  for  the  fame  purpofes,  and  difplay  every 
pleafing  grace  peculiar  to  her  I 

"  And  Hope  inchanted  fmil'd,  and  wav'd  her 
golden  hair." 

Legat,  qui  nunquam  legit ; 
Qui  femel  percurrit,  relegat. 

The  defcriptions  of  joy,  jealoufy,  and  revenge,  are 
excellent ;  though  not  equally  fo.  Thofe  of  me- 
lancholy and  cheerfulnefs  are  fuperior  to  every 
thing  of  the  kind ;  and,  upon  the  whole,  there 
may  be  very  little  hazard  in  aflerting  that  this  is 
the  iineft  ode  in  the  Englifli  language. 

AN    EPISTLE 

TO  SIR  THOMAS  HANMER,    ON  HIS  EDITION  OF 
SHAXSPEARE'S  WORKS. 

This  poem  was  written  by  our  author  at  the 
univcrfity,    about  the  tinae  when   Sir  Thomas 
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Hanmer's  pompous  edition  of  Shakfpeare  was 
printed  at  Oxford.  If  it  has  not  fo  much  merit 
as  the  reft  of  his  poems,  it  has  ftill  more  than  the 
fubjedl  deferves.  The  verfification  is  eafy  and 
genteel,  and  the  allufions  always  poetical.  The 
charaAer  of  the  po?t  Fletcher  in  particular  is  very 
juftly  drawn  in  this  epiftle. 


DIRGE  IN  CYMBELINE. 

ODE  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  THOMSON, 

Mr.  Collins  had  7!^z7/  to  coTtiplain.  Of  that 
mournful  melody,  and  thofe  tender  images,  which 
are  the  diftinguifliing  excellencies  of  fuch  pieces 
as  bewail  departed  friendfhip,  or  beauty,  he  was 
an  almoft  unequalled  mafter.  He  knew  perfedl- 
ly  to  exhibit  fuch  circumftances,  peculiar  to  the 
objecfls,  as  awaken  the  influences  of  pity ;  and 
while,  from  his  own  great  fenfibility,  he  felt  what 
he  wrote,  he  naturally  addrelTed  himfelf  to  the 
feelings  of  others. 

To  read  fuch  lines  as  the  following,  all  beau- 
tiful and  tender  as  they  are,  without  correfpond- 
ing  emotions  of  pity,  is  furely  impoffible  : 

"  The  tender  thought  on  thee  fliall  dwell, 
Each  lonely  fcene  fhall  thee  reftore, 

For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  flied ; 
Belov'd,  till  life  can  charm  no  more  ; 

And  mourn'd,  'till  Pity's  felf  be  dead." 

The  Ode  on  the  death  of  Thomfon  feems  to  have 
been  written  in  an  excurfion  to  Richmond  by  wa- 
ter. The  rural  fcenery  has  a  proper  elFedl  in  an 
ode  to  the  memory  of  a  poet,  much  of  whofe  me- 
rit lay  in  defcriptions  of  the  fame  kind  ;  and  the 
appellations  of  "  Druid,''  and  "  meek  Nature's 
child,"  are  happily  charadleriftic.  For  the  bet- 
ter underftanding  of  this  ode,  it  is  neceflary  to 
remember,  that  Mr.  Thomfon  lies  buried  in  the 
church  of  Richmond. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  DYER. 


John  Dyer  v/as  born  in  1700,  the  fecond  fon  of  Robert  Dyer,  Efq.  of  Aberglafney  in  Carmarthcn- 
fljire,  a  folicitor  of  great  capacity  and  note. 

He  received  his  early  education  in  the  country,  and  finifhed  his  fludies  at  Weflminfter  School, 
under  the  care  of  Dr.  Freind,  from  whence  he  was  called  away  to  be  inftrucled  in  his  father's  pro- 
feflion. 

His  father  died  foon  after ;  and  taking  no  delight  in  the  ftudy  of  the  law,  but  having  always 
aniufed  himfelf  with  drawing,  he  refolved  to  turn  painter,  and  became  pupil  to  Mr.  Richardfon  of^ 
Lincoln's-Inn-Fields,  an  artift  then  of  high  reputation,  but  better  known  by  his  writings  than  by  his- 
pidtures.  ' 

He  afterwards  became  an  itinerant  painter,  and  wandered  about  South  Wales  and  the  parts  ad- 
jacent ;  but  minsrled  ppetry  with  painting,  and  printed  Grongar  Hill,  which  v.'as  originally  written 
as  an  Irregular  Ode,  in  a  "  Mifcellany  Volume  of  Poems,"  colle6ted  and  publifhed  by  Savage,  in 
^726,  in  which  it  appears  in  that  form,  very  incorred:,  and  with  the  initial  lines  as  follows  : 

Fancy,  nymph  that  loves  to  lie 

On  the  lonely  eminence. 
Darting  notice  through  the  eye, 

Forming  thought  and  feafting  fenfe. 
Thou  that  muft;  lend  imagination  wings. 
And  ftamp  diftindtion  on  all  worldly  things ; 
Come,  and  with  thy  various  hues, 
Paint  and  adorn  thy  filler  mufe. 

Like  other  painters,  he  afterwards  travelled  into  Italy  for  improvement ;  and  at  Rome,  formed 
the  plan  of  his  poem,  called  The  Ruins  of  Rome,  which  he  finiflied  foon  after  his  return,  in  1740. 

At  his  return,  ill  health,  and  love  of  ftudy  folitude,  and  refledion,  determined  him  to  the  church. 
He,  therefore,  entered  into  orders ;  and  married,  about  the  fame  time,  Mifs  Enfor,  fifier  of  Mr. 
Strong  Enfor,  of  Warwickfhire. 

Of  his  ecclefiaftical  provifion,  and  fome  other  particulars  of  his  perfonal  hiftory,  he  has  himfelf 
given  an  account,  in  a  letter  to  William  Duncombe,  Efq.  dated  Coningfby,  Nov.  24.  1756,  pu- 
bhfhed  in  the  fecond  volume  of  "  Letters  by  feveral  eminent  Perfons  deceafed,"  by  the  Rev, 
John  Duncombe.  "  Lord  Chancellor  [Hardwick]  has  been  favourable  to  me.  This  living  [Con-» 
ingfby^  Lincolnlhire]  is  izo  1.  fir  annum.  The  other,  called  Kirkby,  is  iiol. ;  but  my  preferments 
came  in  this  courfe :  Calthorp  in  Leiceflerfliire  (Sol.  a-year),  was  given  me  by  one  Mr.  Harper, 
in  174I.  That  I  quitted  in  1751,  for  a  fmall  living  of  75  1.  called  Bekhford,  ten  miles  from  hence, 
and  given  me  by  Lord  Chancellor,  through  Mr.  Wray's  [Daniel  Wray,  Efq.  one  of  the  depute 
tellers  of  the  Exchequer,  a  friend  to  virtue  and  the  mufes]  interefl.  Sir  John  Heathcote  gave  me 
tliis,  and  lately  procured  me  Kirkby  of  Lord  Chancellor,  without  my  folicitation.  I  was  glad 
of  thisj  on  account  of  its  nearnefs  to  me ;  though  I  think  myfelf  a  lofer  by  the  exchange,  through 
the  expences  of  the  feal,  difpenlations,  journeys,  &c.  and  the  charge  of  an  old  houfe,  half  of  which 
1  am  going  to  pull  down." 

"  More  of  myfelf,  which  your  good  natured  curiofity  draws  from  me,  is  this  :  After  having  been 
an  itinerant  painter  in  my  native  country  (S.  Wales),  and  in  Herefordfhirc,  Worcefterlhire,  &c.  &c. 
I  married  and  fettled  in  Leiceflerfliire.  My  wife's  name  was  Enfor,  whofe  grandmother  was  a 
Shakfpeare,  defcended  from  a  brother  of  everybody's  Shakfpeare.  We  have  four  children  living ; 
three  are  girls ;  the  youngeft  a  boy,  fix  years  old.  I  had  fome  brothers ;  have  but  one  left ;  he 
is  a  clergyman,  lives  at  Marybone,  and  has  fueh  a  houfefull  of  children  as  puts  me  in  mind  of  a 
noted  ftatue  at  Rome  of  the  river  Nile,  on  the  arms,  legs,  and  body  of  which  are  crawling  or  climbs 
ing,  ten  or  a  dozen  little  boys  and  girls." 
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About  this  time,  he  finiflied  the  Fleece,  his  greateft  poetical  work,  in  the  compofition  of  which,  as 
be  himfelf  informs  us,  he  received  fome  afliftance  from  Akenfide. 

"  Your  humble  fervant,"  he  writes  Mr.  Duncombe,  "  is  become  a  deaf,  and  dull,  and  languid 
f/eature;  who,  however,  in  this  poor  changs  of  conititiition,  being  a  little  recampenfed  with  the 
critic's  phlegm,  has  made  fliift,  by  many  blottings  and  corredlions,  and  fome  helps  fri^ni  his  kind 
ffiend  Dr.  Akenfide,  to  give  a  fort  of  fmifliing  to  the  Fhcce^  which  is  jufl  fent  up  to  Mr.  Dodfley  ; 
^ut  as  people  arc  fo  taken  up  with  politics,  and  have  fo  little  inclination  to  read  any  thing  but  fatire 
and  newfpipers,  I  am  in  doubt  whether  this  is  a  proper  time  for  publiPaing  it." 

He  publifhed  the  Fhece,  in  1757,  and  congratulated  himfelf  upon  it  as  his  nobleft  work;  but  it 
was  coldly  received  upon  its  fufl  appearance,  and  has  not  hitherto  obtained  fo  much  notice  as  it 
defcrres. 

Dodfley  the  bookfeller  was  one  day  mentioning  it  to  a  critical  vifitor  with  more  expe6tation  of 
fuccefs  than  the  other  could  eafily  admit.  In  the  converi'ation,  the  author's  age  was  alked  ;  and 
being  reprefented  as  advanced  in  life,  "  He  will,"  faid  the  critic,  "  be  buried  in  woollen." 

He  did  riot  indeed  long  furvive  that  publication,  nor  long  enjoy  the  increafe  of  his  preferments. 
He  died  in  1758,  in  the  58th  year  of  hisage. 

His  Grongar  Hill,  and  Ruins  of  Rome,  haye  been  frequently  reprinted  in  the  poetical  mifcellanies ; 
and,  together  with  the  Fleece,  Country  Watk,  and  a  few  fhpiter  pieces,  were  colledled  in  the  53d  vo- 
lume of  the  "  Works  of  the  Englifli  Poets,"  I779.  Scott  left  behind  him  an  effay  on  Grongar  Hi.'l 
and  another  on  the  Ruins  of  Rome,  which  were  publiflicd  among  his  "  Critical  Effays,"  by  Mr.  Hoole, 
in  1785.  ■ 

The  charafter  of  Dyer  was  very  amiable  and  rcfpciSable.  He  was  beloved  by  his  friends, 
for  the  gentlenefs  and  fwcetnefs  of  his  difpofition.  He  was  refpeifted  by  the  wotld,  as  a  man  of 
fuperior  endowments.  With  Kill  and  Savage  he  lived  in  habits  of  familiar  intimacy ;  and  joined 
in  the  poetical  praifes  of  a  lady  celebrated  in  tlieir  verfes  by  the  name  of  Clio,  afterwards  Mrs. 
Sanfom.  Savage  has  an  "  Epiftle  to  Dyer,  occafioned  by  feeing  his  pidlure  of  the  celebrated  Clio" 
and  another  "  in  Anfwer  to  his  fiom  the  Country."  He  was  difiinguiHied  by  the  friendfliip  of  Aken- 
fide, and  carried  on  a  correfpondencc  with  Mr.  Duncombe,  the  friend  of  Hughes,  and  other  men 
rf  letters  arid  tafte. 

As  a  poet,  Dyer  ranks  with  Denham,  Garth,  Pope,  and  Thomfon,  his  predecefibrs  in  defcriptive 
poetry.  He  had  peculiar  and  pov/erful  talents  for  that  fpecies  of  compofition,  inferior  only  perhaps 
i.o  the  talents  of  Thomfon,  Some  of  his  defcriptions,  however,  fufficiently  evince  that  he  had  fludied 
manners  and  pafliens,  as  well  as  the  external  beauties  of  nature,  and  could  have  excelled  in  compo- 
jjtions  of  higher  dignity  and  utility,  that  lay  open  the  internal  conflitution  of  man,  and  that  imitate 
charadlers  and  fentiments.  It  is  no  diminution  of  his  genius,  that  he  preferred  that  fpecies  of 
poetry  which  has  given  immortality  to  Lucretius,  Virgil,  and  Thomfon.  Of  Englifh  poets,  none 
have  excelled  Dyer,  in  one  of  the  greatefl  and  moft  pleafing  arts  of  defcriptive  poetry,  the  difpo- 
fition of  every  objedt  fo  as  it  may  give  occafion  for  fome  obfcrvation  on  human  life.  This  oblique 
jnftrudtion  is  the  diftinguifting  excellence  of  "  Coopers  Hill."  This  is  the  great  charm  of  the 
incomparable  "  Elegy  written  in  a  Country  Church- Yard." 

Of  Dyer's  compoStions,  his  Grcngar  Hill  has  obtained  the  greateft  notice.  It  is  a  defcriptive  poem 
of  very  confiderable  merits  fpirited  and  pleafing.  Few  poetical  pieces  have  reprefented  an  extenfive 
and  beautiful  profpedl  in  fo  agreeable  a  manner.  But  it  is  not  without  its  imperfections;  there  is 
a  redundancy  of  thought  in  fome  inftances,  and  a  careleflhefs  of  language  in  others.  The  verfifica- 
tion  is  an  irregular  mixture  of  iambic  and  trochaic  lines ;  a  circumftance  rather  difpleafing  to  a  nice 
ear.  Confidcred  as  a  landfcape,  painted  with  words  iriftcad  of  colours,  it  is  pronounced  by  Mr. 
&ilpin,  in  his  "  Obfervations  on  the  River  Wye,"  defeiSlive  in  the  execution,  as  wanting  contrail 
pf  foreground  and  diftancc.  It  is  juftly  bbfervcd,  that  the  chjedls  immediately  beneiath  his  eye, 
and  thofe  more  remote,  are  marked  with  equal  ftrength  and  dillindtnels ;  the  trees  cldfe  at  hand 
are  diflinguifhed  by  their fhapes  and  Ijt>es,  and  the  caflle  afar  off,  by  ivy  creeping  on  its  walls.  Where 
the  defcribcr  is  fuppofed  to  ftahd,  the  former  rnuft  be  viflble,  the  latter  could  not;  and  therefore 
iliould  not  have  been  mentioned.  Dyer  was  a  painter,  and  knew  the  effe<5t  of  contrail:  and  the 
rules  of  perfpedive ;  but  his  powers  cannot  be  fairly  eftimated  by  his  performance.    His  poem 
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feems  defignedly  without  plan ;  it  is  defultory  and  diffufe,  Iketching  at  random  a  number  of  un- 
connecSted  objeifls.  His  hill's  extenfive  view  would  probably  have  afforded  feveral  complete  land- 
fcapes;  but  it  is  not  clear  that  he  aimed  at  producing  any.  Crongar  Hill,  had  Dyer  written 
nothing  elfe,  would  have  obtained  for  him  the  name  of  a  poet,  yet  it  is  the  finaileft  proof  of 
his  abilities.  The  Ruins  of  Rome,  and  the  Pieces,  however  negledled  by  fuperficial  readers,  or  de- 
graded by  injudicious  critics,  juftly  entitle  him  to  the  highefl;  praife. 

The  ^tf//jj  o/"i?oz«f  has  for  its  fubjed  the  remains  of  the  firft  city  in  the  univerfe,  whofe  hiftory 
could  not  fail  to  intereft,  and  whofe  moral  mufl  inftrufSl ;  a  fubjed  affording  pidures  of  paft  and 
prefent  magnificence,  narration  of  the  rife  and  fall  of  empire,  applaufe  of  liberty  and  virtue,  and 
cenfure  of  tyranny  and  vice.  The  poem  confifts  principally  in  defcription  of  progrefs  and  profpedl ; 
and  fo  abounds  with  pleafing  imagery,  that  the  talk  of  feledlion  is  perplexing.  The  view  of  his 
profped  is  fuppofed  to  employ  the  duration  of  a  natural  day.     It  begins  when  the  rifmg  fun 

Flames  on  the  ruins  in  the  purer  air, 
Towering  aloft 

And  concludes  with  the  grand  natural  appearance  of  the  fun  fetting  between  two  towers; 

Cool  evening  comes  ;  the  fetting  fun  difplays 
His  vifible  great  rpund  between  two  towers. 
As  through  two  fhady  cliffs 

The  idea  of  progreffion,  given  by  his  fpecification  of  the  places  paffed  through,  is  very  forcible,  and 
the  epithets  beflowed  on  thofe  places  are  flrongly  difcriminativc  of  their  peculiarities';  the  -woody 
hounds  of  Gallia,  the  cloud-piercing  Alps,  the  viny  -vale  of  Arno,  and  the  forlorn  luafie  of  the  Campagna. 
The  introdudion  of  the  pilgrim  hearing  the  noife  of  the  falling  rivers,  is  a  beautiful  circumftancs 
and  affeds  us  much  more  forcibly  than  a  fimple  affertion  that  they  often  i5ell. 

Dr.  Johnfon,  whofe  parfimony  of  praife  to  his  contemporaries,  efpecially  to  Dyer,  is  but  too  con- 
fpicuous,  ^bferves,  that  "  fome  paffages  in  this  poem  are  conceived  with  the  mind  of  a  poet;"  and 
contents  himfelf  with  quoting  this  paffage,  the  merit  of  which  had  been  previouily  applauded  by 
Hervey.  The  paffage  in  which  he  exults  in  the  recollecSlion  of  the  former  refpedable  ftate  of 
poets,  demands,  in  every  refpedl,  unabated  approbation.  The  modern  negle<fc,  of  which  many  poets, 
and  none  more  than  himfelf,  have  had  occafion  to  complain,  is  expreffed  with  feeling  and  energy; 

But  now- — anoiiier  age,  alas !  is  ours-^ — 

■Jfet  will  the  mufe  a  little  longer  foar, 

Unlefs  the  clouds  of  care  weigh  down  her  wings, 

Since  nature's  ftores  are  fliut  with  cruel  hand. 

And  each  aggrieves  his  brother ;  fince  in  vain 

The  thirfty  pilgrim  at  the  fountain  afks 

The  overflowing  wave.— Enough — the  plaint  difdain— 

The  remaining  part  of  the  poem  is  of  the  fame  general  charadter;  and  relates,  in  a  fpirited  narra- 
tive, the  rife,  meridian,  decline,  and  fall  of  the  Romah  empire.  The  conclufion  defcribes,  in  the 
mod  animated  manner,  the  irruptions  of  the  Goths  and  Vandals,  with  their  confequences ;  and  re- 
fleds,  with  equal  dignity  and  pathos,  on  the  inellimable  advantages  of  political  liberty,  and  on  the 
fatal  effeds  of  national  luxury. 

No  fubjed  can  be  more  interefting  to  a  Britifh  reader  than 

The  care  of  Iheep,  the  labours  of  the  loom ; 
or  of  more  univerfal  concern,  than  the 

arts  of  trade, 
■which  Dyer  has  made  the  argument  oiX\i^. Fleece.  Accordingly,  it  is  addreffed  to  "the  good,  of  all 
degrees,  of  all  feds,"  but  efpecially  to  the  king,  whom,  in  the  emphatic  language  of  Homer,  he  ftyles 
the  People's  Shepherd.  The  manner  in  which  it  is  executed  difcovers  no  lefs  judgment  than  fancy ; 
^or,  though  few  material  rules  relating  to  fheep  or  the  woollen  manufadures  are  omitted,  they  are 
all  poetically  and  gracefully  delivered,    The  di^ion  is  artfully  varied ;  the  two  firft  books  hav«  a 
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mixture  of  the  paft oral ;  the  third  is  rural,  but  elegant;  the  lafl;  is  daring  and fublime.  He  has  no 
iftterefting  narratives,  fuch  as  the  ftory  of  "  Orpheus  and  Eurydice"  in  the  fourth  Georgic,  and 
thofe  of  "  Amelia"  and  "  Lavinia"  in  the  "  Seafonsv"  but  it  abounds  in  affefting  digreflioils  and 
jiathctic  flrokes,  particularly  in  exhortations  to  benevolence  : 

In  flowery  fpring-time,  when  the  new  dropt  lamb, 
Tott'ring  with  weaknefs,  by  his  mother's  fide, 
Feels  the  frcfli  world  about  him,  and  each  thorn. 
Hillock,  or  furrow,  trips  his  feeble  feet, 
(  O  uuard  his  meek  fweet  innocence  from  all 

I  Th'  innumerous  ills  that  rufli  around  his  life.— 

In  this  foft  office  may  thy  children  join, 
And  charitable  habits  learn  in  fport. 

In  the  fame  benevolent  flrain  are  his  recommendation  of  county  work-houfes  (B.  III.) ;  his  cen- 
fure  of  thofe  v/ho  refufe  an  afylum  to  perfeciited  foreigners ;  his  wifli  for  a  general  naturalization 
a&  (ib.) ;  his  reflexions  on  the  flave  trade  (B.  IV.)  ;  his  cenfure  of  the  difputes  between  the  Eng^ 
lifh  and  French  Eaft  India  Companies  (ib) ;  his  method  for  preventing  the  exportation  of  combed 
■wool,  and  his  apology  for  treating  that  fabjedl  (B.  II.) ;  and  his  recommendation  of  benevolence  to 
the  brute  creation  (ib.).  His  topographical  defcriptions  deferve  particular  commendation,;  and  in 
xivcr-painting,  his  merit  is  fuperlative.  His  Sheep-JJicaring,  and  the  Feaji  on  the  Banks  of  the  Severn, 
are  pieces  of  exquifite  painting.  His  truly  poetical  defcription  of  long  ivool  in  the  feece,  and  of  the 
•various  linds  oflcoms,  fliows  that  genius  can  almofl  ennoble  any  fubjedl,  however  mean  or  inconfiderable. 

Of  his  fhorter  poems,  The  Country  Walk  is  rrioft  confpicuous  for  pidlurefque  imagery  and  interell- 
5ng  fentiment.  The  Epijile  to  a  Friend  in  Toivn  (probably  Savage)  is  fprightly,  familiar,  and  eafy,  in 
an  uncorhmon  degree.  The  Epijile  to  Savage  is  vigoroufly  written  ;  and  the  Epijile  to  Hill,  though 
much  inferior  to  it,  is  not  deficient  in  fpirit  and  elegance. 

His  chara6ier,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  cannot  be  generally  allowed,  without  adopting  his  well- 
jjinown  prejudices  againrc  blank  verfe. 

"  Dyer  is  not  a  poet  of  bulk  or  dignity  fufficient  to  require  an  elaborate  criticifm-  Grongar  Hill 
3s  the  happiefl  of  his  productions  ;  it  is  not  indeed  very  accurately  written  ;  but  the  fcenes  which  it 
<difplaysare  fo  pleafing,  the  images  which  they  raife  fo  welcome  to  the  mind,  and  the  refleiStions  of 
the  writer  fc*  confonant  to  the  general  fehfe  or  experience  of  mankind,  that  when  it  is  once  read,  it 
will  be  read  again. 

"  The  idea  of  the  Ruins  of  Rome  ftrlkes  more,  but  plcafes  lefs  ;  and  the  title  raifes  greater  expec- 
tation t|ian  the  performance  gratifies.  Some  pafTages,  however,  are  conceived  with  the  mind  of  a 
poet ;  as,  when  in  the  neighbourhood  of  delapidating  edifices,  he  fays  ; 
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At  dead  of  night,  'mid  his  oraifon  hears 
Aghaft  the  voice  of  time,  difparting  towers, 
Tumbling  all  precipitate  dov/n-dafh'd, 
Rattling  around,  loud  thundering  to  the  moon. 

•<  Of  tht  Fleece, -vthich.  never  became  popular,  and  is  now  univerfally  negledled,  I  can  fay  little  that 
is  likely  to  recall  it  to  attention.'  The  wool-comber  and  the  poet  appear  to  me  fuch  difcordant  na- 
tures, that  an  attempt  to  bring  them  together  is  to  couple  the  ferpent  'w'tib  the  fiiivl.  When  Dyer, 
■whofe  mind  was  not  unpoetical,  has  done  his  utntoft  in  interefting  his  readers  in  our  native  com- 
modity, by  intetfperJing  rural  imagery  and  incidental  degrefiions,  by  clothing  fmall  images  in  great 
words,  and  by  all  the  writer's  art  of  delufion,  the  meannefs  naturally  adhering,  and  the  irreverence 
Jiabitually  annexed  to  trade  and  manufasSlure,  fink  him  under  infuperable  oppreflion ;  and  the  dif- 
guft  v/hich  blank  verfe,  encumbering  and  encumbered,  fuperadds  to  an  unpleafing  fubjedl,  foon  re- 
pels the  reader,  howev.r  willing  to  be  pleafcd. 

"  Let  mc,  however,  honeftly  report  whatever  may  counterbalance  this  weight  of  cenfure.  I  have 
been  told,  that  Akenfide,  who,  upon  a  poetical  queflion,  has  a  right  to  be  heard,  faid,  "  that  he 
■would  regulate  his  opinion  of  the  reigning  tafte  by  the  rule  of  Dyer's  Fleece ;  for  ^  that  were  ill  ro» 
tcived,  hs  fhould  not  think  it'any  lorger  reafonable  to  opedi  fame  from  excellence.'' 
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GRONGAR  HILL. 

Silent  nymph,  with  curious  eye  ! 

Who,  the  purple  evening,  lie 

On  the  mountain's  lonely  van, 

"jeyond  the  noife  of  bufy  man; 

PaintinjT  fair  the  form  of  things. 

While  the  yellow  linnet  fmgs ; 

Or  the  tuneful  nightingale 

Charms  the  foreft  with  her  tale  ; 

Come,  with  all  thy  various  dues, 

Gome,  and  aid  thy  fuler  mufe  ; 

Now,  while  Phoebus  riding  highj 

Gives  lufcre  to  the  land  and  fky'! 

Grongar  Kill  invites  my  fong. 

Draw  the  landfkip  bright  and  ftrong  j 

Grongar,  in  whofe  moffy  cells, 

Sweetly  mufing,  quiet  dwells ; 

Grx3ngarj  in  whofe  filent  fhade, 

For  the  modeft  mufes  made, 

So  of:  I  have,  the  evening  flill, 

At  the  fountain  of  a  rill, 

Sat^upon  a  flowery  bed. 

With  my  hand  beneath  my  head ; 

While  flray'd  my  eyes  o'er  Towy's  flood, 

Over  mead,  and  over  wood. 

From  houfe  to  hoiife,  from  hill  to  hill, 

"till  contemplation  had  her  fill.' 

About  his  chequer'd  fides  I  wind. 
And  leave  his  brooks  and  meads  behind, 
And  groves,  and  grottoes  where  I  lay, 
And  villoes  fliooting  beams  of  day  : 
Wide  and  wider  fpreads  th?  vale  ; 
As  circles  on  a  fmooth  canal : 
The  mountains  round  unhappy  fate  ! 
Sooner  or  later,  of  all  height, 
Withdraw  their  fummits  from  the  Ikies, 
And  leffen  as  the  others  rife  : 
Still  the  profped  wider  fpreads, 
Adds  a  thoufand  woods  and  meads  ; 
Still  it  widens,  widens  ilill, 
And  finks  the  newly-rifen  hill. 

Now,  I  gain  the  mountain's  brow, 
What  a  landfkip  lies  below  ! 
No  clouds,  no  vapours  intervene  ; 
But  the  gay,  the  open  fcene. 
Does  the  face  of  nature  fhow. 
In  all  the  hues  of  heaven's  bow  ? 
And,  fwelling  to  embrace  the  light, 
Spreads  around  beneath  the  fight. 

Old  caflles  on  the  cliffs  arife. 
Proudly  towering  in  the  Ikiesl 


Rufhing  from  the  woods,  the  fpirea 
Seem  from  hence  afcending  fires  ! 
Half  Jiis  beams  Apollo  fheds 
On  the  yellow  mountain-heads  ! 
Gilds  the  fleeces  of  the  flocks, 
And  glitters  on  the  broken  rocks! 

Below  me  trees  unnumber'd  rife, 
Beautiful  in  various  dyes : 
The  gloomy  pine^  the  poplar  blue. 
The  yellow  beech,  the  fable  yew, 
The  flender  fir,  that  taper  grows, 
The  fturdy  oak  with  broad-fpread  bough?* 
And  beyond  the  purple  grove, 
Haunt  of  Phyllis,  queen  of  love  ! 
Gaudy  as  the  opening  dawn. 
Lies  a  long  and  level  lawn, 
On  which  a  dark  hill,  ii:eep  and  high, 
Holds  and  charms  the  wandering  eye  ■ 
Deep  are  his  feet  in  Towy's  Hood, 
His  fides  are  cloth'd  with  waving  wood, 
And  ancient  towers  crown  his  brow. 
That  call;  an  awful  look  below ; 
Whofe  ragged  walls  the  ivy  creeps. 
And  with  her  arms  from  falling  keeps; 
So  both  a  fafety  from  the  wind 
Oii  mutual  dependence  find. 
'Tis  now  the  raven's  bleak  abode  ; 
'Tis  now  th'  apartment  of  the  toad ; 
And  there  the  fox  fecurely  feeds ; 
And  there  the  poifonoas  adder  breeds, 
Conceal'din  ruins,  mofs,  and  weeds; 
While,  ever  and  anon,  there  falls 
Huge  heaps  of  hoary  moulder'd  walls. 
Yet^irae  has  feen,  that  lifts  the  low. 
And  level  lays  the  lofty  brow. 
Has  feen  this  broken  pile  complete^ 
Big  with  the  vanity  of  flate ; 
But  traniient  is  the  fmile  of  fate  ! 
A  little  rule,  a  little  fway, 
A  fun-beam  in  a  winter's-day^ 
Is  all  the  proud  and  mighty  have 
Between  the  cradle  and  the  grave. 

And  fee  the  rivers  how  they  run,^ 
Through  woods  and  meads,  in  fiiade  and  fun. 
Sometimes  fwift,  fometimes  flow, 
Wave  fucceeding  v/ave,  they  go 
A  various  journey  to  the  deep, 
Like  human  life,  to  endlefs  fleep  ! 
Thus  is  nature's  veftr.re  wrought. 
To  inflirudt  our  wandering  thought ;  . 
Thus  fl^-e  dreffes  green  and  gay, 
To  difpcrfe  our  cares  away. 
'  M  ni  iiij 
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Ever  charming;,  erer  new, 
"When  v.'ill  the  landlkip  tire  the  view  ! 
•    The  fountain's  fall,  the  river's  flow, 
The  woody  vallies,  warm  and  low  ; 
The  windy  fummit,  wild  and  high, 
Roughly  Tufliing  on  the  fky  ! 
The  pieafant  feat,  the  mind  towef, 
The  naked  rock,  the  fhady  bower  ; 
The  town  and  village,  dome  and  farm,  ") 

Each  give  each  a  double  charm,  C 

As  pearls  upon  an  ^thiop's  arm.  \ 

See  on  the  mountain's  fouthern  fide,  -) 

Where  the  profped  opens  wide,  C 

Where  the  evening  gilds  the  tide  ;  \ 

Kow  clt'fc  and  fmall  the  hedges  lie ! 
What  flrtaks  cf  meadows  crofs  the  eye  f 
A  ilep  methinks  may  pafs  the  ftream. 
So  little  diflant  dangers  feem  ; 
So  wc  miftake  the  future's  face, 
Ey'd  through  hope's  deluding  glafsj 
As  yon  fummits  foft  and  fair, 
Clad  in  colours  of  the  air,    n 
Which,  to  thofe  who  journey  near, 
barren,  brown,  and  rough  appear  j 
Still  we  tread  the  fame  coarfe  way. 
The  prefent's  ftrll  a  cloudy  day. 

O  may  i  with  myfelf  agree, 
And  never  covet  %vhat  I  fee  : 
Content  me  with  an  humble  fhade, 
2VIy  paffions  tam'd,  my  wilhes  laid  ; 
For,  T.  hile  our  wilhes  wildly  roll. 
We  banifn  quiet  from  the  foul : 
'Tis  thus  the  bufy  beat  the  air, 
And  mifers  gather  wealth  and  care. 

Now,  ev'n  now,  my  joys  run  high. 
As  on  the  mountain-turf  I  lie  ; 
"While  the  wanton  zephyr  fings, 
And  in  the  vale  perfumes  his  wings ; 
While  the  waters  murmur  deep  ; 
■J^'hile  the  fhephcrd  charms  his  ftieep  ; 
While  the  birds  unbounded  fly,  •) 

And  with  mufic  fill  the  Iky,  C 

>fow,  ev'n  now,  my  joys  run  high.  3 

Be  full,  ye  courts ;  be  great  who  will  • 
Search  for  peace  v/ith  all  your  feill : 
Open  wide  the  lofty  door. 
Seek  her  on  the  marble  floor. 
In  vain  you  fearch,  flie  is  not  there  ; 
3n  vain  ye  fearch  the  domes  of  care! 
Grafs  and  flowers  quiet  treads, 
On  the  meads  and  mountain-heads. 
Along  with  pleafure,  clofe  ally'd, 
Ever  by  each  other's  fide  : 

And  often,  by  the  murmuring  rill,  •) 

Hears  the  thrufli,  while  all  is  ftill,  C 

Within  the  groves  of  Grongar  Hill.  J 

THE  RUINS  OF  ROME. 

*'  Afpice  murorum  moles,  pratruptaque  faxa, 
"  Obrutaque  horrenti  vefta  thcatra  fitu: 
"  Hsec  funt  Roma.     Viden'  velat  ipfa  cadavera 
tants 
"  Urbis  adhuc  fpirent  imperiofa  minas  ?" 

Janus  Vjtalus, 
Enough  of  Grongar,  and  the  fhady  dales 
Of  winding  Towy,  Merlin's  fabled  haunt 
I  fing  inglorious.     Now  the  love  of  arts, 
And  what  in  metal  or  in  ftone  remains 


Of  proud  antiquity,  through  various  realm* 

And  various  languages  and  ages  fam'd. 

Bears  me  remote,  o'er  Gallia's  woody  bounds, 

O'er  the  cloud-piercing  Alps  remote  ;  beyond' 

The  vale  of  Arno  purpled  with  the  vine. 

Beyond  the  Umbrian  and  Etrufcan  hills, 

To  Latium's  wide  Champain,  forlorn  and  wafte. 

Where  yellow  Tiber  his  negleded  wave 

Mournfully  rolls.     Yet  once  again,  my  mufe, 

Yet  once  again,  and  foar  a  loftier  flight ; 

Lo  the  refiltlefs  theme,  imperial  Rome. 

Fall'n,  fall'n,  a  filent  heap  ;  her  heroes  all 
Sunk  in  their  urns ;  behold  the  pride  of  pomp. 
The  throne  of  nations  fall'n  ;  obfcur'd  in  duft  ; 
Ev'n  yet  majefliical :  the  folemn  fcene 
Elates  the  foul,  while  now  the  rifing  fun 
Flames  on  the  ruins  in  the  purer  air 
Towering  aloft,  upon  the  glittering  plain. 
Like  broken  rocks,  a  vaft  circumference  ; 
Rent  palaces,  erulh'd  columns,  rifled  males. 
Fanes  roll'd  on  fanes,  and  tombs  on  buried  tomb*; 

Deep  lies  in  duft  the  Theban  obdiik 
Inimenfe  along  the  wafle  ;  minuter  art, 
Gliconian  forms,  or  Phidian,  fubtly  fair, 
O'erwheiming  ;  as  the  immenfe  Leviathan 
The  finny  brood,  when  near  lerne's  fhore 
Out-ftretch'd,  unwieldy,  his  ifland  length  appears 
Above  the  foamy  flood.     Globofe  and  huge, 
Gray-mouldering  temples  fwell,  and  wide  o'ercafl 
1  he  folitary  landlkape,  hills  and  woods, 
Ahdboundlefs  wilds;  while  the  vine-mantledbrows 
1  he  pendent  goats  unveil,  regardlefs  they 
Of  hourly  peril,  though  the  clifted  domes 
Tremble  to  every  wind.     The  pilgrim  oft 
At  dead  of  night,  'mid  his  oraifon  hears 
Aghaft  the  voice  of  time,  difparting  towers, 
Tumbling  all  precipitate  down-dafli'd, 
Rattling  around,  loud  thundering  to  the  moon; 
While  murmurs  footh  each  awful  interval 
Of  ever-faliincr  waters;  ftirouded  Nile  *, 
Eridanub,  and  Tiber  with  his  twins. 
And  palmy  Euphrates ;  they  with  drooping  locks. 
Hang  o'er  their  urns,  and  mournfully  among 
The  plaintive-echoing  ruins  pouf  their  ftreams. 

Yet  here,  adventurous  in  the  facred  fearch 
Of  ancient  arts,  the  delicate  of  mind, 
Luricus  and  niodeft,  from  all  climes  refort. 
Grateful  fociety  !   with  thefe  I  raife 
The  toilfome  flep  up  the  proud  Palatin, 
Through  fpiry  cyprefs  groves,  and  towering  pine, 
Waving  aloft  o'er  the  big  ruins  brows. 
On  numerous  arches  rear'd  ;  and  frequent  ftopp'd^ 
The  funk  ground  ftartles  me  with  dreadful  chafm, 
.Breathing  forth  darknefs  from  the  vaft  profound 
Of  illes  and  halls,  within  the  mountain's  womb. 
Nor  thefe  the  nether  works;  all  thefe  beneath. 
And  ?11  beneath  the  vales  and  hills  around. 
Extend  the  cavern'd  fewers,  maffy,  firm. 
As  the  Sibylline  grot  befide  the  dead 
Lake  of  Avernus ;  fuch  the  fewers  huge, 
Whither  the  great  Tarquinian  genius  dooms 
Each  wave  impure;  and  proud  with  added  rains. 
Hark  how  the  mighty  billows  lafli  their  vaults. 
And  thunder;  how  they  heave  their  rocks  in  vain  T 
Though  now  inceflant  time  has  roll'd  around 

*  Fountains  at  Heme  adtrncd  icitb  thejiatues  ofthopt 
rhirt. 
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A  thoufand  winters  o"er  tht  chang^l  world, 
And  yet  a  thoufand  lince,  th'  indignant  floods 
Roar  loud  in  their  firm  bounds,  and  dafli  and  fwell, 
In  vain  ;  convey'dto  Tiber's  lowed  wave. 

Hence  over  airy  plains,  by  cryftal  founts. 
That  weave  their  glittering  waves  with  tuneful 
Among  the  fleeky  pebbles,  agate  clear,  [lapfe, 

Cerulean  ophite,  and  the  flowery  \'ein 
Of  orient  jafper,  pleas'd  I  move  along, 
And  vafes  bofs'd,  and  huge  infcriptive  ftones. 
And  intermingling  vines;  and  figur'd  nymphs, 
Flora's  and  Chloe's  of  delicious  mould. 
Cheering  the  darknefs ;  and  deep  empty  tombs, 
And  dells,  and  mouldering  fhrines,  with  old  decay 
Ruftic  and  green,  and  wide-embowering  Ihades, 
Shot  from  the  crooked  clefts  of  nodding  towers. 
A  folemn  wildernefs  !  with  error  fweet, 
I  wind  the  lingering  ftep,  where-e'er  the  path 
Mazy  condu6i:s  me,  which  the  vulgar  foot 
O'er  fculpturesraaim'd  has  made;  Anubis,  Sphinx, 
Idols  of  antique  guife,  and  horned  Pan, 
Terrific,  monftrous  fliapis!    prepofterous  gods. 
Of  fear  and  ignorauce,  by  the  fculptor's  hand 
Hewn  into  form,  and  worfhipp'd ;  as  ev'n  now 
Blindly  they  worfhip  at  their  breathlefs  mouths  * 
In  varied  appellations :  men  to  thefe 
(From  deep  to  depth  in  darkening  error  fall'n) 
At  length  afcrib'd  th'  inapplicable  name. 

How  doth  it  pleafe  and  fill  the  memory 
With  deeds  of  brave  renown,  while  on  each  hand 
Hiftoric  urns  and  breathing  ftatues  rife. 
And  fpeaking  bulls !  Sweet  Scipio,  Mariu&  ft;ern, 
Pompey  fuperb,  the  fpirit-flirring  form^ 
Of  Caefar  raptur'd  with  the  charm  of  rule 
And  boundlefs  fame  ;  impatient  for  exploits. 
His  eager  eyes  upcaft,  he  foars  in  thought 
Above  ail  height :  and  his  own  Brutus  fee, 
Defponding  Brutus,  dubious  of  the  right, 
In  evil  days,  of  faith,  of  public  weal. 
Solicitous  and  fad.     Thy  next  regard 
Be  TuUy's  graceful  attitude;  unprais'd. 
His  out-llretch'd  arm  he  waves,  in  aiSl  to  fpeak 
Before  the  filent  mafl:ers  of  the  world. 
And  eloquence  arrays  him.     There  behold 
Prepar'd  for  combat  in  the  front  of  war 
The  pious  brothers  ;  jealous  Alba  Hands 
In  fearful  expe<9ation  of  the  flrife. 
And  youthful  Rome  intent :  the  kindred  foes 
Fall  on  each  other's  neck  in  filent  tears; 
In  forrowful  benevolence  embrace — 
Howe'er,  they  foon  unflieat;h  the  flalhing  fword. 
Their  coimtry  calls  to  arms ;  now  all  in  vain 
The  mother  clafps  the  knee,  and  ev'n  the  fair 
Now  weeps  in  vain  ;  their  country  calls  to  arms. 
Such  virtue  Clelia,  Codes,  Maniius,  rous'd  ; 
Such  vvfere  the  Fabii,  Decii ;  fo  infpir'd 
The  Scipios  battled,  and  the  Gracchi  fpoke  : 
So  rofe  t:ie  Roman  Hate.     Me  now,  of  thefe 
Deep-mufing,  high  ambitious  thoughts  inflame 
Greatly  to  ferve  my  country,  diftant  land. 
And  build  me  virtuous  fame ;  nor  fliall  the  duft 
Of  thefe  fall'n  piles  with  ftiow  of  fad  decay 
Avert  the  good  refolve,  mean  argurhent, 
The  fate  alone  of  matter.— Now  the  brow 


We  gain  entaptur'd ;  beauteoufly  dillmft  * 
The  numerous  porticos  and  domes  upfwell. 
With  obeliflcs  and  columns  interpos'd, 
And  pine,  and  fir,  and  oak  :  fo  fair  a  fcene 
Sees  not  the  dervife  from  the  fpiral  tomb 
Of  ancient  Chammos,  while  hid  eye  beholds 
Proud  Memphis'  reUques  o'er  th'  ^Egyptian  plain: 
Nor  hoary  hermit  from  Hymettns'  brow. 
Though  graceful  Athens,  in  the  vale  beneath. 
Along  the  windings  of  the  mufe's  ftream. 
Lucid  UylTus  weeps  her  filent  fchools. 
And  groves,  unvifited  by  bard  or  fage. 
Amid  the  towery  ruina,  huge,  fupreme, 
Th'  ei'jormous  amphitheatre  behold, 
Mountainous  pile  !  o'er  whofe  capacious  womb 
Pour&  the  broad  firmament  its  varied  light ; 
While  from  the  central  floor  the  feats  afcend 
Round  above  round,  flow-widening  to  the  verge 
A  circuit  vaft;  and  high  ;  nor  lefs  had  held 
Imperial  Rome,  and  her  attendant  realms, 
When  drunk  with  rule  fhe  will'd  the  fiejxe  delight. 
And  op'd  the  gloomy  caverns,  whence  out-rufli'd 
Before  th'  innumerable  fiiouting  crowd 
The  fiery,  madded,  tyrants  of  the  wilds. 
Lions  and  tygers,  wblves  and  elephants, 
And  defperate  men,  more  fell.     Abhorr'd  intent! 
By  frequent  converfe  with  familiar  death. 
To  kindle  brutal  daring  apt  for  war  ; 
To  lock  the  breaft,  and  fteal  th'  obdurate  heart 
Amid  the  piercing  cries  of  fore  diftrefs 
Impenetrable. — But  away  thine  eye ; 
Behold  yon  fteepy  clifF;  the  modern  pile 
Perchance  may  now  delight,  while  that  rever'd  f 
In  ancient  days,  the  page  alone  declares, 
Or  narrow  coin  through  dim  cerulean  ruft. 
The  fane  was  Jove's,  its  fpacious  golden  roof. 
O'er  thick-furrounding  temples  beaming  wide, 
Appcar'd,  as  when  above  the  morning  hills 
Half  the  round  fun  afcends;  and  tower'd  aloft, 
Suftain'd  by  columns  huge,  innumerous 
As  cedars  proud  on  Canaan's  verdant  heights 
Darkening  their  idols,  when  Altarte  lur'd 
Too  profp'rous  Ifrael  from  his  living  ftrength. 

And  next  regard  yon  venerable  dome. 
Which  virtuous  Latium,  with  erroneous  aim, 
Rais'd  to  her  various  deities,  and  nam'd 
Pantheon  ;  plain  and  round  ;  of  this  our  world 
Majeftic  emblem  ;  with  peculiar  grace 
Before  its  ample  orb,  projedled  Hands 
The  many-pillar'd  portal :  noblell  work 
Of  human  Ikill :  here,  curious  architecSl:,, 
If  thou  effay'ft,  ambitious,  to  furpafs 
Palladius,  Angelus,  or  Britlfh  Jones, 
On  thefe  fair  walls  extend  the  certain  fcale. 
And  turn  th'  inftrudlive  compafs  :  careful  ntarfc 
How  far  in  hidden  art,  the  nobl;  plain 
Extends,  and  where  the  lovely  forms  commence 
Of  flowing  fculpture  :  nor  negled:  to  note 
How  range  the  taper  columns,  and  what  weight 
Their  leafy  brows  fuftain  :  fair  Corinth  firfl 
Boafted  their  order,  which  Calimachus 
(Reclining  {ludious  on  Afopus*  banks 
Beneath  an  urn-of  feme  lamented  nymph) 


*  Several  Jlatues  of  the  Fagan  godi  have  bisit  con- 
verted int-a  imagei  offaiitts-. 


*  From  the  Palatine  hill  OKcf^:s  majf  sf  the  reniarh^ 
able  antiquities. 

f  The  Capitol. 
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Haply  compos'd  ;  the  urn  with  foliage  curl'd 
Thinly  conceal'd  the  chapiter  inform 'd. 

See  the  tall  obelifk   rom  Memphis  old. 
One  ftone  enormous  each,  or  Thebes  convey'd  ; 
Like  Albion's  fpires  they  rufh  into  the  Ikies. 
Andtherethe  temple,  where  thefummon'd  ftate  * 
In  deep  of  night  conven'd :  ev'n  yet  methinks 
The  vehement  orator  in  rent  attire 
Per fuaCon  pours,  ambition  iinks  her  crefl ; 
And  lo  the  villain,  like  a  troubled  fea, 
Thattoffes  up  her  mire  !  Ever  difguis'd, 
ShaU  treafon  walk  ? ,  fiiall  proud  oppreflion  yoke 
The  neck  of  virtue !  Lo  the  wretch,  abafh'd, 
Self-betray'd  Catiline  !  O  liberty, 
Parent  of  happinefs,  celellial  born  ; 
When  the  firft  man  became  a  living  foul. 
His  facred  genius  thou  ;  be  Britain's  care ; 
With  her  fecure,  prolong  thy  lov'd  retreat ; 
Thence  blefs'd  mankind;  while  yet  among  h;r  fons, 
Ev'n  yet  there  are,  to  fhield  thine  equal  luv^-s, 
Whofe  bofoms  kindle  at  the  facred  names 
Of  Cecil,  Raleigli,  Walfingham,  and  Drake. 
May  ortiers  more  delight  in  tuneful  airs ; 
In  mafqne  and  dance  excel ;  to  fculptur'd  ilone 
Give  with  fuperior  fkill  the  living  look ; 
More  pompous  piles  eredi,  or  pencil  foft 
"With  warmer  touch  the  vificnary  board : 
But  thou,  thy  nobler  Britons  teach  to  rule ; 
To  check  the  ravage  of  tyrannic  fway ; 
To  quell  the  proud;  tofpread  the  joys  of  peace, 
And  various  bleflings  of  ingenious  trade. 
Be  thefe  our  arts ;  and  ever  may  we  guard, 
Ever  defend  thee  with  undaunted  heart., 
Ineflimabic  good !  who  giv'fc  us  truth, 
Whofe  hand  upleads  to  light,  divineft  truth, 
Array'd  in  every  charm :  whofe  hand  benign 
Teaches  unwearied  toil  to  clothe  the  fields. 
And  on  his  various  fruits  infcribcs  the  name 
Of  property  :   O  noblyjiail'd  of  old 
By  thy  majcftic  daughters,  Judah  fair. 
And  i'yrus  and  Sidonia,  lovely  nymphs, 
And  Libya  bright,  and  ail-inchanting  Greece, 
Whofe  numerous  towns  and  ifles,and  peopled  feas, 
Rejoic'd  around  her  lyre ;   th'  heroic  note 
(Smit  with  fublJme  delight)  Aufonia  caught. 
And  plann'd  imperial  Rome.     Thy  hand  benign 
Rear'd  up  her  tov.ery  battlements  in  firength  ; 
Bent  her  wide  bridges  o'er  the  fwelling  flream 
Of  Tufcan  Tiber  ;  thine  thole  folemn  domes 
Devoted  to  the  voice  of  humbler  prayer  ; 
And  thine  thofe  piles  f  undeck'd,  capacious,  vaft. 
In  days  of  dearth  where  tender  charity 
Difpcns'd  her  timely  fuccours  to  the  poor. 
Thine  too  thofe  mufically-falling  founts. 
To  flake  the  clammy  lip  ;  adown  they  fall, 
Muficalever;  while  from  yon  blue  hills, 
Dim  in  the  clouds,  the  radiant  aqu  du6ts 
Turn  their  innumerable  arches  o'er 
The  fpacious  defert,  brightening  in  the  fun, 
Proud  and  more  proud  in  their  auguft  approach : 
High  o'er  irriguous  vales  and  woods  and  towns. 
Glide-  the  foft  whifpering  waters  in  the  wind, 
And  here  united  pour  their  filver  ftreams 
Among  the  fi^ur'd  rocks,  in  murmuring  falls, 

*    l^he  Temple  of  Concord,  ixhere  the  fenaie  met  en 
Catiline'' s  corf  piracy. 
^    \   Ihc public  granaries. 


Mufical  ever.     Thefe  thy  beauteous  vrorksr 

Ant!  what  bclide  felicity  could  tell 

Of  human  benefit :  more  late  the  reft  ; 

At  various  times  their  turrets  chanc'd  to  rife,' 

When  impious  tyranny  vouchfaf 'd  to  fmile. 

Behold  by  Tiber's  flood,  where  moi4ern  Rome* 
Couches  beneath  the  ruins  :    there  of  old 
W'ith  arms  and  trophies  gleam'd  the  field  of  Mary: 
There  to  their  daily  fports  the  noble  youth 
Rufli'd  emulous ;  to  fling  the  pointed  lance  ; 
To  vault  the  ftced  or  with  the  kindling  wheel 
In  dufty  whirlwinds  fweep  the  trembling  goal ; 
Or  wreftling  cope  with  adverfe  fwelling  breaUs, 
Strong  grappling  arms,  clofe  heads,  and  dillant 

feet; 
Orclafii  the  lifted  gauntlets  :  there  they  form'd 
Their  ardent  virtues  :  in  the  bofiy  piles, 
The  proud  triumphal  arches  ;  all  their  wars, 
Their  conquefls,  honours,  in  the  fculptures  live. 
And  fee  from  every  gate  thofe  ancient' roads. 
With  tombs  high  verg'd,  the   folemn   paths   of 

fame : 
Deferve  they  not  regard?  O'er  whofe  broad  flints 
Such  crowds  have  roU'd,  fo  many  fi:orms  of  war  ; 
So  many  pomps  ;  fo  many  wondering  realms  : 
Yet  ftill  through  mountains  pierc'd,  o'er  vallies 
In  even  ftate,  to  diftant  feas  around,  [rais'd, 

Tiiey  fl:retch  their  pavements.     Lo,  the  fane  of 

peace, 
Built  by  that  prince,  who  to  the  truft  of  pow'r  f 
Was  honefl:,  the  delight  of  human-kind. 
Three  nodding  ifles  remain  ;  the  refl:  an  heap 
Of  fand  and  weeds  ;  her  flirines,  her  radiant  roofs. 
And  columns  proud,  that  from  her  fpacious  floor, 
As  from  a  fliining  fea,  majeftic  rofe 
An  hundred  foot  aloft,  like  ftatcly  beech 
Around  the  brim  of  Dion's  glafly  lake. 
Charming  the  mimic  painter  :  on  the  walls 
Hung  Salem's  facred  fpoils;  the  golden  board. 
And  golden  trumpets,  now  conceal'd  entomb 'd 
By  the  funk  roof. — O'er  which  in  diflant  view 
The  Etrufcan  mountains  fwell,  with  ruins  crown'(f 
Of  ancient  towns;  and  blue  SoraiSe  fpires, 
Wrapping  his  fides  in  tempefts.     Eaflward  hence. 
Nigh  where  the  the  Ceflian  pyramid  divides  \ 
The  mouldering  wall,  beyond  yon  fabric  huge, 
Whofe  dull  the  folid  antiquarian  turns. 
And  thence  in  broken  fculptures  call  abroad, 
Like  Sibyl's  leaves,  colledls  the  builder's  name 
Rejoic'd,  and  the  green  medals  frequent  found 
Doom  Caracalla  to  perpetual  fame  : 
The  (lately  pines,  that  fpread  their  branches  wide 
In  the  dun  ruins  of  its  ample  halls  §, 
Appear  but  tufts ;  as  may  whate'cr  is  high 
Sink  in  comparifon,  minute  and  vile. 

Thefe  and  unnumher'd,  yet  their  brows  uplift, 
Rent  of  their  graces  ;  as  Britannia's  oaks 
On  Merlin's  mount,  or  Snowden's  rugged  fides. 
Stand  in  the  clouds,  their  branches  fcatter'd  round. 
After  the  tempeft  ;  Maufoleums,  Cirques, 
Naumachios,  Forums  ;  Trajan's  column  tall, 

*  IModcrn  Romefands  chief y  on  the  old  Campus  Mar- 
tius. 

•f-   Begun  by  Vcfpafan,  and fnifhcdly  Titus. 

\  The  tomb  of  Cefius, partly  "within  and  partly  ivitfj" 
out  the  luallsi 

§    The  baths  of  Caracalla,  a  vafl  ruin. 
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From  whofe  low  bafe  the  fculptufes  v/Ind  aloft, 
And  lead  thrdug:!i  various  toils,  up  the  rough  fteep, 
Its  hero  to  the  ifcies :   and  his  dark  tow'r  *, 
Whofe  execrable  hand  the  city  fir'd, 
And  while  the  dreadful  cOBflagration  blaz'd, 
Play'd   to   the   flames  ;    and    Phoebus'    letter'd 

dome  f  ; 
And  the  rough  reliques  of  Carina's  flreet. 
Where  now  the  fhepherd  to  his  nibbling  llieep 
Sits  piping  with  his  oaten  feed  ;  as  erft 
There  pip'd  the  fliepherd  to  his  nibbling  flieep, 
When  th'  humble  roof  Anchifes  fon  explor'd 
Of  good  Evander,  wealth-defpifing  king, 
Amid  the  thickets  :  fo  revoh^es  the  fcene  ; 
So  time  ordains,  who  rolls  the  things  of  pride 
From  duft  again  to  duft.     Behold  that  h.;ap 
Of  mouldering  urns  (their  allies  b!0\yn  away, 
Duft  of  the  mighty)  the  fame  ftory  tell ; 
And  as  its  bafe,  from  wiience  the  ferpent  glides 
Down  the  green  defert  ftreet,  yon  hoary  monk 
Laments  the  fame,  the  vifion  as  he  views, 
The  foHtory,  filent,  folenin  fcene, 
"Where  Caefars,  heroes,  peafants,  hermits  lie, 
Blendid  in  duft  together  ;  where  the  Have 
Refts  from  his  labours ;  where  th'  infulting  proud" 
Refigns  his  power ;  the  mifer  drops  his  hoard ; 
Where  human  folly  fleeps. — There  is  a  mood, 
(I  fing  not  to  the  vacant  and  the  young) 
There  is  a  kindly  mood  of  melancholy, 
That  wings  the  foul,  and  points  her  to  the  Ikies  ; 
When  tribulation  clothes  the  child  of  man. 
When  age  defcends  with  forrow  to  the  grave, 
'Tisfweetly-foothingfympathy  to  pain, 
A  gently-wakening  call  to  health  and  eafe. 
How  mufical !  when  all-devouring  time, 
Here  fitting  on  his  throne  of  ruins  hoar, 
While  winds  and  tempefts  fweep  the  various  lyre, 
How  fweet  thy  diapafon,  melancholy  ! 
Cool  evening  ccmes;  the  fetting  fun  difplays 
His  vifible  great  round  between  yon  towers, 
As  through  two  fhadow  cliff's;  away,  my  mufe. 
Though  yet  the  profpedt  pleafes,  ever  new 
In  vaft  variety,  and  yet  delight 
The  many-figur'd  fculptures  of  the  path 
Half  beauteous,  half  effac'd ;  tlje  traveller 
Such  antique  marbles  to  his  native  land 
Oft  hence  conveys ;  and  every  realm  and  ftate 
With  Rome's  auguft  remains,  heroes  and  gods, 
Deck  their  long  galleries  and  winding  groves ; 
Yet  mifs  we  not  th'  innumerable  thefts. 
Yet  ftill  profufe  of  graces  teems  the  v;afte. 

Suffice  it  now  th'  Efquilian  mount  to  reach 
With  weary  wing,  and  feek  the  facred  refts 
Of  Maro's  humble  tenement ;  a  low 
Plaiii  wall  remains  ;  a  little  fun-gilt  heap, 
Grotefque  and  wild  ;  the  gourd  and  olive  brown 
Weave  the  light  roof:  the  gourd  and  olive  fan 
Their  amorous  foliage,  mingling  with  the  vine, 
Who  drops  her  purple  clufters  through  the  green. 
Here  let  me  lie,  with  pleafing  fancy  footh'd  : 
Here  flow'd  his  fountain  ;  here  his  laurels  grew  ; 
Here  oft  the  meek  good  man,  the  lofty  bard 
Fram'd  the  celeftial  fong,  or  focial  walk'd 
With  Horace  and  the  ruler  of  the  world; 
Happy  Auguftus  !  who  fo  well  infpir'd 
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Could'ft  throw  thy  pomps  and  royalties  aCde, 
Attentive  to  the  wife,  the  great  of  foul. 
And  dignify  thy  mind.     Thrice  glorious  dayi, 
Aufpicious  to  the  mufes !  then  rever'd, 
Theii  hallow'd  was  the  fount,  or  fecret  ihade. 
Or  open  mountain,  or  whatever  fcene 
The  poet  chofe,  to  tune  th'  ennobling  rhyme 
Melodious;  ev'n  the  rugged  fonsofwar, 
Ev'n  the  rude  hinds  rever'd  the  poets  name  : 
But  now— -another  age,  alas  !  is  ours— 
Yet  will  the  mufe  a  little  longer  foar, 
Unlefs  the  clouds  of  care  weigh  down  her  wing. 
Since  nature's  ftores  are  fliut  with  cruel  hand. 
And  each  aggrieves  his  brother ;  fmce  in  vain 
The  thirfty  pilgrim  at  the  fountain  alks     [dain— • 
Th'  o'erflowing  wave — Enough — the  plaint  dif- 
See'ft  thou  yon  fane  .''  ev'n  now  inceffant  time* 
Sweeps  her  low  mouldering  marbles  to  the  duft  ; 
And  Phoebus'  temple,  nodding  with  its  woods. 
Threatens  huge  ruin  o'er  the  fmall  rotund. 
'Tv?as  there  beneath  a  fig-tree's  umbrage  broad, 
Th'  aftonifh'd  fwains  with  reverend  awe  beheld 
Thee,  O  Qitirinus,  and  thy  brother-twin, 
Preffing  the  teat  within  a  monfter's  grafp 
Sportive  ;  while  oft  the  gaunt  and  rugged  wolf 
Turn'd  her  ftretch'd  neck  and  form'd  your  tender 

limbs ; 
So  taught  of  Jove,  ev'n  the  fell  favage  fed 
Your  facred  infancies,  your  virtues,  toils, 
The  conquefts,  glories,   of  th'  Aufonian  ftate, 
Wrap'd  in  their  fecret  feeds.     Each  kindred  foulj 
Robuft  and  ftout,  ye  grapple  to  your  hearts. 
And  little  Rome  appears.     Her  cots  arife. 
Green  twigs  of  ofier  weave  the  flender  walls. 
Green  rufhes  fpread  the  roofs ;  and  here  and  there 
Opens  beneath  the  rock  the  gloomy  cave. 
Elate  with  joy  Etrufcan  Tiber  views 
Her  fpfeading  fcenes  enameling  his  waves. 
Her  huts  and  hollow  dells,  and  flecks  and  herds, 
And  gathering  fwains ;  and  rolls  his  yellow  car 
To  Neptune's  court  with  more  mr^jeftic  train. 

Her  fpeedy  growth  alarm'd  the  ftates  around. 
Jealous  ;  yet,  foon  by  jvondrous  virtue  won. 
They  fink  into  her  bofom.     From  the  ploiigh 
Rofe  her  didtators;  fought,  o'ercame,  retui'n'd. 
Yes,  to   the  plough  return'd,  and  hail'd  their 

peers ; 
For  then  no  private  pomp,  no  houfehold  ftate. 
The  public  only  fwell'd  the  generous  breaft. 
Who  has  not  heard  the  Fabian  heroes  fung  ? 
Dentatus'  fears,  or  Miitius'  flaming  hand  r 
How  Manlius  fav'd  the  capitol  ?  the  choice 
Of  fteady  Regulus  ?  As  yet  they  ftood, 
Simple  of  life  ;  as  yet  feducing  wealth 
Was  unexplor'd,  and  fliame  of  poverty 
Yet  unimagin'd — Shine  not  all  the  fields 
With  various  fruitage  ?  murmur  not  the  brooks 
Along  the  flowery  vallies?  They,  content, 
Feafted  at  nature's  hand,  indelicate. 
Blithe,  in  their  eafy  tafte ;  and  only  fought 
To  know  their  duties  ;  that  their  only  ftrifc. 
Their  generous  ftrife,  and  greatly  to  perform. 
They  through  all  Ihapes  of  peril  and  of  pain. 
Intent  on  honour,  dar'd  in  thickeft  death 
To  fnatch  the  glorious  deed.  Nor  1  rebia  queli'd, 
Nor  Thrafymene,  nor  Cannes  bloody  field, 

*   The  i:mpli  of  Romulul  and  Remus,  unda-  Meant 
palatine. 
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Their  daunthfs  courage ;  ftofming  Hannibal 

In  vain  the  thunder  of  the  battle  roll'd. 

The  thunder  of  the  battle  they  return'd 

Back  on  his  Punic  fhores ;  till  Carthage  fell, 

And  danger  fled  afar.  The  city  gleam'd 

With  precious  fpoils  :  alas,  profperity  ! 

Ah,  baneful  Hate  !  yet  ebb'd  not  all  their  ftrength 

In  foft  luxurious  pleafures ;  proud  defire 

Of  boundlefs  fway,  and  feverifh  thirft  of  gold, 

Rouz'd  them  again  to  battle.     Beauteous  Greece, 

Torn  from  her  joys,  in  vain  with  languid  arm 

Half  rais'd  her  rufty  fliield  ;  nor  could  avail 

The  fvvord  of  Dacia,  nor  the  Parthian  dart ; 

Nor  yet  the  car  of  that  fam'd  Britifli  chief, 

Which  feven  brave  years  beneath  the  doubtlefs 

wing 
Of  vicSory,  dreadful  roll'd  its  griding  wheels 
Over  the  bloody  war  :  the  Roman  arms 
Triumph'd  till  fame  was  filent  to  their  foes. 

And  now  the  world  unrival'd  they  enjoy'd 
In  proud  fecurity  :  the  crefted  helm. 
The  plated  greave  and  corfclet  hung  unbrac'd ; 
Kor  clank'd  their  arms,  the  fpear  and  founding 
But  on  the  glittering  trophy  to  the  wind,   [fhield, 

DifTolv'd  in  eafe  and  foft  delights  they  lie, 
Till  every  fun  annoys,  and  eveiy  wind 
Has  chillinj  force,  and  every  rain  offends  : 
For  now  the  frame  no  more  is  girt  with  ftrength 
Mafculine,  nor  in  luilinefs  of  heart 
3-aughs  at  the  winter  florm,  and  fummer-beam, 
Superior  to  their  rage  :  enfeebling  vice 
Withers  each  nerve,  and  opens  every  pore 
To  painful  feeling  :  flowery  bov/ers  they  feek 
(As  ether  prompts,  as  the  fick  fenfe  approves) 
Or  cool  Nymphean  grots;  or  tepid  baths 
(Taught  by  the  foft  lonians)  they,  along 
The  lawny  vale,  of  every  beauteous  ftone. 
Pile  in  the  rofeat  air  with  fond  expence  : 
Through  filver  channels  glide  the  vagrant  waves, 
And  fall  on  filver  beds  cryflalline  down, 
^Melodious  murmuring;  while  luxury 
Over  their  naked  limbs  with  wanton  hand. 
Sheds  rofes,  odours,  fheds  unheeded  bane. 

Swift  is  the  flight  of  wealth;  unnumber'd  wants, 
Brood  of  voluptuoufnefs,  cry  out  aloud 
Neceflity,  and  feek  the  fplendid  bribe. 
The  citron  board,  the  bowl  embofs'd  with  gems, 
And  tender  foliage  wildly  wreath'd  around 
Of  feeming  ivy,  by  that  artful  hand, 
Corinthian  Thericles ;  whate'er  is  known 
Of  rareft  acquifition ;  Tyrian  garbs, 
Neptunian  Albion's  high  teftaceous  food, 
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And  fiavour'd  Chian  wines  with  incenfc  fum'd 
To  flake  Patrician  thirft  ;  for  thefe  their  rights 
In  the  vile  ftreets  they  proftitute  to  fale  ; 
Their  ancient  rights,  their  dignities,  their  laws. 
Their  native  glorious  freedom.     Is  there  none. 
Is  there  no  villain,  that  will  bind  the  neck 
Stretch'd  to  the  yoke  ?  they  come ;  the  market 

throngs. 
But  who  has  moft  by  fraud  or  force  amafs'd 
Who  moft  can  charm  corruptioh  with  his  doles  ? 
He  be  the  monarch  of  the  ftate  ;  and  lo  ! 
Didius,  vile  ufurer,  though  the  crowd  he  mounts  *, 
Beneath  his  feet  the  Roman  eagle  cowers, 
And  the  red  arrows  fill  his  gralp  uncouth. 
O  Britons,  O  my  countrymen,  beware  !        [free. 
Gird,  gird  your  hearts ;  the  Romans  once  were 
Were  brave,  were  virtuous. — Tyranny  howe'er 
Deign'd  to  walk  forth  a  while  in  pageant  ftate. 
And  with  licentious  pleafures  fed  the  rout, 
The  thoughtlefs  many ;  to  the  wanton  found 
Of  fifes  and  drums  they  danc'd,  or  in  the  ihade 
Sung  Cxfar,  great  and  terrible  in  war. 
Immortal  Csefar  !  Lo,  a  god,  a  god  ! 
He  cleaves  the  yielding  Ikies !  Caifar  meanwhile 
Gathers  the  ocean  pebbles ;  or  the  gnat 
Enrag'd  purfues ;  or  at  his  lonely  meal 
Starves  a  wide  province;  taftes, diflikes,andflingi 
To  dogs  and  fycophants.     A  god,  a  god  ! 
The  flowery  Ihades  and  flirine  obfcene  return. 

But  fee  along  the  north  the  tempefts  fwell 
O'er  the  rough  Alps,  and  darken  all  their  fnows! 
Sudden  the  Goth  and  Vandal,  dreaded  names, 
Rufli  as  the  breach  of  waters,  whelming  all 
Their  domes,  their  villas  ;  down  the  feftive  piles, 
Down  fall  their  Parian  porches,  gilded  baths. 
And  roll  before  the  ftorm  in  clouds  of  duft. 

Vain  end  of  human  ftrength,  of  human  fkiU, 
Conqueft,  and  triumph,  and  domain,  and  pomp, 
And  eafe,  and  luxury!  O  luxury. 
Bane  of  elated  life,  of  affluent  ftates. 
What  dreary  change,  what  ruin  is  not  thine  ? 
How  doth  the  bowl  intoxicate  the  mind ! 
To  the  foft  entrance  of  thy  rofy  cave 
How  doft  thou  lure  the  fortunate  and  great ! 
Dreadful  attra(5hion  !  while  beyond  thee  gapes 
Th'  unfathomable  gulf  where  Alher  lies 
O'erwhelm'd, forgotten  ;  and  high-boaftingCham; 
And    Flam's    haughty    pomp;    and   beauteous 

Greece; 
And  the  great  queen  of  earth,  imperial  Rome. 

*  Didius  Julianus,  who  bought  the  empire. 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  fubjedt  propofed.  Dedicatory  addrefs.  Of  paftures  in  general,  fit  for  (heap :  for  fine-wooi'd 
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proper'food  and  phyfic.  Of  the  fliepherd's  fcrip,  and  its  furniture.  Care  of  fheep  in  tupping- tinie. 
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with  flov/ers.     Sheep-fhearing  feaft  and  merriments  on  the  banks  of  the  Severn.  '^ 


J.  HE  care  of  fheep,  the  labours  of  the  loom, 
And  arts  of  trade,  I  fing.     Ye  rural  nymphs. 
Ye  fwains,  and  princely  merchants,  aid  the  verfe. 
And  ye,  high-trufted  guardians  of  our  ifle. 
Whom  public  voice  approves,  or  lot  of  birth 
To  the  great  charge  afligns  :  ye  good,   of  all 
Degrees,  all  fedls,  be  prefent  to  my  fong. 
So  may  diftrefs,  and  wretchednefs,  and  want, 
The  wide  felicities  of  labour  learn  : 
So  may  the  proud  attempts  of  reftlefs  Gaul 
From  our  ftrong  borders,  like  a  broken  wave. 
In  empty  foam  retire.     But  chiefly  thou. 
The  people's  fhepherd,  eniinently  plac'd 
Over  the  numerous  fwains  of  every  vale. 
With  well-permitted  power,  and  watchful  eye, 
On  each  gay  field  to  fhed  beneficence, 
Celeftial  office  !  Thou  proteft  the  fong. 

On  fpaciousairy  downs,  and  gentle  hills, 
With  grafs  and  thyme  o'erfpread,  and  clover  wild. 
Where  fmiling  Phoebus  tempers  every  breeze. 
The  faireft  flocks  rejoice  !  they,  nor  of  halt. 
Hydropic  tumours,  nor  of  rot,  complain; 
Evils  deform'd  and  foul :  nor  with  hoarfe  coui-h 
Difturb  the  mufic  of  the  paftoral  pipe ; 
But,  crowding  to  the  note,  with  filcnce  foft 
The  clofe- woven  carpet  graze ;  where  nature  blends. 
Flowrets  and  herbage  of  minuteft  fize. 
Innoxious  luxury.     Wide  airy  downs 
Are  healths  gay  walks  to  fhepherd  and  to  fheep. 
All  arid  foils,  with  fand,  or  chalky  flint, 

Or  fhells  dcluvian  mingled  ;  and  the  turf, ' 

That  mantles  over  rocks  of  brittle  ftone, 

Be  thy  regard:   and  where  low-tufted  broom, 

Or  bos,  or  berry'd  juniper  arife; 

Or  the  tall  growth  of  glolTy-rinded  beech ; 

And  where  the  burrowing  rabbit  turns  the  duft  ; 

And  where  the  dappled  deer  delights  to  bound. 

Such  arethe  downs  of  Banftead,  edg'd  with  woods, 


And  towery  villas;  fuch  Dorceflrfp.ii  fields, 
Whofe  flocks  innumerous  whiten  all  the  land : 
Such  thofe  flow-climbing  wilds,  that  lead  the  flep 
Infenfibly  to  Dover's  windy  cliff. 
Tremendous  height!  and  fuch  the  clover'd  lawns 
And  funny  mounts  of  beauteous  Normantor  % 
Health's  cheerful  haunt,  and  the  feledled  walk 
Of  Heathcote's  leifure  :   fuch  the  fpacious  plam 
Of  Sarum,  fpread  like  Ocean's  boundlefs  round. 
Where  folitary  Stonehenge,  gray  with  mofs, 
Ruia  of  ages,  nods :  fuch  too  the  leas 
And  ruddy  tilth,  which  fpiry  Rofs  beholds. 
From  a  green  hillock,  o'er  her  lofty  elms ; 
And  Lemfter's  brooky  track,  and  airy  Croft  f  ; 
And  fuch  Herleian  Eyewood's  j;  fwelling  turf, 
Wav'd  as  the  billows  of  a  rolling  fea  : 
And  Shobden  ||,  for  its  lofty  terrace  fam'd, 
Which  from  a  mountain's  ridge,  elate  o'er  woods 
And  girt  with  all  Siluria  §  ;  fees  around 
Regions  on  regions  blendid  in  the  clouds. 
Plc-ifant  Siluria,  land  of  various  views. 
Hills,  rivers,  woods,  and  lawns  and  purple  groves 
Pomaceous,  mingled  with  the  curling' growth 
Of  tendril  hops,  that  flaunt  upon  their  poles, 
More  airy  wild  than  vines  along  the  fides 
Of  treacherous  Falernum  \ ;  or  that  hill 


*  A  feat  of  Sir  "^ohn  Heathcote  in  Rutland/hire, 

t   A  fiat  of  Sir  Archer  Croft. 

t    OftLe  Earl  of  Oxford. 

(I    A  fat  of  Lord  Bateman. 

§  Siluriq,  the  part  of  England  iu}jich  lies  ivejl  of  the 
Severn,  viz.  Hereford/hire,  Monmouthfbire,   isfc. 

\  Trea:hersus  Falernum,  bccaufe  part  cf  the  hills  o/" 
Falernum  ivas  many  years  ago  overturned  by  an  eruption 
off  re,  and  is  noiv  an  high  and  barren  mrjnt  of  cinders  ^ 
called  J\dof.te  Novo, 
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Vefuvius,  where  tlie  bowers  of  Bacchus  rofe. 
And  Hercuhnean  and  Pompeian  domes. 

But  if  thy  prudent  care  would  cultivate 
Liceftrian  fleeces,  what  the  finewy  arm 
Comb;  through  tlie  fpiky  fteel  in  lengthen'd  flakes 
Rich  faponaceous  loam,  that  flowly  drinks 
The  bLickening   fhower,   and  fattens   with  the 

draugh 
Or  marl  with  clay  deep-mix'd,  be  then  thy  choice. 
Of  one  confiflence,  one  complexion,  fpread 
Through  all  thy  glebe  ;  where  no  deceitful  veins 
Of  envious  gravel  lurk  beneath  the  turf, 
To  loofe  the  creeping  waters  from  their  fprings, 
Tainting  the  pall:ur;'.ge  :  and  let  thy  fields 
In  Hopes  defcend  and  mount,  that  chilling  rains 
May  trickle  ofr,  and  haflen  to  the  brooks. 

Yet  fome  defeil  in  all  on  earth  appears ; 
All  feek  for  help,  all  prefs  for  focial  aid. 
Too  cold  the  graffy  mantle  of  the  marl ; 
In  ftorniy  winters  long  and  dreary  nights, 
For  cumbent  fheep  ;  from  broken  flumber  oft 
They  rife  benumb'd,  and  vainly  flaift  the  couch  ; 
Their  wafted  fides  their  evil  plight  declare. 
Hence,  tender  in  his  care,  the  fhepherd  fwaln 
Seeks  each  contrivance.     Here  it  would  avail, 
At  a  meet  diilance  from  the  upland  ridge. 
To  fink  a  trench,  and  on  the  hedge-long  bank 
Sow  frequent  fand,  with  lime  and  dark  manure ; 
Which  to  the  liquid  element  will  yield 
A  porous  way,  a  paffage  to  the  foe. 
Plough  not  fuch  pailures  :  deep  in  fpungy  grafs 
The  oideft  carpet  is  the  warraeil  lair. 
And  foundeft  ;  in  new  herbage  coughs  are  heard. 

Nor  love  too  frequent  flielter  :   fuch  as  decks 
The  vale  of  Severn,  nature's  garden  wide. 
By  the  blue  fteeps  of  diftant  Malvern  *  wall'd 
Solemnly  vaft.     The  trees  of  various  fhade. 
Scene  behind  fcene,  with  fair  delufive  pomp 
Enrich  the  profpetSt,  but  they  rob  the  lawns. 
Nor  prickly  bramble,  white  with  woolly  theft, 
Should  tuft  thy  fields.     Applaud  not  the  remifs 
Dimetians  f ,  who,  along  their  moffy  dales, 
Confume,  like  grafhopers,  the  fummer  hour ; 
While  round  them  flubborn  thorns  and  furze  in- 

creafe. 
And  creeping  briars.     I  knew  a  careful  fwain, 
Who  gave  them  to  the  crackling  flames,  and  fpread 
Their  duft  faline  upon  the  deepening  grafs  : 
And  oft  with  labour-ftrengthen'd  arm  he  delv'd 
The  draining  trench  acrofs  his  verdant  flopes. 
To  intercept  the  fmall  meandering  rills 
Of  upper  hamlets :  haughty  trees,   that  four 
The  ihadcd'grafs,  that  weaken  thorn-fet  mounds, 
And  harbour  villain  crows,  he  rare  allow'd ; 
Only  a  flender  tuft  of  ufeful  afh. 
And  mingled  beech  and  elm,  fecurely  tall. 
The  httle  Imiling  cottage  warm  embower'd; 
The  little  frniling  cottage,  where  at  eve 
He  meets  Iiis  rofy  children  at  the  door, 
Prattling  their  v/elcomes,  and  his  honeft  wife, 
With  good  brown  cake  and  bacon  flice,  inteijt 
To  cheer  his  hunger  after  labour  hard. 

Nor  only  foil,  there  alfo  muft  be  found 
Felicity  of  clime,  and  afped  bland, 


*  Malvern,  a  high  ridge  of  hills  near  Worcejlsr, 
\  Dimtia,  Cairmarthcrjhire  in  South  fValss. 


Where  gentle  Iheep  may  nourifh  locks  of  prlce» 
In  vain  the  filken  fleece  on  windy  brows. 
And  northern  flopes  of  cloud-dividing  hills 
Is  fought,  though  foft  Iberia  fpreads  her  lap 
Beneath  their  rugged  feet,  and  names  their  heights 
Bifcaian  or  Segovian.     Bothnic  realms, 
And  dark  Norwegian,  with  tlieir  choiceft  fields, 
Ding!es,  and  deils,  by  lofty  fir  embov.er'd, 
In  vain  the  bleaters  court.     Alike  they  fliun 
Libya's  hot  plains :  what  tafte  have  they  for  groves 
Of  palm,  or  yellow  dufl  of  gold  ?  no  more 
Food  to  the  flock,  than  to  the  mifer  wealth. 
Who  kneels  upon  the  glittering  heap,  and  ftarvcs. 
Ev'n  Gallic  Abbeville  the  fliining  fleece. 
That  richly  decorates  her  loom,  acquires 
Bafely  from  Albion,  by  th'  enfnaring  bribe. 
The  bait  of  avarice,  which,  with  felon  fraud. 
For  its  own  v.anton  mouth,  from  thouf.mds  fleals, 

How  erring  oft  the  judgment  in  its  hate. 
Or  fond  defire  !  Thofe  flow-defcending  fhowers, 
Tliofe  hovering   fogs,   that   bathe  our    growing 

vales 
In  deep  November  (loath'd  by  trifling  Gaul, 
Efieminate),  are  gifts  the  Pleiads  fhed, 
Britannia's  handmaids.     As  the  beverage  falls, 
Her  hills  rejoice,  her  valleys  laugh  and  fing. 

Hail,  noble' Albion;  where  no  golden  mines. 
No  foft  perfumes,  nor  oils,  nor  myrtle  bowers,- 
The  vigorous  frame  and  lofty  heart  of  man 
Enervate  :  round  whofe  fiern  Cerulean  brows 
White- winged  fnov.%  and  cloud,  and  pearly  rain, 
Frequent  attend,  with  folemn  majefty  : 
Rich  queen  of  mifts  and  vapours !  Thefe  thy  fons 
With  their  cool  arms  comprefs ;  and  twifl  their 
For  deeds  of  excellence  and  high  renown,   [nerves 
Thus  form'd,  our  Edwards,  Henrys,  Churchills, 

Blakes, 
Our  Lockes,  our  Newtons,  and  our  Miltons,  rofe. 

See  the  fun  gleams ;  the  living  paftures  rife. 
After  the  nurture  of  the  fallen  Ihower, 
Hov/  beautiful!  how  blue  th'  ethereal  vault. 
How  verdurous  the  lawns,  how  clear  the  brooks! 
Such  noble  warlike  fleeds,  fuch  herds  of  kine. 
So  fleek,  fo  vafl ;  fuch  fpacious  flocks  of  flieep, 
Like  flakes  of  gold  illumining  the  green, 
What  other  paradife  adorn  but  thine, 
Britannia  ?  happy,  if  thy  fons  would  know 
Their  happinefs.     To  thefe  thy  naval  ftreams. 
Thy  frequent  towns  fuperb  of  bufy  trade, 
And  ports  magnific  add,  and  ftately  fliips, 
Innumerous.     But  whither  ftrays  my  mufe  ? 
Pkas'd,  like  a  traveller  upon  the  ftrand 
Arriv'd  of  bright  Augufla:  wild  he  roves. 
From  deck  to  deck,  through  groves  immenfe  of 
mails ;  [Ind ; 

'Mong  crowds,  bales,  cars,  the  wealth  of  either 
Through  wharfs,  and  fquares,  and  "palaces,  and 
In  fweet  furprife ;  unable  yet  to  fix  [domes. 

His  raptur'd  mind,  or  fcan  in  ordcr'd  courfe 
Each  objedl  fingly  ;  with  difcoveries  new 
His  native  country  ftudious  to  enrich. 

Ye  fliepherds,  if  your  labours  hope  fuccefs, 
Be  firfl;  your  purpofc  to  procure  a  breed. 
To  foil  and  clime  adapted.     Every  foil 
And  clime,  ev'n  every  tree  and  herb,  receives 
Its  habitant  peculiar  :  each  to  each, 
The  Great  Invifiblc,  and  each  to  all. 
Through  earth,  and  feo,  iin;!  air,  harmonious fuitg. 


THE    FLEECE. 


559 


Tempeftuous  region^,  Darwent's  *  naked  peaks, 
3«owdon  -(-and  blue  Plynlyinmon-f-,  and  the  v/ide 
Aerial  fides  of  Cadei-yddris  f  huge  ; 
Thefe  are  beftow'd  on  goat-horn'd  Iheep,  of  fleece 
Hairy  and  coarfe,  of  long  and  nimble  Ihank, 
Who  rove  o'er  bog  or  heath,  and  graze  or  bronze 
Alternate,  to  collecT:,  with  due  difpatch, 
O'er  the  bleak  wild,  the  thinly  fcatter'd  meal. 
But  hills  of  milder  air  that  thinly  rife 
O'er  dewy  dales,  a  fairer  fpccies  boaft. 
Of  Ihorter  limb,  and  frontlet  more  ornate ; 
Such  the  Silurian.     If  thy  farm  extends 
Near  Cotfwold  downs,  or  the  delicious  groves 
Of  Symmonds,  honour'd  through  the  fandy  foil 
Of  elniy  Rofs|,  or  Devon's  myrtle  vales. 
That  drink  clear  rivers  near  the  glafiy  fea  ; 
Regard  this  fort,  and  hence  thy  lire  of  lambs 
iSeleifl :  his  tawny  fleece  in  ringlets  curls; 
"^ong  fv/ings  his  flender  tail ;  his  front  is  fenc'd 
With  horns  Ammonian,  circulating  twice 
Around  each  open  ear,  like  thofe  fair  fcrolls 
That  grac'd  the  columns  of  th'  Ionic  dome. 

Yet  fhould  thy  fertile  glebe  be  marly  clay, 
JLike  Melton  paflures,  or  Tripontian  fields  §, 
Where  ever-gliding  Avon's  lim.pid  wave 
Thwarts  the  long  courfe  of  dully  Watling-fireet ; 
That  larger  fort,  of  head  defencelef^  feek, 
Whofe  fleece  is  deep  and  clammy,  clofe  and  plain : 
The  ram  fnort-limb'd,  whofe  form  compa(5l  de- 
One  level  line  along  his  fpacious  back ;        [fcribes 
Of  full  and  ruddy  eye,  large  ears,  flretch'd  head, 
Noftrils  dilated,  breafl  and  fhoulders  broad, 
And  fpacious  haunches,  and  a  lofty  dock. 

Thus  to  their  kindred  foil  and  air  induc'd, 
Thy  thriving  herd  will  blefs  thy  fkilful  care, 
That  copies  nature  :  who,  in  every  chajige, 
Jn  each  variety,  with  wifdom's  works, 
And  powers  diverfify'd  of  air  and  foil. 
Her  rich  materials.     Hence  Sabasa's  rocks, 
Chaldxa's  marl,  Egyptus  water'd  loam, 
And  dry  Gyrene's  fand,  in  climes  alike. 
With  different  ftores  fupply  the  marts  of  trade. 
Hence  Zembla's  icy  tradls  no  bleaters  hear  ; 
Small  are  the  Ruffian  herds,  and  harlh  their  fleece; 
Of  light  elleem  Germanic,  far  remote 
From  foft-fea-breezes,  open  winters  mild. 
And  fununers  bath'd  in  dew :  on  Syrian  Ihcep 
The  coftly  burden  only  loads  their  tails  : 
No  locks  Cormandel's,  none  Malacca's  tribe 
Adorn ;  but  fleek  of  flix,  and  brown  like  deer. 
Fearful  and  fliepherdlefs,  they  bound  along 
The  fands.     No  fleeces  wave  in  torrid  climes. 
Which  verdure  boaft  of  trees  and  fhrubs  alone, 
Shrubs  aromatic,  caufee  wild,  or  thea. 
Nutmeg,  or  cinnamon,  or  fiery  clove, 
Unapt  to  feed  the  fleece.     The  food  of  wool 
is  grafs  or  herbage  foft,  that  ever  blooms 
In  temperate  air,  in  the  delicious  downs 
Of  Albion,  on  the  banks  of  all  her  ftreams. 

Of  graffes  are  unnumber'd  kinds,  and  all 
(Save  where  foul  waters  linger  on  the  turf) 


*   Darwent's  naled  peaks,  the  peaks  of  Derh\Jhire. 

■\  Snoivdon,  Plynl^mtnon.,  and  Cader-yddris,  high 
bills  in  North  Wales. 

\  A  town  in  Hereford/hire. 

§  Tripontian  f  elds,  the  country  between  Rugby,  in 
JVarwiiiJhire,  and  JLu'ikryuortb,  in  J^eiceprjhir^ 


Salubrious.     Early  mark,  when  tepid  gleamj 
Oft  mingle  with  the  pearls  of  fummer  fboweri,    . 
And  fwell  too  haftily  the  tender  plains: 
Then  fnatch  away  thy  fhecp  ;  beware  the  rot ; 
And  with  deterfive  bay-falt  rub  their  mouths; 
Or  urge  them,  on  a  barren  bank  to  feed. 
In  hunger's  kind  diftrefs,  on  tedded  hay ; 
Or  to  the  marifh  guide  their  eafy  fleps, 
If  near  thy  tufted  crofts  the  broad  fea  fpreads. 
Sagacious  care  foreacls  :  when  flirong  difeafe 
Breaks  in  and  ftains  the  purple  llreams  of  health. 
Hard  is  the  ftrife  of  art :  the  coughing  pell 
From   their   green   pallure  fwejps   whole  flocks 
away. 
That  dire  diftemper  fometimes  may  the  fwain, 
Though  late,  difcern  ;  when  on  the  lifted  lid. 
Or  vilual  orb,  the  turgid  veins  are  pale ; 
The  fwelling  liver  then  her  putrid  ftore 
Begins  to  drink  :  ev'n  yet  thy  Ikill  exert, 
Nor  fuffer  weak  defpair  to  fold  thy  arms: 
Again  deterfive  fait  apply,  or  ihed 
The  hoary  medicine  o'er  their  arid  food.  - 

In  cold  ftiff  foils  the  bleaters  oft  complain 
Of  gouty  ails,  by  fiiepherds  term'd  the  halt : 
Thofo  let  the  neighbouring  fold  or  ready  croofe 
Detain  ;  and  pour  into  their  cloven  feet 
Corrofive  drugs,  deep-fearching  arfenic. 
Dry  allum,  verdigrife,  or  vitriol  keen. 
But  if  the  doubtful  mifchief  fcarce  appears, 
'Twill  ferve  to  fhift  tliem  to  a  dryer  turf. 
And  fait  again :  th'  utility  of  fait* 
Teach  thy  flow  fwains :  redundant  humours  cold 
Are  the  difeafes  cf  the  bleating  kind. 

Th'  infectious  fcab,  arifing  from  extremes 
Of  want  or  furfeit,  is  by  water  cur'd 
Of  lime,  or  fo^den  ftave-acre,  or  oil 
Difperfive  of  Norwegian  tar,  renown'd 
Cy  virtuous  Berkeley,  whofe  benevolence 
Explor'd  its  pow'rs,  and  eafy  medicine  thence 
Sought  for  the  poor  -.  ye  poor,  with  grateful  voice. 
Invoke  eternal  blefiTmgs  on  his  head. 

Sheep  alfo  pleuriues  and  dropCes  know, 
Driv'n  oft  from  nature's  path  by  artful  man. 
Who  blindly  turns  afide  with  haughty  hand. 
Whom  facred  inftind:  would  fecurely  lead. 
But  thou,  more  humble  fwain,  thy  rural  gates 
Frequent  unbar,  and  let  thy  flocks  abroad. 
From  lea  to  croft,  from  mead  to  arid  field  ; 
Noting  the  fickle  feafons  of  the  flcy. 
Rain-fated  pafl;ures  let  them  fliun  and  feek 
Changes  of  herbage  and  falubrious  flovvfcrs. 
By  their  all-perfe<5t  Mailer  inly  taught, 
They  beft  their  food  and  phyfic  can  difcern ; 
For  he,  Supreme  Exiftence,  ever  near, 
Informs  them.     O'er  the  vivid  green  obferve 
W«th  what  a  regular  confent  they  crop. 
At  every  fourth  collecftion  to  the  mouth, 
Unfavory  crow-flower  ;  whether  to  awake 
Languor  of  appetite  with  lively  change, 
Or  timely  to  repel  approaching  ills, 
Flard  to  determine.     Thou,  whom  nature  loves, 
And  with  her  falutary  rules  intrufts. 
Benevolent  Mackenzie  *,  fay  the  caufe. 
This  truth  howe'er  fhines  bright  to  human  fenfej 
Each  ftrong  affedtion  of  th'  unconfcious  brute. 


*   Dr.  Maclenzie,  late  of  JVorceJleT)  noiv  of  Dvum^ 
fheiigh,  near  Edinburgh, 
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Each  bent,  each  psfTion  of  the  fmalleft  mite, 
Is  wifely  giver. ;  harmonious  they  perform 
'J'he  work  of  perfed:  reafon  (blufti,  vain  man  !) 
And  turn  the  wheels  of  nature's  vaft  machine. 

See  that  thy  fcrip  have  ftore  of  healing  tar. 
And  marking  pitch  and  raddle  ;  nor  forget 
Thy  ni;ers  true  pointed,  nor  th'  officious  dog, 
Faitlifiil  to  teach  thy  fcragglers  to  return : 
So  may'ft  thou  aid  who  lag  along,  or  fleal 
Afide  into  the  furrows  or  the  fhades. 
Silent  to  droop ;  or,  who,  at  every  gate 
Or  hillock,  rub  their  fores  and  loofen'd  wool. 
But  r ither  thefe,  the  feeble  of  thy  flock, 
Eauiih  before  tli'  autumnal  months :  ev'n  age 
Forbe-r  too  much  to  favour  ;  oft  renew. 
And  ihrcugh  thy  fold  let  joyous  youth  appear. 

Beware  the  feafon  of  imperial  love, 
Who  through  the  v.orld  his  ardent  fpirit  pours ; 
Ev'n  fheep  are  then  intrepid  :  the  proud  ram 
With  jealous  eye  furveys  the  fpacious  field  ; 
All  rivals  keep  aloof,  or  dcfperate  war 
Suddenly  rages ;  with  impetuous  force, 
And  fury  irrefiftible,  they  dafh 
Their  hardy  frontlets ;  the  wide  vale  refounds; 
The  flock  amaz'd  fl;ands  fafe  afar;  and  oft 
Each  to  the  other's  might  a  victim  falls : 
As  fell  of  old,  before  that  engine's  fway, 
Which  hence  ambition  imitative  wrought, 
The  beauteous  to\s  ers  of  Salem  to  the  duft. 

Wife  cuflom,  at  the  fiftlk  or  fixth  return. 
Or  ere  they  'ave  paft  the  twelfth  of  orient  morn, 
Caflrates  the  lambkins ;  neceffary  rite. 
Ere  they  be  ni^m'oer'd  of  the  peaceful  herd. 
But  kindly  watch  v/hom  thy  fharphand  has  griev'd, 
In  thofe  rough  months,  t'nat  lift  the  turning  year  : 
Not  tedious  i  ■  the  office  ;  to  thy  aid 
Etvonius  haflcns  :  foon  their  wounds  he  heals, 
And  leads  them  fkipping  to  the  flowers  of  May ; 
May,  who  allows  to  fold,  if  poor  the  tilth, 
Liike  that  of  dreary,  houfelefs,  common  fields, 
"Worn  by  the  plough  :  but  fold  on  fallows  dry. 
Enfeeble  not  thy  flocks  to  feed  thy  land  : 
Nor  in  too  narrow  bounds  the  prifoners  crowd : 
Nor  ope  the  wattled  fence,  while  balmy  morn 
Lies  on  the  recking  paft.ure;  wait  till  all 
The  cryftal  dews,  impearl'd  upon  the  grafs. 
Are  touch'd  by  Phoebus'  beams,  and  mount  aloft, 
With  various  clouds  to  paint  the  azure  flcy. 

In  teizing  fly-time,  dank,  or  frofly  days, 
With  unftiious  liquids,  or  the  lees  of  oil, 
Hub  their  foft  ficins,  between  the  parted  locks ; 
Thus  the  Brigantes*;  'tis  not  idle  pains: 
INor  is  that  Ikill  defpis'd,  which  trims  their  tails, 
Ire  fummer  heats  of  filth  and  tagged  wool. 
Coolnefs  and  cleanlinefe  to  health  conduce. 

To  mend  thy  mounds,  to  trench,  to  clear,  to  foil 
Thy  grateful  fields,  to  medicate  thy  flieep. 
Hurdles  to  weave,  and  cheerly  flackers  raife. 
Thy  vacant  hours  require  :  and  ever  learn 
Quick  ether's  motion  :  oft  the  fcene  is  turn'd; 
Now  the  blue  vault,  and  now  the  murky  cloud, 
ilail,  rain,  or  radiance;  thefe  the  moon  will  tell. 
Each  bird  and  beaft,  and  thefe  thy  fleecy  tribe  : 
When  high  the  fapphire  cope,  fupine  they  couch. 
And  chew  the  cud  delighted  ;  but,  ere  rain, 
Eager,  and  at  unwonted  hour,  they  feed : 

*  TBe  ittiabitanfs  cf  Tori/hire, 


Slight  not  the  warning ;  foon  the  tempeft  rolls, 

Scattering  them  wide,  clofe  rufliing  at  the  heel* 

Of  th'  hurrying  o'ertaken  fwains ;  forbear 

Such  nights  to  fold ;  fuch  nights  be  theirs  to  IhifC 

On  ridge  or  hillock  ;  or  in  homefteads  foft 

Or  fofter  cotes  detain  them.     Is  thy  lot 

A  chill  penurious  turf,  to  all  thy  toils 

Untradtable  ?  Before  harfh  winter  drowns 

The  noify  dikes,  and  ftarves  the  rufhy  glebe. 

Shift  the  frail  breed  te  fandy  hamlets  warm  : 

There  let  them  fojourn,  till  gay  Procne  flcims 

The  thickening  verdure,  and  the  rifing  flowers. 

And  while  departing  autumn  all  embrowns 

The  frequent-bitten  fields ;  while  thy  free  hand 

Divides  the  tedded  hay  ;  then  be  their  feet 

Accufl-om'd  to  the  barriers  of  the  rick, 

Or  fome  warm  umbrage ;  left  in  erring^  fright, 

When  the  broad  dazzling  fnows  defcend,  they  run    •  J 

Difpers'd  to  ditches,  where  the  fwelling  drift  ^ 

Wide  overwhelms  :  anxious,  the  fiiepherd  fwaint 

Iflue  with  axe  and  fpade,  and  all  abroad. 

In  doubtful  aim  explore  the  glaring  wafte ; 

And  fome,  perchance,  in  the  deep  delve  upraife. 

Drooping,  ev'n  at  the  twelfth  cold  dreary  day. 

With  ftill  continu'd  feeble  pulfe  of  life  ;  [gnaw'd. 

The   glebe,  their  fleece,    their  fiefli,   by  hunger 

Ah  gentle  ftiepherd,  thine  the  lot  to  tend, 
Of  all  that  feel  diftrefs,  the  moft  aflail'd. 
Feeble,  defencelefs :  lenient  be  thy  care : 
But  fpread  around  thy  tendereft  diligence 
In  flowery  fpring-time,  when  the  new-dropt  lamb. 
Tottering  with  weaknefs  by  his  mother's  fide. 
Feds  the  frefh  world  about  him ;  and  each  thorn. 
Hillock,  or  furrow,  trips  his  feeble  feet : 
O,  guard  his  meek  fweet  innocence  from  all 
Th'  innumerous  ills  that  rufti  around  his  life  ; 
Mark  the  quick  kite,  with  beak  and  talons  prone, 
Circling  the  Ikies  to  fnatch  him  from  the  plain  ; 
Obferve  the  lurking  crows ;  beware  the  brake, 
There  the  fly  fox  the  carelefs  minute  waits ; 
Nor  trufl:  thy  neighbour's  dog,  nor  earth,  nor  flcy: 
Thy  bofom  to  a  thoufand  cares  divide. 
Eurus  oft  flings  his  hail ;  the  tardy  fields 
Pay  not  their  promis'd  food ;  and  oft  the  dam 
O'er  her  weak  twins  with  empty  udder  mourns, 
Or  fails  to  guard  when  the  bold  bird  of  prey 
Alights,  and  hops  in  many  turns  around. 
And  tires  her  alfo  turning :  to  her  aid 
Be  nimble,  and  the  weakeft,  in  thine  arms. 
Gently  convey  to  the  warm  cote,  and  oft, 
Between  the  lark's  note  and  the  nightingale's, 
His  hungry  bleating  fl:iU  with  tepid  milk: 
In  this  foft  office  may  thy  children  join. 
And  charitable  habits  learn  in  fport : 
Nor  yield  him  to  himfelf  ere  vernal  airs 
Sprinkle  thy  little  croft  with  daify  flowers. 
Nor  yet  forget  him  :  life  has  rifing  ills ; 
Various  as  ether  is  the  paftoral  care ; 
Through  flow  experience,  by  a  patient  breaft. 
The  whole  long  leflbn  gradual  is  attain'd, 
By  precept  after  precept,  oft  receiv'd 
With  deep  attention  :  fuch  as  Nuceus  *  fings 
To  the  full  vale  near  Soarc's  f  enamour'd  brook, 
While  ?ill  is  filence  ;  fweet  Hincklean  fwain ! 


*   Jlfr.    "Jofcph    Nulty    an    eminent  apothecary   at 
Hinckley. 

■j-  Scare  a  river  in  Leicejlerjbire, 
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Whom  rude  obfcurity  feverely^lafps:    ' 
The  riu!e,  howe'er,  will  Jsck  thy  (Imple  cell 
With  purple  violets  and  primrofe  flov/crs, 
Well-pleas'd  thy  faitliful/ieflbns  to  repay. 
■    Sheep  no  extremes  can  bear  :  both  heat  and  coW 
Spread  fores  cutaneous;  but,  more  frequent,  heat : 
'i  hj  fly-blown  vermin,  from  their  woolly  uti\, 
Prefs  to  the  to:tur'd  ficin,  and  fltfti,  aim  bone, 
In  littlenefs  and  number  dreadfi-.l  foes. 
Longr;;ins  in  miry  v/inter  caufe  th.e  halt; 
Rainy  luxuriant  fummers  rot  your  flock ; 
And  all  excefs,  ev'n  of  fitlubrious  food, 
As  fure  deftroys,  as  famine  or  the  wolf. 
Inferior  theirs  to  man's  N'/orld- roving  frame. 
Which  all  extremes  in  every  zone  endures. 

With  grateful  heart,  ye  Britifh  fwains,  enjoy 
Your  gentle  feafons  and  indulg^rnt  clime. 
IjO,  in  the  fprinkling  clouds,  your  bleating  hills 
Rejoice  with  herbage,  v/hile  the  horrid  rage 
Of  winter  irrefiftible  o'erwhelms 
Th'  Hyperborean  tracSs  :  his  arrowy  frofls. 
That  pierce  through  flinty  rocks,  the  Lappian  flies; 
And  burrows  deep  beneath  the  fnowy  world ; 
A  drear  abode,  from  rofe-difFufing  hours, 
That  dance  before  the  wheels  of  radiant  day, 
Far,  far  remote  ;  v/here,  by  the  fqualid  light 
Of  foetid  oil  inflam'd,  fca-monfler's  fpume. 
Or  fir-wood,  glaring  in  the  weeping  vault. 
Twice  three  flow  gloomy  months,  with  various 
Sullen  he  ftruggles ;  fuch  the  love  of  life  !         [ills 
His  lank  and  fcanty  herds  around  him  prefs, 
As,  hunger-flung,  to  gritty  meal  he  grinds 
The  bones  of  fifh,  or  inward  bark  of  trees, 
Their  common  fuftenance.     While  ye,  O  fwains, 
Ye,  happy  at  your  eafe,  behold  your  fiieep 
Feed  on  the  open  turf,  or  crowd  tl:e  tilth. 
Where,  thick  among  the  greens,  with  bufy  mouths 
They  fcoop  white  turnips  :  little  care  is  yours  ; 
Only,  at  m.orning  hour,  to  interpofe 
Dry  food  of  oats,  or  hay,  or  brittle  llraw, 
The  watery  juices  of  the  hoffj  root 
Abforbing :   or  from  noxious  air  to  fcreen 
Your  heavy  teeming  ewes,  witn  wattled  fence 
Of  furze  or  copfe-wood,  in  the  lofty  field, 
Which  bleak  afccnds  among  the  whiflLng  winds. 
Or,  if  your  Iheep  are  of  Silurian  breed, 
Nightly  to  houfe  them  dry  on  fern  or  ftraw, 
Silkening  their  fleeces,     ye,  nor  rolling  hut, 
Nor  watchful  dog,  require ;  where  never  roar 
Of  favage  tears  the  air,  where  carelefs  night 
la  balmy  fleep  lies  luU'd,  and  only  wakes 
To  plenteous  peace.     Alas !  o'er  warmer  zones 
Wild  terror  fti-ides ;  their  ilnbbcrn  rocks  aie  rent; 
Their    mountains    fink ;    their  yawning   caverns 
And  fiery  torrents  roll  impetuous  down,     [flame  ; 
Proud  cities  deluging;  Pompeian  towers, 
And  Hercuhnean,  and  what  riotous  flood 
in  Syrian  valley,  where  now  the  Dead  Sea 
^A/Tong  folitary  hills  infedticus  lies. 
'  See  the  fwift  furies,  famine,  plagije,  and  war, 
la   frequent   thunders   rags   o'er   neighbouring- 
realms, 
And  fpread  their  plains  with  djfolation  wide : 
Yet  your  mild  homefteads  ever-blooming  fmlle 
Among  embracing  woods;  and  waft  on  high 
The  breath  of  plenty,  from  the  ruddy  tops 
Of  chimneys,  curling  o'er  the  gloomy  trees, 
In  airy  azure  ringlets,. to  the  -ikv. 
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Nor  ye  by  need  are  urg'd,  as  Attic  fwains, 
And  'I'arentine,  with  Ikins  to  clothe  youj  fheep  ; 
Expeniivfi  toil ;  hov,'e'cr  expedient  found 
In  fervid  climates,  while  from  Phoebus'  beams 
Th'.-y  fled  to  rugged  woods  and  tangling  brakes.   . 
But  thofe  cxpenfivc  toils  are  new  no  more, 
Proud  tyranny  devours  their  flocks  and  herds: 
Nor  bleat  of  flieep  may  now,  nor  found  of  pipe, 
Snoth  the  fad  plains  of  once  fweet  A  ready, 
The  {hepherd's  kingdom  ;   dreary  fo;it"de 
.Spreads  o'er  Hymettus,  and  the  fliaggy  vale 
Of  Athens,  which  in  folemn  filence  ineds 
Her  venerable  ruins  to  the  duft. 

'l"he  v.'eary  Arabs  roam  from  plain  to  plain, 
Guiding  the  languid  herd  in  quefl;  of  food ; 
And  fliift  their  little  home's  uncertain  fcene 
U'ith  frequent  farewell :   fiirangcrs,  pilgrims  all. 
As  were  their  fathers.     No  fweet  fall  of  rain 
May  there  be  hoard ;  nor  fweeter  liquid  lapfe 
Of  river,  o'er  th.e  pebbles  gliding  by 
In  murmurs;  goaded  by  the  rage  of  thirft. 
Daily  they  journey  to  the  diftant  clefts 
Of  craggy  rocks,  where  gloomy  palms  o'erhang 
The  ancient  wells,  deep  funk  by  toil  immenfc. 
Toil  of  the  patriarchs,  with  fublime  intent 
Themfelves  and  long  pofterity  to  ferve. 
There,  at  the  public  hour  of  fukry  noon. 
They  fliare  the  beverage,  when  to  watering  come, 
And  grateful  umbrage,  all  the  tribes  around. 
And  their  lean  flocks,  whofe  various  bleatings  fill 
The  echoing  caverns  :  then  is  abfcnt  none, 
Fair  nymph  or  fliepherd,  each  infpiring  each 
To  wit,  and  fong,  and  dance,  and  adtive  feats; 
In  the  fame  ruflic  fcene,  where  Jacob  won 
Fair  Rachel's  bofom,  when  a  rock's  vaft  weight 
From  the  deep  dark-mouth'd  well  his  ftrength 

remov'dj  ■ 
And  to  her  circling  fheep  refrefliment  gave. 

Such  are  the  perils,  fuch  the  toils  of  life. 
In  foreign  climes.   But  fpeed  thy  flight,  my  mufe ; 
Sv.'ift  turns  the  year ;  and  our  unnumber'd  flocks 
On  fleeces  overgrown  uneafy  lie. 

Now,  jolly  uvains,  the  harveft  of  your  cares 
Prepare  to  reap,  and  feek  the  founding  caves 
Of  high  Brigantium  *,  where,  by  ruddy  flames, 
Vulcan's  fl;rong  fons,  with  nervous  arm,  around 
The  fleidy  anvil,  and  the  glaring  mafs. 
Clatter  their  heavy  hammers  down  by  turns,       ^ 
Flattening  the  fleel;  from  their  rough  hands  re  J 

c^'ive 
The  Iharpen'd  inftrument,  that  from  the  flock 
Severs  the  fleece.     If  verdant  elder  fpreads 
Her  filver  flowers ;  if  humble  daifies  yield 
To  yellow  crow-foot,  and  luxuriant  grafs. 
Gay  Ihearing-time  approaches.     Firft,  howe'er. 
Drive  to  the  double  fold,  upon  the  brim 
Of  a  clear  river,  gently  drive  the  flock. 
And  plunge  them  one  by  one  into  the  flood ; 
Plung'd  in  the  flood,  not  long  the  ilruggler  finks. 
With  his  white  flakes,  that  gHfl;f  n  through  the  tidej 
The  fturdy  ruflic  in  the  middle  wave, 
Awaits  to  feize  him  rifing ;  one  arm  bears 
His  lifted  head  above  the  limpid  fi;ream. 


*  77'f  ca-ves  of  Brigantium— tiie  forges  of  SheffeU^ 
ill  Tor  If  hire,  "where  ile  fl:epberds  fhecrs  and  all  edge^^ 
Uaii  are  made. 
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While  the  full  clamniy  fleece  the  other  laves 
Around,  laborious,  with  repeated  toil; 
And  then  refigns  him  to  the  funny  bank. 
Where,  bleating  loud,  he  {hakes  his  dripping  locks. 
Shear  them  the  fourth  or  fifth  return  of  morn, 
Lcfb  touch  of  bufy  fly-blows  wound  their  Ikin  : 
Thy  peaceful  fubjedls  without  murmur  yield 
Their  yearly  tribute  :   'tis  the  prudent  part 
To  cherifh  and  be  gentle,  while  ye  ftrip 
The  downy  vefture  from  their  tender  fides. 
Prefs  not  too  clofe ;  with  caution  turn  the  points ; 
And  Trom  the  head  in  regular  rounds  proceed : 
But  fpeedy,  when  ye  chance  to  wound,  with  tar 
Prevent  the  wingy  fwarm  and  fcorching  heat ; 
And  careful  houfe  them,  if  the  lowering  clouds 
Mingle   their   flores   tumultuous :    through    the 
gloom  [loud, 

Then  thunder  oft  with  ponderous  wheels  rolls 
And  breaks  the  cryftal  urns  of  heaven  :  adown 
Falls   flrcaming   rain.      Sometimes   among-   the 

fteeps 
Of  Cambrian  glades  (pity  the  Cambrian  glades) 
Faft  tumbling  brooks  on  brooks  enormous  fwell, 
And  fudden  overwhelm  their  vanifh'd  fields: 
Down  with  the  flood  away  the  naked  fheep. 
Bleating,  in  vain,  are  borne,  and  flraw-built  huts, 
And  rifted  trees,  and  heavy  enormous  rocks, 
Down  with  the  rapid  torrent  to  the  deep. 

At  fhearing-time,  along  the  lively  vales, 
Rural  feflivities  are  often  heard  : 
Beneath  each  blooming  arbuor  all  is  joy 
And  lufty  merriment :   while  on  the  grafs 
The  mingled  youth  in  gaudy  circles  fport, 
We  think  the  golden  age  again  return' d, 
And  all  the  fabled  Dryades  in  dance. 
Leering,  they  bound  along  with  laughing  air, 
To  the  ftiriil  pipe,  and  deep  rcmurmuring  cords 
Of  th'  ancient  harp,  or  tabor's  hollow  found. 
.  While  th'  old  apart,  upon  a  bank  reclin'd, 
Attend  the  tuneful  carol,  foftly  mixt 
With  every  murmur  of  t'ae  Hiding  wave, 
And  every  warble  of  t'ne  feather'd  choir ; 
IVL'.fic  of  paradife  !  which  ftill  is  heard. 
When  the  heart  liftens ;  ftill  the  views  appear 
Of  the  firil  happ.y  garden,  when  content 
To  nature's  flowery  fcenes  dired;s  the  flght. 
Yet  we  abando.i  thofe  Elyfian  walks, 
Then  idly  for  the  loft  delight  repine: 
As  greedy  mariners,  whofe  defperate  fails 
Sk'm  o'er  the  billows  of  tlie  foamy  flood, 
Fancy  they  fee  the  lefiening  fnores  retire, 
Arid  fi^  a  farewell  to  the  linking  hills. 

Coutd  I  recal  thofe  notes,  which  onte  the  raufe 
Heard  at  a  {hearing,  near  the  woody  fides 
Of  biue-topp'd  Wreakin  *  !  Yet  the  carols  fweet, 
Through  the  deep  riiaze  of  the  memorial  cell, 
Faintly  remurmur.     Firfl  arofe  in  fong 
Hoar-headed  Damon,  venerable  fwain. 
The  footheft  fhepherd  of  the  flawery  vale. 
*'  This  is  no  vulgar  fcehe  :   no  palace  roof 
"  Was  e'er  fo  lofty,  nor  fo  nobly  rife 
"  Their  polilh'd  pillars,  as  thefe  aged  oaks, 
"  Which   o'er  our   fleecy  wealth   and  harmlefs 

fports 
**  Thus  have  expanded  wide  their  Iheltcring  arms, 


"  Thrice  told  an  hundred  fuiiimers.    .Sweet  con- 
tent, 
"  Ye  gentle  fhepherds,  pillow  us  at  night." 

"  Yes,  tuneful  Damon,  for  our  cares  are  fhort, 
"  Riling  and  falling  with  the  cheerful  day," 
Colin  reply'd  ;  "  and  pleafing  wearinefs 
"  Soon  our  unaching  heads  to  fleep  inclines. 
"  Is  it  in  cities  fo  ?  where,  poets  tell, 
"  The  cries  of  forrow  fadden  all  the  flreets, 
"  And  the  difeafes  of  intemperate  wealth. 
"  Alas,  that  any  ills  from  wealth  Ihould  rife  ! 

"  May  the  fweet  nightingale  on  yonder  fpray, 
"  May  this  clear  ftream,  thefe  lawns,  thofe  fnow- 

"  white  lambs, 
"  Which,  with  a  pretty  innocence  of  look, 
"  Skip  on  the  green,  and  race  in  little  troops ; 
"  May  that  great  lamp,  which  flnks  behind  the 
"  And  ftreams  around  variety  of  lights,        [hills, 
"  Recal  them  erring  :  this  is  Damon's  wi{h. 

"  Huge  Breaden's*  ftony  fummit  once  I  climb'd 
"  After  a  kidling  :  Damon,  what  a  fcene  ! 
"  What  various   views   unnumber'd   fpread   be- 
neath !  [rent  floods; 
"  Woods,  towers,  vales,  caves,  dells,  cliffs,  and  tor- 
"  And  here  and  there,  between  the  fpiry  rocks, 
"  The  broad  flat  fea.    Far  nobler  profpedis  thefe, 
"  Than  gardens  black  with  fmoke  in  dufly  towns, 
"  Where  flenchy  vapours  often  blot  the  fun  : 
"  Yet,  flying  from  his  quiet,  thither  crowds 
"  Each  greedy  wretch  for  tardy-rifing  w^ealth, 
"  Which  comes  too  late ;  that  courts  the  tafle  in 

vain, 
"  Or  naufeates  with  diflempers.     Yes,  ye  rich, 
"  Still,  flill  be  rich,  if  thus  ye  fafhion  life  ; 
"  And  piping,  carelefs,  filly  fhepherds  v/e, 
"  We  filly  fhepherds,  all  intent  to  feed 
"  Our  fnowy  flocks,  and  wind  the  fleeky  fleece." 

"  Deem  not,  howe'er,  our  occupation  mean," 
Damon  reply'd,  "  while  the  Supreme  accounts 
"  Well  of  the  faithful  Ihepherd,  rank'd  alike 
"  Witii  king  and  priefl :  they  alfo  fhepherds  are  ; 
"  For  fo  th'  All-feeing  flyles  them,  to  remind 
"  Elated  man,  forgetful  of  his  charge." 

"  But  hafle,  begin  the  rites  :  fee  purple  eve 
"  Stretches   her   fliadows:    ail  ye   nymphs   and 

fwains 
"  Hither  affemble.     Pleas'd  with  honours  due, 
"  Sabrina,  guardian  of  the  cryftal  flood,       [clear 
"  Shall  biefs  our  cares,  when  fhe  by  moonlight 
"  Skims  o'er  the   dales,   and   eyes  our  fleeping 

folds  I 
"  Or  in  hoar  caves  around  Plynlymmon's  brow, 
"  Where   precious   minerals    dart    their    purple 

gleams, 
"  Among  her  fifters  fhe  reclines  ;  the  lov'd 
"  Vaga-f,  profufe  of  graces,  Ryddol  f  rough, 
"  Blithe  Yftwithf,  and  Clevedocf  fvvift  of  foot  J 
"  And  mingles  various  feeds  of  flowers  and  herbs, 
"  In  the  divided  torrent,  ere  they  burft 
"  Through  the  dark  clouds,  and  down  the  moun- 
tain roll. 
''  Nor  taint-worm  fhall  infeft  the  yeaning  herds, 
"  Nor   penny-grafs,    nor   fpearvfort's   poifonons 
leaf." 


A  high  bill  in  Sbropjbira 


*  A  hill  oa  ihs  borders  of  Montgomer'fjbire. 
•)•   Vaga,   RydJol,    YJlivith,    and    Clevedoc,    tiversj 
the  firings  t>f-vjhi(h  rife  in  ihefdcs  of  Pl^nlymmom 


THE    FLEECE; 


S^S 


He  faid  :.  with  light  fantaftic  toe,  the  nymphs 
Thither  aflerabled,  thither  every  fwain  ; 
And  o'er  the  dimpled  ftieam  a  thoufand  flov;ers, 
Pale  lilies,  rofes,  violets,  and  pinks, 
Mix'd  with  the  greens  of  burnet,  mint,  and  thyme, 
And  trefoil,  Iprmkled  with  their  fportive  arms. 

Such  cufrom  holds  along  th'  irrieuoiis  vales, 
From  Wreakin's  brow  to  rocky  Dolvoryn  f, 
Sabrina's  early  haunt,  ere  yet  (lie  fled 
The  fearch  of  Guendoleii,  her  ftepdame  proud, 
With  envious  hate  enrag'd.  The  jolly  cheer. 
Spread  on  a  mofTy  bank,  untouch'd  abides, 
Till  ceafe  the  rites :  and  now  the  molly  bank 

f  Dolvoryn,  a  ruinous  cajlle  in  Montgomery- 
shire, en  the  banks  of  the  Severn. 


Is  gaily  circled,  and  the  folly  cheer 

Difpeis'd  in  copious  meafure ;  early  fruits, 

And  thofe  of  frugal  (lore,  in  hulk  or  rind  ; 

Steep'd  gtain,  and  curdled  milk  with  dulcet  creant 

Soft  temper'd,  in  full  merriment  they  quaff. 

And  call  about  their  gibes ;  and  fome  apace 

VVhiitle  to  roundelays  .••their  little-ones 

Look  on  delighted :  while  the  mountain-woods, 

And  winding  vallies.  with  the  various  notes 

Of  pipe,  flieep,  kine,  and  birds,  and  liquid  brooks, 

Unite  their  echoes :  near  at  hand  the  wide 

iMajeftic  wave  of  Severn  (lowly  rolls 

Along  the  deep-divided  glebe  :  the  flood 

And  trading  bark  with  low  contradled  fail 

Linger  among  the  reeds  and  copfy  banks 

To  liften ;  arid  to  view  the  joyous  icene. 
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Now,  of  the  fever'd  lock,  begin  the  fong, 
With  various  numbers,  through  the  Ample  theme 
To  win  attention  :  this,  ye  Ihepherd  (wains. 
This  is  a  labour.     Yet,  O  Wray,  if  thou 
Ceafe. not  with  fliilful  hand  to  point  her  way, 
The  lark-wing'd  mufe,  above  the  gralTy  vale,| 
And  hills,  and  wood,  (hall,  tinging,  foar  aloft; 
And  he,  whom  learning,  wifdom,  candor,  grace. 
Who  glows  with  all  the  virtues  of  his  fire, 
Royfton  approve,  and  patronile  the  ftrain. 

Through  ail  the  brute  creation,  none,  as  (heep, 
To  lordly  man  fuch  ample  tribute  pay. 
For  him  their  udders  yield  nedlareous  ftreams : 
For  him  their  downy  veftures  they  relign  ; 
For  him  they  fpread  the  feaft  :  ah  !  ne'er  may  he 
Glory  in  wants,  vvhi.':h  doom  to  pain  and  death 
His  blamelel's  (eliow-creatures.     Let  di('eal'e, 
Let  wafted  hunger,  by  deftroying  live  ; 
And  the  permillion  ufe  with  trembling  thanks, 
Meekly  reludlant  :  'tis  the  brute  beyond  : 
And  gluttons  ever  murder  when  they  kill. 
Ev'n  to  the  reptile  every  cruel  deed 
Is  high  impiety.     Howe'er  not  all. 
Not  of  the  fanguinary  tribe  are  ail ; 
All  are  not;  favage.     Come,  ye  gentle  fivains, 


Like  Brama's  healthy  fon?  on  Indus'  banks, 
VVhora  the  pure  ftream  and  garden  fruits  fuftain, 
Ye  are  the  ions  of  nature  ;  your  mild  hands 
Are  inn6cpnt :  ye,  when  ye  fliear,  relieve. 
Come,  gentle  fwains,  the  bright  unfully'd  locks 
Colled  :  alternate  fongs  (hall  footh  your  cares, 
And  warl>li!ig  mulic  break  from  every  fpray. 
Be  faithful ;  and  the  genuine  locks  alone 
Wrap  round  :  nor  alien  flake  nor  pitch  enfold : 
Stain  not  your  ftores  with  bafe  delire  to  add 
Fallacious  weight  :  nor  yet,  to  mimic  thofs 
Tvlinute  and  light,  of  Candy  Urchinfield  *, 
LeHen,  with  fubtle  artifice,  the  fleece  : 
Equal  the  fraud.     Nor  interpofe  delay. 
Left  bufy  ether  through  the  open  wool 
Debilitating  pals,  and  every  film 
Ruffle  and  (ully  with  the  valley's  dud. 
Guard  too  from  moifture  and  the  fretting  moth 
Pernicious ;  (lie,  in  gloomy  (hade  conceal'd, 
Her  labyrinth  cuts,  and  mocks  the  comber's  care« 
But  in  loofe  locks  of  fells  (lie  moft  delights, 
And  feeble  fleeces  of  diftemper'd  fheep. 
Whither  llie  haftens,  by  the  morbid  fcent 
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Allur'd  ;  as  the  fwift  eagle  to  the  fields 
Of  flaughtering  war  or  carnage  :  fuch  apart 
Keep  for  their  proper  ufe.     Our  anceftors 
Selecfled  fuch,  for  hofpi table  beds 
To  retr  the  ftranger,  or  the  gory  chief, 
From  battle  or  the  chafe  of  wolves  returri'd. 
When  many-colour'd  evening  finks  behind 
The  purple  woods  and  hills,  and  oppofite 
Rife<:,  full-orb'd,  the  lilver  harvell-moon, 
To  light  til'  unwearied  farmer,  late  afield 
His  fcatter'd  flieaves  coliedling  ;  then  cxpeft 
The  artifts,  bent  on  fpeed,  from  populous  Leeds, 
Norwich,  or  Froome  ;  they  traverfe  every  plain, 
And  every  dale,  where  farm  or  cottage  fmokes: 
Rejecl  them  not ;  and  let  the  feafon's  price 
Win  thy  foft  treafures  :  let  the  bulky  wain 
Through  dufty  roads  run  nodding  ;  or  the  bark. 
That  filently  adowii  the  cerule  ftreara 
Glides  with  white  fails,  difpenfe  the  downy  freight 
To  copfy  villages  on  either  f.de, 
And  fpiry  town^,  where  ready  diligence. 
The  grateful  burden  to  receive,  awaits. 
Like  ftrong  Briareus,  with  his  hundred  hands. 

In  the  fame  fleece  diverfity  of  wool 
Grows  intermingled,  and  excites  the  care 
Of  curious  Ikill  to  fort  the  feveral  kinds. 
But  in  this  fubtle  fcience  none  exceed 
Th'  induftrious  Belgians,  to  the  work  who  guide 
Each  feeble  hand  of  want :  their  fpacious  domes 
With  boundlefs  hofp!tality  receive 
Each  nation's  outcalts  :  "there  the  tender  eye 
May  view  the  maim'd,  the  blind,  the  lame,  em- 

ploy'd. 
And  unrejecfled  age ;  ev'n  childhood  there 
Its  little  fingers  turning  to  the  toil 
Delighted  :  nimbly,  with  habitual  fpeed. 
They  fever  lock  from  lock,  and  long,  and  fliort, 
And  foft,  and  rigid,  pile  in  feveral  heaps. 
This  the  dufli  hatter  a(ks ;   another  fhincs, 
Tempting  the  clothier  ;  that  the  hofier  feeks  ; 
The  long  bright  lock  is  apt  for  airy  fluffs ; 
But  often  it  deceives  the  artift's  care. 
Breaking  unufeful  hi  the  fteely  comb  : 
For  this  long  fpungy  wool  no  more  increafe 
Receives,  while  winter  petrifies  the  fields : 
The  growth  of  autumn  flops  :   and  what  though 

fpring 
Succeeds  with  rofy  finger,  and  fpins  on 
The  texture  ?  yet  in  vain  (lie  ilrives  to  link 
The  filver  twine  to  that  of  autumn's  hand. 
Be  then  the  fvvainadvis'd  tofliield  his  flocks 
From   winter's  deadening  frofts    awd    whelming 
Let  the  loud  tempeft  rattle  on  the  roof,      [fnows: 
While  they,  fccure  within,  warm  cribs  enjoy. 
And  fwell  their  fleeces,  equal  to  the  worth 
Of  cloth'd  Apulian^*,  by  foft  warmth  improv'd  : 
Or  let  them  inward  heat  and  vigour  find, 
By  food  of  cole  or  turnip,  hardy  plants. 
Befides,  the  lock  of  one  continued  growth 
Imbibes  a  clearer  and  more  equal  dye. 

But  lighteft  wool  is  theirs,  who  poorly  toil, 
Through  a  dull  round,  in  unimproving  farms 
Of  common-fields  :  enclofe,  enclofe,  ye  fwains; 


*  The  pjepherds  of  Apulia,  Tarentmn,  and 
Attica,  ufed  to  clothe  their  fiecp  ^ojich  Jkins,  to 
freferi'e  and  improve  tkeirjlteces. 


Why  will  you  joy  in  common-field,  where  pitch; 
Noxious  to  wool,  mud:  llain  your  motley  flock, 
To  mark  your  property  1   The  mark  dilates, 
Enters  the  flake  depreciated,  d^;fil'd, 
Unfit  for  beauteous  tint ;  belidcs,  in  fields 
Promifcuous  held,  all  culture  languillies  ; 
The  glrl-c,  exhaufted,  thin  fupply  receives ; 
Dull  waters  reft  upon  the  rulhy  flats 
And  barren  furrows  :  none  the  rifing  grove 
Their  plants  for  late  pofterity,  nor  hedge 
To  fliield  the  flock,  nor  copfe  for  cheering  fire  ; 
And,  in  the  diftant  village,  every  hearth 
Devours  the  grafTy  fwerd,  the  verdant  food 
Of  injur'd  herds  and  flocks,  or  what  the  plough 
Should  turn  and  moulder  for  the  bearded  grain; 
Pernicious  habit,  drawing  gradual  oh 
Increafing  beggary,  and  nature's  frowns. 
Add  too,  the  idle  pilferer  eafier  there 
Eludes  detedlion,  when  a  lamb  or  ewe 
From  intermingled  flocks  he  deals ;  or  when, 
\\  ith  loofen'd  tether  of  his  horfe  or  cow, 
The  milky  ftalk  of  the  tall  green  ear'd  corn, 
The  year's  flow-ripening  fruit,  the  anxious  hope 
Of  his  laborious  neighbour,  he  deltroys. 

There  are,  who  oVer-rate  our  fpungy  ftores, 
Who  deem  that  nature  grants  no  clime,  but  ours. 
To  fpread  upon  its  fields  the  dews  of  heaven, 
I  And  feed  the  filky  fleece  ;  that  card,  nor  comb, 
I  The  hairy  wool  of  Gaul  can  e'er  fubdue, 
I  To  form  the  thread,  and  mingle  in  the  loom, 
Unlefs  a  third  from  Britain  fwell  the  heap^ 
IlhUion  all ;  though  of  out  fun  and  air 
Not  trivial  is  the  virtue  :   nor  their  fruit, 
Upon  our  fnowy  flocks,  of  fmall  efteein  : 
The  grain  of  brightefl;  tincfture  none  fo  well 
Imbibes:    the  wealthy  Gobelins  muft  to  this 
Bear  witnefs,  and  the  coftlielt  of  their  looms. 
And  though,  with  hue  of  crocus  or  of  rofe, 
No  power  of  fubtle  food,  or  air,  or  foil. 
Can  dye  the  living  fleece  ;  yet  'twill  avail 
To  note  their  influence  in  liie  tinging  vafe, 
Therefore  from  herbage  of  old-paftur'd  plains, 
Chief  fiom  the  matted  turf  of  azure  marl, 
Where  grow  the  whiteft  locks,  coUeek  thy  flores. 
Thcfe  fields  regp.rd  not,  through  whole  recent  turf 
The  n;iry  loil  appears  :   not  ev'n  the  ftreams 
Of  Yare,  or  filver  Stroud,  can  purify  [winds, 

Their   frequent  fuUy'd   fleece ;    nor  what  rough 
Keen-biting  on  tempefluous  hills,  inbrown. 

Yet  much  may  be  perform'd,  to  check  the  force 
Of  nature's  rigour  :  the  high  heath,  by  trees 
Warm  flielter'd,  may  defpife  the  rage  of  ftorms  : 
Moors,  bogs,  and  weeping  fens,  may  learn  to  fmile, 
And  leave  in  dykes  their  foon-forgotten  tears. 
Laliour  and  art  will  every  aim  atchieve 
Of  noble  boibms.     Bedford  Level  *,  erft: 
A  dreary  pathlefs  wafte,  the  coughing  flock 
Was  wont  with  hairy  fleeces  to  deform  ; 
And,  fmiling  with  her  lure  of  fummer  flowers. 
The  heavy  ox,  vain-llruggling,  to  ingulf; 
Till  one,  of  that  high-honour'd  patriot  name, 
Ruliel,  arofe,  who  drain'd  the  rufhy  fen,    [bloom, 
Confin'd    the   waves,   bade    groves    and   gardens 
And  through  his  new  creation  led  the  Ouze, 
And  gentle  Camus,  lilver-winding  ftreatns  \ 
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JGodhkc  tencficcnre  ;  from  cliaos  djear 
To  raife  the  girdeii  and  the  fliady  grove  1 

But  fee  leriie's  moors  and  hideous  bogs, 
Immeafurable  'tradl      The  traveller 
Slow  tries  bis  mazy  flep  on  th'  yielding  tuft. 
Shuddering  with  fear  :  ev'n  fuch  perfidious  wilds, 
By  labour  won,  have  yielded  to  the  touih, 
TliR  fdireft  length  of  wool.-    See  deepin^^  fens. 
And  the  lon<>'  lawns  of  Bourn.     'Tis  art  and  toil 
Gives  nature  value,  multiplies  her  ftores. 
Varies,  improves,  creates :  'tis  art  and  toll 
Teaches  her  woody  hills  wdth  fruits  to  flilne. 
The  pear  and  tafteful  apple  ;  decks  with  flowers 
And  foodful  pulfe  the  fields,  that  often  rife. 
Admiring  to  behold  their  furrows  wave 
With  yellow  corn.     What  changes  cannot  toil 
With  patient  art,  efFe<£l  ?  There  was  a  time. 
When  other  regions  were  the  fwains  delight, 
And  fliepherdlefs  Britannia's  rufliy  vales. 
Inglorious,  neither  trade  nor  kbour  knew, 
But  of  rude  balkets,  homely  ruftic  geer. 
Woven  of  the  flexile  vi'illow ;  till,  at  length. 
The  plains  of  Sarum  open'd  to  the  hand 
Of  patient  culture,  and,  o'er  finking  woods, 
High  Cotfwold  fliow'd  h.er  fummits.     Urchinfield, 
And    Lem iter's    crofts,    beneath    the    pheafant's 

brake. 
Long  lay  unnotted.     Toil  new  paflure  gives; 
And,  in  the  regions  oft  of  atftive  Gaul, 
O'er  leOening  vineyards  fpreads  the  growing  turf. 

lu  eldeft  times,  when  kings  and  hardy  chiefs 
In  bleeting  fliee pfolds  met,  for  pureii  wool 
Pheenicla's  hilly  tradls  were  moft  renown'd  ; 
And  fertile  Syria's  and  Junsea's  land, 
Hf-rmon,  and  Seir,  and  Hebron's  brooky  fides  1 
Twice  with  the  nrurex'  crimfon  hue  they  ting'd 
The  fliining  fleeces  :  hence  their  gorgeous  wtaith; 
And  hence  arofe  the  walls  of  ancient  Tyre. 

Nejit  b\jfy  Colchis,  blefs'd  w'ith  frequent  rains, 
And  lively  verdure  (who  the  lucid  itream 
Of  Phalis  boafted,  and  a  portly  race 
Of  fair  inhabitants)  improv'd  the  fleece  ; 
When,  o'er  the  deep  by  flying  Phryxus  brought, 
The  fam'd  Thefialian  ram  enrich'd  her  plains. 

This,  rifnig  Greece  with  indignation  view'd, 
And  youthful  Jaloii  an  attempt  cor.ceiv'd 
Lofty  and  bold. :  -.liong  Peneus'  banks. 
Around  Gljm pas'  brows,  the  mules'  haunts. 
He  rous'd  the  brave,  to  re-demaFid  the  fleece. 
Attend,  ye  Britilli  fwains,  the  ancient  fong. 
■E'rom  every  region  of  JE.ge.a.''s  fliore 
The  brave  aflembled  ;  thofe  illuftrious  twins, 
Callor  and  Poilu.x  ;  Orpheus,  tuneful  bard  ; 
Zetes  and  Calais,  as  the  wind  in  fpeed  ; 
Strong  Hercules,  and  many  a  chief  rencum'd. 

On  deep  lolcos'  fandy  flrorc  they  throng'd, 
Gleaming  in  armour,  ardent  of  exploits  ; 
And  foon,  the  laurel  cord,  and  the  huge  ftone 
l,Tp-lifting  to  the  deck  unmoor'd  the  bark  j 
Whofc  keel,  of  wond'rous  length,  the  fltllful  hand 
Of  Argus  falhion'd  for  the  proud  attempt ; 
And  in  th'  extended  keel  a  lofty  mafl: 
Up-rais'd,  and  fails  fuU-fwelling  ;  to  the  chiefs 
IViwonted  objedls  :  now  firft,  now  they  learn'd 
Their  bolder  fteerage  over  ocean  wave, 
Led  by  the  golden  ftars,  as  Chiron's  art 
Had  mark'd  the  fphere  celeftial.     Wide  abroad 
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Expands  the  purple  deep  :  the  cloudy  ifles, 
Scyros  and  Scopelos,  and  Icos,  rife. 
And  Kalonefos:  foon  huge  Lemnos  heaves 
Her  azure  head  above  the  level  brine. 
Shakes  off  her  mifts,  and  brightens  all  her  cliffs: 
While  they,    her  flattering   creeks    and  opening 
Cautious  approaching,  in  Myrina's  port       [bowers 
Caft  out  tlie  cabled  ftone  upon  the  ftrand. 
Next  to  the  Myfian  Ihore  they  Ibape  their  courfe. 
But  with  too  eager  halte:   in  the  white  foam 
His  oar  Alcides  breaks ;  howc'er,  not  long 
The  chance  detains;  he  fprings  upon  the  (hore, 
And,  rifting  from  the  root,  a  tapering  pine, 
Renews   his  ftroke.       Between   the    threat'ning 
Of  Kellefpont  they  ply  the  rugged  furge,    [tovv'ers 
To  Hero's  and  Leander's  ardent  love 
Fatal ;  then  fmooth  Propontis'  widening  wave, 
That  like  a  glrJTy  lake  expands,  wi';h  hills. 
Hills  above  hills,  and  gloomy  woods,  begirt. 
And  now  the  Thracian  Bofphorus  they  dare, 
Till  the  Symplegades,  tremendous  rocks. 
Threaten  approach  ;  but  they,  unterrify'd, 
Through  the  fharp-pointed  cliffs  and   thundering 

floods 
Cleave  their  bold  paflTage  :  nathlefs  by  the  craggs 
And  torrents  forely  fliatter'd  :   as  the  ftrong 
Eagle  cr  vulture,  in  th'  entangling  net      [behind. 
Involv'd,  breaks  through,  yet  leaves  his  plumes 
Thus,  through  the  wide  waves,  their  flow  way 

they  force, 
To  Thynia's  hofpitable  ifle.     The  brave 
Pafs  many  perils,  and  to  fame  by  fuch 
Experience  rife.     Refrelh'd,  again  they  fpeed 
From  cape  to  cape,  and  view  unnumber'd  ftreams, 
Halys,  with  hoary  Lycus,  and  the  mouths 
Of  Afparus  and  Glaucus,  rolling  fwift 
To  the  broad  deep  their  tributary  waves  ; 
Till  in  the  long-fought  harbour  they  arrive 
Of  golden  Phafis.     Foremoft  on  the  ftrand 
Jafon  advanc'd  :  the  deep  capacious  bay, 
i'he  crumbling  terrace  of  the  marble  port. 
Wondering  he  view'd,  and  ftately  palace-donies, 
Pavilions  proud  of  luxury  ;  around. 
In  every  glittering  hall,  within,  without. 
O'er  all  the  timbrel-founding  fquares  and  flreets. 
Nothing  appear'd  but  luxury,  and  crowds 
Sunk  deep  in  liot.     To  the  public  weal 
.^-ttentive  none  he  found  :  for  he,  their  chief 
Of  fhepherds,  proud  Actes,  by  the  name 
Sometimes  of  king  diftinguifli'd,  'gan  to  flight 
'I'he  oliepherd's  trade,  md  turn  to  long  and  dance  : 
Ev'n  Hydrus  ceas'd  to  watch  ;  Medea's  longs 
,0f  joy,  and  rofy  youth,  and  beauty's  charms. 
With  magic  fweetnefs  lull'd  his  cares  afleep, 
Till  the  bold  heroes  grafp'd  the  golden  fleece. 
Nimbly  they  wing'd  the  bark,  furrounded  foon 
By  Neptune's  friendly  waves:  fecure  they  fpeed 
O'er  the  known  feas,  by  every  guiding  cape. 
With  profperous  return.     The  myrtle  fliores> 
And  glafly  mirror  of  lolcos'  lake. 
With  loud  acciaim  receiv'd  them.     Every  vale, 
And  every  hillock,  touch'd  the  tuneful  fl;ops 
Of  pipes  unnumber'd,  for  the  ram  regaii'd. 

Thus  Phafis  loft:  his  pride  :  his  flighted  nymphs 
Along  the  withering  dales  and  paftures  mourn'd  ; 
The  trade-lliip  left  his  ftreams ;    the  merchant 
His  defart  borders  j  each  ingenious  art,  [ftiunn'd. 
N  n  iij 
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Trade,  liberty,  and  affluence,  all  retir'd, 
And  left  to  want  and  fervitude  their  feats  : 
Vile  fucceflors  '.  and  gloomy  ignorance 
Following  like  dreary  night,  whofe  fable  hand 
Hangs  on  the  purple  Ikirts  of  flying  day. 

Si'thence  the  fleeces  of  Arcadian  plains, 
And  Attic,  and  ThelTalian,  bore  efteem  ; 
And  thole  in  Grecian  colonies  difpers'd, 
Caria  and  Doris,  and  Ionia's  coaft, 
And  fam'd  Tarentura,  where  Galcfus'  tide, 
Roiling  by  ruins  hoar  of  ancient  towns, 
Through  folitary  vallies  feeks  the  fea. 
Or  green  Altinum,  by  an  hundred  Alps        [aloft 
High-crown'd,  whofe    woods   and    fnowy   peaks 
Shield  her  low  plains  from  the  rough  northern 
Thofe  too  of  Boetica's  delicious  fields,  [blaft. 

With  golden  fruitage  blefs'd  of  higheft  tafte, 
■\\Tiat  need  I  name  ?   The  Turdetanian  trai^t, 
Or  rich  Coraxus,  whofe  wide  looms  unroU'd 
The  fineft  webs  ?  where  fcarce  a  talent  weigh'd 
A  ram's  equivalent      Then  only  tin 
To  late  improv'd  Britannia  gave  renown. 
■  Low  the  revolving  courfe  of  mighty  time, 
Who  loftinefs  abafes,  tumbles  down 
Olympus'  brow,  and  lifts  the  lowly  vale. 
Where  is  the  majelty  of  ancient  Rome, 
The  throng  of  heroes  in  her  fplendid  ftreets, 
The  fnowy  veil  of  peace,  or  purple  robe. 
Slow  trail'd   triumphal?  Where  the  Attic  fleece, 
And  Tarentine,  in  warnieft  litter'd  cotes. 
Or  funny  meadows  clotH'd  with  coftly  care  ? 
All  in  the  folitude  of  ruin  loft. 
War's  horrid  carnage,  vain  ambition's  duff. 
'  Long  lay  the  mournful  realms  of  elder  fame 
In  gloomy  defolation,  till  appear'd 
23eauteous  Venetia,  firft  of  all  the  nymphs, 
Who  from  the  melancholy  wafte  emerg'd  : 
In  AdrJa's  gulf  her  clotted  locks  flie  lav'd, 
And  rofe  another  Venus  :  each  foft  joy. 
Each  aid  of  life,  her  bufy  wit  reftor'd  ; 
Science  reviv'd,  with  all  the  lovely  arts, 
And  all  the  graces.     Reflituted  trade 
To  every  virtue  letit  his  helping  It  ores. 
And  cheer'd  the  vales  around  ;  again  the  pipe. 
And  bleating  flocks,  awak'd  the  cheerful  lawn; 

The  glolTy  fleeces  nbw  of  piime  edeem 
Soft  Alia  boafts,  where  lovely  Caflimere, 
Within  a  lofty  mound  ofcircling  hills,         [lakes, 
Spreads  her  delicious  ftores  ;  woods,  rocks,  caves, 
Hilh,  lavfrns,  and  winding  ftreams;  a  region  tcrm'd 
The  paradife  of  Indus. '    Next,  the  plains 
Of  Lahor,  by  that  arbor  ftretch'dimmenfe, 
Throiij^h  many  a  realm,  to  Agra,  the  proud  throne 
Of  India's  wOrfliipp'd  prince,  whofe  in  ft  is  law  : 
Remote  dominions ;  nor  to  ancient  fame, 
Nor  modern  known,  till  public-hearted  Roe, 
Faithliil,  fagacious,  adlive,  patient,  brave. 
Led  to  their  diftant  climes  adventurous  trade. 

Add  too  the  filky  wool  of  Libyan  lands. 
Of  Gaza's  bowery  dales,  and  brcoky  Cails, 
Where  lofty  Atlas  fpreads  his  verdant  feet. 
While  in  the  clouds  his  hoary  fhoulders  bend. 

Next  proud  Iberia  glories  in  the  growth 
Of  high  Cafrile,  and  miU  SegOvian  glades. 

And  beauteous  Albion,fince  great  i'ldgar  chas'd 
The  prowling  wolf,  with  many  a  lock  appears 
Of  lilky  luftre  ;  chief,  Siluria,  thine  j  ■ 


Thine,  Vaga,  favour'd  ftream  ;  from  fheep  mintits 
On  Cambria  bred  :  a  pound  o'erweighs  a  fleece. 
GayEpfom's  too.and  Banftead's,apd  what  gleams 
On  Vedta's  ifle,  that  (belters  Albion's  fleet, 
With  all  its  thunders :  or  Salopian  ftores, 
Thofe  which  are  gather'd  in  the  fields  of  Clun  : 
High  Cotfwold  alfo  'mong  the  fhepherd  fwains 
Is  oft  remember'd,  though  the  greedy  plough 
Preys  on  its  carpet :   He  *,  whofe  ruftic  mufe. 
O'er  heath  and  craggy  holt  her  wing  difplay'd. 
And  fung  the  bolky  bourns  of  Alfred's  fliires. 
Has  favour'd  Cotfwold  with  luxuriant  praife. 
Need  we  the  levels  green  of  Lincoln  note. 
Or  rich  Leiceftra's  marly  plains,  for  length 
Of  whiteft  locks  and  magnitude  of  fleece 
Peculiar  ;  envy  of  the  neighbouring  realms  ? 
But  why  recount  our  grafly  lawns  alone. 
While  ev'n  the  tillage  of  our  cultur'd  plains. 
With  bofy  turnip,  and  luxuriant  cole. 
Learns  thro'  the  circling  year  their  flocks  to  feed. 

Ingenious  trade  1  to  clothe  the  naked  world. 
Her  foft  materials,  not  from  ftieeep  alone. 
From  various  animals,  reeds,  trees,  and  ftones, 
CoUedls  fagacious:  in  Euboea's  ifle 
A  wondrous  rock  f  is  found,  of  which  are  woven 
Vefts  incombuftible:  Batavia,  flax  ; 
Siam's  warm  marifli  yields  the  fiflile  cane  ; 
Soft  P'erfia,  filk  ;   Balafor's  fliady  hills 
Tough  bark  of  trees ;  Peruvian  Pito,  grafs; 
And  every  fultry  clime  the  fnowy  down 
Of  cotton,  burfting  from  its  ftiibborn  fhell 
To  gleam  amid  the  verdure  of  the  grove. 
With  glalTy  hair  of  Tibet's  fliagged  goat 
Are  light  tiaras  woven,  that  wreath  the  head, 
And  airy  float  behind  :  the  beaver's  flix 
Gives  kindlieft  warmth  to  weak  enervate  limbs, 
When  the  pale  blood  flow  rifes  through  the  veins. 
Still  fhall  o'er  all  prevail  the  fhepherd's  ftores. 
For   numerous   ufes    known :    none     yield   fuch 
warmth,  . 

Such  beauteous  hues  receive,  h  long  endure: 
So  pliant  to  the  loom,  lb  various,  none.         [bear, 

Wild  rove  the  flocks,  no  burdening  fleece  they 
In  fervid  climes  :  nature  gives  nought  in  vain. 
Carmenian  wool  on  the  broad  tail  alone 
Refplendent  fwelis,  enormous  in  its  growth  : 
As  the  fleek  ram  from  green  to  green  removes, 
On  aiding  wheels  his  heavy  pride  he  draws, 
And  glad  refigns  it  for  the  hatter's  ufe. 

Ev'n  in  the  new  Columbian  world  appears 
The  woolly  covering  :  Apacheria's  |  glades. 
And  Canfes' :{,  echo  to  the  pipes  and  flocks  [fands^ 
Of  foreign  fwains.     While  time  (hakes  down  his 
And  works  continual  change,  be  none  fecure  : 
(^icktn   your  labours,    brace    your    flackening 

nerves, 
Ye  Britons ;  nor  fleep  carelefs  on  the  lap 
Of  bolmtecus  nature  ;  flie  is  ell'ewhere  kind. 
See  MifTiiippi  lengthen  on  her  lawns,  ^ 

Propitious  to  the  fliepherds :  fee  the  (heep  (| 
Of  fertile  Arica  §,  like  camels  form'd  ; 

*  Drayton.         f  The  Afoejlos. 
\  Protiinces  in  Louiftana,  on  the   ivejlern  Jxd^ 
oftheMiJl/ippi. 

II   Thrfejheep  are  called  Guanapo:, 
§  Ap-ovince  of  Peru.  ,;  l■^ 
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Whic'n  bear  huge  burdens  to  the  fea-beat  (hore, 
And  fhine  with  fleeces  foft  as  feathery  down. 

Coarfe  Bothnic  locks  are  not  devoid  of  ufe  ; 
They  clothe  the  mountain  carl,  or  mariner 
Labouring  at  the  wet  flirouds,  or  ftubborn  helm, 
While  the  loud  billows  dafli  the  groaning  deck. 
All  may  not  Stroui's;  or  Taunton's  veflrures  wear  ; 
Nor  what,  from  fleece  Ratsean  *,  mimic  flowers 
Of  rich  Damafcus;   many  a  texture  bright 
Of  that  m.aterial  in  praetorium  f  woven, 
Or  in  Norvicum,  cheats  the  curious  eye. 

If  any  wool  peculiar  to  our  ifle 
Is  given  by  nature,  'tis  the  comber's  lock. 
The  foft,  the   fnow-white,   and  the  long-grown 
Hither  be  turn'd  the  public's  wakeful  eye,   [flake. 
This  golden  fleece  to  guard,  with  ftrifteft  watch 
From  the  dark  hand  of  pilfering  avarice, 
Who,  like  a  fpecflre,  haunts  the  midnight  hour, 
When  nature  wide  around  him  lies  fupine 
And  filent,  in  the  tangles  foft  involv'd 
Of  death-like  fleep  :  he  then  the  moment  marks. 
While  the  pale  moon  illumes  the  trembling  tide, 
Speedy  to  lift  the  canvas,  bend  the  oar. 
And  waft  his  thefts  to  the  perfidious  foe. 

Happy  the  patriot,  who  can  teach  the  means 
To  check  his  frauds,  and  yet  untroubled  leave 
Trade's  open  channels.     Would  a  generous  aid 
To  honeft  toil,  in  Cambria's  hilly  trails. 
Or  where  the  Lune:j:  or  Coker  ||  wirtd  their  ftreams. 
Be  found  fuffirient  ?  far,  their  airy  fields, 
Far  from  infectious  luxury  arife. 
O  might  their  mazy  dales,  and  mountain  fldes 
With  copious  fleeces  of  lerne  ihine, 
And  gulfy  Caledonia,  wifely  bent 
On  wealthy  Jifheries  and  flaxen  webs ; 
Then  would  the  After  realms,  amid  their  feas, 
Like  the  three  graces  in  harmonious  fold, 
By  mutual, aid  enhance  their  various  charms, 
And  blefs  remoteft  climes— to  this  lov'd  end, 
Awake,  benevolence  ;  to  this  lov'd  end. 
Strain  all  thy  nerves,  and  every  thought  explore. 
Far,  far  away,  whofe  paffions  would  immure, 
In  your  own  little  hearts,  the  joys  of  life  ; 
(Ye  worms  of  pride)  for  your  repaft  alone, 
Who  claim  allnaiure'sltores,  woods,  waters, meads, 
All  her  profufion  ;  whofe  vile  hands  would  grafp 
The  peafant's  fcantling,  the  vy-eak  widow's  mite, 
And  in  the  fepukhre  of  felf  entomb 
Whate'er  ye  can,  whate'er  ye  cannot  ufe. 
Knew,  for  fuperior  ends  th'  Almighty  power 
(The  power,  whofe  tender  arms  embrace  the  worm) 
Breathes  o'er  the  foodfal  earth  the  breath  of  life, 
And  forms  us  manifold  ;  allots  to  each 
His  fair  peculiar;  wifdom,wit,  and  ftrength; 
Wifdom,  and  v/it,  and  ftrength,  in  fweet  accord, 
To  aid,  to  cheer,  to  counfel,  to  protecft, 
And  twift  the  mighty  bond.     Thus  feeble  man, 
With  man  united,  is  a  nation  ftrong; 
Builds  tow'ry  cities,  fatiates  every  want. 
And  makes  the  feas  profound,  and  forefts  wild, 
The  gardens  of  his  joys.     Man,  each  man's  born 
For  the  high  bufinefs  of  the  public  good. 

For  me,  'tis  mine  to  pray,  that  men  regard 


*   The  fleeces  of  LeiceJlerJJAre. 
\  A  river  in  Cui-iberland. 
[I  A  river  in  Lancajlnre. 
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Their  occupations  with  an  honeft  heart, 
And  cheerful  diligence  :  like  the  ufeful  bee, 
To  gather  for  the  hive  not  Iweets  alone. 
But  wax,  and  each  material ;  pleas'd  to  find 
Whate'er  may  footh  diftrefs,  and  raife  the  fall'n, 
In  life's  rough  race  :   O  be  it  as  my  wifli  1 
'Tis  mine  to  teach  th'  inatflive  hand  to  reap 
Kind  nature's  bounties,  o'er  the  globe  diffus'd. 

For  this,  I  wake  the  weary  hours  of  reft  ; 
With  thisdefire,  the  merchant  I  attend; 
By  this  impell'd,  the  (licpherd's  hut  I  feek. 
And,  as  he  tends  his  flock,  his  lectures  hear 
Attentive,  pleas'd  with  pure  fiuiplicity, 
And  rules  divulg'd  beneficent  to  Iheep  : 
Or  turn  the  couipafs  o'er  the  painted  chart, 
To  mark  the  ways  of  trafEc  ;  Volga's  ftream. 
Cold  Hudfon's  cloudy  ftreights,  warm  Afiic's  cape, 
Latiuni's  firm  roads,  the  Ptolemean  foffe. 
And  China's  long  canals;   thofe  noi)le  works, 
Thoie  high  effecis  of  civilizing  trade. 
Employ  me,  fediilous  of  pviblic  weal ; 
Yet  not  unmindful  of  my  facred  charge  ; 
But  alfo  mindful,  t'nus  deviling  good, 
At  vacant  feafons,  oft ;  when  evening  mild 
Purples  the  vallies,  and  the  fliephcrd  counts 
His  flocks,  returning  to  the  quiet  fold. 
With  dumb  complacence  :  for  religion,  this. 
To  give  our  every  comfort  to  diftrefs, 
And  follow  virtue  with  an  humble  mind  ; 
This  pure  religion.     Thus,  in  elder  time. 
The  reverend  Blafius  wore  his  leifure  hours. 
And  (lumbers,  broken  oft :  till,  fiii'd  at  length 
With  infpiration,  after  various  thought. 
And  trials  manifold,  his  well-known  voice 
Gather'd  the  poor,  and  o'er  Vukanian  ftoves, 
Willi  tepid  lees  of  oil,  and  Ipiky  coaib, 
Show'd  how  the  fleece   might  ftretch  to  greater 

'  length. 
And  call  a  gloflierwhitencfs.  Wheelswent  around; 
IV'Iiitrons  and  maids  Vi'ith  forigs  reliev'd  their  toils  j 
And  every  loom  receiv'd  the  fofter  yarn. 
What  poor,  what  widow,  Blaflus,  did  not  blefs 
Thy  teaching  hand  ?  Thy  bofom,  like  the  morn, 
Opening  its  wealth  ?  What  nation  did  not  feek, 
of  thy  new  mpdel'd  w'ool.  the  curious  webs  1 

Hence  the  glad  cities  of  the  loom  his  name 
Honour  with  yearly  feftals :  through  their  ftreets 
The  pomp,  with  tuneful  founds,  and  order  juft. 
Denoting  labour's  happy  progrefs,  moves, 
ProcelTion  flow  and  folemn  :   firft  the  rout; 
Then  fervient  youth,  and  magifterial  eld  ; 
Each  after  each,  according  to  his  rank. 
His  fway,  and  ofiice,  in  the  common  weni ; 
And  to  the  board  of  fmiling  plenty's  ftores 
Affemble;  where  delicious  cates  and  fruits 
Of  every  clime  are  pil'd  ;  with  free  hand. 
Toil  only  taftes  the  feafts,  by  nervelefs  eafe 
U.nrelilh'd.     Various  mirth  and  fong  reiound; 
And  oft  they  interpofe  improving  talk. 
Divulging  each  to  other  knowledge  rare, 
Sparks,  from  experience,  that  fometimes  arife  • 
Till  night  weighsdown  the  fenfe,  or  morning'sdawn 
Roufes  to  labour,  man  to  labour  born.  [hand. 

Then  the  fleek  brightening  lock,  from  hand  to 
Renews  its  circling  courfe  :  this  feels  the  card  ; 
That,  in  the'comb,  admires  its  growing  len-Ttii  • 
This,  blanch'd,  emerges  from  the  oily  wave  ; 
M  u  iiij 
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And  that,  tlie  amber  tijit,  or  ruby,  drinks. 

For  it  fuffices  not,  in  flowery  vale?. 
Only  to  tend  the  flock,  and  (hear  foft  wool : 
Guras  muft  be  flor'd  of  Guinea's  arid  coad  ; 
Mexican  woods,  and  India's  brightening  falls  ; 
Fraits,  herbage,  fulphurs,  minerals,  to  ftain . 
The  fleece  prepar'd,  with  oil  imbibing  earth 
Oi  Wooburn  blanches,  and  keen  alum  v/avcs 
Intenerate.     With  curious  eye  obferve, 
In  what  variety  the  tribe  of  falt<;, 
Gums,  ores,  and  liquors,  eye-deiighting  hues 
Produce,  abfterflve  or  reltringent ;  how 
Steel  carts  the  fable  ;  how  pale  pewter,  fus'd 
In  fluid  fpirit'ous,  the  fcalet  dye  ; 
And  how  each  tint  is  made,  or  mixt,  or  chang\l 
By  mediums  colourlefs ;  vyhy  is  the  fume 
Of  fulphurkind  to  white  and  azure  hues, 
Pernicious  elfe  :  why  no  materials  yield 
Singly  their  colours,  thofe  except  that  fl'.ine 
"With  topaz,  fapphire,  and  cornelian  rays : 
And  why>  though  nature's  face  is  cloth'd  in  green. 
No  green  is  found  to  beautify  the  fleece, 
JBut  what  repeated  toil  by  mixture  gives. 

To  find  effedls,  while  caufes  lie  conceal'd. 
Reafon  uncertain  tries  :  howe'er,  kind  chance 
Oft  with  equivalent  difcovery  pays 
Its  wandering  efforts  ;  thus  the  German  fage, 
Diligent  Drebet,  o'er  alchemic  fire, 
Seeking  the  fecret  fource  of  gold,  receiv'd 
Of  altered  cocliineal  the  crimfon  ftore. 
Tyrian  Melcartus  thus  (the  firft  who  brought 
Tin's  ufeful  ore  from  Albion's  diltant  ifle, 
And,  for  unwearied  toils  and  arts,  the  name 
Of  Hercules  acquir'd)  when  o'er  the  mouth 
Of  his  attendant  fliecp-dog  he  beheld 
The  wounded  murex  ftrike  a  purple  (lain. 
The  purple  ftain  on  fleecv  woofs  he  fpread, 
V/hich  lur'd  the  eye,  adorning  many  a  nymph, 
And  drew  the  pomp  of  trade  to  rifing  Tyre. 

Our  vallies  yield  not,  or  but  fparing  yield, 
The  dyer's  gay  materials.     Only  weld, 
Or  rootjjf  madder,  here  or  purple  woad, 
By  which  our  ntked  ancefl:ors  obfcur'd 
Their  hvrdy  limbs  inwrought  with  myftic  forms, 
Like  Egypt's  obel'iks.     The  powerful  fun 
Hot  India's  zone  with  gaudy  pencil  paints, 
And  drops  delicious  tints  o'er  hill  and  dale, 
Which  trade  to  us  conveys.     Not  tints  alone. 
Trade  to  the  good  phyiician  gives  his  balms ;    - 


Gives  cheering  cordials  to  th"  aSlicflcd  heart  5 

Gives,  to  the  wealthy,  delicacies  high  ; 

Gives,  to  the  curious,  works  of  nature  rare  ; 

And  when  the  prieft  difplays,  in  ju(t  difcourfe, 

Kim,  the  all-wife  Creator,  atid  declares 

His  prefence,  power,  and  goodnefs,  unconP.n'd, 

Tis  trade,  attentive  voyager,  who  fills 

His  lips  with  argument.     To  cenfure  trade, 

Or  hold  her  bufy  people  in  contempt, 

Let  none  prefume.     The  dignity,  and  grace. 

And  weal,  of  human  life,  their  fountains  owe 

To  feeming  imperfections,  to  vain  wants, 

Or  real  exigencies;  paflions  fwift 

Forerunning  reafon  ;  ftrong  contrarious  bents, 

The  fteps  of  men  difperfing  wide  abroad 

O'er  realms  and  leas.     There,  in  the  folemn  fcene, 

Infinite  wonders  glare  before  their  eyes. 

Humiliating  the  mind  enlarg'd  ;  for  they 

The  cleareit  fenfe  of  Deity  receive. 

Who  view  the  wideft  profpedl  of  his  works, 

Ranging  the   globe  xvith  trade  through  various 

climes : 
Who  fee  the  fit^natures  of  boundlefs  love. 
Nor  lefs  the  judgments  of  Almighty  power. 
To  warn  the  wicked,  and  the  wretch  who  'fcapes 
From  human  juftice  :   who,  aftonifli'd,  view 
Etna's  loud  thunders  and  tempeftuous  fires; 
The  duft  of  Carthage  ;  defert  Oiores  of  Nile  ; 
Or  T3-re"s  abandon'd  fuinmit,  crown'd  of  old 
With   rtately   towers  •    whofe    merchants,    froni 

their  ifles,     • 
And  radiant  thrones,  alTembled  in  her  marts : 
Whither  Arabia,  whither  Kedar,  brought 
Theirfiiaggy  goats, their  flocks, and  bleatinglambs; 
Where  rich  Damafcus  pil'd  his  fleeces  white, 
l-'repar'd,  and  thirlty  for  the  double  tint. 
And  flowering  fliuttle.   While  th'  admiring  world 
Crowded  her  Itrcets  ;  ah  !  then  the  hand  of  pridq 
Sow'd  imperceptible  his  pollonous  weed, 
Which  crept  deftruilive  up  her  lofty  domes, 
As  iVy  creeps  around  the  graceful  trunk 
Of  fome  tali  oak.     Her  lofty  domes  no  more, 
Not  ev'n  the  ruins  of  her  pomp,  remain  ; 
Not  ev'n  the  dull:  they  funk  in  ;  by  the  breath 
Of  the  Omnipotent  offended  luirl'd 
Down  to  the  bottom  of  the  llormy  deep : 
Only  the  folitary  rock  remains, 
Her  ancient  fcite  ;  a  rr.'onumcnt  to  thofe, 
Who  toil  and  weakh  exchange  for  floth  and  pride. 
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are  conveyed.  Our  navigations  not  far  from  the  feats  of  our  manufacfturcs :  other  countries  lefs 
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jPiioctED,  Arcadian  mufe  ;  refume  the  pipe 
Of  Hermes,  long  difus'd,  though  fvveet  the  tone, 
And  to  the  fongs  of  nature's  choirifters 
Harmonious.     Audience  pure  be  thy  delight. 
Though  few  :  for  every  note  which  virtue  wounds, 
However  pleafing  to  the  vulgar  herd, 
To  the  purg'd  ear  is  difcord.     Yet  too  oft 
Has  falfe  dillembling  vice  to  amorous  airs 
The  reed  apply'd,  and  heedlefs  youth  alhir'd  : 
Too  oft,  with  bolder  found,  enfl^m'd  the  rage 
Of  horrid  war.     Let  now  the  fleecy  looms 
Direcft  our  rural  numbers,  as  gf  old. 
When  plains  and  flieepfolds  were  the  muffs'  haunts. 

So  thou,  the  friend  of  every  virtuous  deed 
And  aim,  thotrgh  feeble,  flialt  thefe  rural  lays 
Approve,  O  Heathcote,  whofe  benevolence 
Viliis  ourvallies;  where  the  pafture  f[.>reads, 
And  where  the  bramble  ;  and  would  juftly  acl 
True  cliarity,  by  teaching  idle  want 
And  vice  the  inclination  to  do  good; 
Good  to  themfelves,  and  in  themfeivcs  to  all. 
Through  grateful  toil.     Ev'n  nature  lives  by  toil  : 
Beaft,   bird,    air,  fire,  the   heavens,  and    rolling 
All  live  by  aftion  :  nothing  lies  at  reft,      [worlds, 
But  death  and  ruin  :   man  is  born  to  care  ; 
Fafl)ion'd,  improv'd,  by  labour.     This  of  old. 
Wife  ftates  obferving,  gave  that  happy  law, 
Which  doom'd  the  rich  and  needy,  every  rank, 
To  manual  occupation  ;  and  oft  call'd 
Their  cheftians from  the fpade, or furrowingplough. 
Or  blecting  flieepfold.     Hence  utility 
Ttirough  all  conditions  ;  hence  the  joys  of  health  ; 
Hence  Itrength  of  arm,  and  clearjudicious  thought ; 
Hence  corn,  arid  wine,  and  oil,  and  all  i"  hfe 
Delc'flable.     What  fimple  nature  yields 
(And  nature  does  her  part)  are  only  rude 
Materials,  cumbers  on  the  thorny  ground  • 
Tis  toils  that  make  them  wealth  ;  that  makes 

the  fleece 
(Yet  ufelefs,  riling  in  unlliapen  heaps)  ; 
Anon,  in  curious  wqofs  of  beauteous  hue, 
A  vefture  ufefuUy  fuccincl  and  warm. 
Or  trailing  in  the  length  of  graceful  folds, 
A  royal  mantle.     Come,  ye  village  nymphs. 
The  fcatter'd  mifts  reveal  the  dulky  hills; 
Gray  dawn  appears  ;   the  golden  morn  afccnds. 
And  paints  the  glittering  rocks,  and  purple  woods. 
And  flaming  fpires ;  arife,  begin  your  toils; 
Behold  the  fleece  beneath  the  fpiky  comb 
Drop  its  long  locks,  or,  from  the  mingling  card. 
Spread  in  foft  flakes,  and  fwell  the  whiten'd  floor. 
Come,  Village  nymphs, ye  matrons, and  ye  maids, 
Receive  the  foft  material :  with  light  ftep 
Whether  ye  turn  around  the  fpacious  wheel. 
Or,  patient  fitting,  that  revolve,  which  forms 
.jft.  narrower  circle.     On  the  brittle  work 


Point  your  quick  eye  ;  and  let  the  hand  affift 
To  guide  and  ftretch  the  gently-Ieflening  thread; 
Even,  unknotted  twine,  will  praife  your  Ikill. 
A  d:fferent  fpiniiing  every  difl:erent  web 
Alks  from  your  glowing  fingers  :  fome  require 
The  more  compadt,  and  fume  the  loofer  wreath; 
The  laft  for  foftnefs,  to  delight  the  touch 
Of  chaniber'd  delicacy  :  fcarce  the  cirque 
Nerd  turn  around,  or  twine  the  lengthening  flake. 

There  are,  to  fpeed  their  labour,  who  prefer 
Wheel;;  double-fpol'd,  which  yield  to  eitiier  han^ 
A  feveral  line  :   and  many,  yet  adhere 
To  th'  ancient  diftafT,  at  the  bofom  fix'd. 
Carting  the  whirling  fpift-dle  as  they  walk  : 
At  home,  or  in  the  Iheepfold,  or  the  mart. 
Alike  the  work  proceeds.     This  method  ftill 
Norvicum  favours,  and  th'  Jcenian  *  towns  : 
It  yields  their  airy  fluffs  an  apter  thread. 
This  was  of  old,  m  no  inglorious  days. 
The  mode  of  fpinning,  when  th'  Egyptian  prince 
A  golden  diT.  aff^gave  that  beauteous  nymph. 
Too-beauteous  Kelen  :  no  uncourtly  gift 
Then,  when  each  gay  diverfion  of  the  fair 
Led  to  ingenious  ufe.     But  patient  art, 
That  on  experience  works,  from  hour  to  hour 
Sagacious,  has  a  fpiral  engine  f  form'd. 
Which,  on  an  hundred  fpoles,  an  hundred  threads. 
With  one  huge  wheel,  by  lapfe  of  water,  twines. 
Few  hands  requiring;  eafy-tended  work. 
That  copioufly  fupplies  the  greedy  loom. 

Nor  hence,  ye  nymphs,  let  anger  cloud  your 
brovvs: 
The  more  is  Vvrought,  the  more  is  ftill  requir'd  ; 
Blithe  o'er  your  toils,  with  v,  onted  fong,  proceed  : 
Fear  not  furcharge  ;  your  hands  will  ever  find 
Ample  employment.     In  the  Itrife  of  trade, 
Thefe  curious  inftruments  of  fpecd  cbtaia 
Various  advantage,  and  the  diligent 
Supply  with  cxercife,  as  fountains  fuie. 
Which,  ever-gliding,  feed  the  flowery  lawn. 
Nor,  fliould  the  careful  Hate,  fcvcrely  kind. 
In  every  province,  to  the  hoafc  of  toil 
Compel  the  vagrant,  and  each  implement 
Of  ruder  art,  the  comb,  the  card,  the  wheel. 
Teach  their  unwilling  hands,  nor  yet  complain. 
Yours,  with  the  public  good,  fliall  ever  rife. 
Ever,  while  o'er  the  lawns,  and  airy  downs 
The  bleating  (heep  and  fliepherd's  pipe  are  heard  ; 
While  in  the  brook  ye  blanch  the  gliitening  fleece, 
.\nd  th'  amorous  youth,  delighted  with  your  toil; 
Quavers  the  choicelt  of  his  fonnets,  wann'd 
By  growing  traflic,  friend  to  wedded  love. 

The  amoious  youth,  with  various  hopes  inflam'J 

*  ne  Iceni  ivere  the  inhabitants  of  Suffolk. 
\  FauVs  engine  for  cctton  andfnc  ifoc/. 
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Now  on  tlie  bufy  ftage  Tee  him  ftep  forth, 

With  beating  breaft  :  high-honour'd  he  beholds 

Rich  induftry.     Firft,  he  befpeaks  a  loom  : 

From  Ibme  thiirk  wood  the  carpenter  felefls 

A  flender  oak,  or  beech  otglohy  trunk, 

Or  faplin  afli :   he  fliapes  the  fturdy  beam, 

The  ports,  and  treadles ;  and  the  frame  combines. 

The  imith,  with  iron-fcrews,  and  plated  hoops, 

Confirms  the  ftrong  machine,  and  gives  the  bolt 

That  flrains  the  roll.    To  thefe  the  turnei's  lathe, 

And  graver's  knife,  the  hollow  fijuttle  add. 

"Various  profeilions  in  the  work  unite  : 

For  each  on  each  depends.     Thus  he  acquires 

The  curious  engine,  work  of  fubtle  Ikiil ; 

Howe'er,  in  vulgar  ufe  around  the  globe 

Frequent  obferv'd,  of  high  antiquity 

No  doubtful  mark  :  th'  adventurous  voyager, 

Tofs'd  over  ocean  to  remoteft  fhores. 

Hears  on  remoteft  flioie^  the  murmuring  loom  ; 

Sees  the  deep-furrowing  plough,    and  harrovv'd 

field. 
The  wheel-mov'd  waggon,  and  the  difcipline 
Of  ftrong-yok'd  fteers.    What  needful  art  is  nev/  ? 

Next,  the  induftrious  youth  employs  his  care 
To  ftore  foft  yarn ;  and  now  he  flrains  the  warp 
Along  the  garden-walk,  or  highway-fide. 
Smoothing  each  thread  ;  now  fits  it  to  the  loom, 
And  fits  before  the  work  :  from  hand  to  hand 
The  thready  Ihuttles  glides  along  the  lines, 
Which  open  to  the  woof,  and  (hut  altern  : 
And  ever  and  anon,  to  firm  the  work, 
Againft  the  web  is  driven  the  noify  frame. 
That  o'er  the  level  ruflies,  like  a  furge, 
Which,  often  dafliing  on  the  fandy  beach, 
Compafts  the  traveller's  road  :  from  hand  to  hand 
Again,  acrofs  the  lines  oft  opening,  glides 
The  thready  flmttle,  while  the  web  apace 
Encreafes,  as  the  light  of  eafiern  Ikies, 
Spread  by  the  rofy  fingers  of  the  morn  ; 
And  all  the  fair  expanfe  with  beauty  glows. 

Or,  if  the  broader  mantle  be  the  talk, 
He  choofes  fome  companion  to  his  toil. 
From  fide  to  fide,  with  amicable  aim. 
Each  to  the  other  darts  the  nimble  bolt, 
Whiie  friendly  converle,  prompted  by  the  work. 
Kindles  improvement  in  the  opening  mind. 

What  need  we  name  the  feverai  kinds  of  looms.' 
Thofe  delicate,  to  whofe  fair-colour'd  threads 
Hang  figur'd  weights,    whofe    various    numbers 

guide 
The  artift's  hand  :  he,  unfeen,  flowers,  and  trees. 
And  vales,  and  azure  hills,  unerring  works. 
Or  that,  whofe  numeroi;s  needles,  glittering  bright, 
Weave  the  warm  hofe  to  cover  tender  limbs:" 
Modern  invention  :  modern  is  the  want. 

Next,  from  the  flacken'd  beam  the  v/cof  un- 
roll'd. 
Near  fome  clear-fliding  river,  Aire  or  Stroud, 
Is  by  the  noify  fulling-mill  receiv'd  ; 
Where  tumbling  waters  turn  enormous  wheels, 
And  hammers,  rifing  and  defcending,  learn 
To  imitate  the  indultry  of  man. 

Oft  the  wet  web  is  fleep'd,  and  often  rais'd, 
Falt-dripping,  to  the  river's  grafly  bank  ;    i 
And  finewy  armsofmen.withfull-rtrain'ddrength, 
Wiing  out  the  latent  water:  then.uphung 
On  rugged  tentus,  to  the  fervid  fua 


Its  level  furface,  reeking,  it  cxpanJs  • 
Still  brightening  in  each  rigid  difcipl'ine, 
And  gathering  worth  ;  as  human  life,  in  pains, 
Conflicfls,  and  troubles.    Soon  the  clothier's  Ihears, 
And  burlcr's  thiftle,  Ikim  the  furface  fheen. 
The  round  of  work  goes  on,  from  day  to  day, 
Seafon  to  feafon.  So  the  hufbandman 
Purfues  his  cares;  his  plough  divides  the  glebe  ; 
The  feed  is  fown;  rough  rattle  o'er  the  clods 
The  harrow's  teeth  ;  quick  weeds  his  hoe  fubduesj 
The  fickle  labours,  and  the  flow  team  (trains  • 
Till  grateful  harvefl-home  rewards  his  toils. 

Th'  intjenious  artift,  iearn'd  in  drugs,  beftows 
The  laft  improvement ;  for  th'  unlabour'd  fleece 
Rare  is  permitted  to  imbibe  the  dye. 
In  penetrating  waves  of  boiling  vats 
The  fnowy  web  is  (teep'd,  with  grain  of  weld, 
Fuftic,  or  logwood,  mix'd,  or  cochineal, 
Or  the  dark  purple  pulp  of  Pi(fl:i(h  woad, 
Of  (tain  tenacious,  deep  as  fummer  fkies, 
Like  thofe  that  canopy  the  bowers  of  Stowe 
After  foft  rains,  when  birds  their  notes  attune, 
Ere  the  melodious  nightingale  begins. 

From  yon  broad  vafe  behold  the  faffron  woofs 
Beauteous  emerge  ;  from  thefe  the  azure  rife  ; 
This  glows  with  crimfon  ;  that  the  auburn  holds; 
Thefe  fliali  the  prince  with  purple  robes  adorn : 
And  thofe  the  warrior  mark,  and  thofe  the  prieft. 

Few  are  the  primal  colours  of  the  art ; 
Five  only  ;   black,  and  yellow,  blue,  brown,  red  ; 
Yet  hence  innumerable  hues  arife. 

That  (tain  alone  is  good,  which  bears  unchang'd 
Difl'olving  water's,  and  calcining  fun's. 
And  thieving  air's  attacks.    How  great  the  need, 
With  utmolt  caution  to  prepare  the  woof, 
To  feek  the  belt-adapted  dyes,  and  falts. 
And  purefl  gums  !  fince  your  whole  (kill  confifts 
In  opening  well  the  fibres  of  the  woof, 
For  the  reception  of  the  beauteous  dye. 
And  wedging  every  grain  in  every  pore. 
Firm  as  a  diamond  in  rich  sjold  enchas'd. 

But  what  the  powers,  which  lock  them  in  the 
web  ; 
Whether  incnifting  fait%  or  weight  of  air. 
Or  tountain-water's  cold  contradling  wave. 
Or  all  combin'd,  it  well  befits  to  know. 
Ah  :  wherefore  have  we  lolt  our  old  repute  .> 
/'.nd  who  inquires  the  caufe,  why  Gallia's  fons 
In  depth  and  brilliancy  of  hues  excel  ? 
Yet  yield  not  Britons  ;  grafp  in  every  art 
The  foremolt  name.  Let  others  tamely  view. 
On  crowded  Smyrna's  and  Byzantium's  (tand, 
The  haughty  Turkdefpife  their  profltr'd  bales. 

Now  fee,  o'er  vales,  and  peopled  mountain-tops, 
Th-     /elcome  traders,  gathering  every  web  ; 
Induftrious,  every  web  too  few.    Alas  I 
Surcefslefs  oft  their  induftry,  when  ceafe  , 

The  loom  and  (buttle  in  the  troubled  (treets; 
Their  motion  ftopt  by  wild  intemperance, 
Toil's  fcoflSng  foe,  who  lures  the  giddy  rout 
To  fcorn  their  taflt-work,  and  to  vagrant  life 
Turns  their  rude  (leps ;  while  mifery,  among 
The  cries  of  infants,  haunts  their  mouldering  huts, 

O  when,  through  every  province,  (hall  be  rais'd 
Houfes  of  labour,  feats  of  kind  conftraint, 
Fo.'  thofe.  who  now  delight  in  fruitlefs  fports, 
More  than  in  cheerful  works  of  virtuous  trade^ 
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Which  honeft  wealth  would  yield,  and  portion  due 
Of  public  welfare  ?  Ho,  ye  poor,  who  feek, 
Among  the  dwellings  of  the  diligent, 
For  fuftenance  tmearn'd  :  who  itroU  abroad 
From  houfe  to  houfe,  with  mifchievous  intent, 
Feigning  misfortune  :  Ho,  ye  lame,  ye  blind  ; 
Ye  languid  limbs,  with  real  want  opprels'd, 
"Who  tread  the   rough  highways,  and  mountains 

wild, 
Through  ftorms,  and  rains,  and  bitternefs  of  heart ; 
Ye  children  of  afHitflion,  be  compell'd 
To  happinefs  :  the  long-wifh'd  day-light  dawns. 
When  "charitable  rigour  Ihall  detain  [trade. 

Your   frep-bruis'd   feet.      Ev'n    now  the  fons  of 
Where'er  their  cultivated  hamlets  fmile, 
Eretft  the  manfion  *  :  here  foft  fleeces  fliine  ; 
The  card  awaits  you,  and  the  comb,  and  wheel : 
Here  fhroud  you  ncm  the  thunder  of  the  dorm  ; 
No  r-.iin  (hall  wet  your  pillow  :  here  abcaivls 
Pure  beverage  ;  here  your  viands  are  prcpar'd  ; 
To  heal  each  licknefs  the  phyfician  waits, 
And  pried  entreats  to  give  your  maker  praife. 

Behold,  in  Calder's  f  vale,  where  wide  around 
Unnumber'd  villas  creep  the  fhrubby  hills, 
A  fpacious  dome  for  this  fair  purpofe  rife. 
High  o'er  the  open  gates,  with  gracious  air, 
Eliza's  image  ftands.  By  gentle  Iteps 
Up-rais'd,  from  room  to  room  we  (lowly  walk, 
And  view  with  wonder,  and  with  filent  joy, 
The  fprightly  fcene  ;  where  many  a  bufy  hand, 
Where  ipoles,  cards,  wheels,  and  looms  with  mo- 
tion quick. 
And  ever-murmuring  found,  th'  unwonted  fenfe 
Wrap  in  furprife.    To  fee  them  all  employ 'd. 
All  blithe,  it  gives  the  fpreading  heart  delij^ht. 
As  neither  meats,  nor  drinks,  nor  aught  of  joy 
(lorporeal,  can  beltov/.    Nor  lefs  they  gain 
Virtue  than  wealth,  while,  on  their  ufeful  works 
From  day  to  day  intent,  in  their  full  minds 
Evil  no  place  can  find.   With  equal  fcale 
Some  deal  abroad  the  well-afforted  fleece; 
Thefe  card  the  fhort,  thofe  comb  the  longer  flake; 
Others  the  har(h  and  clotted  lock  receive, 
Yet  fever  and  refine  with  patient  toil. 
And  bring  to  proper  i^fe.  Flax  too,  and  hemp. 
Excite  their  diligence.  The  younger  hands 
Ply  at  the  eafy  work  of  winding  yarn 
On  fwiftly-circling  engines,  and  their  notes 
Warble  together,  as  a  choir  of  larks  ; 
Such  joy  anfes  in  the  mind  employ'd. 
Another  fcene  difplays  the  more  robuft, 
Rafping  or  grinding  tough  Brafilian  w  oods, 
And  what  Campeachy's  difputable  fliore 
Copious  affords  to  tinge  the  thirfty  web ; 
And  the  Caribbee  ifles,  whofe  dulcet  canes 
Equal  the  honeycomb.  We  next  are  (hown 
A  circular  machine  |,  of  new  defign, 
In  conic  (hape :  it  draws  and  fpins  a  thread 
Without  the  tedious  toil  of  needlefs  hands. 

*  This  alludes  to  the  luorkhoiifes  at  Briflol, 
Blnnhigharn,  iJc. 

f  A  ri-jer  in  Torkfiire,  nvhich  runs  belew  Ha- 
lifax, and  paffeshy  IVakejield. 

±  A  moji  cuTTQUs  machine,  invented  by  Mr. 
Paul.  It  is  at  prefent  co7ttrived  to  fpjn  cotton  ; 
(iti.  it  may  Le  rr.ads  tof^infne  carded  lOool. 


A.  wheel  invifible,  beneath  the  floor, 
To  every  member  of  th'  harmonious  frame 
Gives  neceflTary  motion.  One,  intent, 
O'erlooki  the  work  :  the  carded  wool,  he  fays. 
Is  fmoothly  lapp'd  around  thofe  cylinders. 
Which,  gently  turning,  yield  it  to  yon  cirque 
Of  upright  fpindles,  which,  with  rapid  whirl, 
Spin  out,  in  long  extent,  an  even  twine. 

From  this  delightful  manfion  (if  we  feek 
Still  more  to  view  the  gifts  which  honeft  toil 
Diftributes)  take  we  now  our  eaftward  courfe, 
To  the  rich  fields  of  Burftal.  Wide  around 
Hillock  and  valley,  farm  and  village,  fmile  z 
And  ruddy  roofs,  and  chimney-tops  appear. 
Of  bufy  Leeds,  up-wafting  to  the  clouds 
The  incenfe  of  thankfgiving  :  all  is  joy  ; 
And  trade  and  bulinel's  guide  the  living  fcene. 
Roll  the  full  cars,  adown  the  winding  Aire 
Load  the  (low-failing  barges,  pile  the  pack 
On  the  low  tinkhng  train  of  flow-pac'd  fteeds. 
As  when  a  funny  day  invites  abroad 
The  fedulous  ants,  they  iflue  from  their  cells 
In  bands  unnumber'd,  eager  for  their  work ; 
O'er  high,  o'er  low,  they  lift,  they  draw,  they 

hafte 
With  warm  affedion  to  each  other's  aid  ; 
Repeat  their  virtuous  efforts,  and  fucceed. 
Thus  all  is  here  in  motion,  all  is  life  : 
The  creaking  wain  brings  copious  (tore  of  corn  : 
The  grazier's  fleeky  kine  obftrudl  the  roads: 
The  neat-drefs'd  houfewives,  for  the  feftal  board 
Crown'd  with  full  bafkets,  in  the  field-way  paths 
Gome  tripping  on;  the  echoing  hills  repeat 
I'he  (troke  of  ax  and  hammer;  fcaffolds  rife, 
And  growing  edifices;  heaps  of  (lone. 
Beneath  the  chifTel,  beauteous  fhapes  afTume 
Of  frieze  and  column.    Some,  with  even  line. 
New  (Ireets  are  marking  in  the  neighbouring  fields. 
And  facred  domes  of  worrtiip.    Induftry, 
Which  dignifies  the  artiit,  lifts  the  fwain. 
And  the  ftraw  cottage  to  a  palace  turns. 
Over  the  work  prefides.    Such  was  the  fcene 
Of  hurrying  Carthage,  when  the  Trojan  chief 
Firft  view'd  her  growing  turrets.    So  appear 
Th'  increafing  walls  of  bufy  i\Tanchefler, 
Sheffield,  and  Birmingham,  whofe  reddening  fields 
Rife  and  enlarge  their  fuburbs.  Lo,  in  throngs. 
For  every  realm,  the  careful  fadlors  meet, 
Whifpering  each  other.    In  long  ranks  the  bales. 
Like  war's  bright  files,  beyond  the  fight  extend. 
Straight,  ere  the  founding  bell  the  fignal  llrikes. 
Which  ends  the  hour  of  traffic,  they  conclude  . 
The  fpeedy  compadt;  and,  well-pleas'd,  transfer, 
With  mutual  benefit,  fuperior  wealth 
To  many  a  kingdom's  rent,  or  tyrant's  hoard. 

Whate'er  is  excellent  in  art  proceeds 
From  labour  and  epdurance  :  deep  the  oak 
Muft  fink  in  ftubborn  earth  its  roots  obfcure. 
That  hopes  to  lift  its  branches  to  the  (kies  : 
Gold  cannot  gold  appear,  until  man's  toil 
Difclofes  wide  the  mountain's  hidden  ribs, 
And  digs  the  dulky  ore,  and  breaks  and  grinds 
Its  gritty  parts,  and  laves  in  limpid  ftreams, 
With  eft-repeated  toil,  and  oft  in  fire 
The  metal  purifies:  with  the  fatigue. 
And  tedious  procefsof  its  painful  works, 
The  lurty  ficken,  and  the  feeble  die. 


THE    WORKS     OF    DY£R. 


But  cheerful  are  the  labours  of  the  loom. 
By  health  and  eafe  accompanied  :  they  bring 
Superior  trcafures  fi>eedier  to  the  ftate, 
Than  thofe  of  deep  Peruvian  mines,  where  {lives 
(Wretched  requital)  drink,  with  trembling  hand, 
Pale  palfy's  baneful  cup.    Our  happy  fwains 
Behold  arifing,  in  their  fattening  fiocks, 
A  double  wealth;  more  rich  than  Belgium's  boaft, 
^^'ho  tends  the  culture  of  tlie  flaxen  reed  ; 
Or  the  Cathayan's,  whofe  ignoMer-care 
Nurfes  the  filk-worm  ;  or  of  India's  fans; 
Who  plant  the  cotton-grove  by  Ganges'  ftrpam. 
Nor  do  their  toils  and  produds  furnifli  more, 
Than  gauds  and  drefies,  of  fantaftic  v. eh, 
To  the  luxurious:   but  our  kinder  toils 
Give  clothing  to  neceflity;  keep  waiin 
Th'  unhappy  wanderer,  on  the  mountain  wild 
Benighted,  while  the  tempeft:  beats  around. 

No,  ye  foft  Ions  of  Ganges,  and  of  Ind, 
Ye  feebly  delicate,  hfe  little  needs 
Your  feminine  toys,  nor  aG:s  your  nervelefs  arm 
To  caft  the  Itrong-flung  fliutt.'e,  or  the  fpear. 
Can  ye  defend  your  country  from  the  ftorm 
Of  itrong  invafion?  Can  ye  want  endure, 
In  the  befieged  fort,  with  courage  firm  ? 
Can  ye  the  weather-beaten  veflcl  fceer, 
Climb  the  tall  mail,  dired:  tlie  fiubbor'n  helm. 
IMid  wild  difcordant  waves,  with  fteady  courfe  ? 
Can  ye  lead  out,  to  di!'ant  colonies, 
Th'  o'erfiowingsof  a  people,  or  your  wrong'd 
Brethren,  by  impious  perfecutiou  driven, 
And  arm  their  breafls  with  fortitude  to  try 
New  regions ;   climes,  though  barren,  yec  beyond 
The  baneful  power  of  tyrants  ?  Thcfs  are  deeds 
To  which  their  hardy  labours  well  prepare 
The  finewy  arm  of  Albion's  fons.     Furfue, 
Ye  fons  of  Albion,  with  a  yielding  heart. 
Your  hardy  laboins:  let  the  fouifding  loom 
Mix  with  the  melody  of  every  vale  ; 
The  loom,  that  long-renovvnM,  wide  envy'd  gift 
Of  wealthy  Flandria,  who  the  boon  received 
From  fair  Venetia  ;  Iha  from  Grecian  nymphs ; 
They  from  Phenice,  who  obtain'd  the  dole 
xrom  old  ^gyptus.     Thus  around  the  globe, 
The  golden-footed  fciences  their  path 
Mark,  like  the  fun,  enkiruliing  life  and  joy  ; 
And  follow'd  clofe  by  ignorance  and  pride, 
Lead  day  and  night  o'er  realms.     Our  day  arofe 
When  Alva's  tyranny  the  weaving  arts 
Drove  from  the  fertile  valleys  of  the  Sch'^Id. 
With  fpeedy  wing,  and  fcatter'd  courfe,  ihcy  ficd. 
Like  a  community  of  bees,  diftuib'd 
Py  fome  relentlefs  f-.vain's  rapacicushand  ; 
"While  good  Eliza,  to  the  fugitives 
Gave  gracious  welcome  j  as  wife  JELgypt  crft 
'i'o  troubled  Nilus,  whofe  nutricious  flood 
Vy'ith  annual  gratitude  enrich'd  her  meads. 
Then,  frdm  fair  Antwerp,  an  induftrious  train 
Crofj'J  the  fmooth  channel  of  our  fmiling  feas  j 
And  in  the  vales  of  Cantium,  on  the  banks 
OfStour  alighted,  and  the  naval  wave 
Of  fpacioas  Medway  :  fome  on  gentle  Yare, 
And  fertile  Waveney,  pitch'd  ;  and  made   their 

fiats 
Plcafaiit  Norvicum,  and  Colceftria's  towers  : 
Some  to  the  Darent  fped  their  happy  way  : 
ierghem,  and  Sluys,  and  elder  Uruges,  chofe 


Antona's  chalky  plains,  and  ftretch'd  their  tents 
Down  to  ClauftLtii-'n,  and  that  bay  fupine 
Beneath  the  fliade  of  Vecla's  Lllffy  ifle. 
Soon  o'er  the  hofpitable  realm  they  fpread. 
With  ches;  rcviv'd  ;  and  in  Sabrina's  flood, 
And  the  Silu  L.n  Tame,  their  textures  blanch'd  : 
Not  ULdeTghtcd  with  Vigornia's  fpires. 
Nor  thoie,  by  Vaga's  ftream,  from  rilins  rals'd 
Of  ancient  ArIconii;m  ;  nor  lefs  pipas'd 
With  Salop's  various  fcenes ;   and  that  foft  tracT: 
Of  Cambria,  deep-embay'd  Dimetian  land, 
By  green  hills  fenc'd,  by  ocean's  murmur  luU'd  ; 
Nurfe  of  the  ruftic  bard,  who  now  refounds 
The  fortunes  of  the  fleece  ;  whofe  ancellors 
Were  fugitives  from  fuperdition's  rage, 
And  eift,  from  Devon,  thither  brought  the  loom  ; 
Where  ivy'd  walls  of  old  Kidweliy's  towers, 
Nodding,  anion  their  gloomy  brov\s  projeiSl 
Lanca.aifl's  arms,  embofs'd  in  mouldering  ftone. 
Thus,  then,  on  Albion's  coaft,  the  exii'd  band. 
From  rich  iVIcnapian  towns,  and  the  green  banks 
Of  Scheld,  alighted  ;   and,  alighting,  fang 
Grateful  thankfgiving.     Yet,  at  times,  they  fliift 
Their  habitations,  when  the  hand  of  Pride, 
Rertraint,  or  fouthern  Luxury,  diflurbs 
Their  indudry,  and  urges  them  to  vales 
Of  the  Brigantes  ;  where,  with  happier  care 
Infpiritcd,  their  art  improves  the  fleece. 
Which  occupation  erft,  and  wealth  immenfe. 
Gave  Brabant's  fwarming  habitants,  what  time 
We  were  their  (liepherds  only  ;  from  which  ftate. 
With  friendly  arm,  they  rais'd  us:  nathlefs  fome  ■ 
Among  our  old  and  ftubborn  fwain,,  mifdeem'd. 
And  envy'd,  who  enrich'd  them;    envy'd  thofe, 
Whofe  virtues  taught  the  varletry  of  towns 
To  ufeful  toil  to  turn  the  pilfering  hand, 

_And  R'.'il,  wiien  bigotry's  black  clouds  arile, 
(i-or  oft  they  fudden  rife  in  papal  realn-iS), 
They,  from  their  ifle,  as  from  fome  ark  lecure, 
Carelefs,  unpitying,  view  the  fiery  bolls 
Of  fuperftition,  and  tyrannic  rage. 
And  all  the  fury  of  the  rolling  Itorra, 
Which  fierce  purfues  the  fufferers  in  their  flight. 
Shall  not  our  gates,  Oiall  not  Britannia's  arms, 
Spread  ever  oj;en  to  receive  their  flight  ? 
A  virtuous  peoj-.le,  by  diltrcRes  oft 
(Diftircflrcs  for  tiie  fake  of  truth  endur'd) 
Corrected,  dignify 'd  ;  creating  good 
V/here-cver  they  inhabit:   this,  our  ifle 
Has  oft  experienc'd ;  witnefs  all  ye  realms 
Of  either  hemlfphere,  where  commerce  Cows: 
Th'  important  truth  is  ftampt  on  every  bale; 
Each  glolfy  cloth,  and  drape  of  mantle  warm, 
Receives  th'  imprcffion  ;  every  airy  woo.^, 
Chcyney,  and  bayfc,  and  fcrge,  and  alepine. 
Tammy,  and  crape,  and  the  long  counilefs  lift 
Of  woollen  webs ;  and  every  woVk  of  fteel ; 
And  that  cryflialline  metal,  blown  or  fus'd, 
Limpid  as  water  dropping  from  the  clefts 
Of  molTy  marble  :  rot  to  name  the  aids 
Their  wit  has  given  the  fleece,  now  taught  to  link 
With  flax,  or  cotton,  or  the  filk-worm's  thread,     - 
And  gain  the  graces  of  variety : 
Whether  to  form  the  matron's  decent  robe. 
Or  the  thin-fliading  trail  for  Agra's  *  nymphs ; 

*  TherdHf  'woven  at  I\IancheJler,for  the  Eajl- 


iTKE    FLEECE. 


Slf 


Gr  folemn  curtains,  vvhofe  long  gloomy  folds 
Surrnuncl  the  foft  pavilionb  of  the  rich. 

They  too  the  many-colour''d  arras  taught 
To  rr.imic  nature,  and  the  airy  fliapes 
Ot  fportive  fancy  :  iuch  as  oft  appear 
In  old  Mofaic  pavemi.nts,  when  the  ploagh 
Up  turns  the  crumbling  glebe  of  VVeldon  field  ; 
Or  that,  o'erfliaded  crll  by  Wcodftock's  bower. 
Now  grac'd  by  Blenheim,  in  whofe  (lately  rooms 
Rife  glowing  tapefiries,  that  lure  the  eye 
With   Marlborough's  wars ;  here   Schellenbergh 

exults, 
Behind  furrounding  hills  of  ramparts  fteep. 
And  vales  of  trenches  dark;  each  hideous  pafs 
Armies  defend  ;  yet  on  the  hero  leads 
His  Britons,  like  a  torrent,  o'er  the  mounds. 
Another  fcene  is  Blenheim's  glorious  field. 
And  the  red  Danube.     Here,  the  refcued  ftates 
Crowding  beneath  his  fliield  :  there,  Rarr.iUies' 
Important  battle  :  next,  the  tenfold  chain 
Of  Arleux  burft,  and  th'  adamantine  gates 
Of  Gaul  flung  open  to  the  tyrant's  throne. 
A  fhade  obfcures  the  reft — \h,  then,  what  power 
Invidious  from  the  lifted  fickle  fnarch'd 
The  harveft  of  the  plain  ?  So  lively  glows 
The  fair  delufion,  that  our  palTions  rife 
In  the  beholding,  and  the  glories  Ihare 
Of  vifionary  battle.     This  bright  art 
Did  zealous  Europe  learn  of  Pagan  hands, 
While  (lie  elfay'd,  with  rage  of  h:ily  war. 
To  defolate  their  fields  ;  but  old  the  fkill  : 
Long  were  the  Phrygians'  pidluring  looms  re- 

nown'd  ; 
Tyre  alfo,  wealthy  feat  of  arts,  excell'd, 
And  eider  Sldon,  in  th'  hiftoric  web. 

Far-diilant  Tibet  in  her  gloomy  woods 
Rears  the  gay  tent,  of  blended  wool  unwoven, 
And  glutinous  materials  :  tlie  Chineie 
Their  porcelain,  Japan  its  varnilh  boalls. 
Some  fair  peculiar  graces  every  realm. 
And  each  from  each  a  ihare  of  wealth  acquires. 

But  chief  by  numbers  of  induftricus  h.inds 
A  nation's  wealth  is  counted  :   numbers  raife 
Warm  emulation  :  where  that  virtue  dwells, 
There  will  be  traflic's  feat ;  there  will  Ifie  build 
Her  rich  emporium.     Hence,  ye  happy  fwains. 
With  hofpitality  inflame  your  breaft. 
And  emulation  :  the  whole  world  receive. 
And  with  their  arts,  their  virtues,  deck  your  ifle, 
£ach  clime,  each  fea,  the  fpacious  orb  of  each. 
Shall  join  their  various  ftores,  and  amply  feed 
The  mighty  brotherhood  ;  while  ye  proceed. 
Active  and  enterprifing,  or  to  teach 
The  ftream  a  naval  courfe,  or  till  the  wild, 
t)r  drain  the  fen,  or  itretch  the  long  canal, 
Or  plough  the  fertile  billows  of  the  deep. 
Why  to  the  narrov/  circle  of  ourcoaft 
Should  we  fubmit  our  limits,  while  each  wind 
Afliftsthe  ftream  and  fail,  and  the  wide  main 
Woos  us  in  every  port .'  See  Belgium  build, 
Upon  the  foodful  brine,  her  envy'd  power  ; 
And,  half  her  people  floating  on  the  wave, 
Expand  her  fifliy  regions,     "I'hus  our  ifle, 

Indies,  a  'very  thin  Jli/ff,  of  thread  and  cotton  ; 
•which  is  cooler  than  the  mani/faaitres  of  that 
country  luhere  the  material  is  only  cotton. 


Thus  only  may  Britannia  be  enlarg'd— 
But  v\  hither,  by  the  vifions  of  the  theme 
Smlt  \v;th  fiiblime  delight,  but  whither  fl:rays 
The  raptur'd  mufe,  forgetful  of  her  tafli? 

No  common  pleafnre  warms  the  generous  mind. 
When  it  beholds  the  labours  of  the  loom  ; 
How  widely  round  the  globe  they  are  difpers'd. 
From  little  tenements  by  wood  or  croft, 
Thiuugh  many  a  flender  path,  how  fedulous, 
As  rills  to  rivers  broad,  they  fpeed  their  way 
To  public  roads,  to  Fofle,  or  VVatling-flreet, 
Or  Armine,  ancient  works  :  and  thence  explore 
Through  every  navigable  wave,  the  fea. 
That  laps  the  green  earth  round  :  through  Tyne 
and  Tees,  [Hull, 

Through  Wcare,  and  Lune,  and  merchandizinp- 
And  Svvale,  and  Aire,  whofe  cryftal  waves  refledt 
The  various  colours  of  the  tindlur'd  web  ; 
Through  Fven,  fwift  rolling  down  his  rocky  dale. 
Like  giddy  youth  impetuous,  then  at  Wick 
Curbing  his  train,  and,  with  the  fober  pace 
Of  cautious  Eld,  meandering  to  the  deep  ; 
Through  Dart,' and  fullen  Ese,  whofe  murmuring 

wave 
Envies  the  Dune  and  Rother,  who  have  won 
i'heferge  and  kerlie  to  their  blanching  ftreams; 
Through  Towy,  winding  under  Merlin's  towers, 
A-iid  Ufc,  that  frequent,  among  hoary  rocks. 
On  her  deep  waters  paints  t'n'  impending  fcene. 
Wild  torrents,  craggs,  and  woods,  and  mountain 

fnows. 
The  northern  Cambrians,  an  induftrious  tribe, 
Carry  their  labours  on  pigmean  Heeds, 
Of  fize  eiceeding  not  Leiceftrian  Ibeep, 
Yet  ftrong  and  fprightly  :  over  hill  and  dale 
They  travel  unfutigued,  and  lay  their  bales 
In  Salop's  (Ireets,  b-sneath  whofe  lofty  walls 
Pearly  Sabrina  waits  them  with  her  barks. 
And  fpreads  the  fwelllng  flieet.    For  no-where  far 
From  tome  tranfparent  river's  naval  courfe 
Arife,  and  fall,  our  various  hills  and  vales, 
No-wliere  far  dillant  from  the  mailed  wharf. 
We  need  not  vex  the  flrong  laborious  hand 
With  toil  enormous,  as  th'  Egyptian  king. 
Who  join'd  the  fable  waters  of  the  Nile, 
From  Memphis'  towers,  to  th'  Erythraean  gulf : 
Or  as  the  monarch  of  enfeebled  Gaul, 
Whofe  will  imperious  forc'd  an  hundred  fireams, 
Through  many  a  forefl:,  many  a  fpacious  wild, 
To  Itretch  their  franty  trains  from  fea  to  fea. 
That  fome  unprofitable  flviff  might  float 
Acrofsirriguous  dales,  and  hoUow'd  rocks. 

Far  ealicr  pains  may  fvvell  our  gentler  floods. 
And  through  the  centre  of  the  ifle  conducft 
To  naval  union.     Trent  and  Severn's  wave. 
By  plains  alone  difparted,  woo  to  join 
Majeftic  Thamis.     With  their  lilver  urns 
The  nimble-footed  Naiads  of  the  fprings 
Await,  upon  the  dewy  lawn,  to  fpeed 
And  celebrate  the  union  ;  and  the  light 
Wood-nym.phs;    and   thofe,  who   o'er   the  grots 

prefidc, 
Whofe  ftores  bituminous,  with  fparkling  fires. 
In  fiunmer's  tedious  abfence,  cheer  the  fwains. 
Long  fitting  at  the  loom  ;   and  thofe  befides. 
Who  crown,  with  yellow  fl»eaves,  the  farmer's 
hopes,. 
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And  all  the  genii  of  commercial  toil : 
Thefe  on  the  dewy  lawns  await,  to  fpeed 
And  celebrate  the  uniun,  that  the  fleece, 
And  gloffy  ^veb,  to  every  port  around 
May  lightly  glide  along.     Ev'n  now  behold, 
Adown  a  thoufand  floods,  the  burden'd  barks. 
With  white  fails  gliftening,  through  the   gloomy 

woods 
Hafte  to  their  harbours.     See  the  filver  maze 
O/ftately  Thamis,  ever  chequer'd  o'er 
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With  deeply-laden  barges,  gliding  fmooth 
And  conftant  as  his  ftream  :  in  growing  pomp, 
By  Neptune  ftill  attended,  flow  he  rolls 
To  great  Augufta's  mart,  wliere  lofty  trade, 
Amid  a  thoufand  golden  fpires  enthron'd, 
Gives  audience  to  the  world  :  the  ftrand  around 
Clofe  fwarms  with  bufy  crowds  of  many  a  realm. 
What  bales,  what  wealth,  what  induftry,  what 

fleets  I 
Lo,  from  the  fimple  fleece  how  much  proceeds. 
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ARGUMENT. 

Our  raaTiufa(ftures  exported.  Voyage  through  the  Channel,  and  by  the  coafl  of  Spain.  View  of  the 
Mediterranean.  Decay  of  our  Turkey-trade.  Addrefs  to  the  factors  there.  Voyage  through  the 
Baltic.  The  mart  oi  Peterfburgh.  The  ancient  channels  of  commerce  to  the  Indies.  The  modern 
courfe  thither.  Shores  of  Afric.  Refledlions  on  the  flave  trade.  The  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  and  the 
eaftern  coaft  of  Africa.  Trade  to  Perfia  and  Indoftan  precarious,  through  tyranny  and  frequent  in- 
furreiflions.  Difputes  between  the  French  and  EngliOi,  on  the  coaft  of  Coromandel,  cenfured. 
A  profpecfl  of  the  Spice -ifiands,  and  of  China.  Traffic  at  Canton-  Our  woollen  mannfadlures 
known  at  Pekin,  by  the  caravans  from  Ruflia.  Dcfcription  of  that  journey.  Tranfition  to  the 
weftern  hemifphere.  Voyage  of  Raleigh.  The  ftate  and  advantages  of  our  North  American  colo- 
nies. Severe  winters  in  thole  climates  :  hence  the  paflage  through  Hudfon's-Bay  impracfticable. 
Inquiries  for  an  eafier  pafTage  into  the  Pacific  ocean.  View  of  the  coads  of  South  America,  and  of 
thofe  tempeftuous  feas.  Lord  Anfon's  expedition,  and  fuccefs  againft  the  Spaniards.  The  naval 
power  of  Britain  confiftent  with  the  welfare  of  all  nations.  View  of  our  probable  improvements  in 
traflic,  and  the  diftribution  of  our  woollen  manufadlures  over  the  whole  globe. 


Now,  with  our  woolly  treafures  amply  ftor'd, 
Glide  the  tall  fleets  into  the  widening  main, 
A  floating  foreft  :  every  fail,  unfurl'd. 
Swells  to  the  wind,  and  gilds  the  azure  Iky. 
Meantime,  in  pleafmg  care,  the  pilot  (leers 
Steady ;  with  eye  intent  upon  the  fteel. 
Steady,  before  the  breeze,  the  pilot  fteers : 
Wiiile  gaily  o'er  the  waves  the  mountain  prows 
Dance,  like  a  fhoal  of  dolpliins,  and  begin 
To  (Ireak  with  various  paths  the  hoary  deep. 
Batavia's  fhallow  founds  by  fome  are  fought, 
Or  fandy  Elb  or  Wefer,  who  receive 
The  fwain's  and  peafant's  toil  with  grateful  hand, 
Which  copious  gives  return  ;  while  fome  e.Kplore 
Deep  Finnic  gulfs,  and  a  new  fliore  and  mart, 
The  bold  creation  of  that  Kefar's  power, 
Illuftrious  Peter,  whofe  magnific  toils 
Repair  the  diftant  Cafpian,  and  reftore 
To  trade  its  ancient  ports.     Some  Thanet's  ftrand, 
And  Dover's  chalky  cliff,  behind  them  turn. 
Soon  finks  away  the  green  and  level  beach 
Of  Rumney  marifh  and  Rye's  filent  port. 
By  angry  Neptune  clos'd,  and  Vedla's  ifle, 
Like  the  pale  moon  in  vapour,  faintly  bright. 
An  hundred  opening  marts  are  feen,  are  loft  ; 
Devonia's  hills  retiie,  and  Edgecomb  mount, 
Waving  its  gloomy  groves,  delicious  fcene. 
Yet  fteady  o'er  the  waves  they  fteer ;  and  now 
The  fludluating  world  of  waters  wide. 
In  boundl.-fs  magnitude,  around  them  fwells; 
O'er  whofe  imaginary  brim,  nor  towns. 
Nor  woods,  nor  mountain  tops,  nor  aught  appears, 
But  Phoebus'  orb,  refudgent  lamp  of  light, 


Millions  of  leagues  aloft :  heaven's  azure  vault 
Bends  over-head,  majeftic,  to  its  bafe. 
Uninterrupted  clear  circumference ; 
Till,  rifmg  o'er  the  flickering  waves,  the  cape 
Of  Finifterre,  a  cloudy  fpot,  appears. 
Again,  and  oft,  th'  adventurous  fails  difperfe ; 
Thefe  to  Iberia  ;  others  to  the  coaft 
Of  Lufitania,  th'  ancient  Tharfis  deem'd 
Of  Solomon  ;  fair  regions,  with  the  webs 
Of  Norwich  pleas'd,  or  thofe  of  Manchefter ; 
Light  airy  clothing  for  their  vacant  fwains, 
And  vifionary  monks.     We,  in  return, 
Receive  Cantabrian  fteel,  and  fleeces  ibft, 
Segovian  or  Caftilian,  far  renown'd  ; 
And  gold's  attradlive  metal,  pledge  of  wealth, 
Spur  of  adtivity,  to  good  or  ill 
Powerful  incentive  :  or  Hefperian  fruits, 
Fruits  of  fpontaneous  growth,  the  citron  bright, 
The  fig,  and  orange,  and  heart-cheering  wine. 
Thofe  fliips,  from  ocean  broad,  which  voyage 
through 
The  gates  of  flercules  *,  find  many  feas. 
And  bays  unnumber'd,  opening  to  their  keels; 
But  Ihures  inhofpitable  oft,  to  fraud 
And  rapine  turn'd,  or  dreary  tradts  become 
Uf  defolation.     The  proud  Koman  coafts, 
Fall'n,  like  the  Punic,  to  the  dalhing  wavds 
Refign  their  ruins  :  Tiber's  boafted  flood. 
Whole  pompous  moles  o'crlook'd  the  lubjedt  deepj 
Now  creeps  along,  through  brakes  and  yellow  duft, 
While  Neptune  fcarce  perceives  its  murmuring  rill  J 

•  Thejlrdghts  of  Gibraltar, 
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Such  are  th'  efle(5ls,  when  virtue  flacks  her  hand; 
Wild  nature  back  returns :  along  thefe  fliores 
Negledled  trade  with  difficulty  toils, 
Colledting  flenderftores,  the  iim-dry'd  grape, 
Or  capers  from  the  rock,  that  prompt  the  tafte 
Of  luxury.     Ev'n  Egypt's  fertile  flrand, 
Bereft  of  human  difcipline,  has  loft 
Its  ancient  luftre  :  Alexandria's  port, 
Once  the  metropolis  of  trade,  as  Tyre, 
And  elder  Sidon,  as  the  Attic  town, 
Beautiful  Athens,  as  rich  Corinth,  Rhodes, 
TJnhonour'd  droops.     Of  all  the  numerous  marts. 
That  in  thofe  glittering  feas  with  fplendor  rofe, 
Only  Byzantium,  of  peculiar  fite. 
Remains  in  profperous  flate ;  and  Tripolis, 
And  Smyrna,  facred  ever  to  the  mufe. 

To  thefe  refort  the  delegates  of  trade, 
Social  in  life,  a  virtuous  brotherhood  ; 
And  bales  of  fofteft  wool  from  Bradford  looms, 
Or  Stroud,  difpenfe  ;  yet  fee,  with  vain  regret. 
Their  ftores,  once  highly  priz'd,  no  longer  now 
Or  fought,  or  valued:   copious  webs  arrive, 
Smooth-wov'n  of  other  than  Britannia's  flec«c. 
On  the  thrcng'd  flrand  alluring  ;  the  great  ficill 
Of  Gaul,  and  greater  induilry,  prevails  ; 
That  proud  imperious  foe.     Yet,  ah —  'tis  not- 
Wrong  not  the  Gaul ;  it  is  the  foe  within. 
Impairs  our  ancient  marts :  it  is  the  bribe  ;' 
'Tis  he,  who  pours  into  the  i!iops  of  trade 
That  impic'ji,  poifon  :  it  is  he,  who  gains 
The  facred  feat  of  p:irl;ament,  by  means 
That  vitiate  and  emafcuiate  the  mind; 
By  floth,  by  lewd  intemperance,  and  a  fcene 
Of  riot,  worfe  than  that  which  ruin'd  Rome. 
This,  this  the  Tartar,  and  remote  Chinefe, 
And  all  the  brotherhood  of  life,  bewail. 

Meantime  (while  thofe,  who  dcire  be  iuft  op- 
The  various  powers  of  many-headed  vice)      [pofe 
Ye  delegates  of  trade,  by  patience  rife 
O'er  difficulties  :   in  this  fukry  clime 
Note  what  is  found  of  ufe  ;  the  flix  of  goat, 
Red-wooI»  and  balm,  and  caufee's  berry  brown. 
Or  dropping  gum,  or  opium,  s  lenient  drug; 
Unnumber'd  arts  await  them  :   trifles  oft, 
By  Ikilful  labour,  rife  to  high  efleem. 
Nor  what  the  peafant,  near  fome  lucid  wave, 
Padiolus,  Simois,  or  Mfeander  flow, 
Renown'd  in  ftory,  with  his  plough  up-turns, 
Negkdl: ;  th*;  hoary  medal,  and  the  vafe, 
Statue,  and  buft,  of  old  magnificence 
Beautiful  reliques:   oh,  could  modern  time 
Re^ore  the  mimic  art,  and  the  clear  mien 
Of  patriot  fages,  Waliinghams  and  Yorkes, 
And  Cecils,  in  long-lafting  ftona  preferve  ! 
Ptit  mimic  art  and  nature  are  im.pair'd — 
Impair'd  they  feem — or  in  a  varied  drefs 
Delude  our  eyes  ;   the  world  in  change  delights ; 
Change  then  your  fearches,  with  the  varied  modes 
And  wants  of  realms.     Sabean  frankincenfe 
Rare  is  colledec'  now  :  few  altars  fmoke 
Now  in  the  idol  fane  :   Panchaiah  views 
Trade's  bufy  fleets  regardlefs  pafs  her  coaft  : 
Nor  frequent  are  the  freights  of  fnow-white  woofs, 
Since  Rome,  no  more  the  miflrefs  of  the  world, 
V-nries  her  garb,  and  treads  her  darken 'd  ftreets 
With  gloomy  coul,  majeftical  no  more. 
See  the  dark  fpirit  of  tyrannic  power. 

The  Thraeiao  ciiaanelj  long  ^J^g  f  Qg^  of  trad? 


To  the  deep  Euxine  and  its  naval  ftreams, 
And  the  Mocotis,  now  is  barr'd  with  chauis. 
And  forts  of  hoftile  battlement ;  in  aught 
That  joys  mankind  the  arbitrary  Turk 
Delights  not :  infolent  of  rule,  he  fpreads 
Thraldom  and  defolation  o'er  his  realms. 

Another  path  to  Scythia's  wide  domains 
Commerce  difcovers  :   the  Livonian  gulf 
Receives  her  fails,  and  leads  them  to  the  port 
Of  rifmg  Peterfburgh,  whofe  fplendid  ftreets 
Swell  with  the  webs  of  Eeeds  ;  the  Coffac  there, 
Tho  Calmuc,  and  MungaUan,  round  the  bales 
In  crowds  refort,  and  their  warm'd  hmbs  enfold. 
Delighted ;  and  the  hardy  Samoid, 
Rough  with  the  flings  of  froft,  from  his  dark  caves 
Afcends,  and  thither  haftes,  ere  winter's  rao-e 
O'ertake  his  homeward  ftep  ;  and  they  that  dwell 
Alon^  the  banks  of  Don's  and  Volga's  ftreams ; 
And  borderers  of  the  Cafpian,  who  renew 
That  ancient  path  to  India's  climes,  which  fiU'd 
With  proudeft  affluence  the  Colchian  flate. 

Many  have  been  the  ways  to  thofe  renown'd 
Luxuriant  climes  of  Indus,  early  known 
To  Memphis  ;  to  the  port  of  wealthy  Tyre  ; 
To  Tadmor,  beauty  of  the  wildernefs. 
Who  down  the  long  Euphrates  fent  her  fails; 
And  facred  Salem,  when  her  numerous  fleets, 
From  Ezion-geber,  pafs'd  th'  Arabian  gulf. 

But  later  times,  more  fortunate,  have  found. 
O'er  ocean's  open  wave,  a  furer  courfe. 
Sailing  the  weftern  coaft  of  Afric's  realms. 
Of  Mauritania,  and  Nlgrrtian  tracfls, 
And  iflands  of  the  Gorgades,  the  bounds. 
On  the  Atlantic  brine,  of  ancient  trade  ; 
But  not  of  modern,  by  the  virtue  led 
Of  Gama  and  Columbus.     The  whole  globe 
Is  now,  of  commerce,  made  the  fcene  immcnfe. 
Which  daring  iliips  frequent,  allbciated. 
Like  doves,  or  fwallows,  in  th'  ethereal  flood. 
Or,  like  the  eagle,  Iblitary  feen. 

Some,  with  more  open  courfe,  to  Indus  fleer ; 
Some  coaft  from  port  to  port,  with  various  men 
And  manners  converfant ;  of  th'  angry  furge,  '* 
7'hat  thunders  loud,  and  fpreads  the  cliffs  with 
Regardlefs,  or  the  monfters  of  the  deep,      [foam, 
Porpoife,  or  grampus,  or  the  ravenous  Ihark, 
That  chafe  their  keels;  or  threatening  rock,  o'er- 

head. 
Of  Atlas  old  ;  beneath  the  threatening  rocks, 
Recklefs,  fliey  furl  their  fails,  and  bartering,  take 
Soft  flakes  of  w^ool ;  for  in  foft  flakes  of  w^ool, 
Like  the  Silurian,  Atlas'  dales  abound. 

The  fhorcs  of  Sus  inhofpitale  rife. 
And  high  Bojador  ;   Zara  too  difplays 
Unfruitful  deferts ;  Gambia's  wave  inifles 
An  ouzy  coall;,  and  peflilential  ills 
Diffufes  wide ;  behind  are  burning  fands, 
Adverfe  to  life,  and  Nilus'  hidden  fount. 

On  Guinea's  fultry  fand,  the  drapery  light 
Of  Mancheiler  or  Norwich  is  beftow'd 
For  clear  tranfparent  gums,  and  duftile  wax. 
And  fnow-white  ivory  ;  yet  the  valued  trade. 
Along  this  barbarous  coaft,  in  telling,  wounds 
The  generous  heart,  the  fale  of  wretched  flaves  • 
Slaves,  by  their   tribes  condemn'd,    exchanging 
For  life-long  fervitude  ;  fevere  exchange  !    [death 
Thefe  till  our  fertile  colonies,  which  yiei.i 
The  fugar-gaiiej  a:id  ihc  tobacco-leaf, 
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And  various  new  produdions,  that  invite 
Increafmg  navies  to  their  crowded  wharfs. 

But   let   the   man,    whofe  rough  tempeftuous 
In  this  adventurous  traffic  are  involv'd,         [hours 
■y/ith  jull  humanity  of  heart  purfue 
The  gainful  commerce  :  wiclrednefs  is  blind : 
Their  fable  chieftains  may  in  future  times 
Burft;  their  frail  bonds,  and  vengeance  execute 
On  cru-.l  unrelenting  pride  of  heart 
^nd  avarice.    There  are  ills  to  come  for  crimes. 

Hot  Guinea  too  gives  yellow  duft  of  gold, 
Which,  with  her  rivers,  rolls  adown  the  fides 
Of  unknown  hills,  where  fiery-winged  winds, 
And  fandy  deferts,  roiis'd  by  hidden  florins, 
All  fearch  forbid :  howe'er,  on  either  hand, 
Vallies  and  pleafant  plains,  and  many  a  tradl 
Decm'd  uninhabitable  erfl,  are  found 
Fertile  and  populous :  their  fable  tribes, 
In  fhade  of  verdant  groves,  and  mountains  tall. 
Frequent  enjoy  the  cool  defcent  of  rain, 
And  foft  refrefhing  breezes :  nor  are  lakes 
Here  v,-anting;  thofe  a  fea-wide  furface  fpread, 
Which  to  the  diflant  Nile  and  Senegal 
Send  long  meanders  :  whate'er  lies  beyond. 
Of  rich  or  barren,  ignorance  o'ercafts 
With  her  dark  mantle.     Mon'motapa's  coaft 
Ts  feldom.  vilited  ;  and  the  rough  fhcre 
Of  CafFres,  land  of  favage  Hottentots, 
Whofe  hands  unnatural  haften  to  the  grave 
Their  aged  parents:  what  barbaiity 
And  brutal  ignorance,  v.  here  focial  trade 
Is  held  contcinptible  !  Yc  gliding  fails, 
From  thi:fe  inhofpitable  gloomy  fhores 
Indignant  turn,  and  to  the  friendly  Cape, 
Which  gives  the  cheerful  mariner  good  hope 
Of  profperous  voyage,  fleer :  reioice  to  view, 
What  trade,  with  Belgian  indullry,  creates, 
Prcfpecls  of  civil  life,  fair  towns,  and  lawns. 
And  yel!ov^•  tilth,  a".d  groves  of  various  fruits, 
I)ele<5lable  in  huf'c  or  gloffy  rind  : 
There"  the  capacious  vaie  from  cryfla!  fprings 
Replenish,  and  convenient  flore  provide, 
Like  ants,  intelligent  of  future  need. 
.    See,  through  the  fragrance  of  delicious  airs, 
That   breathe   the   fmell   of  balms,   how  trafBc 

fh3:pes 
A  v/inding  voyage,  by  the  lotty  coafl 
Of  Sol.'.la,  thought  Ophir;  in  whole  hills 
Ev'iv  yet  feme  portion  of  its  ancient  wealth 
ilcmains  and  fparkles  in  the  yellow  i\\r.d 
Of  its  clear  flreams,  though  unregarded  now ; 
Ophirs  more  rich  are  found.     With  cafy  courfe 
The  vefTcis  glide ;  unlefs  their  fpe;d  be  tlop'd 
By  dead  calms,  that  oft  lie  on  thofe  fmooth  feas 
"While  every  zephyr  fleeps :  then  the  fhrouds  drop ; 
The  downy  feather,  on  the  cordage  hung. 
Moves  not ;  the  flat  fea  fhines  like  yellow  gold, 
Fus'd  in  the  fire;  or  like  the  marble  floor 
Of  fom^  old  temple  wide.     But  where  fo  wide. 
In  old  or  later  time,  its  marble  floor 
Did  ever  temple  boafl  as  this,  which  here 
ijpreads  its  bright  level  many  a  league  around  ? 
At  folemn  diflances  its  pillars  rife, 
•Sofal's  blue  rocks,  Mozambic's  palmy  fleeps, 
And  lof'.y  Madagafcar's  glittering  fliores. 
Where  various  woods  of  beauteous  vein  and  hue, 
And  glofTy  fhells  in  elegance  of  form, 
?or  Pond's  rich  cabinet,  or  Sloan's,  arc  found. 


Such  calm  oft  checks  their  courfe,  till  this  bright 
Is  brufli'd  av/ay  before  the  rifing  breeze,       [fcene 
Tliat  joys  the  bufy  crew,  and  fpeeds  again 
The  fail  fuU-fwelling  to  Socotra's  ifle. 
For  alois  fam'd  ;  or  to  the  wealthy  marts 
Of  Ormus  or  Gombroon,  whofe  flreets  are  oft 
With  caravans  and  tawny  merchants  throng'd, 
From  neighbouring  provinces  and  realms  afar; 
And  tiil'd  with  plenty,  though  dry  fandy  wafles  . 
Spread  naked  round ;  fo  great  the  power  of  trade. 

Perfia  few  ports ;  more  liappy  Indoflan 
Beholds  Surat  and  Goa  on  her  coafls. 
And  Bombay's  wealthy  ifle,  and  harbour  fam'd, 
SupiiK;  beneath  the  fhade  of  cocoa  groves. 
But  what  avails,  or  many  ports  or  few  ? 
Where  wild  ambition  frequent  from  his  lair  • 
Starts  up  ;  while  fell  revenge  and  famine  lead 
To  hiivoc,  recklefs  of  the  tyrant's  whip. 
Which  clanks  along  the  vallies:  oft  in  vain 
The  merchant  fceks  upon  the  flrand,  whom  erfl, 
AfTociatedby  trade,  he  deck'd  and  cloth'd; 
In  vain,  whom  rage  or  famine  has  devour'd, 
He  feeks;  and  with  increas'd  afifedion  thinks 
On  Britain.     Still  hDv,-e'er  Bombaya's  wharfs 
Pile  up  blue  indigo,  and,  of  frequent  ufe. 
Pungent  faltpctre,  woods  of  purple  grain. 
And  many-cclour'd  fans  from  leaf  and  flov.'er. 
And   various   gums;    the   clothier   knows   their 

wcith ; 
And  wool  refembling  cotton,  fhorn  from  trees, 
Not  to  the  fleece  unfriendly  ;  whether  mixt 
In  warp  or  v/^oof,  or  with  the  line  of  flax. 
Or  fofcer  filk's  material:  though  its  aid 
To  vulgar  eyes  appears  not ;  let  ncne  deem 
The  fleece,  in  any  trafEc,  unconccrn'd ; 
By  every  traffic  aided ;  while  each  work 
Of  art  yields  wealth  to  exercife  the  loom, 
And  every  loom  employs  each  hand  of  art. 
Nor  is  there  wheel  in  the  machine  of  trade. 
Which  I.e';ds,  or  Cairo,  IJma,  or  Bombay, 
Kelps  not,  with  harmony,  to  turn  aro:ind, 
Thoiigh  all,  unconfcious  of  the  itnion,  adl. 

Few  the  peculiars  of  Canara's  realm. 
Or  fultry  ?vlalabar  ;  where  it  behoves 
The  v.'ary  pilot,  while  he  coafls  the  fhores, 
To  mark  o'er  ocean  the  thick  rifing  ifles ; 
Woody  Chaetta,  Birter  rough  with  rocks; 
Green-rifing  Earmur,  iMincoy's  purple  hills; 
And  the  minute  i^'IalJivia's,  as  a  fwarm 
Of  bees  in  fummer,  on  a  poplar's  trunk, 
Cluflering  innumerable  ;  thefe  behind 
His  flern  receding,  o'er  the  clouds  he  views 
C-ylon's  gray  peaks,  from  whofe  volcanos  rife 
Dark  fmoke  and  ruddy  flame,  and  glaring  rocks 
Daring  in  air  aloft ;  around  whofe  feet 
Blue  clifi's  afcend,  and  aromatic  groves, 
In  various  profj)e(5l ;  Ceylon  alfo  deem'd 
The  ancient  Ophir.     Next  B.ngala's  b.w, 
On  the  vafl  globe  the  deepefl,  while  the  prow 
Turns  northward  to  the  rich  difputed  flrand 
Of  Cor'mandel,  where  tralEc  grieves  to  fee 
Difcord  and  avarice  invade  her  realms. 
Portending  ruinous  war,  and  cries  aloud. 
Peace,  peace,  ye  blinded  Britons,  and  ye  Gauls; 
Nation  to  nation  is  a  light,  a  fire, 
Enkindling  virtue,  fcienccs,  and  arts  : 
But  cries  aloud  in  vain.     Yet  wife  d.  fence, 
Ag?.ijift  Raibition's  Avids-dellroying  pridcj 
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Mi'-drafs  erefted,  and  Saint  David's  fort, 
And  thofe  which  rife  on  Ganges'  twenty  dreams, 
Gmxding  the  woven  fleece,  Calcutta's  tower, 
And  Maldo's  and  Patana's:  from  their  holds 
The  fhining  bales  our  fadors  deal  abroad. 
And  fee  the  country's  produdls,  in  exchange, 
Before  them  heap'd:  cotton's  tranfparent  webs, 
Aloes,  and  cafiia,  falutiferous  drugs, 
Alum,  and  lacque,  and  clouded  tortoifefliell. 
And  brilliant  diamonds,  to  decorate 
Britannia's  blooming  nyhiphs.     For  thefe,  o'er  all 
The  kingdoms  round,  our  draperies  ar.  difpers'd. 
O'er  Bukor,  Cabul,  and  the  Badlrian  vales, 
iVnd  Caffimere,  and  Atoc,  on  the  ftream 
Of  old  Hydaipcs,  Poriis'  hardy  realm; 
And  late  difcover'd  Tibet,  where  the  fleece, 
By  art  peculiar,  is  comprefs'd  and  wrought 
To  threadlefs  drapery,  which,  in  conic  i'oinis, 
Of  various  hues,  their  gaudy  roofs  adorns. 

The  keels  which  voyage   through  Molucca's 
Amid  a  cloud  of  fpicy  odours  fail,  [limits. 

From  Java  and  Sumatra  breath'd,  whofe  woods 
Yield  fiery  pepper  that  deflroys  the  moth 
In  woolly,  veflures  :  Ternate  and  Tidore 
Give  to  the  feftal  board  the  fragrant  clovS 
And  nutmeg,  to  thofe  narrow  bounds  confin'd ; 
While  gracious  nature,  with  unfparing  hand, 
The  needs  of  life  o'er  every  region  pours. 

Near  thofe  delicioiis  ifies  the  beauteous  coaft 
Of  China  rears,  its  fummits.     Know  ye  not, 
Ye  fons  of  trade,  that  ever-fiowery  ftiore, 
Thofe  azure  hills,  thofe  woods  and  nodding  rocks? 
Compare  them  with  the  pidtures  of  your  chart; 
Alike  the  woods  and  nodding  rocks  o'erhang. 
Now  the  tall  gloflTy  towers  of  porcelane. 
And  pillaf'd  pagods  fliine  ;  rejoic'd  they  fee 
The  port  of  Canton  opening  to  their  prows. 
And  in  the  winding  of  the  river  moor. 

Upon  the  ftrand  they  heap  their  gloffy  bales. 
And  works  of  Birmingham  in  brafs  or  lieel. 
And  flint,   and   ponderous  lead  from  deep  cells 
Fit  ballaft  in  the  fury  of  the  florm,  [rais'd. 

That  tears  the  furouds,  and  bends  the  flubborn 
Thefe,  for  the  artills  of  the  fleece,  procure    [maft  : 
Various  materials;  and,  for  affluent  life. 
The  flavour'd  thea  and  gloffy  painted  vafe ; 
Things  elegant,  ill-titled  luxuries. 
In  ternperance  us'd,  delegable  and  good. 
They  too  from  hence  receive  the  ftrongeft  thread 
Of  the  green  filkworm.     Various  is  the  wealth 
Of  that  renown'd  and  ancient  land,  fecure 
In   conftant  peace   and    commerce;  till'd   to  th' 
Of  rich  fertility  ;  where,  thick  as  ilars,      [height 
Bright  habitations  glitter  on  each  hill. 
And  rock,  and  fhady  dale  ;  ev'n  on  the  waves 
Of  copious  rivers,  lakes,  and  bordering  feas. 
Rife  floating  villages;  no  wonder;  when. 
In  every  province,  firm  and  level  roads. 
And  long  canals,  and  navigable  flreams. 
Ever,  with  eafe,  condudl;  the  works  of  toil 
To  lure  and  fpeedy  markets,  through  the  length 
Of  many  a  crowd.'d  region,  many  a  clime. 
To  the  impe;  lal  towers  of  Cambdiu, 
JJow  Pckin,  vrhere  the  fleece  is  not  unknown  ; 
Since  Calder's  woofs,  and  thofe  of  Exe  and  Frome, 
And  Yare,  and  Avon  flow,  and  rapJ  Trent, 
Thither  by  Ruflic  caravans  are  brought,        [wild. 
Through  Scythia's  numerous  regions,  walle  and 
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Journey  immenfe  !  which,  to  th'  attentive  ear. 
The  mufe,  in  faithful  notes,  fhall  brief  defcribe. 

From  th€  proud  mart  of  Peterfljurg,  ere-while 
The  watery  feat  of  defolation  wide, 
Ifl'ue  thefe  trading  caravans,  and  urge,         [road ; 
Through  dazzling  fnows,  their  dreary  tracklefs 
By  compafs  fleering  oft,  from  week  to  week. 
From  mont.h  to  month ;  whole  feafons  view  their 
Neva  they  pafs,  and  Kcfma's  gloomy  flood,  [toils. 
Volga,  and  Don,  and  Oka's  torrent  prone. 
Threatening  in  vain ;  and  many  a  cataradt. 
In  its  fall  ftopt,  and  bound  with  bars  of  ice. 

Clofc  on  the  left  unnumber'd  traces  they  view 
White  with  continual  froft  ;  and  on  the  right 
The  Cafpian-lake,  and  ever-flowery  realms. 
Though  now  abhorr'd,   behind  them  turn,  the 
Of  arbitrary  rule,  where  regions  wide         [haunt 
Are  deftin'd  to  the  fword ;  and'  on  each  hand 
Roads  hung  with  carcafes,  or  under  foot      [vales. 
Thick  ftrown;  while,  in  their  rough  bewildcr'd 
The  blooming  rofe  its  fragrance  breathes  in  vain. 
And  Giver  fountains  fall,  and  nightingales 
Attune  their  notes,  where  none  are  left  to  hear. 

Sometimes  o'er  level  ways;  on  cafy  fleds. 
The  generous  horfe  con-^eys  the  fons  of  trade ; 
And  ever  and  anon  the  docile  dog  ; 
And  now  the  light  rein-deer,  with  rapid  pace, 
Skims  over  icy  lakes ;  now  flow  they  clitnb 
Aloft  o'er  clouds,  and  then  adown  defcend 
To  hollow  vallies,  till  the  eye  beholds 
The  roofs  of  Tobol,  whofe  hill-crowning  walls 
Shine,  like  the  rifing  moon,  through  watery  mills: 
Tobol,  th'  abode  of  thofe  unfortunate 
Exiles  of  angry  ftate,  and  thralls  of  wzt ; 
Solemn  fraternity '.  where  carl,  and  prince. 
Soldier,  and  ftatefman,  and  uncrefl;ed  chief. 
On  the  dark  level  of  adverfity, 
Converfe  familiar;  while,  amid  the  cares 
And  toils  for  hunger,  thirft,  and  nakednefs, 
Their  little  public  fmiles,  and  the  bright  fparka 
Of  trade  are  kindled  :  trade  arifes  oft. 
And  virtue,  from  adverfity  and  want : 
Be  v/itnefs,  Carthage ;  witnefs,  ancient  Tyre ; 
And  £hou,  Eatavia,  daugliter  of  diilrefs.       [held^ 
This,  with  his  hands,  which  erft  the  truncheon 
The  hammer  lifts ;  another  bends  and  weaves 
The  flexile  willow ;  that  the  mattoc  drives. 
All  are  eniploy'd  :  and  by  their  w'orks  acquire 
Our  fleecy  veflures.     From  their  tenements, 
Pleas'd  and  refrefli'd,  proceeds  the  caravan 
Through  lively-fpreading  ciiltures,  paflures  greeny 
And  yellow  tillages  in  opening  woods:  [road 

TJience   on,    through  Narim's  wilds,   a  pathlefs 
They  force ,  with  rough  entangling  thorns  perplext; 
L;md  of  the  la2y  Olliacs,  thin  difper.s'd. 
Who,  by  avoiding,  meet  the  toils  they  loathe, 
Tenfold  augmented;  miferable  tribe. 
Void  of  commercial  comforts :  who,  nor  corn. 
Nor  pulfe,  nor  oil,  nor  heart-enlivening  wine, 
Knov/  to  procure ;  nor   fpade,    nor  fcythe,   nor 
Nor  focial  aid  :  beneath  their  thorny  bed      [fliarcs 
The  ferpent  niffes,  while  in  thickets  nigh 
Loud  howls  the  hungry  wolf.     So  on  they  fare. 
And  pafs  by  fpacious  lakes,  begirt  with  rocks 
And  azure  mountains;  and  the  heights  admire 
Of  white  Imaus,  whofe  fnow-nodding  crap'js 
Fr'r  h;ca  the  realms  beneath,  and  from  their  urns' 
Pour  mighty  rivers  down,  th'  impeiuciis  ilreams . 
O   o 
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Of  Oby,  and  Irtis,  and  Jcnlfca,  fwift, 
Which  rulh  upon  the  northuni  pole,  up-heave 
Its  frozen  fees,  and  hft  their  hills  of  ice. 

Thuft  rugged  paths  and  fa  vage  landfcapes  pafs'd, 
A  new  fcenc'ftrikes  their  eyes:  among  the  clouds 
Aloft  they  view,  what  feems  a  chain  of  cliffs, 
Nature's  proud  work  ;  that  matchlefs  work  of  art. 
The  wall  of  Sina,  by  Chihoham's  power, 
111  earliefc  times,  creded.     Warlike  troops 
Frequent  are  feen  in  haughty  march  along 
]fs  ridge,  avail  extent,  beyond  the  length 
Of  many  a  potent  empire  ;  towers  and  ports, 
Three  times  a  thoufand,  lift  thereon  their  brows 
At  equal  fpaci  i,  3nd  in  profpecft  'round 
Cities,  and  plains,  and  kingdoms,  overlook. 
At  length  the  gloomy  pafiage  they  attain 
Of  its  deep-vaulted  gates,  v.'hofe  opening  folds 
Condudt  at  length  to  Pekin's  glittering  fpires 
The  deflin'd  mart,  v/here  joyous  they  arrive. 
Thus  arc  the  textures  of  the  fleece  ccnvey'd 
To  Sina's  dfftant  realm,  the  utmoft  bound 
Of  the  flat  floor  of  ftedfaft  earth  ;  for  fo 
I'ablcd  antiquity,  ere  peaceful  trade 
Inform'd  the  opening  mind  of  curious  man. 
Now  to  the  other  hemifphcre,  my  mufe, 
A  new  world  found,  extend  thy  daring  wing. 
J3e  thou  the  firft  of  the  harmonious  nine 
From  high  ParnaiTus,  the  unwearied  toils 
Of  induftry  and  valour,  in  that  world 
Triumphant,  to  reward  with  tuneful  fong. 

Happy  the  voyage,  o'er  th'  Atlantic  brine, 
Sy  a(ftive  Raleigh  made,  and  great  the  joy. 
When  he  difcern'd,  above  the  foamy  furge, 
A  rifing  coaft  for  future  colonies, 
•Opening  her  bays,  and  figuring  her  capes, 
Iv'n  from  the  northern  tropic  to  the  pole. 
INo  land  gives  more  employment  to  the  loom 
Or  kindlier  feeds  the  indigent ;  no  land 
"With  more  variety  of  wealth  rewards 
The  hand  of  labour :  thither,  from  the  wrongs 
Of  lavvlefs  rule,  the  free-born  fpirit  Hies ; 
'I'hlther  afiiidlion,  thither  poverty. 
And  arts  and  fcicnces  :  thrice  happy  clime, 
Whic'.i  Britain  makes  th'  afyium  of  mankind ! 
13ut  joy  fuperior  far  his  bofom  warms, 
AVh.o  views  thofc  fiiores  in  every  culture  drefs'd; 
With  habitations  gay,  and  numerous  towns, 
On  hill  and  valley  ;  and  his  counrrynien 
Torm'd  into  various  flates,  powerful  and  rich. 
In  regions  far  remote :  who  from  our  looms 
Take  largely  for  themfelves,  and  for  thofe  tribes 
Of  Indians,  ancient  tenants  of  the  land, 
In  amity  conjoin'd,  of  civil  life 
'I'hc  comforts  taught,  and  various  hew  dellres, 
Wiiich  kindle  arts,  and  occupy  the  poor. 
And  I'pread  Britannia's  flocks  o'er  every  dale. 

Ye,  who  the  fhuttle  caft  along  the  loom. 
The  filk-vvorm's  thread  inweaving  with  the  fleece 
Pray  for  the  culture  of  the  Georgian  tract, 
>for  flight  the  green  Savannahs,  and  the  pJaiiis 
Of  Carolina,  where  thick  woods  arife 
Of  mulberries,  and  in  Vv-hofe  water'd  fields 
Up-fprings  the  verdant  blade  of  thirfly  rice. 
Where  are  the  happy  regions,  which  afiord 
!More  implements  of  commerce,  and  of  wealth  f 

Fertile  Virginia,  hke  a  vigorous  bough, 
Which  overfliades  feme  cryftal  river,  fprcads 
Her  wealthy  cultivations  wide  around, 


I  And,  more  than  many  a  fpacious  realm,  reward 
The  fleecy  fhuttle :   to  her  growing  marts. 
The  Iroquefe,  Cheroques,  and  Oubacks,  come, 
And  quit  their  feathery  ornaments  uncouth. 
For  woolly  garments  ;  and  the  cheers  of  life. 
The  cheers,  but  not  the  vices,  learn  to  tafte. 
Blufh,  Europeans,  whom  the  circling  cup 
Of  luxury  intoxicates ;  ye  routs. 
Who,  for  your  crimes,  have  fled  your  native  land  J. 
And  ye,  voluptuous  idle,  who,  in  vain, 
Seek  eafy  habitations,  void  of  care  : 
The  fons  of  nature,  with  aflonifhment, 
Anddeteflation,  mark  your  evil  deeds; 
And  view,  no  longer  awed,  your  nervelefs  arms, 
Unfit  to  cultivate  Ohio's  banks. 

See  the  bold  emigrants  of  Accadie, 
And  MaiTachufet,  happy  in  thofe  arts 
I'hat  join  the  politics  of  trade  and  war, 
Bearing  the  palm  in  either :  they  appear 
Better  exemplars ;  and  that  hardy  crew. 
Who,  on  tlie  frozen  beach  of  Newfoundland, 
Hang  their  white  fifli  arnid  the  parching  winds ; 
The  kindly  fleece,  in  webs  of  Duffield  woof, 
Their   limbs,    benum-b'd,    enfolds    with   cheerly 

warmth. 
And  frieze  of  Cambria,  worn  by  thofe  who  feek, 
Through  gulfs  and  dales  of  Hudfon's  winding  l>ay. 
The  beaver's  fur,  though  oft  they  feek  in  vain. 
While  winter's  frolly  rigor  checks  approach, 
Ev'n  in  the  fiftieth  latitude.     Say  why 
(If  ye,  the  travel'd  fons  of  commerce,  know). 
Wherefore  lie  bound  their  rivers,  lakes,  and  dales. 
Half  the  fun's  annual  courfe,  in  chains  of  ice  ? 
While  the  Rhine's  fertile  Ihore,  and  Gallic  reajms'. 
By  the  fame  zone  encircled,  loHg  enjoy 
Warm  beams  of  Phoebus,  and,  fupine,  behold 
Their  plains  and  hillocks  blufti  with  cluftcring 
Muft  it  be  ever  thus  i  or  may  the  hand    [vines. 
Of  mighty  labour  drain  their  gufty  lakes, 
Enlarge  the  brightening  flcy,  and,  peopling,  warm 
The  opening  vallies,  and  the  yelloving  plains  ? 
Or  rather  fiiall  we  burft  flrong  Darien's  chain. 
Steer  our  bold  fleets  between  the  cloven  rocks, 
And  through  the  great  Pacific  every  joy 
Of  civil  life  diffufe  ?  Are  not  her  ifles 
Numerous  and  large  ?    Have   they  not  harbours 
Inhabitants,  and  manners  ?  haply,  too,         [calnij 
Peculiar  fciences,  and  other  forms 
Of  trade,  and  ufeful  nrodudts,  to  exchange 
For  woolly  vefl;ures  ?  'Tis  a  tedious  coarfe 
By  the  Antardtic  circle  :  nor  beyond 
Thofe  fea-wrapt  gardens  of  the  dulcet  reed, 
Bahama  and  Caribbee,  may  be  found 
Safe  mole  cr  harbour,  till  on  Falkland's  ifle 
The  rtandard  of  Britannia  Ihall  arife. 
Proud  Buenos-Aires,  low-couched  Paraguay, 
And  rough  Corrientes,  mark,  with  hoftile  eye,- 
The  labouring  veffel;  neither  may  we  truft 
The  dreary  naked  Patagonian  land, 
Which  darkens  in  the  wind.     No  traffic  there. 
No  barter  for  the  fleece.     There  angry  fliorms 
Bend  their  black  brows,  and,  raging,  hurl  around 
Their  thunders.     Ye  adventurous  mariners. 
Be  firm ;  take  courage  from  the  brave.     'Twa« 
Perils  and  conflidls  inexpreffible 
Anfon,  with  fl;eady  undefpairing  breafl:. 
Endured,  when  o'er  the  various  globe  he  chas'd 
His  country's  foss,  Faft-gathering  tenipeils  rons'sl 
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Hng;c  ocean,  ana  involved  lilm  all  around. 
Whirlwind,  and  facivv  and  hail,  and  horror:  now, 
Rapidly,  with  the  world  of  waters,  down 
Delcending  to  the  channels  of  the  deep. 
He  view'd  th'  uncover'd  bottom  of  th'  abyfs  ; 
And  now  the  ftars,  upon  the  loftieft  point 
Tofs'd  of  the  iky-mix'd  furges.     Oft  the  burfl 
Of  loudeft  thunder,  with  the  dafli  of  leas. 
Tore  the  wild-flying  fails  and  tumbhng  niafls  ; 
While  flames,    thick-flafhing  in   the   gloom,  re- 

veal'd 
Ruins  of  decks  and  fhrouds,  and  fights  of  death. 

Yet  on  he  far'd    with  fortitude  his  cheer. 
Gaining,  at  intervals,  flow  way  beneath 
Dei  Fuego's  rugged  cliffs,  and  the  white  ridge, 
Above  all  height,  by  opening  clouds  reveal'd. 
Of  Montegorda,  and  inaccefuble 
Wreck-threatening  Staten-landso'erhangingfhore, 
Enormous  rocks  on  rocks,  in  ever-wild 
Pofturc  of  falling;  as  when  Felion,  rear'd, 
On  Offa,  and  on  OlTa's  tottering  head 
Woody  Olympus,  by  the  angry  gods 
Precipitate  on  earth  were  doom'd  to  fall. 

At  length,    through   every  tempeil;,    as  fome 
Which  from  a  poplar  falls  into  a  loud        [branch, 
Impetuous  catarad;,  though  deep  immers'd. 
Yet  re-afcends,  and  glides,  on  lake  or  Ihream, 
Smooth  tlirough  the  vallies;  fo  his  way  he  won 
To  the  ferene  Pacific,  flood  immcnfe. 
And  rear'd  his  lofty  mafts,  and  fpread  his  fails. 

Then  Paita's  walls,  in  wafting  flames  involv'd, 
His  vengeance  felt,  and  fair  occafion  gave 
To  fliow  humanity  and  continence, 
To  Scipio's  not  inferior.    Then  was  left 
No  corner  of  the  globe  fecure  to  pride 
And  violence :  although  the  far-ftretch'd  coaft 
f)f  Chili,  and  Peru,  and  Mexico, 
Arm'd  in  their  evil  caufe ;  though  fell  difeafe, 
Un'bating  labor,  tedious  time,  confpir'd. 
And  heat  inclement,  to  unnerve  his  force  ; 
Though  that  wide  fea,  which  fpreads  o'er  half  the 
t)eny'd  all  hofpitable  land  or  port ;  [world. 

Where,  feafons  voyaging,  no  road  he  found 
To  moor,  no  bottom  in  th'  abyfs,  whereon 
To  drop  the  faftening  anchor ;  though  his  brave 
Companions ceas'd,  fubdu'd  by  toil  extreme; 
Though  folitary  left  in  Tinian's  feas, 
Where  never  was  before  the  dreaded  found 
Of  Britain's  thunder  heard ;  his  wave-worn  bark 
Met,  fought  the  proud  Iberian,  and  overcame. 
So  fare  it  ever  with  our  country's  foes  ! 

Rejoice,  ye  nations,  vindicate  the  fway 
Ordain'd  for  common  happinefs.     Wide,  o'er 
The  globe  terraqueous,  let  Britannia  pour 
The  fruits  of  plenty  from  her  copious  horn. 
What  can  avail  to  her,  whofe  fertile  earth 
By  ocean's  briny  waves  are  circumfcrib'd. 
The  armed  hoft,  and  murdering  iword  of  war, 
And  conquefl:  o'er  her   neighbours?    She    ne'er 
Her  folemn  com.pafts,  in  the  luft  of  rule  :    ^breaks 
Studious  of  arts  and  trade;  ihe  ne'er  difturbs 
The  holy  peace  of  flates.     'Tis  lier  delight 
To  fold  the  world  wrtii  trjjmony,  and  fpread, 
Among  the  habitations  of  nr.Kkind, 
The  various  wealth  of  toiU  and  what  her  fleece, 
To  clothe  the  naked,  and  her  fkiiful  looms, 
Peculiar  give.     Ye  too  rejoice,  ye  iwaiiis ; 
Incrcafing  commerce  fliall  reward  your  cares. 


A  day  will  come,  if  not  too  deep  we  drink 
The  cup  which  luxury  on  carelefs  wealth, 
Pernicious  gift,  beflows ;  a  day  will  come. 
When   through  new   channels   failing,   we  fhall 
The  Californian  coaft,  and  all  the  realms     [clothe 
That  flretch  from  Anian's  ftreights    to  pro»d 

Japan ; 
And  the  green  ifles,  which  on  the  left  arife 
Upon  the  glaffy  brine,  whofe  various  capes 
Not  yet  are  figur'd  op  the  failor's  chart : 
Then  every  variation  fhall  be  told 
Of  the  magnetic  fleel ;  and  currents  mark'd, 
Which  drive  the  heedlefs  veffel  from  her  courfe. 

That  portion  too  of  land,  a  tradt  immcnfe, 
Beneath  th'  Antardic  fpread,  fhall  then  be  knowd, 
And  new  plantations  on  its  coaft  arife. 
Then  rigid  winter's  ice  no  more  fhall  wound 
The  only  naked  animal ;  but  man 
With  the  foft  fleece  Ihall  everywhere  be  cloth'd.  . 
Th'  exulting  mufe  fliall  then  in  vigour  frefh, 
Her  flight  renew.  Meanwhile,  with  weary  wing» 
O'er  ocean's  wave  returning,  fhe  explores 
Siluria's  flowery  vales,  her  old  delight,  [arife 

The  fhepherd's  haunts,   where   the  firft  fpring* 
Of  Britain's  happy  trade,  now  fpreadiag  wide. 
Wide  as  th'  Atlantic  and  Pacific  feas, 
Or  as  air's  Vital  fluid  o'er  the  globe. 


TFIE  COUNTRY  WALK. 

The  morning  's  fair,  the  lufly  fun 
With  raddy  cheek  begins  to  run  ; 
And  early  birds,  that  wing  the  fkies> 
Sweetly  flng  to  fee  him  nfe. 

I  am  refolv'd,  this  charming  day, 
In  the  open  field  to  ftray  ; 
And  have  no  roof  above  my  head, 
But  that  v/hereon  the  gods  do  tread. 
Before  the  yellow  barn  I  fee 
A  beautiful  variety 
Of  flrr.tting  coCks,  advancing  flouti 
And  flirting  empty  chaff  about. 
Hens,  ducks,  and  geefe,  and  all  their  brood,' 
And  turkeys  gobbhng  for  their  food ; 
While  ruftics  thrafli  the  wealthy  floor, 
And  tempt  all  to  crowd  the  door. 

What  a  fair  face  does  nature  fhow  ? 
Augufta,  wipe  thy  dufly  brow  ; 

A  landflsip  wide  falutcs  my  fight, 

Of  fhady  vales,  and  mountains  bright ; 

And  azure  heavens  I  behold. 

And  clouds  of  filver  and  of  gold. 

And  now  into  the  fields  I  go. 

Where  thov.fand  flaming  flov.'ers  glow  ; 

And  every  nmgiibouring  hedge  1  greet. 

With  hoaey-fuckles  fmelling  fweet; 

Now  o"er  t'ne  daify  meads  I  ftray, 

And  meet  with,  as  I  pace  my  way. 

Sweetly  fhirlng  on  the  eye, 

A  rivulet  gliding  fmoothly  by ; 

Which  Ihows  with  what  an  eafy  tide 

The  rnortients  of  the  happy  glide. 

Here,  finding  pleafure  after  painr/ 

Sleeping,  I  fee  a  wearied  fwald, 

While  his  full  fcrip  lies  open  by. 

That  does  his  healthy  food  fupply: 
Happy  fwain,  fure  happier  far. 

Than  lofty  kings  and  prijnces  are  ! 
O  eij 
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Enjoy  fweet  fleep,  which  fliuns  the  crown, 
Wuh  all  its  eafy  beds  of  down. 

The  fun  now  fhows  his  noon-tide  blaze, 
And  flieds  around  me  burning  rays. 
A  little  onward,  and  I  go 
Into  the  fliade  that  groves  beftow  ; 
And  on  green  mofs  I  lay  me  down. 
That  o'er  the  root  of  oak  has  grown ; 
Where  all  is  filent,  but  fome  flood 
That  fweetly  murmurs  in  the  wood  ; 
But  birds  that  warble  in  the  fprays, 
And  charm  ev'n  Glence  with  her  lays. 

0  powerful  Silence,  how  you  veign 
In  the  poet's  bufy  brain  1 
Hisnumerous  thoughts  obey  the  calls 
Of  the  tuneful  water-falls, 

Like  moles,  whene'er  the  coaft  is  clear. 
They  rife  before  thee  without  fear, 
And  range  in  parties  here  and  there. 

Some  wildly  to  ParnalTus  wing. 
And  view  the  fair  Caftalian  fpring  ; 
Where  they  behold  a  lonely  well. 
Where  now  no  tuneful  mufes  dwell; 
lut  now  and  then  a  flavifli  hind 
Paddling  the  troubled  pool  they  find. 

Some  trace  the  pleafing  paths  of  joy, 
Others  the  blifsful  fcene  deftroy  ; 
In  thorny  tracks  of  forrow  ftray, 
And  pine  for  Clio  far  away. 
But  ftay — Methinks  her  lays  I  hear. 
So  fmooth  I  fo  fweet !  fo  deep  !  fo  clear  ! 
No,  'tis  not  her  voice  I  find, 
*Tis  but  the  echo  ftays  behind. 

Some  meditate  ambition's  brow. 
And  the  black  gulf  that  gapes  below: 
Some  peep  in  courts,  and  there  they  fee 
The  fneaking  tribe  of  flattery. 
But,  ftriking  to  the  ear  and  eye, 
A  nimble  deer  comes  bounding  by  ! 
When  rulhing  from  yon  ruftling  fpray, 
It  made  them  vanifh  all  away. 

1  roufe  me  up,  and  on  i  rove, 

'Tis  more  ihan  tiine  to  leave  the  grove. 
The  fun  declines,  the  evening  breeze 
Begins  to  whifper  ihrough  the  trees: 
And,  as  I  leave  the  fyivan  gloom, 
As  to  the  glare  oi  day  I  come, 
An  old  man's  fmoky  nell  I  fee. 
Leaning  on  an  aged  tree  : 
Whole  willow  walls,  and  furzy  brow, 
A  little  garden  fway  below. 
Through  fpreading  beds  of  blooming  green. 
Matted  with  herbage  fweet,  and  clean, 
A  Vein  of  water  limps  along, 
And  makes  them  ever  green,  and  young. 
Kere  he  puffs  upon  his  fpade, 
And  diggs  up  cabbage  in  the  fliade  : 
•iiis  tatter'd  rays  are  lable  brown, 
His  beard  and  hair  are  hoary  grown  : 
The  dying  fap  d  fcends  apace. 
And  leaves  a  wiiher'd  hand  and  face. 

Up  *  Gronger  hill  I  labour  now, 
And    atch  at  lalt  his  bufhy  brow. 
Oh,  how  frefh,  hov.'  pure  the  air  !  " 
Let  me  breathe  a  little  heie 

*A  bill  in   ^tuthlVaUs, 
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Where  am  I,  nature?  I  defcry 

Thy  magazine  before  me  lie  I 

Temples '. — and  towns ! — and  towers  I— and  woods! 

And  hills! — and  vales  1 — and  fields! — and  floods  1 

Crowding  before  me,  edg'd  around 

With  naked  wilds,  and  barren  ground. 

See,  below,  the  pleafant  dome. 
The  poet's  pride,  the  poet's  home, 
Which  the  fun-beams  fliine  upon, 
To  the  even,  from  the  dawn. 
See  her  woods,  where  echo  talks. 
Her  gardens  trim,  her  terras  walks. 
Her  wilderneffes,  fragrant  brakes, 
Her  gloomy  bowers,  and  fliining  lakes. 
Keep,  ye  gods,  this  humble  feat. 
For  ever  pleafant,  private,  neat. 

See  yonder  hill,  uprifing  fleep. 
Above  the  river  flow  and  deep  : 
It  looks  from  hence  a  pyramid. 
Beneath  a  verdant  foreft  hid  ; 
On  whofe  high  top  there  rifes  great. 
The  mighty  remnant  of  a  feat. 
An  old  green  tower,  whofe  batter'd  brow 
Frowns  upon  the  vale  below. 

Look  upon  that  flowery  plain. 
How  the  (heep  furround  their  fwain. 
How  they  crowd  to  hear  his  ftrain  1 
All  carelefs  with  his  legs  acrofs. 
Leaning  on  a  bank  of  mofs, 
He  fpends  his  empty  hours  at  play, 
Which  fly  as  light  as  down  away. 

And  there  behold  a  bloomy  mead, 
A  filver  ftream,  a  willow  fliade. 
Beneath  the  fliade  of  fifher  ftand. 
Who,  with  the  angle  in  his  hand. 
Swings  the  nibbling  fry  to  land. 

In  bluflies  the  defcending  fun 
Kifles  the  ftreams,  while  flow  they  run; 
And  yonder  hill  remoter  grows. 
Or  dufky  clouds  to  interpofe. 
The  fields  are  left,  the  labouring  hind 
His  weary  oxen  does  unbind  ; 
And  vocal  mountains,  as  they  low. 
Re-echo  to  the  vales  below ; 
The  jocund  fliepherds  piping  come. 
And  drive  the  herd  before  them  home; 
And  now  begin  to  light  their  fires, 
Which  fend  up  fmoke  in  curling  fpires! 
While  with  light  hearts  all  homeward  tend. 
To  f  Abergafney  I  defcend. 

But,  oh  !  how  blefs'd  would  be  the  day, 
Did  I  with  Clio  pace  ray  way, 
And  not  alone  and  folitary  ftray. 

THE  INQUIRY. 

Ye  poor  little  flieep,  ah  I  well  may  ye  ftray. 

While  fad  i^  your  fliepherd,  and  Clio  away  ! 

Tell  where  have  you  been,  have  you  met  with 

my  love, 
( )n  the  mountain, or  valley,  or  meadow,  or  grove  ? 
Alas-a-flay,  No — Ye  are  ftray'd,  and  half  dead  ; 
Ye  faw  not  my  love,  or  ye  all  had  been  fed. 


*  The  name  of  a  feat  belonging  to  the  Author^  s 
brother. 
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Oh,  fun,  did  you  fee  her  ?— ah !  furely  you  did  ?    i 
'Mong  wliat   willows,  or  woodbines,  or  reeds,  is 

fhe  hid  ? 
Ye  tall,  whiftling  pines,  that  on  yonder  hill  grow, 
And  o'erlook  the  beautiful  valley  below. 
Did  you  fee  her  a-roving  in  wood  or  in  brake  ? 
Or  bathing  her  fair  limbs  in  fome  filent  lake  ? 

Ye  mountains  that  look  on  the  vigorous  eaft. 
And  the  north,  and  the  fouth,  and  the   wearifonae 

weft, 
Pray  tell  where  fhe  hides  her,  you  furely  do  know, 
And  let  not  her  lover  pine  after  her  fo. 

Oh,  had  I  the  wings  of  an  eagle,  I'd  fly 
Along  with  bright  Phoebus  all  over  the  (ky; 
Like  an  eagle,  look  down,  with  my  wings  wide 

difplay'd, 
And  dart  in  ray  eyes  at  each  whifpering  (hade  : 
I'd  fearch  every  tuft  in  my  diligent  tour, 
I'd  unravel  the  woodbines,  and  look  in  each  bower, 
Till  I  found  out  my  Clio,  and  ended  my  pain, 
And  made  myfelf  quiet,  and  happy  again. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  A.  FAMOUS  PAINTER- 

Delightful  partner  of  my  heart, 
Mafter  of  the  lovelieft  art  I 
How  fvveet  our  fenfes  yc«.i  deceive. 
When  we,  a  gazing  throng  believe  ! 
Here  flows  the  Po  ! — The  Minis  there, 
Winding  about  with  fedgy  hair  ! 
And  there  the  Tyber's  yellow  flood, 
Beneath  a  thick  and  gloomy  wood  1 
And  there  Darius'  broken  ranks 
Upon  the  Grannie's  bloody  banks  ; 
Who  bravely  die,  or  bafely  run 
From  Philip's  all-fubduing  fon  ! 
And  there  the  wounded  Porus  brought 
(The  braveft  man  that  ever  fought !) 
To  Alexander's  tent,  who  eyes 
His  dauntlefs  vifage,  as  he  lies 
In  death's  moft  painful  agonies. 

To  me  reveal  thy  heavenly  art, 
To  me  thy  myfteries  impart. 
As  yet  I  but  in  verfe  can  paint, 
And  to  th'  idea  colour  faint 
What  to  the  open  eye  you  ihow, 
Seeming  nature's  living  glow ! 
The  beauteous  fliapes  of  objedls  near  I 
Or  diftant  ones  confus'd  in  air  ! 
The  golden  eve,  the  blufhing  dawn. 
Smiling  on  the  lovely  lawn  1 
And  pleafing  views  of  checquer'd  glades  '. 
And  rivers  winding  through  the  (hades  1 
And  funny  hills  !— and  pleafant  plains  ! 
And  groups  of  merry  nymphs  and  fwains  1 

Or  fome  old  building,  hid  with  grafs, 
Rearing  fad  its  ruin'd  face  ; 
Whofc  columns,  frizes,  ftatues,  lie. 
The  grief  and  wpnder  of  the  eye  '. 
Or  fwift  adown  a  mountain  tall : 
A  foaming  cataradl's  founding  fall ; 
Whofe  loud  roaring  ftuns  the  ear 
Of  the  wondering  traveller  '. 
Or  a  calm  and  quiet  bay. 
And  a  level  fliining  fea  ! 
Or  furges  rough,  that  froth,  and  roar, 
And,  angry,  dafli  the  founding  fliore  ! 
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And  veflels  toft  I  and  billows  high ! 
And  lightning  flafhing  from  the  fky  I 
Or  that  which  gives  me  moft  delight, 
The  fair  idea  (feeming  fight !) 
Of  warrior  fierce,  with  fliining  blade  I 
Or  oraror,  with  arms  difplay'd  '. 
TuUy's  engaging  air  and  mien. 
Declaiming  againft  Catiline. 
Or  fierce  Achilles  towering  high 
Above  his  foes,  who  round  him  die. 
Or  Hercules,  with  lion's  hide. 
And  knotty  cudgel,  thrown  afide, 
Liftmg  Antseus  high  in  air '. 
Who,  in  his  gripe,  expires  there  I 

Or  Sifyphus,  with  toil  and  fweat, 
And  mufcles  ftrain'd,  ftriving  to  get 
Up  a  fteep  hill  a  ponderous  ftone. 
Which  near  the  top  recoils,  and  rolls  impetuous 
Or  beauteous  Helen's  eafy  air,  [down, 

With  head  reclin'd,  and  flowing  hair  ; 
Or  comely  Paris,  gay  and  young. 
Moving  with  gallant  grace  along  ! 
Thefe  you  can  do  ! — I  but  advance 
In  a  florid  ignorance ; 
And  fay  to  you  who  better  know. 
You  ftiould  defign  them  fo  and  fo. 

TO  AARON  HILL,  ESQ^ 

ON  HIS   POEM  CALLED  GIDEON. 

Tell  me,  wondrous  friend,  where  were  you 

When  Gideon  was  your  lofty  fong ! 

Where  f^id  the  heavenly  fpirit  bear  you. 

When  your  fair  foul  refleded  flrong 

Gideon's  adlions,  as  they  fliin'd 

Bright  in  the  chambers  of  your  mind  ? 

Say,  have  you  trod  Arabia's  fplcy  vales. 

Or  gather'd  bays  befide  Euphrates'  ftream. 
Or  lonely  fung  with  Jordan's  water-falls, 

While    heavenly    Gideon   was   your    facred 
Or  have  you  many  ages  given  [theme  ? 

To  clofe  retirement  and  to  books  1 
And  held  a  long  difcourfe  with  Heaven, 

And  notic'd  nature  in  her  various  looks  ! 
Full  ofinfpiring  wonder  and  delight, 

Slow  read  I  Gideon  with  a  greedy  eye  1 
Like  a  pleas'd  traveller  that  lingers  fweet 
On  fome  fair  and  lofty  plain 
Where  the  fuii  does  brightly  fliine, 
And  glorious  profpedls  ail  around  him  lie  I 
On  Gideon's  pages  beautifully  iliine, 

Surprifing  pidlures  rifmg  to  my  fight, 
With  all  the  life  of  colours  and  of  line. 

And  all  the  force  of  rounding  (hade  and  light. 
And  all  the  grace  of  fomething  more  divine  ! 
High  on  a  hill,  beneath  an  oak's  broad  arm, 
I  fee  a  youth  divinely  fair, 
"  Penfive  he  leans  his  head  on  his  left  hand ; 
"  His  fmiling  eye  flieds  fweetnefs  mix'd  with 
awe, 
"  His  right  hand,  vpith  a  milk-white  wand,  fome 
"  figure  feems  to  draw  ! 
'*  A  namelefs  grace  is  fcatter'd  through  hi;  air^ 
'*  And  o'er  his  flioulders  loofely  flows  his  amber- 
"  colour'd  hair  1'' 
Aboye,  with  burning  biufli  the  morning  glows^ 
O  iij 
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The  waking  werld  all  fair  before  him  lies ; 
"  Slow  from  the  plain  tue  melting  dews, 
"  To  kifs  the  fun-beams,  climbing,  rife,"  &tc. 
Methinks  tlie  grove  ot  Baal  I  fee, 
In  terras'd  ftages  mount  up  high. 
And  wave  its  fable  beautias  in  the  Iky,         [done, 
"  From  fta^e  to  ftage,  broad  fteps  of  half-hid 
"  With  curling  mofs  and  blady  grafs  o'ergrown, 

"  Lead  awful 

Down  in  a  dungeon  deep,  [light 

"  Where  through  thick  walls,  oblique,  the  broken 
"  From  narrow  loop-holes  quivers  to  the  fight, 

"  With  fwift  and  furious  ftride, 
"  Clofe-foldcd  arms,  and  fiiort  and  fudden  ftarts, 
'.'  The  fretful  prince,  in  dumb  and  fallen  pride, 

"  Revolves  efcape 

Here  in  red  colours  glowing  bold 

A  warlike  figure  ftrikes  my  eye  I 
The  dreadful  fudden  fight  his  foes  behold 
Confounded  fo,  they  lofe  the  power  to  fly  ; 
"  Backening  they  gaze  at  diftance  on  his  face, 
"  Admire  his  pofture,  and  confefs  his  grace  ; 
"  His  right  hand  grafpshis  planted  fpear,  5cc." 
Alas!  my  mufe,  thro'  much  good-will,  you  err  : 
And  we  the  mighty  author  greatly  wrong  ; 
To  gather  beauties  here  and  there, 
As  hut  a  fcatter'd  few  ther^  were, 
While  every  word's  a  beauty  in  his  fong  1 
[Thcfe  lines  m  this  Poem  marked  thus  "  are  taken 
out  of  the  Poem  called  Cideon.\ 

TO  MR.  SAVAGE, 

SON  OF  THE  LATE  EARL  RIVERS. 

Sink  not,  my  friend,  beneath  misfortune's  weight, 

Pieas'd  to  be  found  intrinfically  great. 

Shame  on  the  dull,  who  think  the  foul  looks  lefs, 

Becaufe  the  body  wants  a  glittering  drefs. 

It  is  the  mind's  for  ever  bright  attire. 

The  mind's  embroidery,  that  the  wife  admire  '. 

That  which  looks  rich  to  the  grofs  vulgar  ^yes, 

is  the  fop's  tir.fel,  which  the  grave  defpife. 

Wealth  dims  the  eyes  of  crowds,  and  while  they 

gaze, 
The  coxcomb's  ne'er  difcover'd  in  the  blaze  \ 
As  few  the  vices  of  the  wealthy  fee, 
So  virtues  are  conceal'd  by  poverty.  [fhine  ? 

Earl  Rivers  1 — In  that  name  how  would'ft  thou 
Thy  vcrfe,  how  fweet !  thy  fancy,  how  divine  1 
Critics,  and  bards  would.by  their  worth,  be  aw'd. 
And  all  would  think  it  merit  to  applaud. 
But  thim  has  nought  to  pleafe  the  vulgar  eye, 
No  title  hart,  nor  what  might  titles  buy. 
Thou  wilt  fmall  praife,  but  much  ill-nature  find, 
Clear  to  thy  errors,  to  thy  beauties  blind  ; 
And  if,  though  few,  they  any  faults  can  fee. 
How  meanly  bitter  will  cold  cenfure  be  1     ' 
But,  fince  vve  all,  the  wifeft  of  us,  err, 
Sure,  'tis  the  greateft  fault  to  be  fevere. 

A  few,  however,  yet  expedt  to  find. 
Among  the  mifty  millions  of  mankind. 
Who  proudly  ftoop  to  aid  an  injur'd  caufe> 
And  o'er  the  fneer  of  coxconibs  force  applaufe. 
Who,  with  felt  pleafure,  fee  fair  virtue  rife. 
And  lift  her  upwards  to  the  beckoning  prize  ! 
Or  mark  her  labouring  in  the  TOodeft  bread. 
And  honour  her  the  more,  the  more  depreft. 


Thee,  Savage,  thef«  (the  juftly  great)  adtBire, 

Thee,  quick'ning  judgment's  phlegm  with  fancy*S 
Thee,  flow  to  cenfure,  earneft  to  commend,  [fire  \ 
An  able  critic,  but  a  willing  friend. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  A  FRIEND.  IN  TOWN  *. 

Have  my  friends  in  the  town,  in  the  gay  b.ufy 
town 

Forgot  fuch  a  man  aS  John  Dyer  ? 
Or  heedlefs  defpife  they,  or  pity  the  clown, 

Whofe  bofom  no  pageantries  fire  ? 

No  m  itter,  no  matter — content  in  the  fliades — 
(Contented  ?-— why  every  thing  charms  me) 

Fall  in  tunes  all  adown  the  green  fteep,  ye  caf- 
cades. 
Till  hence  rigid  virtue  alarms  me. 

Till  outrage  arifes,  or  mifery  needs 

The  fwift,  the  intrepid  avenger  ; 
Till  facred  rfligion  or  liberty  bleeds, 

Then  mine  be  the  deed,  and  the  danger, 

Alas  1  what  a  folly,  that  wealth  and  domain 
We  heap  up  in  fin  and  in  forrow  I 

Immerife  is  the  toil,  yet  the  labour  how  vain  ! 
Is  not  life  to  be  over  to-morrow? 

Then  glide  on  my  moments,  the  few  that  I  have 
Smooth-fliaded,  and  quiet,  and  even  ; 

While  gently  the  body  defcends  to  the  grave, 
And  the  fpirit  arifes  to  heaven. 

TO  MR.  DYER.    BY  CLIOf. 

I've  done  thy  merit  and  my  friendlhip  wrong, 
In  holding  back  my  gratitude  fo  long  ; 
The  foul  is  fare  to  equal  tranfport  rais'd, 
That  juftly  prailes,  or  is  juftly  prais'd  : 
The  generous  only  can  this  pleafure  know 
Who  talle  the  godlike  virtue-— to  beftow  ! 
I  ev'n  grow  rich,  inethinks,  while  I  commend; 
And  feel  the  very  praifes  which  I  fend. 
Nor  jealoufy  nor  female  envy  find. 
Though  all  the  mufes  are  to  Dyer  kind. 

Sing  on,  nor  let  your  modefl-  fears  retard, 
Whofe  verfe  and  pencil  join,  to  force  reward  : 
Your  claim  demands  the  bays,  in  double  wreath. 
Your  poems  lighten,  and  your  pi(5lures  breathe. 

I  wifti  to  praife  you,  but  your  beauties  wrong; 
No  theme  looks  green,  in  Clio's  artlcfs  fong  : 
But  yours  will  an  eternal  verdure  wear. 
For  Dyer's  fruitful  foul  will  flourifh  there. 
My  humbler  lot  was  in  low  diftance  laid  ; 
I  was,  oh,  hated  thought  !  a  woman  made ; 
For  houfehold  cares,  and  empty  trifles  meant, 
The  name  does  immortality  prevent. 
Yet  let  me  flretch,  beyond  my  fex,  my  mind, 
And,  rifing,  leave  the  fluttering  train  behind  ; 
Nor  art,  nor  learning,  willi'd  afiiftance  lends. 
But  nature,  love,  and  mufic,  are  my  friends.  ' 


*  Among  the  Poems  of  Sai<age,  there  is  Ofie 
to   Dyer,  in  anfiver  to  bis  from  the  cowitry. 

f  Among  the  Poems  of  Savage,  is  an  Fpifile, 
occafioned  by  Mr.  Dyer's  Piilure  of  this  Lady. 
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Nor,  Shenstone,  thou 


Shalt  pafs  without  thy  meed,  thou  fon  of  peace  ! 
Who  knew'ft,  perchance,  to  harmonise  thy  fliades, 
Still  fofter  than  thy  fong ;  yet  was  that  fong 
Nor  rude,  nor  inharmonious,  when  attun'd 
To  paftoral  plaint,  or  tale  of  flighted  love. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  SHENSTONE. 


William  Shenstone  was  the  eldefl  fon  of  Thomas  $henftone,  Efq.  of  the  Leafowe?,  in  the  pa- 
rifli  of  Hales-Owen,  Shioplhire,  where  he  was  born,  Nov.  l8.  1714-  His  grandfather  lived  at 
Ylley  in  that  parifh,  and  occupied  his  own  farm.  He  afterwards  purchafed  the  Leafowes.  His 
eldell  fon  Jofeph  had  Ylley ;  and  he  fettled,  v/hith  his  fon  Thomas,  at  the  Leafowes,  which  they 
jointly  managed  as  a  grazing  farm.  Thomas,  though  uneducated,  feems  to  have  been  a  very  fen- 
fible  man,  and  of  liberal  fentiments.  He  married  Ann  Pinn,  eldeft  of  the  three  daughter  of  Wil- 
liam Penn,  Efq.  of  Harborough,  in  the  neighbouring  pariib  of  Hagley,  in  Worcefterfhire.  By  the 
tleath  of  her  brother,  (lie  became  co-heirefs  of  that  ellate,  the  moiety  of  which  made  Shenftone'9 
fortune  about  300 1.  a-year. 

He  learned  to  read  of  an  old  dame,  whom  he  has  celebrated  in  The  Schoolmifrefs ;  and  foort 
received  fuch  delight  from  books,  that  he  expeded,  when  any  perfon  went  to  market,  a  new 
book  fhould  be  brought  him,  which,  when  it  came,  was  carried  to  bed,  and  laid  by  hmi.  It  is 
faid,  that  when  his  requeft  had  been  negleded,  his  motlicr  wrapped  up  a  piece  of  ivood  of  the 
fame  form,  and  pacified  him  for  the  night. 

As  he  grew  older,  he  went  for  a  while  to  the  grammar-fchool  in  Kales-Owen  ;  and  v.  a5  placed  after- 
wards with  the  Rev.  Mr.  Crumpton,  an  eminent  fchoolmafter  at  Solihull,  near  Birmingham,  where 
he  formed  an  acquaint:mce  with  Jago,  "  the  poet  of  the  birds,"  with  whom  he  correfponded,  on  the 
moll  friendly  terms,  during  life. 

He  received  a  good  clafiical  education  under  Mr.  Crumpton,  who  inRrucfled  moft  of  the  gentle- 
men's, and  fome  noblemen's  fons  in  that  neighbourhood,  in  the  rudiments  of  claflical  learning;  and 
feems  to  have  given  his  pupils  a  more  early  taftc  for  the  Englifn  clafiics  than  was  commonly  done  in 
grammar-fchcols  at  that  time. 

At  ten  years  old,  he  was  deprived  of  his  father ;  and,  in  Auguft  1726,  of  his  grandfather  ;  and 
-was,  with  his  brother  Jofeph,  left  to  the  care  of  his  mother,  who  managed  the  eftate. 

His  brother  was  bred  an  atorney  at  Bridgnorth,  but  never  pradifed ;  and  died,  unmarried,  at  the 
Leafowes,  in  1 75 1. 

In  1732,  he  was  entered  a  Commoner  at  Pembroke  Colleg-%  Oxford,  where  he  employed  himfelf 
in  the  ftudy  of  the  mathematics,  logic,  natural  and  moral  philofophy,  and  the  other  fcienccs  ufually 
tiaughc  in  the  Univerfity  ;  and  amufed  himfelf  occafionally  with  Englifh  poetry. 

About  the  time  when  he  went  to  Oxford,  the  death  of  his  mother  devolved  his  affairs  to  the 
care  of  the  Rev.  Thomas  Dolman  of  Brome,  in  StafFordfliire,  who  married  Mary  Penn,  his  mo- 
ther's fifter,  whofe  attention  he  always  mentioned  with  gratitude. 

He  made  but  few  acquaintance  in  the  Univerfity.  A  degree  of  baflifulnefs,  from  his  confined 
education,  joined  with  a  confcioufnefs  of  his  own  real  abilities,  made  him  not  inclined  to  make  ad- 
vances to  flrangers ;  and  the  fingularity  of  his  appearance  rather  prejudiced  fome  people  againlt 
l)im. 

According  to  the  tafte  which  then  prevailed,  every  fludent,  as  foon  as  he  was  entered  at  the 
Univerfity,  cut  off  his  hair,  without  any  regard  to  his  complexion,  and  put  on  a  wig  of  any  colour 
that  his  fancy  fuggefled.  This  fafhion,  no  confideration  could  at  that  time  have  induced  Shenftone 
to  comply  with.  He  thought,  jullly  enough,  that  every  one  fhould,  in  fome  degree,  confult  his 
particular  fhape  and  complexion  in  sdjufiing  his  drefs ;  and  that  no  fafliion  ought  to  fandify  what 
was  ungraceful,  abfurd,  or  really  deformed.  He  v.'ore  his  hair  almoft  in  the  graceful  manner,  whicli, 
has  fince  generally  prevailed  ;  but  as  his  pcifon  was  ratlier  large  for  fo  young  a  man,  and  his  haii; 
coarfe,  it  often  expofed  him  to  the  in-n:i;ured  remarks  of  people  of  inferior  underflandin^v 
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The  CcllcgC  of  which  he  tvas  a  member  has  long  been  eminent  for  Englifli  poetry  and  elegant 
•literature,  and  was  at  that  time  diftinguiilied  by  the  names  of  Dr.  Adams,  Dr.  Johnfon,  Blackftone, 
Mr.  Hawkins,  afterwards  poetry-profeflbr,  Anthony  Whiftler,  Efq.  of  Whitchurch,  Oxfordfhire, 
auth'^r  of  the  "Shuttlecock,"  and  feveral  ingenious  poems  in  ?'  Dodiley's  Collection,"  Mr.  Robert 
Binnel,  author  of  fome  learned  notes  in  "  Grainger's  Tibullus,"  and  Air.  Richard  Graves,  the  prer 
fent  reiflor  of  Claverton  in  Somerfetfliire,  author  of  "  The  Spiritual  Quixote,"  "  Euphrofyne," 
♦<  Columella,"  "  P^ter  of  Pontefradl,"  and  other  ingenious  performances, 

Mr.  Whiftler,  Mr.  Graves,  and  Mr.  Binnel,  were  his  moft  intimate  friends,  together  with  his 
fchoolfellow  Jago,  of  Univerfity  College ;  whom  he  could  only  vifit  in  private,  as  he  wore  a  fervi- 
tpr's  gown. 

They  ufed  to  meet  almoft  every  evening  at  each  other's  chambers,  where,  according  to  Mr. 
Graves,  "  they  read  plays  and  poetry,  Spedators  <)r  Tatlers,  and  other  works  of  eafy  digeftion,  and 
fipped  Florence  wine." 

His  firft  poetical  prpdusStion  worth  mentioning,  was  a  little  mock  heroic  poem,  called  The  D'mmondy 
written  when  he  was  about  nineteen,  in  imitation  of  Pope's  "  Rape  of  the  Lock,"  which  was  fol- 
lowed by  ano'ther  poem,  called  The  Snuffbox,  equally  liable  to  the  objedion  of  being  a  fervile  imita- 
tion ;  and  therefore  they  have  not  been  colleifted  in  his  works. 

As  his  fortune  was  a  very  fufficient  foundation  for  a  genteel  profeflion,  he  intended  to  have  taken 
Jus  degrees,  and  to  have  proceeded  on  the  ftudy  of  phyfic ;  but  being  now  of  age,  and  comilig  into 
the  poCeffion  of  his  eftate  at  the  Leafowes,  and  alfo  to  a  moiety  of  the  eftatc  at  Harborough,  which 
fell  to  hirn  by  the  unexpe<5led  death  of  his  uncle ;  as  his  houfc  at  the  Leafowes  was  inhabited  by  a 
tenant,  inltead  of  boarding  there,  or  in  the  neighbourhood,  he  rather  prematurely  began  to  keep 
lioufe  at  Harborough,  which  he  found  furniflied  to  his  hands,  and,  in  its  primitive  ftate,  having 
J^ecn  inhabited  by  the  family  of  the  Penns  for  many  generations. 

It  was  fituated,  according  to  his  own  defcription,  (Elegy  XV.)  by  the  fide  of  a  large  pond,  {haded 
'toy  venera'ole  oaks  and  elms,  and  rendered  more  folemn  hy  a  colony  of  rooks,  who  feemed  to  have 
isen  co-eval  with  the  worthy  family  that  gave  them  proteflion. 

In  tliis  retirement,  which  fuited  the  natural  melancholy  of  his  temper,  being  his  own  mafter, 
and  feeling  himfelf  much  at  his  eafe,  he  prolonged  his  ftay  beyond  what  the  bufinefs  of  the 
College  regularly  admitted.  And  having  once  neglecfled  to  return  to  the  Univerfity  at  the  proper 
feafon,  he  deferred  it  from  time  to  time,  till  at  length  he  felt  a  reluAance  to  returning  at  all ;  fo  that; 
although  he  kept  his  name  in  the  College  books  ten  years,  and  changed  his  Commoner's  gown  for 
that  of  a  Civilian,  after  the  fourth  year,  he  had  now  no  thoughts  of  proceeding  to  any  degree,  and 
ieldom  refided  in  College  any  more. 

In  1735,  he  was  introduced  to  Mr.  Graves  of  Mickleton  in  Gloucellerfhire,  who  had  lately  come 
■with  his  fiftcr  to  refide  in  the  country.  In  this  vifit  he  feems  to  have  felt  the  firft  fymptoms  of  the 
tender  paffon.  The  beauty  and  merit  of  Mifs  Graves  infenfibly  captivated  his  affeftions,  and  pro- 
duced that  melancholy  langour  which  took  entire  poffeflicn  of  his  heart  for  fome  years,  and  vented 
itfelf  in  plaintive  love-fongs  and  "  elegies  of  woe."  ^ 

At  Mickleton  alfo  he  feems  to  have  conceived,  from  the  improvements  of  Mr.  Graves,  the  firft 
idea  of  laying  out  in  the  m.odern  tafte,  and  enibelliihing  his  farm  of  the  Leafowes,  which  made  him 
generally  known  and  admired  in  the  world,  though  it  contributed  nothing  to  the  advancement  of 
iis  fortune. 

In  1737,  he  printed,  without  his  name,  a  fmall  volume  of  juvenile  verfes,  with  the  following 
title :  Poems  upon  tiarious  Occnjwnz,  luritten  for  the  Entertainment  of  the  Author,  and  printed  for 
■ihe  Amufmeni  of  a  ftiu  Friends  prejudiced  in  his  fa-vour.  Contentui  paucis  L'iioriLus.  Hor.  Oxford,  Leo- 
nard Litchfield,  1737.  I2mp.  As  he  got  no  money,  he  got  but  little  fame  by  this  publication,  it 
being  only  circulated  among  his  friends  and  acquaintance. 

In  1 74c,  he  made  Lis  firft  vifit  to  London,  where  he  became  acquainted  with  Dodfley,  who  print- 
ed, the  fame  year,  his  Judgment  of  Hercules,  which  he  addrciTed  to  his  neighbour  M*"  Lyttleton,  af- 
terwards Lord  Lyttleton,  with  whom  he  became  acquainted  in  1736,  and  whofe  intereft  he  warmly 
fupported  in  a  contefted  eledion  for  Worcefterlhire,  in  1740.  This  was  next  year  followed  by  the 
Scboolmif.refs,  in  the  ftyle  of  Spcnfer,  which  was  written  before  the  Judgment  ef  Hercules,  a;jd  is  jilftly 
tftesiced  the  moft  picaung  of  his  performances. 
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About  this  time  he  was  engaged  in  a  poetical  conteft  with  fome  writers  In  the  "  Gentleman's 
Magazine,"  againft  enigmas,  in  which  he  called  in  the  affiftance  of  Mr.  Whiftler,  Mr.  Graves,  and 
one  or  two  moje  of  his  fnends. 

From  about  the  year  1740  to  1746,  he  wandered  about  to  acquaint  himfelf  with  life,  and  was 
fometimes  at  London,  and  fometimes  at  Bath,  Cheltenham,  or  other  places  of  public  refort ;  but, 
from  that  period,  made  few  excurfions  at  any  diftance  from  home. 

His  uncle.  Dolman,  to  whofe  care  he  was  indebted  for  his  eafe  and  leifure,  died  in  1745  5  ^nd 
the  care  of  his  own  fortune  now  fell  upon  him. 

He  lived  for  fome  time  at  the  Leafowes,  with  his  tenant  Mr.  John  Shenilone,  who  was  diftantly 
related ;  but  finding  that  imperfedt  poffeflion  inconvenient,  he  took  the  whole  ellate  into  his  owa 
hands,  more  to  the  improvement  of  its  beauty  than  the  increafe  of  its  produce. 

He  had  already,  on  his  firfl  coming  to  board  with  his  tenant,  cut  a  ftraight  walk  through  his' 
wood,  terminated  by  a  fmall  building  of  rough  ftone ;  and,  in  the  corner  of  a  field,  he  had  fcooped 
out  a  fort  of  cave,  and  called  it  a  hermitage  ;  and,  a  few  years  after,  had  built  an  elegant  little  fum- 
mer-houfe  in  the  water,  under  a  group  of  beeches  ;  but  hitherto  he  had  no  conception  of  difpofmg 
his  environs  in  any  confiftent  plan,  and  giving  it  its  prefcnt  beautiful  and  pidlurefque  appearance. 

From  this  time  he  began  to  point  his  profpedls,  to  diverfify  his  furface,  to  enlarge  his  walks,  and 
to  wind  his  waters,  which  he  did  with  fuch  judgment  and  fuch  fancy,  as  made  his  little  domain  the 
envy  of  the  great  and  the  admiration  of  the  fkilful ;  a  place  to  be  vifited  by  travellers,  and  copied  by 
defigners. 

Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  that  "  to  plant  a  walk  in  undulating  curves,  and  to  place  a  beech  at  every 
turn  where  there  is  any  objedl  to  catch  the  eye,"  and  the  like,  "  demands  no  great  po-wers  of  mind  "  . 
and  that  fuch  performances  are  rather  the /port  than  the  byfinefs  of  human  reafon."  The  lafl  obfer- 
yation  is  juft  ;  but  the  planning  of  pleafure  grounds,  in  the  perfetStion  to  which  it  has  lately  bees 
brought  into  England,  is  entitled  to  a  place  of  confiderable  rank  among  the  liberal  arts,  and  feems 
to  require  zs  great  poixiers  of  mind  as  thofe  which  we  admire  in  the  defcriptive  poems  of  Thonifon,  or 
in  the  noble  landfcapes  of  Salvator  Rofa,  or  the  Pouflins.  Mr.  Wheatley's  ingenious  treatife  on 
"  Gardening,"  and  Mafon's  excellent  poem  on  the  fubje<5t,  have  given  us  higher  ideas  of  this  fcience. 
The  embelliihing  his  farm,  however,  was  by  no  means  the  bufnef,  but  only  the  amtifi- 
ment  oi  his  leifure  hours,  in  retirement.  He  may,  perhaps,  be  juftly  blamed,  confidering  his  flender 
patrimony,  for  not  purfuing,  as  he  at  firft  intended,  fome  lucrative  and  ufeful  profeffion ;  but  as  he; 
chofe  to  refign  their  emoluments  for  the  charms  of  eafe  and  independence,  he  had  a  right  to  employ 
thofe  in  fo  innocent  and  fo  elegant  a  relaxation. 

How  little  indeed  he  confulted  his  real  happinefs  in  adopting  this  inaiftivity,  in  preference  to  a 
more  bufy  plan  of  life,  is  but  too  evident  from  fome  of  his  letters  to  his  moft  intimate  friends ;  in  one 
pf  which  he  exprefsly  declares  his  convidlion,  "  that  the  moft  bufy  man  in  the  world  is  much  hap-  « 
pier  than  the  moft  idle  one." 

His  vifits  to  the  Lyttleton  family,  the  Earls  of  Stamford  and  Plymouth,  Lord  Foley,  and  Lord 
Ward,  Lady  Luxborough,  and  his  other  neighbours  and  relations,  and  the  little  alterations  and  im- 
provements which  he  was  continually  making  about  his  farm,  amufed  him  agreeably  enough  in  the 
fummer ;  but  in  the  winter  he  was  generally  left  a  prey  to  folitude,  indolence,  and  low  fpirits". 
"  His  whole  philofophy,"  fays  Gray  in  his  "  Letters,"  "  confifted  in  living  againft  his-wUl,  in  a  re- 
tirement which  his  tafte  had  adorned,  but  which  he  only  e»/'9jfrfwhen  people  of  note  came  to  fee  and 
commend  it." 

He  has  partly  obviated  this  feyere  cenfure  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  E  "  Though  I  firft  embel- 

lifhed  my  farm  with  an  eye  to  the  fatisfacftion  I  ftiould  receive  from  its  beauty,  I  am  now  greatly 
dependent  on  the  friends  it  brings  me  for  the  principal  enjoyment  it  affords.  I  am  pleafed  to  find 
them  pleafed,  and  enjoy  its  beauties  by  reflexion.  And  thus  the  durable  part  of  my  pleafure  appears 
to  be  of  thz'focial  kind." 

"  After  a  certain  time  of  life,"  fays  his  friend  Mr.  Graves,  in  the  "  Recollcdion  of  fome  Par- 
ticulars in  his  Life,"  publifhed  1788,  "  1  do  not  think  any  confideration  would  have  bribed  him  to 
live  away  from  the  Leafowes." 

"  Lyttleton,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  was  his  neighbour  and  his  rival,  whofe  empire,  fpacious  and 
opulent,  looked  with  difdain  en  the  fdty  ftate  that  appeartd  behind  it.    For  a  while  the  inhaiitanw 
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of  Hagley  aiFeaed  to  tell  their  acquaintance  of  the  little  fellow  that  was  tr^-ing  to  make  hlmfelf  ad- 
mired;  but  when,  by  degrees,  the  Leafowes  forced  themfelves into  notice,  they  took  care  to  defeat 
the  curioCty  which  they  could  not  fupprefs,  by  conduiTiing  their  vifitants  pcrverfely  to  inconvenient 
points  of  view,  and  introducing  them  at  the  wrong  end  of  a  ^valk  to  detect  a  deception  ;  injuries  of 
•which  Shenftonc  would  heavily  complain." 

This  charge  againft  the  Lyttleton  family,  has  been  denied,  with  fome  degree  of  warmth,  by  Mr. 
Potter,  and  Cnce  by  Mr.  Graves.  The  latter  fays,  «  The  truth  of  the  cafe,  I  believe,  was,  that  the 
Lyttleton  family  went  fo  frequently  with  their  company  to  the  Leafowes,  that  they  were  unwilling 
to  break  in  upon  Mr.  Shenftone's  retirement  en  every  occafion,  and  therefore  often  went  to  tht 
principal  points  of  view  without  waiting  for  any  one  to  condnd  them  regularly  through  the  whole 
■walks.  Of  this,  Mr.  Shenftone  would  fometimes  peevifhly  complain ;  though  I  am  perfuaded  he 
never  really  fufpe(5led  any  iU-natured  intention  in  his  worthy  and  much-valued  neighbours." 

"  The  pleafure  of  Shenftone,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  «  was  aU  in  his  eye  ;  he  valued  what  he  valued 
merely  for  its  looks;  nothing  raifed  his  indignation  more  than  to  alk  if  there  was  any  fifhcs  in  his 
water."  It  is  not  furprifing  that  the  queftion  fhould  raife  his  indignation,  as  it  certainly  betrayed 
an  inattention  to  the  beauties  of  his  place. 

■  "  His  houfe  was  mean,"  he  adds,  «  and  he  did  not  improve  it ;  his  care  was  of  his  grounds. 
When  he  came  home  from  his  walks,  he  might  find  his  floors  flooded  by  a  fhower  through  the 
broken  roof;  but  could  fpare  no  money  for  its  reparation.  In  time,  his  expences  brought  clamours 
about  him,  that  overpowered  the  lamb's  bleat,  and  the  linnet's  fong;  and  his  groves  were  haunted 
by  beings  very  different  from  fawns  and  fairies.  He  fpeut  liis  eftate  in  adorning  it ;  and  his  death 
was  probably  heightened  by  his  anxieties." 

Mr.  Graves,  however,  alTerts,  that  his  houfe  was  not  fo  mean,  or  fo  much  negle<5led  as  Dr.  John- 
fon's  intelligence  feems  to  imply;  and  expreffes  his  belief,  that  the  facetious  intimation  of  his  groves 
being  haunted  by  duns,  is  a  grcundlefs  furmil'e, 

"  The  fame  genius  was  difcovered  in  improving,  that,  in  fome  meafure,  appeared  in  whatever  he 
undertook.  He  often  made  his  operators  remove  partitions,  the  confequence  of  which,  according  to 
their  maxims,  would  yrove  the  downfal  of  the  whole  edifice.  He  gave  his  hall  fome  air  of  magni- 
ficence, by  finking  the  floor,  and  giving  it  an  altitude  of  ten  feet  inftead  of  feven.  By  his  own  good 
tafte,  and  his  mechanical  flciU,  jjs  acquired  two  tolerably  elegant  room.s,  from  a  mere  farm-houfe  of 
diminutive  demenfions. 

«  Mr.  Shenftone,"  he  adds,  "  was  too  much  refpecSled  in  the  neighbourhood  to  be  treated  with 
rudenefs;  and  though  his  works  (frugally  as  they  were  managed)  added  to  his  manner  of  living, 
mufl  neceffarily  have  made  him  exceed  his  income,  and  of  courfe,  he  might  fometimes  be  diftrefTe'd 
for  money,  yet  he  had  too  much  fpirit  to  expofe  himfelf  to  infults  for  trifling  fums,  and  guarded 
againft  any  great  diftrefs  by  anticipating  a  few  hundreds,  which  his  eftate  could  very  well  bear,  as 
appeared  by  what  remained  to  his  executors  after  the  payment  of  his  debts,  and  his  legacies  to  his 
friends,  and  annuities  of  30I.  a-year  to  one  fervant,  and  of  61.  to  another;  for  his  will  wasdidated 
with  equal  juftice  and  generofity." 

Before  he  was  entirely  fettled,  and  had  taken  the  Leafowes  into  his  own  hands,  he  wrote  the  SJ^co/- 
nlfirefs  and  the  Judgment  cf  HercuUs,  and  fome  pieces  of  a  more  trivial  kind.  «  He  had  always," 
fays  Mr.  Graves,  "  admired  Rowe's  fong  of  the  Difpairwg  Shepherd,  faid  to  have  been  written  on 
Mr.  Addifon  and  the  Countefs  of  Warwick.  And  I  believe,  on  parting  from  Mifs  Graves,  on  fome 
occafion,  he  firft  fketched  out  his  Paforal  Ballad,  in  that  ftyle  which  I  faw  two  or  three  years  before 
he  went  to  Cheltenham  in  the  fummer  of  1743.  But  meeting  there,  and  becoming  very  intimate 
with  Mifs  C ,  who  is  ftill  living,  [1788]  he  became  fo  far  enamoured  as  to  feci  himfelf  un- 
happy on  leaving  Cheltenham  and  the  objecft  of  his  paflion.  On  this,  he  enlarged  and  divided  it 
into  the  four  diftind  parts,  ALfeHce,  Hope,  Solicitude,  and  Dif appointment. 

"  Whether  Mr.  Shenftone  was  really  fo  deeply  in  love  as  he  here  dcfcribes  himfelf,  may  perhaps 
be  queftioned ;  for,  as  Lord  Shaftefbury  obferves,  "  A  fmall  foundation  of  any  paffion  will  ferve  us, 
rot  only  to  a<9:  it  well,  but  even  to  work  Ourfelves  into  it  beyond  our  own  reach."  At  leaft,  if  it  were 
true,  as  Dr.  Johnfon  afierts,  that  «  he  might  have  obtained  the  lady  to  whom  his  Paftoral  Ballad 
was  addreffed,"  it  muft  have  been  a  mere  poetical  flight  to  talk  as  he  do:s  of  her  cruelty  and  in- 
J^delity; 
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She  fmU'd, — and  I  could  not  but  love ; 
She  was  faithlefs, — and  I  am  undone. 

«  I  hardly  can  believe,  as  her  filler  was  married  to  a  baronet  of  confideralile  fortune,  that  Mifs 

P ^  in  her  bloom,  would  have  condefcended  to  marry  a  man,  however  deferving,  of  fo  fmall 

a  fortune'  as  Mr.  Shenftone.     And  though,  from  his  acquired  habits  and  tafte  of  life,  he  could  not 
have  been  happy  with  a  woman  of  hferlcr  education,  yet,  as  he  was  fenfible  his  income  was  not  fuf- 

ficient  to  fupport  a  lady  of  Mifs  C 's  defcription,  he  never  afpired  to  that  happinefs ;  as  he 

fays,  in  a  letter  on  this  occafion,  «  marriage  was  not  once  the  fubjed  of  our  converfation,  nor  even 
love ;  as  I  can  add  from  the  beft  authority : 


'  nee  coniugis  unquam 


Praetendi  tsedas,  aut  hac  in  faedera  veni."  \  irg. 

After  his  fettlement  at  the  Lcafowes,  though  the  embellifhment  of  his  farm  engaged  his  thoughts, 
he  occafionally  wrote  moft  of  his  elegies,  "  partly,"  fays  he,  "  to  divert  my  prefent  imputierce,  and 
partly,  as  it  will  be  2.  fiiiur,  of  moll  that  palTes  in  my  own  mind,  a  portrait  which/;-/Wx  may  value/' 

Hls'firft  EL'gy  (the  fourth  in  the  colleftion),  called  Oj>bel!a's  Urn,  infcribed  to  Mr.  Graves,  alludes 
to  a  real  urn  which  he  had  ereiSted  in  the  church  at  MicUeton,  with  this  infcription  : 

Utreciae  Smith ; 
Puellx  fimplici,  innocuas,  eleganti ; 
R.  G. 
Una  afts  memor  pueritias 
^  Mxrens  pofuit. 

M.DCC.XLiV. 

Utrccia  Smith  was  the  daughter  of  a  clergyman,  who,  from  the  books  with  which  her  father  fup. 
plied  her,  had  formed  to  herfelf  a  good  tafle  of  polite  literature,  and  wrote  well  in  profe,  and  fome- 
times  in  verfe.  A  connexion  of  four  or  five  years  with  a  very  ingenious  clcrgj-man,  which,  for 
prudential  reafons,  he  thought  proper  to  break  off,  proved  in  its  confequence  fatal  to  this  extraor- 
dinary young  woman  ;  and  (lie  died  foon  after,  greatly  lamented  by  Shenftone,  and  many  more  in- 
genious young  people  who  had  been  acquainted  with  her  at  her  native  place. 

The  S<^-v(nth  Elegy  was  written  about  the  end  of  1743,  after  his  return  from  Cheltenham.  In  his 
way  thither  he  had  miifed  his  road,  and  wandered  tiU  ten  o'clock  at  night  on  the  Cotfwould  hills. 
He  lays  the  fcene  on  Orwell's  banks,  as  Wolfey  was  born  at  Ipfwich  in  Suffolk. 

The  lafl  Elegv  on  Jr/ey,  which  has  been,  fuppofed  to  relate  to  an  unfortunate  and  criminal  amour 
of  his  own,  was  known  by  his  friends  to  have  been  fuggeited  by  the  ftory  of  Mifs  Godfrey  in  Richard* 
fun's  "  Paraclia." 

One  of  his  lateft  performances  was  his  Ode  on  rural  Elegance,  infcribed  to  the  Duchefs  of  Somerfet 
(Counters  of  Hertford),  a  lady  diilinguiflied  for  her  exalted  piety,  as  well  as  every  other  accomplifli- 
ment.  It  was  fent  to  the  Duchefs  at  Percy  Lodge,  by  Lady  Luxborough  ;  with  which,  and  with 
her  Ladyfaip's  account  of  the  Leafowes,  and  of  Shenftone's  charader,  flie  profeffed  herfelf  highly 
pleafed. 

Lady  Luxborough  was  fifler  to  Bolingbroke,  an  accomplifhed  lady  ;  wrote  elegantly,  in  French 
and  Englifli.  in  verfe  and  profe.  Living  unhappily  with  her  lord,  flie  retired  to  Barrels,  an  old  feat 
in  War-vvickihirc,  which  Ihe  had  fitted  up  in  an  elegant  ftyle,  and  made  her  environs  a  perfed  Ar- 
cadia. Shenilone,  Somervile,  and  the  neighbouring  clergy,  wrote  paftoral  ballads  and  fonnets  in 
praife  of  Lady  Luxborough  and  her  Arcadia.  She  died  in  17J6.  Her  «  Letters"  to  Shenftone. 
which  commenced  in  1739,  and  continued  to  the  year  of  her  death,  were  pubhflied  m  I77i,  by 
Mr.  John  Hodgetts  of  Hagley,  his  executor. 

About  the  year  1750,  he  had  refolution  enough  to  take  a  journey  of  near  70  miles  acrofs  the  coun- 
try,  to  vifit  his  friend  Mr.  Whiftler,  at  Whitchurch  in  Oxfordlhire  ;  which,  unfortunately,  occafioncd 
a  temporary  coolnefs  and  interuption  of  intercourfe  between  them. 

■    Mr.  Whiftler  lived  in  an  elegant  ftyle,  apd  was  vlfited  by  all  the  genteel  families  in  the  neighbour- 

hood.     With  manly  fenfe,  and  a  fine  genius,  he  had  a  delicacy  of  tafte  and  foftnefs  of  manners, 

bord<^.ririr  on  effeminacy.    He  laid  a  ftrcfs  on  trivial  circumftances  iu  his  domeftic  economy,  whic^ 
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SkatSLoae  ^e&ed  to  defpife.  This  difpofed  him  one  evening  to  ridicule  Mr.  WhifUer's  great  foIi» 
cicude  in  preparirg  for  r^.  entertainment  in  his  houfe.  Inilead  of  dreflSng  for  the  company,  he  con- 
tioDcd  lolling  at  his  eafe,  and  difpnting  rather  perverfely  on  the  folly  and  abfnrdity  of  laying  a  ilrefs 
i^oB  fiich  trifles.  The  diipme  ran  high ;  and,  although  he  fuppreffed  his  choler  that  erening,  yet 
be  curtailed  his  vilit  two  or  three  days,  and  took  a  ccol  leave  next  morning. 

ilr.  Whiiiler  died  in  1754 ;  and  it  appears,  &om  a  letter  on  his  death,  fhaf  Shenftone  flill  retained 
die  lame  warmth  of  afiedion  for  his  old  friend. 

"  Poor  Mr.  Whiflkr !  how  do  all  our  little  difputes  appear  to  us  now !  yet  we  may  with  comfort 
refled  that  they  were  not  of  a  kind  that  aSe^ted  the  -pu^  of  our  friendliiip ;  we  fondly  loved  and 
fftffmed  each  other—of  necefliry,  tjus  ajiimar  oportnit  eJJ'i  taw.rdes,  \^c.  Not  a  fingle  embsliilhment 
tare  I  given  to  my  place  fince  he  was  laft  here ;  but  I  have  had  his  approbation  and  amufemcnt  in 
my  eye." 

He  paid  fo  great  a  deference  to  the  tafte  of  Mr.  Whiftler,  that  he  feldom  wrote  a  letter  to  him 
widwmt  the  utmofl  care  and  attentioD,  which  made  him  fo  much  lament  the  deiLroying  that  corref-^ 
poadence  after  his  death. 

From  this  time,  he  went  bnt  feldom  from  home,  and  grew  daily  more  indolent  and  fedentary ; 
ItBt  he  was  always  alert  and  attentive  to  the  flaims  of  friendfhip  and  benevolence. 

As  £u-  as  his  influence  extended,  he  patronized  Mifs  Wheatley,  Mr.  Woodhonfe,  and  Mr.  Giles, 
and  cureded  and  improved  their  poetical  compoiitions.  He  promoted  the  publication  of  Livie's 
cl^aitt  edition  of  Horace ;  aflliied  Mr.  Hull  in  writing  his  tragedy  of  "  Henry  II.  or  the  Fail  of 
Roiamoad-,"  and  fcggefted  to  Dr.  Percy,  the  prefent  refpeiSable  bifhop  o:  Dromore,  the  fcheme  of 
pnblifhing  his  "  Reliques  of  Ancient  Poetry  ;'*  and,  as  he  gratefully  acknowledges,  greatly  afllfted 
iiim  in  that  work. 

As  the  difpropordon  of  his  fortune  to  the  exigencies  of  his  flation  was  generally  known  among 
bis  friends,  feme  of  them,  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  and  he  himfelf  believed,  among  others,  the 
prefsK  Lord  1/Oughborough  applied  to  Lord  Bnte  to  procure  him  a  penfion.  Such  bounty  could 
not  have  been  ever  more  properly  beflowcd ;  hut  that  it  was  ever  alked  of  the  king  is  not  certain. 
He  was  made  to  believe  that  the  patent  was  aSoally  znade  oct,  when  his  death  rendered  unne- 
ceSary  any  farther  concern  of  his  friends  for  his  fntore  eafe  and  tranquillity  in  this  world. 

He  had  been  on  a  vi£t  to  his  friend  Lwd  Stamford  at  Enville,  from  whence  he  did  not  return  tUl 
Sonday  whik  the  people  were  at  ch,irch.  It  was  a  very  cold  day ;  and  he  was  foon  after  feizcd  with 
a  fever  of  the  putrid  ki^d,  which  terminated  fatally.  He  died  about  five  on  Friday  morning,  Fe- 
iHnary  II.  1763  ;  and  was  buried  near  his  brother,  under  a  plain  flat  flone  in  the  church-yard  of 
Hales-Owen-  Afterwards,  his  friend  Mr.  Graves  erefied  a  neat  urn  to  his  memory,  in  Hales-Owtn 
chtirch,  wi'Ji  an  infcription,  the  lafl  line  of  which  has  an  immediate  reference  to  the  place  of  his  in- 
terment. An  um  was  alfo  ereSed  to  his  memory  at  Hagley,  by  his  friend  Lyttleton ;  and  feats 
were  irfcribed  to  ^'Tn  by  Mr.  Knight  at  Wooverly  in  Worceflerfhire,  and  by  the  Marquis  de  Gi- 
lardin  at  EnnecOTivillc,  "  the  Leafowes  of  France." 

His  Wcrki,  in  Verft  and  Prof:,  mofl  oficb'ub  •were  nectr  before  printed,  were  collected  and  publiihed,  in 
•  lok.  Svo.  1 764,  with  an  "  Account  of  his  Life,"  and  a  "  Defcription  of  the  Leafowes,"  by  his  friend 
Dodfley.  A  third  volume,  containing  his  Letun,  was  publiihed  in  1769.  A  poetical  defcription  of 
the  Leafowes  is  printed  in  "  Woodhoufe's  Poems,"  and  in  "  Giles's  Mifcellanies."  It  has  been 
isrproved  by  a  plain  elegant  houfe,  built  in  1776,  by  Edward  Home,  Efq.  the  prclbnt  poflcflcr, 
^ph.0  has  infcribed  a  feat  near  one  of  the  cafcades. 

To  William  Shenftone,  Efq, 
■^RTiofe  genius  firft  difcovered, 
"Wbofe  amiable  manners  recomraeixled, 
Whofe  writings  adorned 
The  beauties  of  this  villa, 
i^Eefore  negleSed  and  unknown) 
This  feat,  with  its  concomitant  ftreai^, 
Is  dedicated  by 
E.  H. 
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The  characfter  of  Shenftone  has  been  drawn  with  fufiBcient  accuraqr  hy  Dodfley  and  Mr.  Graves. 

He  feems  to  have  had  all  the  virtues  and  all  the  imj>erfe«flions  that  attend  a  gcaerous,  eafy,  indolent 
difpolitjon.  To  the  efTential  duties  and  principles  of  revealed  religion  he  was  fincerely  attached- 
Nothing  could  bs  more  amiable  than  his  fecial,  or  more  unexceptionable  than  his  moral  charaifter. 
He  was  the  warmeft  and  mod  aifefSionate  friend,  and  never  an  inveterate  enemy.  In  company  with. 
ftrangers,  he  felt  an  awkward  reftraint ;  where  he  was  free,  his  converfation  was  fenfible  and  fprightly. 
He  fometimes  indulged  himfelf  in  ftrokes  of  humour ;  but  the  tender  and  pathetic  were  more  coo- 
genial  to  the  natural  melancholy  of  his  temper.  He  was  fond  of  pi(3ures,  flatues,  medals,  and  every 
article  of  vertu,  without  being  a  virtuofo,  or  enthuCaflically  attached  to  them.  In  mufic  and  paint- 
ing he  had  conGderable  talle  and  {kill.  He  was  fond  of  trinkets,  fuch  as  rings,  Ihuff -boxes,  &c ;  and 
fludied  and  drew  Dcetches  for  them,  from  which  the  Birmingham  people  improved  their  toys.  In 
his  perfon,  he  was  larger  than  the  middle  fize,  but  rather  of  a  robuft  than  an  elegant  form.  He  had 
a  dull  heavj-  look,  unlefs  when  his  features  were  animated  by  any  fprightly  fentiment,  which  ren- 
dered them  extremely  pleafing.  He  was  remarkable  for  wearing  his  gray  hair  in  a  particular 
manner.  His  favourite  diefs  was  a  plain  blue  coat,  and  a  fcarlet  wai&coat,  with  a  broad  gold  lace, 
which  he  feldom  changed  cither  winter  or  funimer. 

As  a  poet,  his  merit  is  fufficiently  afcertained  ;  fimplicity,  delicacy,  and  tendemefs,  charaScrize 
his  compoCtions  more  than  flrength  and  fire.  Many  of  the  feebler  pieces,  that  abate  our  reverence 
for  his  genius,  were  the  ebullitions  of  an  afiive  imagination  abounding  in  leifure,  ~and,  for  wont 
of  fome  ufeful  employment,  amuung  itfelf  with  trifles.  The  fele(flion  was  made  by  Dodiley,  who 
has  printed  more  than  he  fhould  have  done.  Yet,  under  thefe  difadvantages,  his  writings  in  the 
elegiac  and  palloral  ftyle,  juftly  entitle  him  to  a  high  place  among  our  Engliih  claffics. 

His  profe  efTays,  though  many  of  them  unfinifbed,  difcover  nHich  juflnefs  of  thought  and  eipref> 
Con,  and  a  confiderable  knowledge  of  the  charafiers  of  men.  His  eflays  on  Pu&lL-jiior.s,  and  en  die-aim 
Merit  In  others,  fhow  his  critical  knowledge  of  books,  and  their  authors.  The  Imprcmftu,  and  cue  or 
two  more  humorous  eflays,  are  in  the  flyle  of  Addifon.  His  unconnecfted  thoughts  en  G^demg, 
and  on  Men  and  Miinners,  difcover,  in  general,  his  profound  penetration  and  esquifite  tafle  on  almoft 
every  fubjcift.  Many  of  them  have  been  adopted  by  men  of  more  learning,  but  lefs  genius,  in  finifhed 
treatifes.  Dr.  Enfield  has  made  fome  ufc  of  them  in  his  "  Speaker,"  and  Mr.  Pratt  has  formed  his 
"  Shenftone-Green"  upon  one  of  his  fpeculations. 

•Shenftone  is  chiefly  admired  as  an  elegiac  and  pafloral  writer.  In  his  elegiac  capacity,  he 
feems  to  have  formed  himfelf  principally  on  the  tender,  the  eafy,  and  fweetly  plaintive  Kam- 
fiiond  ;  whom,  if  he  has  not  equalled  in  fome  departments  of  beauty,  he  has  excelled  in  others.  Ham- 
mond is  generally  more  eafy  in  his  espreflion,  more  natural  and  paflionate  ;  but  he  is  frequently  lefs 
elegant ;  and,  from  too  clofe  a  claflical  imitation,  infinitely  lefs  original  than  Shenftone ;  who  may, 
in  fome  meafure,  claim  the  merit  of  originality  in  extending  this  fpecies  of  poetry  to  fo  great  a  variety 
of  fubje^s.  Moft  of  his  elegies  convey  fome  moral  inftrucfiion  ;  and  the  expreflion  and  the  imagery 
are  generally  tender  and  poetical.  The  fourth,  the  feventh,  the  tenth,  eleventh,  fixteenth,  and 
twenty-fiith,  deferve  particular  commendation. 

In  the  feventh  elegy,  the  introdufiion,  the  awful  appearance  of  the  viGon,  the  contrail  betvreen 
the  dangerous  heights  of  ambition  and  the  fecurity  of  an  humble  ftation,  and  above  all,  the  fudden 
difappearance  of  Wolfey's  fliadow  (difconcerted  by  the  force  of  truth)  is  admirably  eiprelTed: 

The  troubled  viCon  cad  a  mournful  glance ; 
And,  fighing,  vanifh'd  in  the  fhades  of  night. 

In  the  fixteenth  elegy,  he  exhibits  jhe  ftrongeft  confliiFl  between  love  and  pride  that  can  pof&bly 
be  imagined,  in  the  perfon  of  a  lady  whofe  afletftions  had  been  fixed  on  an  inferior  objed,  in  confe* 

quence  of  which,  her  realbn  became  the  victim  of  her  haughtinefs. 

The  twenty-filth  elegy,  which  defcribes  the  melancholy  event  of  a  licentious  amour,  is,  both  wiA 
regard  to  the  fubjecfl  and  the  manner  of  execution,  one  of  the  fnoft  affefbing  poems  in  our  lano^uage. 

His  Paf.oral  Ballad  has  been  univerfally  admired,  as  escelient  in  its  kind ;  a  fpecies  of  poetry,  in 
Vrhich,  from  his  real  fituauon  in  life,  a  genius  like  Sheaflone's  could  not  but  excel.    Akenfide  pre- 
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fcrrcd  it  to'every  thing  of  the  kind,  either  ancient  or  modern.  And  the  rank  which  it  ftill  preferr« 
among  young  people  of  the  beft  tafte,  is  a  fufficient  proof  of  its  merit.  Dr.  Johnfon,  who  had 
an  averOon  to  paftorah  in  general,  only  "  regrets  that  it  is  paftoral,"  and  "  fickens  at  the  mention 
cf  the  crooi,  thej>i/>e,  the  Jhirp,  and  the  iiJs."  But  the  ideas  of  rural  innocence  and  fimplicity  are 
fo  congenial  to  the  human  mind,  in  its  uncorrupted  ftate,  that,  in  fpite  of  ridicule,  they  will  always 
^kafe  the  generality  of  mankind. 

Of  his  lyric  pieces,  the  OJd  on  Rural  Elegance,  Ode  to  Memory,  Verfes  ivr'iten  to-wards  the  clofe  of  the 
Tear  1 748,  the  Prinafs  Ellzabe'.h,  the  Sky-Lari,  Nancy  of- the  Vale,  and  "Jemmy  Daivfon,  deferve  the 
higheft  praife.  The  firft  is  an  irregular  ode  ;  but  the  fubjeft,  which  was  then  new,  is  treated  in  an 
agreeable  manner,  and  illuftrated  witii  many  pleafing  inftances,  particularly  with  that  of  the 
amiable  lady  to  whom  it  is  infcribed,  who  had  embellifned  Fercy-LoJge  with  great  tafte,  and  had 
there  reconciled  Art  and  Nature,  who  are  reprefented  as  having  been  long  at  variance.  It  con- 
cludes with  an  elegant  apoftrophe  to  the  inhabitants  of  the  groves  to  amufe,  but  not  diHurb  the 
Boble  reclufe  in  her  folitude. 

The  Schoolmijlrefs,  Dr.  Johnfon  pronounces  "  the  mofl  pleaflng  of  his  performances."  Warburton 
^who  read  every  thing),  was  of  the  fame  opinion;  and  with  them  the  critics  and  the  general 
readers  of  poetry  agree.  Though  partly  a  burlefque  poem,  it  abounds  with  pidlurefque  ilrokes, 
and  ferious  inflrudiion.     Of  his  "Judgment  of  Hercules,  tlic  general  opinion  is  juflly  favourable. 

From  the  contempt  which  Dr.  Johnfon  has  thrown  on  his  Moral  Pieces  in  blank  verfe,  he  might 
have  excepted  the  poem  on  Economy,  addrefTed  to  young  poets.  "  I  would  have  ventured,"  fays 
Mr.  Graves,  "  to  pronounce  it  not  inferior  to  Philips's  "  Splendid  Sliillir.g,"  if  Mr.  Shenftone  had 
Jived  to  corredt  hi«  own  manufcripts,  and  to  prune  off  fome  few  excrefcences  and  luxuriances  of 
youth  when  this  poem  was  partly  wTitten,  though  not  brought  to  its  prefent  ftate  till  he  began  to 
experience  the  futility  of  that  youthful  rant,  "  that  economy  was  beneath  the  care  of  a  rational 
creature." 

Shenftone  enjoyed  an  intimacy  with  feme  of  the  mofl  eminent  of  his  poetical  contemporaries,  and 
carried  on  an  occaficnal  correfpondence  with  perfcns  diftinguifhed  for  their  learning,  tafle,  and  good 
fenfe.  Thomfon,  Lyttleton,  Somervile,  Jago,  Dodlley,  Spccce,  &c.  bear  ample  tellimony  to  his  ge- 
nius and  abilities. 

Mr.  Wheatlcy,  in  his  ingenious  and  elaborate  treatife  "  on  Gardening,"  has  paid  a  jufl  tribute 
M  Shenftone,  both  as  a  man  of  tafte  and  as  a  poet. 

"  An  allufion  to  the  ideas  of  paftoral  poetry  evidently  enters  into  the  defign  of  the  Leafowes, 
where  they  appear  fo  lovely  as  to  endear  the  memory  of  their  author,  and  juftify  the  reputation  of 
Mr.  Sheftftone,  who  inhabited,  made,  and  celebrated  the  place.  It  is  a  perfecS  piclure  of  his  mind, 
iimple,  elegant,  and  amiable,  and  v/ill  always  fuggeft  a  doubt  whether  the  fpot  infpired  his  verfe, 
or  whether,  in  the  fcenes  which  he  fornricd,  he  only  realifed  the  paftoral  images  which  abound  in 
his  fongs." 

Gray's  opinion  of  Shenftone,  is  very  unfavourable  to  his  charadter,  both  as  a  writer  and  a  man  of 
fenfe.  "  There  is  Mr.  Shenftone,  who  trufts  to  nature  and  ftmple  fentiment,  why  does  he  do  no 
better  .'  he  goes  hopping  along  his  own  gravel  walks,  and  never  deviates  from  the  beaten  path  for 
fear  of  being  loft."  This  remark,  which  was  made  on  his  pieces  in  the  two  laft  volumes  of  Dod- 
fley's  "  Colledion,"  implies  fome  opinion  of  Shenftone's  poetical  merit,  or  why  ftiould  Gray  expe(^ 
him  to  do  better  ?  It  is  alfo  a  compliment  to  hi*  difcretion,.  in  not  launcliing  forth  beyond  his  depth, 
but  confining  himfclf  to  fubjefts  which  he  found  proportioned  to  his  ftrenglh.  His  Ode  to  Memory^ 
and  his  Pajloral  Ballad,  are  not,  however,  fuch  performances  in  their  kind  as  make  Shenftone  an 
objeft  of  compaftiou. 

What  Gray  thought  of  him  from  the  perufal  of  his  LeiUn  is  more  fevere,  as  he  makes  him  guilty 
of  a  reftlefs  ambition  and  a-rldiculous  vanity.  "  I  have  read  an  o(ftavo  volume  of  Shenftone's  let- 
ters. Poor  man !  he  was  always  wifliing  for  money,  for  fame,  and  otlier  deftintStions ;  and  his 
■whole  philofophy  confifted  in  living  againft  his  will  in  retirement,  and  in  a  place  which  his  tafte 
had  adorned,  but  which  he  only  enjoyed  when  people  of  note  came  to  fee  and  commend  it ;  his  cor- 
refpondence is  about  nothing  elfe  but  this  plate  and  his  own  writi;igs,  with  two  or  three  neigh- 
bouring clergymen  who  wrote  verfes  too."    Some  ol  bii  Ie;',?rs  are,  ao  dcubt,  very  trivial  j  but 
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his  perfonal  t}iara(ftt'r  appears  in  them  in  the  fame  amiable  light  as  in  hii  poetical  coirtpofitions ; 
they  contain  the  "  hiftory  of  his  mind  for  the  laft  24  years  of  his  life." 

His  letters  on  the  death  of  his  brother  are  the  genuine  eifufions  of  a  feeling  heart,  pierced  with 
the  moft  poignant  grief  and  affli<5lion.  His  account  of  the  people  of  rank  who  came  to  fee  his  place, 
he  wrote  only  to  two  of  his  moft  intimate  friends,  Jago  and  Mr.  Graves,  among  the  ordinary  oc- 
currences of  his  life. 

His  character,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  cannot  be  generally  allowed,  without  making  confiderabTe 
exceptions  in  favour  of  the  comprekivffjtrefs  of  his  mind,  the  aSfhity  of  his  curiofity,  and  the  varittv 
of  his  knowledge.  The  concluding  criticifm  is  unreafonably  fevere.  Had  his  mind  been  better 
ftored  with  knowledge,  he  certainly  would  have  been  great ;  with  his  prefent  Here,  he  is  univerfalJy 
allowed  to  be  agreeable. 

"  His  poems  conlifl  of  eUgies,  odes,  and  ballads,  htimorovs  follies ,  and  moral  pieces. 
♦'  His  conception  of  an  elegy  he  has  in  his  Preface  very  judiciouily  and  difcriminately  explainecf- 
It  is,  according  to  his  account,  the  effufion  of  a  contemplatis'e  mind,  fometimes  plaintive,  and  al- 
ways ferious,  and  therefore  fuperior  to  the  glitter  of  flight  ornaments.  His  compofitions  fnit  not 
ill  to  this  defcription.  His  topics  of  praife  are  the  domeftic  virtues,  and  his  thoughts  are  pure  and 
fimple  ;  but,  v/anting  combination,  they  want  variety.  The  peace  of  folitude,  the  innocence  of  in- 
aflivity,  and  the  unenvied  fecurity  of  an  humble  ftation  can  fill  but  a  few  pages.  That  of  which, 
the  effence  is  uniformity,  v.'ili  be  foon  defcribed.  His  elegies  have  therefore  too  much  refemblance 
of  each  other. 

"  The  lines  are  fometinaes  fuch  as  elegy  requires,  fmooth  and  eafy ;  but  to  this  praife  his  claim  is 
not  conftant;  his  didlion  is  often  harfh,  improper,  and  affecfted,  his  words  ill  coined  or  ill  chofen, 
and  his  phrafe  unikilfully  inverted. 

"  The  Lyric  Poems  are  alnioft  all  of  the  light  and  airy  kind,  fuch  as  trip  lightly  and  nimbly  along, 
■without  the  load  of  any  weighty  meaning.  From  thefe,  however.  Rural  Elsgana  has  feme  right  to 
be  excepted.  I  once  heard  it  praifed  by  a  very  learned  lady ;  and,  though  the  lines  are  irregular, 
and  the  thoughts  diffufed  with  too  much  verbofity,  yet  it  cannot  be  denied  to  contain  both  philofo- 
phical, argument  and  poetical  fpirit. 

"  Of  the  reft,  I  cannot  think  any  excellent ;  the  Sky-Lark  pleafes  me  beft,  which  has,  however, 
more  of  the  epigram  than  of  the  ode. 

"  But  the  four  parts  of  the  Pafloral  Ballad  demands  particular  notice.  I  cannot  but  regret  that  it 
is  paftoral ;  an  intelligent  critic,  acquainted  with  the  fcenes  of  real  life,  fickens  at  the  mention  of 
the  crook,  the.  pipe,  the jliep,  and  the  kids,  which  it  is  not  necefiary  to  bring  forward  to  notice  ;  for  the 
poet's  art  is  fele(ftion,  and  he  ought  to  fliow  the  beauties  without  the  groffnefs  of  a  country  life. 

"  In  the  firll  part  are  two  paffages,  to  which,  if  any  mind  denies  its  fymjjathy,  it  has  no  acquaint-- 
ance  with  love  or  nature  : 

I  priz'd  every  hour  that  went  by. 
Beyond  all  that  had  pleas'd  me  before,  &c. 

.    "  la  the  fecond,  this  paflage  has  its  prettinefs,  though  it  is  not  equal  to  the  former  : 

I  have  found  out  a  gift  for  my  fair; 

I  have  found  where  the  wood-pigeons  breed,  &c. 

"  III  the  thard,  he  mentions  the  common  places  of  amorous  poetry  with  fome  addrefi ; 

'Tis  his  with  mock  pafiion  to  glow,  &c. 

"  In  the  fourth,  I  fipd  nothing  taetter  than  this  natural  ftrain  of  Hope ,' 

Alas  !  from  the  day  that  we  met. 
What  hope  of  an  end  to  niy  woes  .''  &c. 

"  His  Le-vHies  are,  by  their  title,  exempted  from  the  feverities  of  criticifm  ;  yet  it  maj  be  rcmarit* 
c?3,  in  a;  few  words>  th»t  hij  hunjour  i»  f(?mstiip?s  grofs,  and  feldora  fprightly. 
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«  Of  his  Moral  Poems,  the  firft  is  the  Choice  of  Hercules,  from  Xenophon.  The  numbers  are  fmocth, 
the  didion  elegant,  and  the  thoughts  juft ;  but  fomething  of  vigour  is  flill  to  be  wiflied,  which  it 
might  have  had  by  brevity  and  compreflion.  His  Fate  of  Delicacy  has  an  air  of  gaiety,  but  not  a  very 
pointed  or  general  moral.  His  blank  verfes,  thofe  that  can  read  them,  may  probably  find  to  be  like 
the  blank  verfes  of  his  neighbours.  Love  and  Honour  is  derived  from  the  old  ballad,  "  Did  you  not 
hear  of  a  Spanifh  Lady  ?"     I  wifti  it  well  enough  to  wifti  it  were  in  rhyme. 

*'  The  Schoolmifrefs,  of  which  I  know  not  what  claim  it  has  to  ftand  among  the  moral  works,  is 
furely  the  moft  pleafing  of  Shenftone's  performances.  The  adoption  of  a  particular  ftyle,  in  light 
and  fliort  compofitions,  contribute  much  to  the  increafe  of  pleafure ;  we  are  entertained  at  once 
with  two  imitations,  of  nature  in  the  fentiments,  of  the  original  author  in  the  ftyle ;  and  between 
them  the  mind  is  kept  in  perpetual  employment. 

"  The  general  recommendation  of  Shenftone,  is  eafmefs  and  fimplicity ;  hi«  general  defeat,  is  want 
of  comprehenfion  and  variety.  Had  his  mind  been  better  ftored  with  knowledge,  whether  he  comH 
have  been  great  I  know  not ;  he  could  certainly  have  been  agreeable." 
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ELEGIES, 

WRITTEN  ON  MANY  DIFFERENT  OCCASIONS. 

''  Tantum  inter  denfas,  umbrofa  cacumina,  fagos, 

"  Aflidue  veniebat ;  Lbi  hac  incondita,  folus, 

*'  Moiitibus  et  fylvis  ftudio  jaftabat  inaui  1*'         Virg. 


A  PREFATORY  ESSAY  ON  ELEGY. 


It  is  obfervable,  that  difcourfes  prefixed  to  poetry 
are  contrived  very  frequently  to  inculcate  fuch 
tenets  as  may  exhibit  the  performance  to  the 
greateft  advantage.  The  fabric  is  very  common- 
ly raifed  in  the  firjl  place,  and  the  meafures,  by 
which  we  are  to  judge  of  its  merit,  are  after- 
wards  adjufted. 

There  have  been  few  rules  given  us  by  the  cri- 
tics concerning  the  ftrutlure  of  elegiac  poetry  j 
and  far  be  it  from  the  author  of  the  foUoviring 
iriflesto  dignify  his  own  opinions  with  that  deno- 
fiiination.  He  would  only  intimate  the  great  va- 
riety ai  fuhjeRs,  and  the  different  y?y/fj  in  which 
the  writers  of  elegy  have  hitherto  indulged  them- 
felves,  and  endeavour  to  fhield  the  following  ones 
by  the  latitude  of  their  example. 

If  we  confider  the  etymology  *  of  the  'vjord, 
the  epithet  which  f  Horace  gives  it,  or  the  con- 
feffion  which  %  Ovid  makes  concerning  it,  I  think 
we  may  conclude  thus  much,  however,  that  elegy, 
in  its  true  and  genuine  acceptation,  inclndes  a 
tender  and  querulous  idea :  that  it  looks  upon 
this  as  its  peculiar  charadleriftic,  and  fo  long  as 
t})is  is  thoroughly  fuftained,  admits  of  a  variety 
of  fubjecfls ;  which,  by  its  manner  of  treating 
them,  it  renders  them  its  own.  It  throws  its  me- 
I^ncholyj/?o/d-  over  pretty  different  objeds ;  which, 
like  the  dreffes  at  a  funeral  proceflion,  gives  them 
all  a  kind  of  folemn  and  uniform  appearance. 

It  is  probable  that  elegies  were  written  at  j?r/Z 
upon  the  death  of  intimate  frietids  and  near  rela- 


*  i-XiyM,  %  particulam  dolendi. 
\  ^"^  Miferabiles  elegos.^^  Hor. 

I  "  Heu  ni/nis  ex  veto  nunc  tihi  nonien  erit.'"'' 
Ovid,  de  Morte  Tibulii. 
Vol.  IX. 


tions  ;  celebrated  beauties,  ov favourite  mijlrejjes^ 
be?ieficent  governors  and  illujlrious  men :  one 
may  add  perhaps,  of  ail  thofe,  who  are  placed  by 
Virgil  in  the  laurel-grove  of  his  Elyfium.  (See 
Hurd's  Diflsrtation  on  Horace's  Epiftle.) 

"  Qiiique  fui  memores  alios  fecere  merendo." 
After  thefe  fubjecfts  were  fufUciently  exhaufted, 
and  the  feverity  of  fate  difplayed  in  the  moft  af- 
fecting inflances,  the  poets  fought  occafion  to  vary 
their  complaints ;  and  the-next  tender  fpecics  of 
forrow  that  prefented  itfelf,  was  the  grief  of  «3-. 
fent  or  negleSied  lovers.  And  this  indulgence 
might  be  indeed  allowed  them  ;  but  with  thi:i 
they  were  not  contented.  They  had  obtained  a: 
fmall  corner  in  the  province  of  love,  and  they 
took  advantage,  from  thence,  to  over-run  the 
whole  tetritory.  They  fung  its  fpoils,  triumphs, 
ovations,  and  rejoicings*,  as  well  as  the  capti- 
vity and  exequies  that  attended  it.  They  gave 
the  name  of  elegy  to  their  pleafantries  as  well  as 
lamentations;  till  at  laft,  through  their  abundant 
fondiiefs  for  the  myrtle,  they  forgot  that  the  cy^ 
prefs  was  their  peculiar  garland. 

In  this  it  is  probable  they  deviated  from  the 
original  defign  of  elegy  ;  and  it  fliould  feem,  that 
any  kind  of  fubjedls,  treated  in  fuch  a  manner  as 
to  diffufe  a  pleafing  melancholy,  might  far  better 
deferve  the  name,  -than  the  facetioui  mirth  and 
libertine  feftivity  of  the  fuccefsful  votaries  of 
love. 

But  not  to  dwell  too  long  upon  an  opinion 
which  may  feem.  perhaps  introduced  to  favour  the 
following  performance,  it  may  not  be  improper 

*  Didte  lit  Faan^  et  lo  bis  dieite  Paaa.'" 

Ovijj, 
Pp 
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10  cxanii.ic  iuto  th?  ufe  and  end  of  ele^y.  The 
mpft  important  end  oi  all  poetry  it  to  encourage 
virtue.  Epic  and  tragedy  chiefly  recommend  the 
public  virtues  ;  elegy  is  of  a  fpecies  which  illuf- 
trates  and  endears  the  pri-jate.  There  is  a  truly 
virtuous  pleafure  connedled  with  many  penfive 
contemplations,  which  it  is  the  province  and  ex- 
cellency of  elegy  to  enforce.  This,  by  prefenting 
laixable  ideas,  has  difcovered  fweets  in  melancholy 
■which  we  could  nut  find  in  mirth  ;  and  has  led  us 
with  fuccefs  to  the  dufty  urn,  when  we  coulJ 
draw  no  pleafure  from  the  fparkling  howl ;  as 
palloral  conveys  an  idea  of  Gmplicity  and  inno- 
cence, it  is  in  particular  the  taAc  and  merit  of 
elegy  to  fnow  the  innocence  and  fimplicity  of  ru- 
xallife  to  advantage  :  and  that,  in  a  way  diftinci 
from  pa/l oral,  as  much  as  the  plain  but  judicious 
landlord  may  be  imagined  to  fnrpafs  his  tenant 
both  in  dignify  and  under/landing-  It  fliould  al- 
io tend  to  elevate  the  mo.  e  tranquil  virtues  of 
humility,  iifinterejlednefs,  fimplicity,  and  inno- 
cence :  but  then  there  is  a  degree  of  elegance  and 
refinement,  no  way  inconfiftent  with  thefe  rural 
virtues  ;  and  that  raifes  elegy  above  that  meruin 
THs,  that  unpolijljed  rufticity,  which  has  given 
our  pajloral  writers  their  higheft  reputation. 

Wealth  and  fplendour  will  never  want  their 
proper  weight :  the  danger  is,  left  they  fliould 
t(jp  much  preponderate,  A  kind  of  poetry  there- 
fore which  throws  its  chief  influence  into  the  o- 
ther  fcale,  that  magnifies  the  fweets  of  liberty 
and  independence,  that  endears  the  honeft  delights 
of  love  and  friendfliip,  that  celebrates  the  glory 
of  a  good  name  after  death,  that  ridicules  the  fu- 
tile arrogance  of  birth,  that  recommends  the  in- 
nocent amufement  of  letters,  and  infenfibly  pre- 
pares the  mind  for  that  humanity  it  inculcates, 
fuch  a  kind  of  poetry  may  chance  to  pleafe  ;  and 
jf  it  pleafe,  fliould  feem  to  be  of  fervice. 

As  to  the  Jlyle  of  elegy,  it  may  be  well  enough 
fletermined  from  v.hai  has  gone  before.  It  fliould 
imitate  \he  voice  and  language  of  grief,  or  if  a 
metaphor  of  drefs  be  more  agreeable,  it  fliouM  be 
fimple  and  diff'ufe,  and  flowing  as  a  mourner's 
veil.  A  vcrfification  therefore  is  defirable,  which, 
by  indulging  a  free  and  unconftrained  expreffion, 
may  admit  of  that  fimplicity  which  elegy  re- 
quires. 

Heroic  metre,  with  alternate  rhyme,  feems 
well  enough  adapted  to  this  fpecies  of  poetry ; 
and,  however  exceptionable  upon  other  occauons, 
its  inconveniencies  appear  to  lofe  their  weight  in 
/barter  elegies  :  and  its  advantages  feem  to  ac- 
quire an  additional  importance.  The  world  has 
an  admirable  example  of  its  beauty  in  a  colle<flion 
of  elegies  not  long  fince  publijhed  ;  the  produdt  of 
a  gentleman  *  of  the  moft  exadl  tafte,  and  whofe 
untimely  death  merits  all  the  tears  that  elegy  can 
flied. 

It  is  not  impoflible  that  fome  may  think  this 
metre  too  lax  and  profaic  :  others,  that  even  a 
more  diffblute  variety  of  numbers  may  have  fupe- 
rior  advantages.  And,  in  favour  of  thefe  laft, 
might  be  produced  the  example  of  Milton  in  his 
Lycida"^,  t.'iiether  with  one  or  two  recent  aiid 
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beautiful  imitations  of  his  verGncation  in  that  mC* 
nody.  But  this  kind  of  argument,  I  am  apt  ta 
think,  muft  prove  too  much  ;  fince  the  writers  I 
have  in  view  feem  capable  enough  of  recom- 
mending any  metre  they  fliall  cLoofe ;  though  it 
muft  be  owned  ahb,  that  the  choice  tbey  make 
of  any,  is  at  the  fame  time  the  ftrongeft  prefump- 
tioii  in  its  favour. 

Perhaps  it  may  be  no  ?reat  difficulty  to  com- 
promife  the  difpute.  There  is  no  one  kind  of 
metre  that  is  diftinguiflied  by  rhymes,  but  is 
liable  to  fome  objedlion  or  other.  Heroic  verfe, 
where  every  fecond  line  is  terminated  by  a  rhyme, 
(with  which  the  judgment  requires  that  the fenfe 
fliould  in  fome  meafure  alfo  terminate)  is  apt  to 
render  the  exprefljcn  either  fcanty  or  conftrained. 
And  this  is  fometimes  obfervable  in  the  writings 
of  a  poet  lately  deceafed  ;  though  I  believe  no  one 
ever  threw  fo  much  fenfe  together  with  lb  much 
eafe  into  a  couplet  as  Mr.  Po;.)e.  But,  as  an  air 
o{  confiraint  too  often  accompanies  this  metre,  it 
feems  by  no  means  proper  for  a  writer  oi  elegy. 

ihe  previous  rhyme  in  Milton's  Lycidas  is  very 
freqi;ently  placed  at  fuch  a  diftaiice  from  the  fol- 
lowing, that  it  is  often  dropt  by  the  memory 
(much  better  employed  in  attending  to  the  fenti- 
ment)  before  it  be  brought  to  join  its  partner : 
and  this  feems  to  be  the  greateft  objedlion  to  that 
kind  of  verfiiication.  But  then  the  peculiar  eafe 
and  variety  it  admits  of,  are  no  doubt  fufficient  to 
overbalance  the  objedlion,  and  to  give  it  the  pre- 
ference to  any  other,  in  an  elegy  of  length. 

The  chief  objeftion  to  which  Jlarma  of  all 
kinds  is  liable,  is,  that  it  breaks  the  fenfe  too  re 
gularly,  when  it  is  continued  through  a  long 
poem.  And  this  may  be  perhaps  the  fault  of  Mr. 
Waller's  excellent  panegyric.  But  if  this  fault 
be  lefs  difcemible  in  fmaller  compofitions,  as  I 
fuppofe  it  iii  I  flatter  myfelf,  that  the  advantages 
I  have  before  mentioned  refulting  from  alternate 
rhyme  (with  which  fl:anza  is,  1  think,  connedled) 
may,  at  leaft  Injhorter  elegies,  be  allowed  to  out- 
weigh its  imperfeiilions. 

I  fhall  fay  but  little  of  the  different  kinds  of 
elegy.  The  melancholy  of  a  lover  is  different,  no 
doubt,  from  what  we  feel  on  other  mixed  occa- 
fions.  The  mind  in  which  love  and  grief  at  ones 
predominate,  is  foftened  to  an  excefs.  Love-ele- 
gy therefore  is  more  negligent  of  order  and  defign, 
and  being  addrefled  chiefly  to  the  ladies,  requires 
little  more  than  tendemefs  and  perlpicuity.  Ele- 
gies, that  are  forn^ed  upon  pvomifcuous  incidents, 
and  addrefled  to  the  world  in  general,  inculcate 
fome  fort  of  moral,  and  admit  a  different  degree 
of  reafoning,  thought,  and  ardour. 

The  author  of  the  following  elegies  entered  on 
his  fubjefts  occaftonally,  as  particular  incidents 
in  life  fiiggejled^  or  difpofitions  of  mind  recom- 
mended them  to  his  choice.  If  he  defcribes  a  ru- 
ral landfcape,  or  unfolds  the  train  of  fentiments 
it  infpired,  he  fairly  drew  his  picliure  from  the  fpot; 
and  felt  very  fenfibly  the  affeiflion  he  communi- 
cates. If  he  fpeaks  of  his  humble  ftied,  his  flocks  and 
his  fleeces,  he  does  not  counterfeit  the  fcene  ;  who 
having  (whether  through  choice  or  neceflity,  is 
not  material)  retired  betimes  to  country-folitudes, 
and  fought  his  happlncfs  in  rural  employ menti. 
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has  a  right  to  contider  himfclf  as  a  real  ftiepherd. 
The  flocks,  the  meadows,  and  the  grottos,  are 
bis  own,  and  the  embellilhment  of  his  farm  his 
fole  amufement.  As  the  fentiments  therefore 
were  infpired  by  nature,  and  that  in  the  earlier 
part  of  his  life,  he  hopes  they  will  retain  a  natu- 
ral appearance  :  diffaling  at  lead  fome  part  of 
that  amufeinenr,  which  he  freely  acknowledges 
he  received  from  the  compofition  of  them. 

There  will  appear  perhaps  a  real  inconfiftency 
in  the  moral  tenor  of  the  feveral  elegies  ;  and  the 
fubfequent  ones  may  fometimes  feeni  a  recanta- 
tion of  the  preceding.  The  reader  will  fcaroe  im- 
pute this  to  overfight ;  but  will  allow,  that  men's 
opinions  as  well  as  tempers  vary ;  that  neither 
public  nor  private,  acflive  nOr  fpeculative  life,  are 
iHiexceptionably  happy,  and  confequently  that 
any  change  of  opinion  concerning  them  may  afford 
an  additional  beauty  to  poetry,  as  it  gives  us  a 
more  ftriking  reprelentation  of  life. 

If  the  author  has  hazarded,  throughout,  the 
ufe  of  Englilh  or  modern  allufions,  he  hopes  it 
will  not  be  imputed  to  an  entire  ignorance,  or  to 
the  lea./l  difefteem,  of  the  ancient  learning.  He 
has  kept  the  ancient />/«-';  and  method  in  his  eye, 
though  he  builds  his  edifice  with  the  materials  of 
his  own  nation.  In  other  words,  through  a  fond- 
nefs  for  his  native  country,  he  has  made  ufe  of 
the  flowers  it  produced,  though,  in  order  to  ex-  I 


hibit  them  to  the  greater  a3*antage,  he  has  en- 
deavoured to  weave  his  garland  by  the  bed  model 
he  could  find :  with  vvhat  fuccefs,  beyond  his  own 
amufement,  muft  be  left  to  judges  lefs  partial  to 
hirti  than  either  his  acquaintance  or  his  friends,— . 
If  any  of  thofe  Ihould  be  fo  candid,  as  to  approve 
the  variety  of  fubjefts  he  has  chofen,  and  the  ten- 
dernefs  of  fentiment  he  has  endeavoured  to  im- 
prefs,  he  begs  the  metre  alfo  may  tiot  be  too  fud- 
denly  condemned.  The  public  ear,  habituated 
I  of  late  to  a  quicker  meafure,  may  perhaps  confi- 
der  this  as  heavy  and  languid  ;  but  an  objedion 
of  that  kind  may  gradually  lofe  its  force,  if  this 
meafure  fliould  be  allowed  to  fuit  the  nature  of 
elegy. 

If  it  fliould  happen  to  be  confidered  as  an  ob- 
je(fl  with  others,  that  there  is  too  much  of  a  mo- 
ral caft  diffufed  through  the  whole  ;  it  is  replied, 
that  he  endcwvoured  to  animate  the  poetry  fo  far 
as  not  to  render  this  objection  too  obvious ;  or  to 
rijk  excluding  the  fafliionable  reader :  at  the 
fame  time  never  deviating  froni  a  fixed  principle, 
that  poetry  without  morality  is  but  the  bloffhm  of 
a  fruit-tree.  Poetry  is  indeed  like  that  fpecies 
of  plants,  which  may  bear  at  once  both  fruits  and 
bloffoms ;  and  the  tree  is  by  no  means  in  perfec.^ 
tion  without  the  foiiner,  however  it  may  be  em.=. 
cmbelliflied  by  the  flowers  which  furround  it. 


ELEGY    I. 

tie  arrives  at  his  retirement  in  the  country,  ani 
takes  occajion  to  expatiate  in  praife  offimplicity. 

TO  A  FRIEND. 

For  rural  virtues,  and  for  native  ikies, 
I  bade  Auguita's  venal  fons  farewell ; 

Now  'mid  the  trees  I  fee  my  fmoke  arife ; 

Now  hear  the  fountains  bubbling  round  my  cell. 

O  may  that  genius,  which  fecures  my  reft, 
Preferve  this  villa  for  a  friend  that's  dear  \ 

Ne'er  may  my  vintage  glad  the  fordid  breaft ; 
Ne'er  tinge  the  lip  that  dares  be  unfinccre  I 

Far  from  thefe  paths,  ye  faithlefs  friends,  depart  I 
riy  my  plain  board,  abhor  my  hoftile  name  I 

Hence  I  the  faint  verfe  that  flows  not  from  the 

heart,  [fame  I 

But  mourns,  in  labour'd  ftrains,    the  price  of 

0  lov'd  fimplicity,  be  thine  the  prize  ! 

Afliduous  art  corredl  her  page  in  vain  ! 
His  be  the  palm,  who,  guiltlefs  of  difguife, 

Contemns  the  power,  the  dull  refource  to  feign  ! 

Still  may  tlie  mourner,  lavifhof  his  tears 
For  lucre's  venal  meed,  invite  my  fcorn  I 

Still  may  the  bard  dilFembling  doubts  and  fears, 
For  praife,  for  flattery  fighing,  figh  forlorn  '. 

Vnft  as  the  line  of  love-fick  Hammond  flows< 
*  Twas  his  fond  lieart  eSus'd  the  melting  theme ; 


Ah  I  never  could  Aonia's  hill  difclofe 
So  fair  a  fountain,  or  fo  lov'd  a  ftreatn. 

Ye  lovelefs  bards  !  intent  with  artlefs  pains 
To  form  a  figh,  or  to  contrive  a  tear  I 

Forego  your  Pindiis,  ahd  on —  plains 

Survey  Camilla's  charms;  and  grow  fiEcere. 

But  thou,  my  friend  '.  while  in  thy  youthful  foul 
Love's  gentle  tyrant  feats  his  awful  throne, 

Write  from  thy  bofom— let  not  art.contioul 
The  ready  pen,  that  makes  his  edicts  knovvn- 

Pleafing,  when  youth  is  long  eSpir'd,  to  trace 
The  forms  our  pencil,  or  our  pen  delign'd  I 

''  Such  was  our  youthful  air,  and  (liape,  and  face  \ 
"  Such  the  foft  image  of  our  youthful  mind  1 

Soft  Whilft  we  fleep  beneath  the  rural  bowers, 
The  loves  and  graces  fteal  unfeen  away  ; 

And  where  the  turf  diffus'd  its  pomp  of  flowers, 
We  wake  to  wintery  fcene's  of  chill  decay  I 

Curfe  the  fad  fortune  that  detains  thy  fair ; 

Praife  the  foft  hours  that  gave  thee  to  her  arms  j 
Paint  thy  proud  fcorn  of  every  vulgar  care. 

When  hope  exalts  thee,  or  when  doubt  alarniSt' 

Where  with  Oeticrae  thou  haft  worn  the  day. 
Near  fount  or  dream,  in  meditation,  rove  ;       ^ 

If  in  the  grove  Oenone  lov'd  to  dray, 

The  faithful  nnife  fliali  meet  thee  in  the  grove, 
Ppij 
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On  pojlbuinous  reputation. 

TO  A  FRIEND. 

0  GRIEF  of  griefs  :  that  envy's  frantic  ire 
Should  rob  the  living  virtue  of  its  praife  ; 

O  foolifli  mufes '.  that  with  zeal  infpire 

To  deck  the  cold  infenfate  flirine  with  bays  '. 

When  the  free  fpirit  quits  her  humble  frame, 
Totreadthe  (kieswithradiant  garlands  crown'd, 

Say,  will  (lie  hear  the  diftant  voice  of  fame  ? 
Or,  hearing,  fancy  I'weetnefs  in  the  found  ? 

Perhaps  ev'n  genius  pours  a  flighted  lay  ; 

Perhaps  ev'n  friendfliip  Iheds  a  fruitlefs  tear ; 
Ev'n  Lyttleton  but  vainly  trims  the  bay, 

And  fondly  graces  Hammond's  mournful  bier. 

Though  weeping  virgins  haunt  his  i^avour'd  urn, 
Renew  their  chapiets,  and  repeat  their  fighs; 

Though  near  his  tomb,  Sabsean  odours  burn. 
The  loitering  fragrance  will  it  reach  the  fkies  ? 

No,  fliould  his  Delia  votive  wreaths  prepare, 
Delia  might  place  the  votive  wreaths  in  vain: 

Yet  the  dear  hope  of  Delia's  future  care 

Once  crown'd  his  pleafures,  and  difpell'd  his  pain. 

Yes— the  fair  profpedl  of  furviving  praife 
Can  every  fenfe  of  prefent  joys  excel : 

For  this,  great  Hadrian  chofe  laborious  days ; 
Through  this,  expiring,  bade  a  gay  farewell. 

Shall  then  our  youths,  who  fame's  bright  fabric 
raife, 

To  life's  precarious  date  confine  their  care  ? 
O  teach  them  you,  to  fpread  the  facred  bafe, 

To  plan  a  work,  through  lateft  ages  fair  1 

Is  it  with  fmall  tranfport,  as  with  curious  eye 
You  trace  the  flory  of  each  Attic  fagtj 

To  think  your  blooming  praife  fliall  time  defy  ? 
Shall  waft   like  odours  through  the  pleafing 
page  ? 

To  mark  the  day,  when  through  the  bulky  tome, 
Around  your  name  the  varying  flyle  refines  ? 

Ai^.d  readers  call  their  loft  attention  home. 
Led  by  that  index  where  true  genius  (hines  ? 

All  let  not  Britons  doubt  their  focial  aim, 
Whofe  ardent  bofom  catch  this  ancient  fire  I 

Cold  intereft  melts  before  the  vivid  flame. 
And  patriot  ardours  but  with  life  expire  ! 

ELEGY    in. 

On  the  untimely  death  of  a  certain  learned, 
acquaintance. 

If  proud  Pygmalion  quit  his  cumbrous  frame, 
Funereal  pomp  the  fcanty  tear  fupplies  ; 

Whilft  heralds  loud  with  venal  voice  proclaim, 
Lo  '.  here  the  brave  and  the  puifl^ant  lies. 

When  humbler  Alcon  leaves  his  drooping  friends, 
Pageant  nor  plume  dillinguifli  Alcon's  bier  j 

The  faithful  mule  with  votive  fong  attends. 
And  blots  the  mournful  numbers  vrith  a  tear. 


He  little  knew  the  fly  penurious  art  ; 

That  odiousart  which  fortune's  favourites  know; 
Form'd  to  beftow,  he  felt  the  warmeft  heart, 

But  envious  fate  forbade  him  to  beftow. 


He  little  knew  to  vpard  the  fecret  wound  ; 

He  little  knew  that  mortals  could  enfnare  ; 
Virtue  he  knew  j  the  nobleft  joy  he  found. 

To  fing  her  glories,  and  to  paint  her  fair  '. 

Ill  was  he  Ikill'd  to  guide  his  wandering  Iheep  ; 

And  unfoiefsen  difafter  thinn'd  his  fold  ; 
Yet  at  another's  lofs  the  fwain  would  weep; 

And,  for  his  friend,  his  very  crook  was  fold. 

Ye  fons  of  wealth  1  protecft  the  mufc 'strain  I 
From  winds  protect  them,  and  with  food  fupply; 

Ah  1  heiplefs  they,  to  ward  the  threaten'd  pain  ! 
The  meagre  famine,  and  the  wintery  Iky  ! 

He  lov'd  a  nymph  :  araidft  his  flender  ftore, 

He  dar'd  to  love  ;   and  Cyathia  was  his  theme  ;- 

He  breath'd  his  plaints  along  the  rocky  fliore, 
The^  only  echo'd  o'er  the  winding  ftream  '. 

His  nymph  was  fair  I  the  fweeteft  bud  that  blows 
Revives  lefs  lovely  from  the  recent  fliower  ; 

So  Philomel  ertamour'd  eyes  the  rofe  ; 

Sweet  bird  1  enamour'd  of  the  fweeteft  flower  ! 

He  lov'd  the  mufe  ;  flie  taught  him  to  complain  ; 

He  faw  his  timorous  loves  on  her  depend  ; 
He  lov'd  the  mufe  ;  although  flie  taught  in  vain  ; 

He  lov'd  the  amfe,  for  flie  was  virtue's  friend. 

She  guides  the  foot  that  treads  on  Parian  floors  j 
She  wins  the  ear  when  formal  pleas  are  vain; 

She  tempts  patricians  from  the  fatal  doors 
Of  vice's  brothel,  forth  to  virtue's  fane. 

He  wifli'd  for  wealth,  for  much  he  wifli'd  to  give ; 

He  giiev'd  that  virtue  might  not  wealth  obtain; 
Piteous  of  woes,  and  hopelefs  to  relieve, 

The  penfive  profpe<fl  fadden'd  all  his  ftrain. 

I  faw  him  faint !  I  faw  him  fink  to  reft  ! 

Like  one  ordain'd  to  fvvell  the  vulgar  throng ; 
As  though  the  virtues  had  not  Warm'd  his  breaft, 

As  though  the  mufes  not  infpir'd  his  tongue. 

I  faw  his  bier  ignobly  crofs  the  plain ; 

Saw  peafant  hands  the  pious  rite  fupply : 
The  generous  ruftics  mourn'd  the  friendly  fwain, 

But  power  and  wealth's  unvarying  cheek  wat 
dry  ; 

Such  A-lcon  fell ;  in  meagre  want  forlorn  I 

Where   were  je   then,    ye   powerful   patrons, 
where  ? 

Would  ye  the  purple  fliould  your  limbs  adorn. 
Go  wafli  the  confcious  blemifti  with  a  tear. 

ELEGY  IV. 

Ophelia's  Urn. 

TO  MR.  GRAVES. 

Through  the  dim  veil  of  evening's  dulky  fliade, 
Near  fome  lone  fane,  or  yew's  funereal  green. 

What  dreary  forms  has  magic  fears  furvey'd  ! 
What  flirouded  fpe^lres  fuperllition  fcen  J 


ELEGIES. 


S9i 


But  you  fecure  fliall  pour  your  fad  complaint, 
Nor  dread  the  meagre  phantom's  wan  array ; 

^yhat  none  but  fear's  officious  hand  can  paint. 
What  notie,  but  fuperftition's  eye,  furvey. 

The  glimmering  twilight  and  the  doubtful  dawn 
Shall  fee  your  ftep  to  thefe  fad  fcenes  return  : 

Conftant,  as  cryftal  dews  inipea.l  the  lawn, 
Shall  Strephon's  tear  bedew  Ophelia's  urn  ! 

Sure  nought  unhallow'd  ftiall  prefume  to  ftray 
Where  fleep  the  relics  of  that  virtuous  maid  '• 

Nor  aught  unlovely  bend  its  devious  way, 
Where  foft  Ophelia's  dear  remains  are  laid. 

Haply  thy  mufe,  as  with  unceafing  fighs 
She  keeps  late  vigils  on  her  urn  reclin'd, 

May  fee  light  groups  of  pleafing  vifions  rife  ; 
And  phantoms  glide,  but  of  celeftial  kind. 

There  fame,  her  clarion  pendant  at  her  fide. 
Shall  feek  forgivenefs  of  Ophelia's  fhade  ; 

"  Why  has  fuch  worth,  without  diftinfticn,  dy'd 
"  Why,  like  the  defert's  lily,  bloora'd  to  fade?' 

Then  young  fimplicity,  averfe  to  feign. 
Shall  unmolefted  breathe  her  fofteft  figh  : 

And  candour  with  unwonted  warmth  complain, 
And  innocence  indulge  a  wailful  cry. 

Then  elegance,  with  coy  judicious  hand, 
Shall  cull  frefli  flowrets  for  Ophelia's  tomb  : 

,^d  beauty  chide  the  Fates'  fevere  command, 
That  ftiow'd  the  frailty  of  fo  fair  a  bloom  I 

And  fancy  then,  with  wild  ungovern'd  woe. 
Shall  her  lov'd  pupil's  native  tafte  explaiu  > 

For  mournful  fable  all  her  hues  forego. 
And  alk  iweet  folace  of  the  mufe  in  vain  ! 

Ah,  gentle  forms,  expedl  no  fond  relief; 

Too  much  the  facred  Nine  their  lofs  deplore  : 
Well  may  ye  grieve,  nor  find  an  end  of  grief — 

Your  bell,  your  brighteft  favourite  is  no  more. 

ELEGY    V. 

He  compares  the   turhdence   of  love   ivith   the 
tranquiUily  of  friendJJjip. 

TO  MELISSA  HIS  FRIEND. 

From  love,  from  angry  love's  inclement  r-eign 
I  pafs  a  while  to  friendihip's  equal  fkies  ; 

Thou,  generous  maid,  reliev'ft  my  partial  pain  , 
And  cheer'ft  the  vidlim  of  another's  eyes. 

'Tis  thou,  Meliffa,  thou  deferv'ft  my  care  : 
How  can  my  will  and  reafon  difagree  ? 

How  can  my  paffion  live  beneath  defpair  I 
How  can  my  bofom  figh  for  aught  but  thee  ? 

All  dear  Meliffa  1  pleas'd  with  thee  to  rove, 
■   My  foul  has  yet  furviv'd  its  drearieft  time  ; 
111  can  I  bear  the  various  clime  of  love  1 
Love  is  a  pleafing,  but  a  various  clime  ! 

So  fmiles  immortal  Maro's  favourite  fiiore, 
Parthenope,  with  every  verdure  crown'd  I 

When  ftrait  Vefuvio's  horrid  cauldron'  roar, 
And  the  dry  vapour  blafts  the  regions  round. 


Oh  blifsful  regions  I  oh  unrival'd  plains ! 

When  Maro  to  thefe  fragrant  haunts  retir'd  ! 
Oh  fatal  realaas  1  and  oh  accurft  domains  1 

When  Pliny,  'mid  fulphureous  clouds,  expir'd  \ 

So  fmiles  the  furface  of  the  treacherous  main, 
As  o'er  its  waves  the  peaceful  halcyons  play; 

When  foon  rude  winds  their  wonted  rule  regain, 
And  iky  and  ocean  mingle  in  the  fray. 

But  let  or  air  contend,  or  ocean  rave  ; 

Ev'n  hope  fubfide  amid  the  billows  tuft  ; 
Hope,  ftill  emergent,  flill  contemns  the  wave, 

And  not  a  feature's  wonted  fmile  is  loft. 

ELEGY    VL 

TO  A  LADY  ON  THE  LANGUAGE  OF  BIRDS. 

Come  then,  Dione,  let  us  range  the  grove, 
The  fcience  of  the  feather'd  choirs  explore  5 

Hear  linnets  argue,  larks  defcant  of  love, 
And  blame  the  gloom  of  folitude  no  more. 

My  doubt  fubfides — 'tis  no  Italian  fong. 
Nor  fenfclefs  ditty,  cheers  the  vernal  tree  : 

Ah  !  who,  that  hears  Dione's  tuneful  tongue, 
Shall  doubt  that  mufic  may  with  fenfe  agree  ? 

And  come,  my  mufe  !  that  lov'ft  the  fylvan  fhade; 

Evolve  the  mazes,  and  the  mift  difpel: 
Tranflate  the  fong  ;  convince  my  doubting  maid, 

No  iolemn  dervife  can  explain  fo  well — 

Penfive  beneath  the  twilight  fhades  I  fate. 
The  flave  of  hopelefs  vows,  and  cold  difdain ! 

When  Philomel  addrefs'd  his  mournful  mate, 
And  thus  I  conilrued  the  mellifluent  ftrain. 

"  Sing  on,  my  bird — the  liquid  notes  prolong, 
At  every  note  a  lover  fheds  his  tear ; 

Sing  on,  my  bird— 'tis  Damon  hears  thy  fong ; 
Nor  dpubt  to  gain  applaufe,  when  lovers  hear. 

He  the  fad  fource  of  our  complaining  knows  ; 

A  ftie  to  Tereus,  and  to  lawlefs  love  ! 
He  mourns  the  ftory  of  our  ancient  woes  ; 

Ah  could  our  mufic  his  complaints  remove  I 

Yon'  plains  are  govern'd  by  a  peerlefs  maid  ; 

And  fee  pale  Cynthia  mounts  the  vaulted  fky, 
A  train  of  lovers  court  the  chequer'd  (hade  ; 

Sing  on,  my  bird,  and  hear  thy  mate's  reply; 

Erewhile  no  fliepherd  to  thefe  woods  retir'd  ; 

No  lover  bleft  the  glow-worm's  pallid  ray  : 
But  ill-ftar'd  birds,  that  lifteoing  not  admir'4, 

Or  liftening  envy'd  our  fuperioriay. 

Cheer'd  by  the  fun,  the  vaffals  of  his  powef. 
Let  fuch  by  day  unite  their  jarring  ftrains  ! 

But  let  us  choofe  the  calm  the  filenl  hour. 
Nor  want  fit  audience  while  Dione  reigns.'* 

ELEGY    \\l. 

He  deftribes  his  lijion  to  an  ocqunintttnce* 


Cxtera  per  terras  omnes  animalia,  8tc. 


VlRft. 


On  diftant  heaths,  beneath  autumnal  ikie*, 
Penfive  I  faw  the  circling  ftiades  defcend  5 
Ppii^ 


Weary  and  faint  I  heard  the  ftorm  arife, 

While  the  fun  vanifh'd,  like  a  faithlcfs  friend. 

Ko  kind  companion  led  my  fteps  aright ; 

No  friendly  planet  lent  its  glimmering  ray ; 
Ev'n  the  lone  cot  refus'd  its  wonted  light, 

Where  toil  in  peaceful  flumber  dos'd  the  day. 

Then  the  dull  bell  had  given  a  pleafing  found ; 

The  vill.-ige  cur  'twere  tranfport  then  to  hear  ; 
In  dreadful  filence  all  was  hufh'd  around, 

While  the  rude  ftorm  alone  diftrefs'd  mine  ear. 

As  Jed  by  Orwell's  winding  banks  I  ftray'd. 
Where  towering  Wolfey  breath'd  his  native  air; 

A  fudden  luftre  chas'd  the  flitting  fliade, 

The  founding  winds  were  hufli'd,  and  all  was 
fair. 

Inftant  a  grateful  form  appear'd  confeft ; 

White  were  his  locks,  with  awful  fcarlet  crown'd, 
And  livelier  far  than  Tyrian  feem'd  his  veft. 
That   with   the    glowing    purple    ting'd    the 
grojnd. 

"  Stranger,  he  faidj  amid  this  pealing  rain. 

Benighted,   lonefome,    whither    would'fb  thou 
ftray? 

Does  wealth  or  power  thy  weary  ftep  conftrain? 
Reveal  thy  wilh,  and  let  me  point  the  way. 

For  know  I  trod  the  trophy'd  paths  of  power ; 

Felt  every  joy  that  fair  ambition  brings ; 
And  left  the  lonely  roof  of  yonder  bower, 

To  (land  beneath  the  canopies  of  kings. 

I  bade  low  hinds  the  toweling  ardour  fhare  ; 

Nor  meanly  rofe,  to  blefs  myfeif  alone  : 
I  fniitch'd  the  fliepherd  from  his  fleecy  care. 

And  bade    his  wholefome  didlace  guard  the 
throne. 

Lojv  at  my  feet  the  fuppliant  peer  I  faw  ; 

I  faw  proui  empires  my  decifion  wait ; 
My  will  was  duty,  and  tiiy  word  was  law, 

My  fmile  was  traafport,  arid  my   frown  was 
fate,"  • 

Ah  me  1  faid  I,  nor  power  I  feek,  nor  gain  j 
Nor  urg'd  by  hope  of  fame  thei'e  toils  endure  ; 

A  fimple  youth,  that  feels  a  lover's  pain. 

And,  from  his  friend's  condolence,  hopes  a  cure. 

He,  the  dear  youth,  to  whofe  abodes  I  roam. 
Nor  can  mine  honourc,  nor  my' fields  extend; 

Yet  for  his  fake  I  leave  my  diftant  home. 

Which  oaks  embofom,  and  which  hills  defend. 

Beneatji  that  home  I  fcorn  the  wintcry  wind  ; 

The  fpriag,  to  fliade  me,  robes  her  faireft  tree; 
And  if  a  frie.^d  my  grafs-growti  threfliold  find, 

0  how  my  lonely  cot  refounds  with  glee  I 

Yet,  though  averfe  to  gold  in  heaps  amafs'd, 

1  wifli  to  blefs.  1  languifli  to  beiiow  ; 

And  though  no  friend  to  fame's  ob.areperous  blaft, 
Still,  to  her  dulcet  murmurs  not  a  foe. 

Too  proud  with  fervile  tone  ta  deign  addrefs  ; 

Too  mean  to  think  that  honours  are  my  due: 
Yet,  (hould  fome  patron  yield  my  ftores  to  blefs, 

I  fare  Ihculd  deem  my  boundlefs  thanks  were  fc\v. 
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But  tell  me,  thou  !  that,  like  a  meteor's  fire, 
Shot'ft  blazing  forth  ;  difdaining  dull  degrees; 

Should  I  to  wealth,  to  fame,  to  power  afpire, 
Muft  I  not  pafs  more  rugged  paths  than  thefe  ? 

Muft  I  not  groan  beneath  a  guilty  load, 
Praife  him  I  fcorn,  and  him  I  love  betray  ? 

Does  not  felonious  envy  bar  the  road  ? 

Or  falfehood's  treacherous  foot  befet  the  way  ? 

Say,  fliould  I  pafs  through  favour's  crowded  gate, 
Muft  not  fair  truth  inglorious  wait  behind  ? 

Whilft  I  approach  the  glittering  fcenes  of  ftate. 
My  belt  companion  no  admittance  find  ? 

Nurs'd  in  the  fliades  by  freedom's  lenient  care. 
Shall  I  the  rigid  fway  of  fortune  own  ? 

Taught  by  the  voice  of  pious  truth,  prepare 
To  fpurn  an  altar,  and  adore  a  throne  i 

And  when  proud  fortune's  ebbing  tide  recedes, 
And  when  it  leaves  me  no  unfliaken  friend. 

Shall  I  not  weep  that  e'er  I  left  the  meads, 
Which  oaks  embofom,  and  which  hills  defend  3 

Oh  I  if  thefe  ills  the  price  of  power  advance. 
Check  not  my  fpeed  where  focialjoys  invite  '.-.- 

The  troubled  viflon  caft  a  mournful  glance. 
And  iighing  vanifli'd  in  the  fliades  of  night. 

ELEGY    VIII. 

He  defcribei  his  early  love  of  poetry,  and  its  con.;' 
fequences. 

TO    MR.    GRAVES,  ^745. 

Written,  after  the  death  of  Mr.  Pope. 

Ah  me  I   what  envious  magic  thins  my  fold  ? 

What  mutter'd  ipell  retards  their  late  increafe  ? 
Such  lefl'ening  fleeces  muft  the  fwain  behold. 

That  e'er  with  Doric  pipe  elTaysto  plcafe? 

I  faw  my  friends  in  evening  circles  meet ; 

I  took  my  vocal  reed,  and  tun'd  my  lay; 
I  heard  them  fay  my  vocal  reed  was  fweet : 

Ah  fcol !  to  credit  xvhat  I  heard  them  fay  I 

111  fated  bard  I  that  feeks  his  flcill  to  fliow. 
Then  courts  the  judgment  of  a  friendly  ear! 

Not  the  poor  veteran,  that  permits  his  foe 
To  guide  his  doubtful  ftcp,  has  more  to  fear. 

Nor  could  my  Graves  miflake  the  critic's  laws. 
Till  pious  triendfliip  mark'd  the  pleafing  way : 

Welcome  fuch  error  !  ever  blefl;  the  caufe  '. 
Ev'n  though  it  led  me  boundlefs  leagues  aflray  t 

Couldft  thou  r^'prove  me,  when  I  nurs'd  the  flame 
On  lilkmng  Cherwell's  ofler  banks  reclin'd  i 

While,  foe  to  fortune,  unl'educ'd  by  fame, 
I  footh'd  the  bias  of  a  carelefs  mind. 

Youth'5  gentle  kindred,  health  and  love  were  met? 

What  though  in  Alma's  guardian  arms  I  play'd  I 
How  fliallthe  mufe  tliofe  vacant  hours  forget  ? 

Or  deem  that  blifs  by  folid  cares  repaid  ? 

Thou  know'fthow  tranfport  thrills  the  tenderbreaft, 
Where  love  and  fsncy  fix  their  opening  reign; 

How  nature  fliincs  in  livelier  colours  dreft. 
To  bicfs  their  union,  and  to  grace  thcjr  train. 
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So  firft  when  Fboebus  met  the  Cyprian  queen, 
And favour'dRbodesbehekl  their  paflioncrown'd 

Uflufual  flowers  enrich'd  the  painted  green  ; 
And  fwift  fpontaneous  roles  bluflrd  around. 

Now  fadly  lorn,  from  Twitnam's  widow'd  bower, 
The  drooping  mufes  take  their  cafuat  way  ; 

And  where  they  ftop,  a  flood  of  tears  they  pour; 
And  where  they  weep,  no  more  the  fields  are  gay. 

Where  is  the  dappled  ])ink,  the  fprightly  rofe  ? 

Thccowflips  golden  cup  no  more  I  fee  : 
"Dark  and  difcolour'd  every  flower  that  blows, 

To  form  the  garland,  Elegy  !  for  thee  '. — 

Enough  of  tears  has  wept  the  virtuous  dead  ; 

Ah  might  we  now  the  pious  rage  control ; 
Hufli'd  be  my  grief  ere  every  fmiie  be  fled, 

Ere  the  deep  fwelling  figh  fubvert  the  foul  I 

If  near  fome  trophy  fpring  a  (tripling  bay, 

Pleas'd  we  behold  the  graceful  lunbrage  rife  ; 

But  foon  too  deep  it  works  its  baneful  way, 
And,  low  on  earth,  the  proftrate  ruin  lies. 

E  L  E  G  Y    IX. 

He  defer  lies  his  dijinterejledncfs  to  a  friend. 

I  Nt'ER  muft  tinge  my  lip  with  Celtic  wines  ; 

The  pomp  of  India  muft  I  ne'er  difplay; 
Nor  boaft  the  produce  of  Peruvian  mines. 

Nor,  with  Italian  founds,  deceive  the  day. 

Down  yonder  brook  my  cryflal  beverage  flows; 

My  grateful  flieep  their  annual  fleeces  bring; 
Tair  in  my  garden  buds  the  damafli  rofe. 

And,  from  iny  grove,  I  hear  the  throftle  fing. 

]VIy  fellow  fwains  I  avert  your  dazzled  eyes : 
In  vain  allur'd  by  glittering  fpoils  they  rove. 

The  fates  ne'er  meant  them  forthefliepherd'sprize, 
Yet  gave  them  ample  recoinpence  in  love. 

They  gave  you  vigour  from  your  parent's  veins  ; 

They  gave  you  toils;  but  toils  your  finews  brace; 
They  gave  you  nymphs,  that  own  their  timorous 
pains, 

And  ftiades,  the  refuge  of  the  gentle  race. 

To  carve  your  loves,  to  paint  your  mutual  flames, 
See  1  polifh'd  fair,  the  beech's  friendly  rind  1 

To  fing  foft  carrols  to  your  lovely  dames, 
See  vocal  grots,  and  echoing  vales  aflign'd  ! 

Wculd'ft  thou,  my  Strephon,  love'sdelightedflave! 

Though  fure  the  wreaths  of  chivalry  to  Ihare, 
Forego  the  ribbon  thy  Matilda  gave. 

And,  giving,  bade  thee  in  remembrance  wear  ? 

Ill  fare  my  peace,  but  every  idle  toy, 
If  to  my  mind  my  Delia's  form  it  brings, 

Has  truer  worth,  imparts  fincerer  joy, 

Than  all  that  bears  the  radiant  Itamp  of  kings. 

O  my  foul  weeps,  my  breaft  With  anguifli  bleeds. 
When  love  deplores  the  tyrant  power  of  gain  1 

Difdaining  riches  as  the  futile  weeds, 
I  rife  fuperior,  and  the  rich  difdain. 

Gft  from  the  ftream, flow  wandering  down  the  glade, 
JPenfive  I  hear  the  T'uptial  peal  rebound  j 


"  Some  mifer  weds,  I  cry,  the  captive  maid, 
"  And  fome  fond  lover  fickens  at  the  found." 

Not  Somervillc,  the  mufe's  friend  of  old, 
Though  now  exalted  to  yon  aminent  flcy. 

So  fliun'd  a  foul  diftain'd  with  earth  and  gold, 
So  lov'd  the  pure,  the  generous  breail,  as  1. 

Scorn'd  be  the  wretch  that  quits  his  genial  bowl, 
His  loves,  his  friendfljip',  ev'n  his  fclf  refigns  ; 

Perverts  the  facred  inftintft  of  his  foul, 
And  to  a  duceat's  dirty  fphere  confines. 

But  come,  my  friend,  with  taftc,  with  fciencebleft; 

Ere  age  impair  me,  and  ere  gold  allure  ; 
Reftore  thy  dear  idea  to  my  breaft. 

The  rich  depofit  fliall  the  Ihrinc  fecure. 

Let  others  toil  to  gain  the  fordid  ore, 

The  charms  of  independence  let  us  fing  ; 

Bleft  with  thy  friendfliip,  can  I  wifli  for  more  ? 
I'll  fpurn  the  boafted  wealth  of  Lydia's  king. 

ELEGY    X. 


To  Fortune  ;  f'iggefling  his  moti-ve  for  repining  at 
her  difpeiifations. 

Ask  not  the  caufe,  why  this  rebellious  tongue 
Loads  with  frefli  curies  thy  detefted  fway  ! 

Aflc  not,  thus  branded  in  my  fofteft  fong, 

Why  ftands  the  flatter'd  name,  which  all  obey  ? 

'Tis  not,  that  in  my  flied  I  !urk  forlorn. 
Nor  fee  my  roof  on  Parian  columns  rife  ; 

That,  on  this  breaft,  no  mimic  ftar  is  borne, 
Rever'd,  ah  !  more  than  thofe  that  light  the 
fkies. 

'Tis  not,  that  on  the  turf  fupinely  laid, 
I  fing  or  pipe,  but  to  the  flocks  that  graze ; 

And,  all  inglorious,  in  the  lonefome  (liade. 
My  finger  ftiffens,  and  my  voice  decays. 

Not,  that  my  fancy  mourns  thy  ftern  command. 
When  many  an  embryo  dome  is  loft  in  air ; 

While  guardian  prudence  checks  my  eager  hand. 
And,  ere  the  turf  is  broken,  cries,  "  forbear. 

"  Forbear,  vain  youth  I  be  cautious,  weigh  thy 
"  gold, 

"  Nor  let  yon  rifing  column  more  afpire  ; 
"  Ah  '.  better  dwell  in  ruins,  than  behold 

"  Thy  fortunes  mouldering  and  thy  domesentire. 

"  Honorio  built,  but  dar'd  my  laws  defy ; 

"  He  planted,  fcornful  of  my  fage  commands; 
"  The  peach's  vernal  bud  regal'd  his  eye  ; 

"  The  fruitage  ripen'd  for  more  frugal  hands.'' 

See  the  fmall  ftream  that  pours  its  murmuring  tide 
O'er  fome   rough  rock  that  would  its  wealth 
difplay, 

Difplays  it  aught  but  penury  and  pride  ? 

Ah  1  conftrue  wifely  what  fuch  murmurs  fay. 

"  How  would  fome  flood,  with  ampler  treafures 
Difdainfuiview  the  fcantlingdropsdiftil !   [bleft, 

How  muft  *  Velino  fliake  his  reedy  creft  1 
How  every  cygnet  mock  the  boaftive  rill ! 


A  ri'ver  in  Italy. 
Pp  iiij 
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Fortune,  I  yield  '.  and  fee,  I  give  the  fign  ; 

At  noon  the  poor  mechanic  wanders  home  ; 
Collects  the  fquare,  the  level,  and  the  line, 

And,  with  retorted  eye,  forfakes  the  dome. 

Yes,  I  can  patient  view  the  Oiadelefs  plains  ; 

Can  unrepining  leave  the  rifing  wall : 
Check  the  fond  love  of  art  that  fir'd  my  veins, 
..     "  And  my  warm  hopes,  in  full  purfuit,  recall. 

Defcend,  yc  ftorms !  deftroy  my  rifing  pile  ; 

Loos'd  be  the  whirlwind's  unremitting  fw^y  ; 
Contented  I,  although  the  gazer  fmile 

To  fee  it  fcarce  furvive  a  winter's  day. 

Let  fome  dull  dotard  balk  in  thy  gay  (hrine, 
As  in  the  fun  regales  his  wanton  herd ; 

Cuiltlefs  of  envy,  why  fliouid  I  repine. 

That  his  rude  voice,  his  grating  reed's  prefer'd  ? 

Xet  him  exult,  with  boundlefs  wealth  fupply'd, 

.  Mine  and  the  fwain's  reluctant  homage  fliare  ; 
Eut  ah  1  his  tawdry  fliepherdefs's  pride, 

Gods !  muft  my  Delia,  muft  my  Delia  bear  ? 

Muft  De^a's  foftnefs,  elegance,  and  eafe. 

Submit  to  Marian's  drefs?  to  Marian's  gold  ? 

l\Iuft  Marian's  robe  from  diftant  India  pleafe  ? 
The  firnple  fleece  my  Delia's  limbs  enfold  ? 

■"  Yet  fare  en  Delia  feems  the  ruffet  fair ; 
,      "  Ye  glittering  daughters  of  difgulfe,  adieu  I" 
~So  talk  the  wife,  who  judge  of  fliape  and  air. 
But  will  the  rural  thane  decide  fo  true  ? 

Ah  :  what  is  native  worth  efteem'd  of  clowns ! 

'Tis  thy  falfe  glare,  O  fortune  '.  thine  they  fee  : 
'Tis  for  my  Delia's  fake  I  dread  thy  frowns, 

And  my  lad  gafp  fhall  curfes  breathe  on  thee. 

ELEGY    XI. 
He  complains  bozu  foon  the  pleafwg  novelty  of 
life  is  over. 

TO  MR.  JAGO. 

Ah  me,  my  friend  !  it  will  not,  will  not  laft  ! 

This  fairy-fcene,  that  cheats  our  youthful  eyes  '. 
The  charm  difiblves;  th'  aerial  mufic's  pall  • 

The  banquet  ceafes,  and  the  viGon  flies. 

Where  are  the  fplendid  form?,  the  rich  perfumes 
Where  the  gay  tapers,  where  the  fpaciousdome' 

VaniHi'd  the  coftly  pearls,  the  crimfon  plumes. 
And  we,  delightlefs,  }eft  to  wander  home  ! 

Vain  now  are  books,  the  fags's  wifdom  vain  ! 
What  has  the  world  to  bribe  our  fteps  aflray  5 

Ere  reafon  learns  by  ftudy'd  laws  to  reign, 

•     The  weakened  paflions,  fclf-fubdued,  obey. 

Scarce  has  the  fun  feven  annnal  courfes  roll'd. 
Scarce  Ihown  the  whole  that  fortune  can  fup'ply; 

Since,  not  the  mifer  fo  carefs'd  his  gold. 
As  I,  for  what  it  gave,  was  heard  to  Cgh. 

On  the  world's  ftage  I  wiHi'd  fome  fprightly  pnrt ; 

To  deck  my  native  fleece  with  tawdry  lace  ' 
'Twas  life,  'twas  tafle,  and— oh  my  foolifii  heart, 

Subftantial  joy  was  fix'd  in  power  and  place. 
And  you,  ye  works  of  art  I  ailur'd  mine  eye, 

U  he  breathing  picture,  and  the  living  ftone  • 


Though  gold,  though  fplendor,  heaven  and  fata 

"  deny. 
"  Yet  might  I  call  one  Titian  ftroke  my  own  S" 

Smit  with  the  charms  of  fame,  whofe  lovely  fpoil, 
The  wreath,  the  garland,  fire  the  poet's  prido, 

I  trira'd  my  lamp,  confum'd  the  midnight  oil — 
But  foon  the  paths  of  health  and  fame  divide  i 

Oft  too  I  pray'd.  'twas  nature  forra'd  the  prayer, 
To  grace  my  native  fcenes,  my  rural  home  ; " 

To  fee  my  trees  exprefs  my  planter's  care, 
And  gay,  on  Attic  models,  raife  my  dome. 

But  now  'tis  o'er,  the  dear  delufion's  o'er  '. 

A  ftagnant  breezelels  air  becalms  my  foul : 
A  fond  afpiring  candidate  no  more, 

I  fcorn  the  palm,  before  I  reach  the  goal. 
O  youth  !  inchanting  ftate,  profufely  bleft  ! 

Bills  ev'n  obtrufive  courts  the  frolic  mind  ; 
Of  health  negledlful,  yet  by  health  careft ; 

Carelefs  of  favour,  yet  fecure  to  find. 

Then  glows  the  breaft,  as  opening  rofes  fair  ; 

More  free,  more  vivid,  than  the  linnet's  wing  ; 
Honeft  as  light,  tranfparent  ev'n  as  air. 

Tender  as  buds,  and  laviih  as  the  fpring. 
Not  all  the  force  of  manhood's  aftive  might, 

Not  all  the  craft  to  fubtile  age  affi-rri'd, 
Notfcience  (hall  extort  that  dear  de!i|ht,' 

Which  gay  delufion  gave  the  tender  mind. 

Adieu  foft  raptures,  tranfports  void  of  care  ! 

Parent  of  raptures,  dear  deceit,  adieu  '. 
And  you,  her  daughters,  pining  with  defpair. 

Why,  wh^  fo  foon  her  fleeting  fteps  purfue  I 

Tedious  again  to  curfe  the  drizling  day  ! 

Again  to  trace  the  wintery  tracks  of  fnow  I 
Or,  footh'd  by  vernal  airs,  again  furvey. 

The  felf-fame  hawthornsbud,  and cowllips  blow  I 

0  life  '.  how  foon  of  every  blifs  forlorn  1 

What  ftart  falfe  joys,  and  urge  the  devious  race; 
A  tender  prey  ;  that  cheers  your  youthful  mor^, 
Then  finks  untimely,  and  defrauds  the  chafe. 

ELEGY     XIL 
His  recantation. 

No  more  the  raufe  obtrudes  her  thin  difguife  ! 

No  more  with  awkward  fallacy  complains. 
How  every  fervour  from  my  bofom  flics. 

And  reafon  in  her  loncfome  palace  reigns. 

Ere  the.  chill  winter  of  our  days  arrive. 

No  more  (he  paints  the  breaft  from  paflion  free  ; 

1  feel,  I  feel  one  loitering  wi(h  furvive— 

Ah,  need  I,  Florio,  name  that  wifti  to  thee  ! 

The  ftar  of  Venus  u/hcrs  in  the  day. 

The  firft,  the  lovelieft  of  the  train  that  fliine  ! 

The  ftar  of  Venus  lends  her  brighteft  ray. 
When  other  ftars  their  friendly  beams  refign. 

Still  in  rr>y  breaft  one  foft  defire  remains. 

Pure  as  that  ftar,  from  guilt,  from  intereft  free, 

Has^gentlc  Delia  trip'd  acrofs  the  plains, 
Ai^d  need  I,  Fljiio,  n^me  that  wifli  to  thee; 
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While,  cloy'd  to  find  tlie  fcenes  of  life  tlie  fame, 
I  tune  with  carelefs  hand  my  languid  lays  ; 

Some  fecret  impulfe  wakes  my  former  flame, 
And  tires  my  ftrain  with  hope  of  brighter  days. 

I  flept  not  long  beneath  yon  rural  bowers  ; 
-   And  lo  '.  my  crook  with  flowers  adorn'd  I  fee  : 
Has  gentle  Delia  bound  my  crook  with  flowers. 
And  need  I,  Florio,  name  my  hopes  to  thee  ? 

ELEGY     XIIL 

To  a  friend,  on  fomejlight  occnf.on  ejlrangedfrom 
him. 

Health  to  my  friend,  and  many  a  cheerful  day 
Around  his  feat  may  peaceful  fliades  abide  1 

Smoothflowthe  minutes,  fraught  with  fmilesaway, 
And,  till  they  crown  our  union,  geatly  glide. 

Ah  me  !  too  fwiftly  fleets  our  vernal  bloom  ! 

Loft  to  our  wonted  friendfhip,  loft  to  joy  ! 
Soon  may  thy  breaft  the  cordial  wifli  refume, 

Ere  wintery  doubt  its  tender  warmth  deftroy. 

Say,  were  it  ours,  by  fortune's  wild  command, 
By  chance  to  meet  beneath  the  torrid  zone  ; 

Would'ft  thou  rejecfl  thy  Damon's  plighted  hand  ', 
Would'ft  thou  with  fcorn  thy  once-lov'd  friend 
difown  ? 

Life  is  that  ftranger  land,  that  alien  clime  : 
Shall  kindred  I'ouls  forego  their  focial  claim  ? 
•  Launch'd  in  the  vaft  abyfs  of  fpace  and  time. 
Shall  dark  fufpicioii  quench  the  generous  flame  ? 

Myriads  of  fouls,  that  knew  one  parent  mold, 
See  fadly  fever'd  by  the  laws  of  chance  1 

Myriads,  in  time's  perennial  lift  enroU'd, 

Forbid  by  fate  to  change  one  tranfient  glance  I 

But  we  have  met — where  ills  of  every  form. 
Where  paffions  rage,  and  hurricanes  defcend: 

Say,  fhall  we  nurfe  the  rage,  affift  the  ftorm  ? 
And  guide  them  to  the  bofoin — of  a  friend  ! 

Yes,  wehave  met— -thro'  rapine,  fraud,  and  wrong: 
Might  our  joint  aid  the  paths  of  peace  explore  ! 

Why  leave  thy  friend  amid  the  boifterous  throng. 
Ere  death  divide  us,  and  we  part  no  more  ? 

'  For  oh  I  pale  ficknefs  warns  thy  friend  away  ; 

For  me  no  more  the  vernal  rofes  bloom  ! 
j[  fee  ftern  fate  his  ebon  wand  difplay ; 

And  paint  the  wither'd  regions  of  the  tomb. 

Then  the  keen  anguifli  from  thine  eye  (hall  ftart, 
Sad  as  thou  follow'ft  my  untimely  bier  ; 

"  Fool  that  I  was — if  friends  fo  foon  muft  part, 
*'  To  let  fufpicion  intermix  a  fear." 

ELEGY    XIV. 

Declining  an  invitation  to  vijit  foreign  countries, 
he  takes  occajion  to  intimate  the  advantages  of 
his  ouifi. 

TO  LORD  TEMPLE. 

.While  others,  loft  to  frienddiip,  loft  to  love, 
Wafte  their  beft  minutes  on  a  foreign  ftrand, 

Je  rfiine,  with  Britifh  nymph  or  fwain  to  rove, 
And  court  the  genius  of  my  native  land. 


Deluded  youth  1  tiiat  quits  thefe  verdant  plains. 

To  catch  the  follies  of  an  alien  foil ! 
To  win  the  vice  his  genuine  foul  difdains. 

Return  exultant,  and  import  the  fpoil '. 

In  vain  he  boafts  of  his  detefted  prize; 

No  more  it  blooms  to  Britifli  dimes  convey'd, 
Ciamp'd  by  the  impuife  of  ungenial  fldes. 

See  its  ifjefli  vigour  in  a  moment  fade  1 

Th'  exotic  folly  knows  its  native  clime ; 

An  awkward  firangcr,  if  we  waft  it  o'er  ; 
Why  theri  thefe  toils,  this  coftly  wafte  of  time. 

To  fpread  foft  poifon  on  our  happy  fhore  ? 

I  covet  not  the  pride  of  foreign  looms ; 

In  fearch  of  foreign  modes  I  fcorn  to  rove ; 
Nor,  for  the  worth lefs  bird  of  brighter  plumes, 

Would  change  the  meaneft  warbler  of  my  grove. 

No  diftapt  clime  fliall  fervile  airs  impart. 

Or  form  thefe  limbs  with  pliant. eafe  to  play  ; 

Trembling  I  view  the  Gaul's  illufive  art, 
That  fteals  my  lov'd  rufticity  away. 

'Tis  longfince  freedom  fled  th'  Hefperian  clime; 

Her  citron  groves,  her  flower-embroider'd  fhore; 
She  faw  the  Britifli  oak  afpire  fublime, 

And  foft  Campania's  olive  charms  no  more. 

Let  partial  fvms  mature  the  weftern  mine. 
To  fhed  its  luftre  o'er  th'  Iberian  maid ; 

Mien,  beauty,  fhape,  O  native  foil,  are  thine; 
Thy  peerlefs  daughters  afls  no  foreign  aid. 

Let  Ceylon's  envy'd  plant  *  perfume  t!ie  feas, 
Till  torn  to  feafon  the  Batavian  bowl ; 

Ours  is  the  breaft  whofe  genuine  ardours  pleafe, 
Nor  need  a  drug  to  meliorate  the  foul. 

Let  the  proud  Soldan  wound  th'  Arcadian  groves. 
Or  with  rude  lips  th'  Aonian  fount  profane; 

The  mufe  no  more  by  flowery  Ladon  roves. 
She  feeks  her  Thomfon  on  the  Britifli  plain. 

Tell  not  of  realms  by  ruthlefs  war  difmay'd  ; 

Ah  1   haplefs  realms  that  war's  opprefliou  feel  1 
In  vain  may  Auftria  boaft  her  Noric  blade, 

If  Auftria  bleed  beneath  her  boafted  ftcel. 

Beneath  her  palm  Idume  vents  her  moan  ; 

Raptur'd  flie  once  beheld  its  friendly  Ihade  ! 
And  hoary  Memphis  boafts  her  tombs  alone, 

The  mournful  typesof  mighty  power  decay'd  1 

No  crefcent  here  difplays  its  banefal  honis  ; 

No  turban'd  hoft  the  vice  of  truth  reproves ; 
Learning's  free  fource  the  fage's  breaft  adorns, 

And  poets,  not  inglorious,  chant  their  loves. 

Boaft,  favour'd  Media,  boaft  thy  flowery  ftores ; 

Thy  thoufand  hues  by  chemic  iuns  refin'd  ; 
'Tis  not  the  drefsor  mien  thy  foul  adores, 

'Tis  the  rich  beauties  of  Britannia's  mind. 

While  Grenville's  breaft  f  could  virtue's  ftores  af- 
What  envy'd  flota  bote  fo  fair  a  freight  ?  [ford, 


*  The  cinnambn. 

t  Written  a  few  years  after  the  time  of  Hapt 
Grenville's  death,  which  happened  in  174'^-  The. 
earldom  of  Temple  ni'as  not  created  tv    ;  /  ;^. 
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The  mine  compar'd  in  vain  its  latent  hoard, 
The  gem  its  luilre,  ami  the  gold  its  weight. 

Tbee,Grenvilie,thee  withcalmeft  courage  fraught, 
Thee  the  lov'd  image  of  tliy  native  fliore  '. 

Thee  by  the  virtues  arm'd,  the  graces  taught, 
When  fliali  we  ceafe  to  boaft,  or  to  deplore  ? 

Prefumptuous  war,  which  could  thy  life  deftroy, 
What  fliall  it  now  in  recompence  decree  ? 

While  friends  that  merit  every  earthly  joy. 
Feel  every  anguifli ;  feel  the  lofs  of  thee  I 

Bid  me  no  more  a  fervile  realm  compare, 
No  more  the  mufe  of  partial  praife  arraign  ; 

Britannia  fees  no  foreign  breal>  fo  fair. 
And,  if  flie  glory,  glories  not  in  vain. 


ELEGY    XV. 

In  the  memory  of  a  private  family  *  in  iVorceJler- 
Jbire. 

From  a  lone  tower  with  reverend  \\y  croTm'd, 
The  pealing  bell  awak'd  a  tender  ligh  ; 

Still,  as  the  village  caught  the  waving  found, 
A  fwelling  tear  diftream'd  from  every  eye. 

Sodroop'd,  I  ween,  each  Briton's  breaft  of  old, 
When  the  dull  curfew  fpoke  their  freedom  fled  ; 

For,  fighing  as  the  mournlul  accent  roU'd, 

Our  hope,  they  cry'd,  our  kind  fupport  is  dead  1 

'Twas  good  Palemon — near  a  fliadcd  pool, 
A  group  of  ancient  elms  umbrageous  rofe  ; 

The  flocking  rooks,  by  inftindt's  native  rule. 
This  peaceful  fcene,  for  their  afylum,  cbofc. 

A  few  fmall  fpires  to  Gothic  fancy  fair. 

Amid  the  Ihades  emerging,  ftruck  the  view; 

'Twas  here  his  youth  refpir'd  its  carlieft  air : 
'Twas  here  his  age  breath'd  out  its  laft  adieu. 

One  favour'd  Ton  engag'd  bis  tendered  care  ; 

One  pious  youth  his  whole  affedlion  crown'd  : 
In  his  young  breaft  the  virtues  fprung  fc  fair, 

Such  charmsdifplay'djfuchfwcetsdiffus'd  around. 

But  whilft  gay  tranfport  in  his  face  appears, 
A  noxious  vapour  clogs  the  poifon'd  fky  ; 

Bl.lfts  the  fair  crop — the  fire  isdrown'd  in  tears, 
And,  (carce  furviving,  fees  his  Cynthio  die  I 

Ocr  the  pale  corfe  we  faw  him  geetly  bend ; 

Hcart-chilI'd  with  grief-—" My  thread,  hecry'd, 
is  fpun  I 
If  heaven  had  meant  I  fhould  my  life  extend. 

Heaven  had  preferv'd  my  life's  fupport,  my  fon. 

Siiatrh'd  in  thy  prime  I  alas,  the  ftroke  were  mild. 
Had  my  frail  form  obey"d  the  fate's  decree  1 

Bleft  were  my  lot,  O  Cynthio  !  O  my  child  ! 
Heaven  fo  pleas'd,  and  I  had  dy'd  for  thee." 

Five  Cceplefs  nights  he  ftem'd  this  tide  of  woes ; 

Five  irkfome  funs  he  faw,  through  tears  forlorn  I 
Pn  his  pale  corfe  the  fixth  fad  morning  rofe; 

J"iom  yonder  dome  the  mournful  bier  vras  borne. 

•The  Penns  of  Harborough, 


'Twas  on  thofe  downs,  by  Roman  hofts  anaoy'J, 
Fought  our  bold  fathers  ;  ruftic,  unrefin'd  ! 

Freedom's  plain  fons,  in  martial  cares  employ 'd  ! 
They  ting'd  their  bodies,  but  unmaik'd  their 
mind. 

'Twas  there,  in  happier  times,  this  virtuous  raccj 
O  milder  merit,  tix'd  their  calm  retreat ; 

War's  deadly  crimfon  had  forfook  the  place. 
And  freedom  fondly  lov'd  the  chofen  feat. 

No  wild  ambition  fir'd  their  tranquil  breaft, 
To  fwell  with  empty  founds  a  fpotlefs  name  ; 

If  foftering  fkies,  the  fun,  the  fliower  were  bleft, 
Their  bounty  fpread;  their  fieldsextent  the  fame. 

Thofe  fields,  profufe  of  raiment,  food  and  fire. 
They  fcorn'd  to  leflen,  carelefs  to  extend  ; 

Bade  luxury  to  lavifti  courts  afpire, 
And  avarice  to  city-breafts  defcend. 

None,  to  a  virgin's  mind,  prefer'd  her  dower; 

To  fire  with  vicious  hopes  a  modeft  heir  : 
The  fire,  in  place  of  titles,  wealth  cr  power, 

Affign'd  him  virtue ;  and  his  lot  was  fair. 

They  fpoke  of  fortune,  as  fome  doubtful  dame. 
That  fway'd  the  natives  of  a  diftant  fphere  ; 

From  lucre's  vagrant  fons  had  learnt  her  fame. 
But  never  wifli'd  to  place  her  banners  here. 

Here  youth's  free  fpirit,  innocently  gay, 
Enjoy'd  the  moft  that  innocence  can  give, 

Thoie  wholefome  fweets  that  border  virtue's  way; 
Thofe  cooling  fruits  that  we  may  tafte  and  live. 

Their  board  no  ftrange  ambiguous  viand  bore ; 

From  their  own  ftreams  their  choicer  fare  they 
drew. 
To  lure  the  fcaly  glutton  to  the  (hore, 

The  fole  deceit  their  aitlefs  bofom  knew  I 

Sincere  themfelves,  ah  too  fecure  to  find 

The  common  bofom,  like  their  own,  fmcere  ? 

'Tis  its  own  guilt  alarms  the  jealous  mind ; 
'Tis  her  own  poifon  bids  the  viper  fear. 

Sketch'd  on  the  lattice  of  th'  adjacent  fane,    [er '. 

Their  fuppliant  biifts  implore  the  reader's  pray* 
Ah  gentle  fouls  I  enjoy  your  blisful  reign. 

And  l»t  frail  mortah  claim  your  guardian  care. 

For  fure,  to  blifsful  realms  the  fouls  are  flown. 
That  never  fiatter'd,  injur'd,  ccnfur'd,  ftrove  ; 

The  friends  of  fcience  !  mufic,  all  their  own  ; 
Mufic  the  voice  of  virtue  and  of  love  I 

The  journeying  peafant  through  the  fecret  ftiade. 
Heard  their  foft  lyres  engage  his  lifteningear  ; 

And  haply  deem'd  fome  courteous  angel  play'd; 
No    angel  play'd — but    might  with  tranfport 
hear. 

For  ihefe  the  founds  that  chafe  unholy  ftrife  I 
Solve  envy's  charm,  ambition's  wretch  releafe  I 

Raife  iiim  to  fpurn  the  radiant  ills  of  life  : 
To  pity  pomp,  to  be  content  with  peace. 

Farewell,  pure  fpirits  I  vain  the  praife  we  give. 
The  praife  you  fought  from  lips  angelic  flows  j 

Farewell !  the  virtues  which  deferve  to  live, 
Deferve  an  ampler  blifs  than  life  beftows. 
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Xaft  of  his  race,  Pdlecicn,  now  r.o  more 
The  modeft  merit  of  his  line  difplay'd  ; 

Then  pious  Hugh,  Vigornia's  mitre  wore — 
Soft  fleep  the  duft  of  each  deferving  fliade  I 

ELEGY   XVI. 

Hefiiggejls  the  advantages  of  birth  to  a  perfon  of 
merit,  and  the  folly  of  afupercilioufnefs  that  is 
built  upon  thatfole  foundation. 

Whew  genius  gracM  with  lineal  fplendor  glows. 
When  title  fliines  with  ambient  virtues  crovvn'd, 

Like  fome  fair  almond's  flowery  pomp  itfhows; 
The  pride,  the  perfume  of  the  regions  round. 

Then  learn,  ye  fair  !  to  foften  fplendor's  ray ; 

Endure  the  fwain,  the  youth  of  low  degree  ; 
Let  meeknefs  join'd  its  temperate  beam  difplay  ; 

'Tis  the  mild  verdure  that  endears  the  tree. 

Pity  the  fandal'd  fwain,  the  fhepherd's  boy; 

He  fighs  to  brighten  a  negledled  name  ; 
Foe  to  the  dull  appulfe  of  vulgar  joy. 

He  mourns  his  lot  j  he  willies,  merits  fame. 

In  vain  to  groves  and  pathlefs  vales  we  fly  ; 

Ambition  there  the  bowery  haunt  invades ; 
Fame's  awful  rays  fatigue  the  courtier's  eye. 

But  gleam  ftill  lovely  through  the  checquer'd 
Hiades. 

Vainly,  to  guard  from  love's  unequal  chain, 
Has  fortune  rear'd  us  in  the  rurul  grove  ; 

Should  ****'s  eyes  illume  the  defert  plain, 
Ev'n  I  may  wonder,  and  ev'n  I  mull  love. 

Kor  unregarded  fighs  the  lowly  hind  ; 

Though  you  contemn,  the  gods  refpedl  his  vow  ; 
Vinditilive  rage  awaits  the  fcornful  mind. 

And  vengeance,  too  fevere  1  the  gods  allow. 

On  Sarum's  plain  I  met  a  wandering  fair ; 

The  look  of  forrow,  lovely  ftill  (he  bore  ; 
Loofe  fiow'd  the  foft  redundance  of  her  hair. 

And,  on  her  brov/,  a  flowery  wreath  (he  wore. 

Dft  ftooping  as  (he  ftray'd,  fhe  cull'd  the  pride 
Of  every  plain  ;  ^le  pillag'd  every  grove  ! 

The  fading  chapiet  daily  (he  fupply'd. 

And  ftill  her  hand  fome  various  garland  wove. 

Erroneous  fancy  fliap'd  her  wild  attire  ;  [ftray'd  ; 

From    Bethlem's    walls    the    poor    lymphatic 
Seem'd  with  her  air  her  accent  to  confpire. 

When,  as  wild  fancy  taught  her,  thus  (he  faid  : 

"  Hear  me,  dear  youth  I  oh  hear  an  haplefs  maid, 
Sprung  from  the  fcepter'd  line  of  ancient  kings  ! 

Scorn'd  by  the  world,  I  alk  thy  tender  aid  ; 
Thy  gentle  voice  iTiall  whiiper  kinder  things. 

The  world  is  frantic — fly  the  race  profane — 
Nor  I,  nor  you,  (hall  its  compaffion  move ; 

Come  friendly  let  us  wander,  and  complain, 

And  tell  me,  (hepherd  1  haft  thou  feen  my  love  ? 

My  love  is  young — but  other  loves  are  young  ; 

And  other  loves  are  fair,  and  fo  is  mine  ; 
An  air  divine  dlfclofes  whence  he  fprung  ; 

He  is  my  love,  who  boafts  that  air  divine. 
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No  vulgar  D?.mon  robs  rrc  of  my  reft, 

lanthe  liftens  to  no  vulgar  vow ; 
A  prince,  from  godsdefcended,  fires  her  bread; 

A  brilliant  crown  diftinguiflics  his  brow. 

What,  (halll  ftain  the  glories  of  my  race  ? 

More  clear,  more  lovely  bright  than  Hefper's 
beam  ? 
The  porcelain  pure  with  vulgar  dirt  debafe  ? 

Or  mix  with  puddle  the  pellucid  ftream  ? 

See  through  thefe  veins  the  Sapphire  current 
fliiiie  ! 

'Twas  Jove's  own  ne(£l:ar  gave  th'  ethereal  hue : 
Can  bafe  plebeian  forms  contend  with  mine  ? 

Difplay  the  lovely  white,  or  match  the  blue  ? 

The  painter  ftrove  to  trace  its  azure  ray ; 

He  chang'd  his  colours,  and  in  vain  he  ftrove; 
He  frown'd— -I  fmiling  view'd  the  fa'nt  eflay; 

Poor  youth  !  he  little  knew  it  fiow'd  from  Jove, 

Pitying  his  toil,  the  wondrous  truth  I  told ; 

How  amorous  Jove  trepann'd  a  mortal  fair  ; 
How  through  the  race  the  generous  current  roU'dj 

And  mocks  the  poet's  art,  and  painter's  care. 

Yes,  from  the  gods,  from  earlieft  Saturn,  fprung 
Our  facred  race  ;  through  demigods,  convey 'd  ; 

And  he,  ally'd  to  Phcebus,  ever  young, 

My  godlike  boy,  muft  xved  their  duteous  maid. 

Oft  when  a  mortal  vow  profanes  my  ears. 

My  fire's  dread  fury  murmurs  through  the  Iky; 

And  Ihould  I  yield — his  inftant  rage  appears; 
He  darts  th'  uplifted  vengeance,  and  I  die. 

Have  you  not  heard  unwonted  thunders  roll ! 

Have  you  not  feen  more  horrid  lightnings  glare  \ 
'Twas  then  a  vulgar  love  enfnar'd  my  foul : 

'Twas  then —  I  hardly  fcap'd  the  fatal  ihare. 

'Twas  then  a  peafant  pour'd  his  amorous  vow. 
All  as  I  liften'd  to  his  vulgar  ftrain  ;-  — 

Yet  fuch  his  beauty — would  my  birth  allow. 
Dear  were  the  youth,  and  blifsful   were  the  ^ 
plain. 

But  oh  !  I  faint !  why  waftes  my  vernal  bloom, 
In  fruitlefs  fearches  ever  doom'd  to  rove  * 

My  nightly  dreams  the  toilfome  path  refume» 
And  I  fliall  die— before  I  find  my  love. 

When  laft  I  flept,  methought  my  ravi(h'd  eye. 
On  diftant  heaths  his  radiant  form  furvey'd ; 

Though  night's  thick  clouds  cucompafs'd  all  the 

iky,  '      [ftiade. 

The  gems  that  bound  his  brow,  difpell'd  the 

O  how  this  bofom  kindled  at  the  fight  1 

Led  by  their  beams  I  urg'd  the  pleafing  chafe  ! 

Till,  on  a  fudden,  thefe  with-held  their  light — 
All,  all  things  envy  the  fublime  embrace, 

But  now  no  more — behind  the  diftant  grove, 

Wanders  my  deftin'd  yauth,  and  chides  my  ftay  % 
See,  fee,  he  grafps  the  fteel— forbear,  my  love — > 

lanthe  comes ;  thy  princefs  haftes  away."- 
Scornful  (he  fpoke,  and  heedlefs  of  reply   . 

The  lovely  maniac  bounded  o'ef  the  plain  ; 
The  piteous  viclim  of  an  angry  (ky  ! 

Ah  me  1  the  viftim  of  h,er  proud  difdain  I 
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ELEGY    XVII. 
He  indulges  the  fuggejlions  offpieen. 

AN  ELEGY  TO  THE  WINDS. 

"  ^ole,  namque  tibi  divura  pater  atque  hominum 
"  Et  mulcere  dedit  mentes,  &  toUere  vento."  [rex 

Stern  monarch  of  the  winds,  admit  my  prayer  I 
•    A  while  thy  fury  check,  thy  ftorm  confine  ! 
No  trivial  blaft  impells  the  paffive  air  ; 
-  But  brews  a  tempeft  in  a  bread  like  mine. 

What  bands  of  black  ideas  fprea^  their  wings  I 
The  peaceful  regions  of  content  inrade  1 

With  deadly  poifon  taint  the  cryftal  firings '. 
With  noifome  vapour  blaft  the  verdant  fbade  1 

J  know  their  leader,  fpleen ;  and  dread  the  fway 

Of  rigid  Eurus,  his  detefted  fire  ; 
Through  one  rr<y  bloffoois  and  my  fruits  decay  ; 
Through  one  my  pleafurcs  and  my  hopes  ex- 
pire. 

Like  forae  pale  flripiing,  when  his  icy  way 
Relenting  yields  beneath  the  noontide  beam, 

I  {land  aghaft  ;  end,  chill'd  with  fear,  furvey 
How  far  I've  tempted  life's  deceitful  ftream  1 

Where,  by  remorfe  impell'd,  repuls'd  by  fears, 
Shall  wretched  fancy  a  retreat  explore  ? 

She  flies  the  fr.d  prefage  of  coming  years, 

And  forrowing  dwells  on  pleafures  now  no  morel 

Again  with  patrons  and  with  friends  (lie  roves; 

But  friends  and  patrons  never  to  return  1 
"She  fees  the  nymphs,  the  graces,  and  the  loves. 

But  fees  them,  weeping  o'er  Lucinda's  urn. 

She  vifits,  Ifis!  thy  forfaken  flream, 

Oh  ill  forfaken  for  Boeotian  air  1 
She  deems  no  flood  refiecl  fo  bright  a  beam, 
,  .'^o  reed  fo  verdant,  and  no  flowers  fo  fair. 

^he  dreams  beneath  thy  facred  fliades  were  peace, 
Thy  bays  might  ev'n  the  civil  ftorm  repel; 

Reviews  thy  focial  biifs,  thy  learned  eafe, 
Apd  with  no  cheerful  accent  cries,  farewell ! 

Farewell,  with  whom  to  thefe  retreats  I  ftray'd! 

^  youthful  fports,  by  youthful  toils  ally'd  1 
Joyous  we  fojourn'd  in  thy  circling  fhade. 

And  wept  to  find  the  paths  of  life  divide. 

'She  paints  .the  progrefs  of  my  rival's  vow ; 

Sees  every  mufe  a  partial  ear  incline  ; 
Binds  with  luxuriant  bays  his  farour'd  brow. 
Not  yields  the  refufe  of  his  wreath  to  mine. 

She  bids  the  flatterring  mirror,  form'd  to  pleafe. 
Now  bl-aft  my  hope,  now  vindiciite  defpair; 

Bids  my  ford  verfe  the  lovc-fick  parley  cea.ie ; 
Accufe  my  rigid  fate,  acquit  my  fair. 

'Wlicre  circling  recks  defend  fome  pathlefs  vale. 
Superfluous  mortal,  let  mc  ever  rove  I 

Alas  :  there  echo  will  repeat  the  tale — 
Where  flialll  find  the  filcnt  fcenes  I  love  ? 

I^ain  would  I  mourn  my  lucklcfs  fate  alone  ; 
JofiAd.  to  pleafe,  yet  fated  lo  admire  j 


Away  my  friends  1  my  forrows  are  my  own  ! 
Why  (hould  I  breathe  around  my  fick  defire  I 

Bear  me,  ye  winds,  indulgent  to  my  pains. 
Near  fome  fad  ruin's  ghaftly  Ihade  to  dwell  I 

There  let  me  fondly  eye  the  rude  remains. 

And  from  the  mouldering  refufe,  build  my  cell '. 

Genius  of  Rome  '.  thy  proftrate  pomp  difplay  ! 

Trace  every  difmal  proof  of  fortune's  power  ; 
Let  me  the  wreck  of  theatres  furvey, 

Or  penfive  fit  beneath  fome  nodding  tower. 

Or  where  fome  du(!V,  by  rolling  feafons  worn, 
Convey'd  pure  ftreams  to  Rome's  imperial  wall, 

Near  the  wide  breach  in  filence  let  me  mourn; 
Or  tune  my  dirges  to  the  water's  fall. 

Genius  of  Carthage  I  paint  thy  ruin'd  pride  ; 

Towers,  arches,  fanes,  in  wild  confufion  ftrewn ; 
Let  banifli'd  Marius,  lowering  by  thy  fide. 

Compare  thy  fickle  fortunes  with  his  own.       ^ 

Ah  no  1  thou  monarch  of  the  ftorms '.  forbear !, 
My  trembling  nerves  abhor  thy  rude  controul; 

And  icarce  a  pieafing  twilight  foothes  my  care. 
Ere  one  vaft  death  like  darknefs  fiiocks  my  foul. 

Forbear  thy  rage-— on  no  perennial  bafe 
Is  built  frail  fear,  or  hope's  deceitful  pile  ; 

iVIy  pains  are  fled — my  joy  refumes  its  place, 
Should  the  (ky  brighten,  or  MehfTa  fmile. 

ELEGY    IfVIlL 

He  repeats  the  fong  of  Colin,  a  difcerning  Jhepo 
herd;  lamentifig  the /late  of  the  nuoollen  inanu' 
faHory. 

"  Ergo  omni  ftudio  glaciem  ventofque  nivalee, 
"  Quo  minus  eft  illis  cur;E  mortalis  egeftas, 
"  Avertes:  vidtumque  feres."  Virg. 

Near  Avon's  bank,  on  Arden's  flowery  plain, 
A  *    tuneful  ftiepherd  charm'd   the  liftening 

And  funny  Cotfol'  fondly  lov'd  the  flrain  ;  [wave } 
Yet  not  a  garland  crowns  the  fliepherd's  grave  1 

Oh  '.  loft  Ophelia !  fmoothly  flow'd  the  day, 
To  feel  his  mufic  with  my  flames  agree  1 

To  tafte  the  beauties  of  his  melting  lay. 
To  tafte  and  fancy  it  was  dear  to  thee. 

When,  for  his  tomb,  with  each  revolving  year, 
I  fteal  the  mufk-rofe  from  the  fcented  brake, 

I  ftrew  my  cowflips,  and  I  pay  my  tear, 
I'll  add  the  myrtle  for  Ophelia's  fake. 

Shivering  beneath  a  leaflefs  thorn  he  lay,         -.  „ 
When  death's  chill  rigour  feiz'd  his  flowjng 
tongue ; 

The  more  I  found  his  faultering  notes  decay, 
The  more  prophetic  truth  fublim'd  the  fong. 

"  Adieu  my  flocks,  he  faid  !  my  wonted  care, 
By  funny  mountain,  or  by  verdant  fliore  ! 

May  fome  mpre  happy  hand  your  fold  prepare, 
And  may  you  need  your  Colin's  crook  no  mor^  ; 

And  you,  ye  fhepherds  I  lead  my  gentle  flieep  j 
To  breezy  hills,  or  leafy  fhclters  lead ; 

•  Mr.  Somervile, 
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But  If  the  flcy  with  fhowers  inceflant  weep, 
Avoid  the  putrid  moifture  of  the  mead. 

Where  the  wild  thyme  perfumed  the  purpled 
heath,  ^-     ^ 

Long  loitering  there  your  fleecy  tribes  extend— 
Jiut  what  avail  the  maxims  I  bequeath  ? 

The  fruitlefs  gift  of  an  officious  friend  ! 

Ah  !  what  avails  the  timorous  lambs  to  puard 
rhough  nightly  cares,  with  daily  labours,  ioin  ? 

It  toreign  lloth  obtain  the  j-ich  reward, 

If  Gallia's  craft  the  ponderous  fleece  purloin. 

Was  it  for  this,  by  conftant  vigils  worn, 

I  met  the  terrors  of  an  early  grave  ; 
For  this  I  led  them  from  the  pointed  thorn  ? 

For  this  I  bath'd  them  in  the  lucid  wave  ? 
Ah  heedlefs  Albion  !  too  benignly  prone 

Thy  blood  to  laviflt,  and  thy  wealth  refio'n  ' 
Shall  every  other  virtue  -race  thy  throne,  *" 

But  quick-ey'd  prudence  never  yet  be  thine? 
From  the  fair  natives  of  this  peerlefs  hill 

Thougav'ft  the flieep that  browze Iberian  plains: 
Their  plamtive  cries  the  faithlefs  region  fill. 

Their  fleece  adorns  an  haughty  foe's  dom'ains. 
Ill-fa^ed  flocks?  from  cliff" to  cliff" they  ftray; 

Far  from  their  dams  their  native  guardians  far  • 
Where  the  foft  fliepherd,  all  the  livelong  day, 

ehaunts  his  proud  miflrefs  to  his  hoarfe  gu'ittar. 
But  Albion's  youth  her  native  fleece  defpife  ; 

Unmov'd  they  hear  the  pining  fhepherd's  moan : 
In  iilky  folds  each  nervous  limb  difguife, 

AUur'd  by  every  treafure,  but  their  own. 

Oft  have  I  hurry'd  down  the  rocky  flieep. 
Anxious,  to  fee  the  wintery  tempeft  drive  ; 

Preferve,  faid  I,  preferve  your  fleece,  my  Iheep  ' 
Ere  long  will  Phillis,  will  my  love  arrive. 

Ere  long  Ihe  cam^ :  ah  !  woe  is  me,  flie  came  !    " 

Rob'd  in  the  Gallic  loom's  extraneous  twine  • 
For  gifts  likethefe  they  give  their  fpotlefs  fame, 

Refign  their  bloom,  their  innocence  refign. 
Will  no  bright  maid,  by  worth,  by  titles  known 

Give  the  rich  growth  of  Britifli  hills  to  fame  ?  ' 
And  let  her  charms,  and  her  example,  own 

That  virtue's  drefs,  and  beauty's  are  the  fame. 

Will  no  fam'd  chief  fupport  this  generous  maid  ? 

Once  more  the  patriot's  arduous  path  refunie  ? 
And,  comely  from  his  native  plains  array'd, 

Speak  future  glory  to  the  Britifli  loom  ? 

What  power  unfeen  my  ravifli'd  fancy  fires  ? 

I  p;erce  the  dreary  fliade  of  future  days ; 
Sure  'tis  the  genius  of  the  land  infpires, 

To  breathe  my  lateft  breath  in  ***'s  praife. 

O  might  my  breath  for  »**  's  praife  fuffice, 
_  How  gently  fliould  my  dying  limbs  repofe  ! 
O  might  his  future^glory  blefs  mine  eyes, 

My  ravifli'd  eyes !  how  cahnly  would  they  clofe! 

***  was  born  to  fpread  the  general  joy  ; 

By  virtue  wrapt,  by  party  uncontroul'd  ; 
*ntons  for  Britain  ftiall  the  crook  employ  • 

Bntens  for  Britain's  glory  Ciear  tlie  fold'." 
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ELEGY   XIX. 

Written  in  Spring  1 743. 

Agaik  the  labouring  hind  inverts  the  foil; 

Again  the  merchant  ploughs  the  tumid  wave  '. 
Another  fpring  renews  the  foldier's  toil, 

And  finds  me  vacant  in  the  rural  cave. 

As  the  foft  lyre  difplay'd  my  wonted  loves, 

The  penfive  pleafure  and  the  tender  pain, 
The  fordid  Alpheus  hurry'd  through  my  groves; 

Yet  fl;op'd  to  vent  the  diiShates  of  difdain.  '   . 

He  glanc'd  contemptuous  o'er  my  ruin'd  fold  ; 

He  blam'd  the  graces  of  my  favourite  bower  ; 
My  bread,  unfully'd  by  the  luft  of  gold  ; 

My  time,  unlavifti'd  in  purfuit  of  power. 
Yes,  Alpheus  !  fly  the  purer  paths  of  fate  ; 

Abjure  thefe  fcenes  from  venal  paflions  free  ; 
Know,  in  this  grove,  I  vow'd  perpetual  hate. 

War,  endlefs  war,  with  lucre  and  with  tliee. 

Here  nobly  zealous,  in  my  youthful  hours, 

I  drefl:  an  altar  to  Thalia's  name  : 
Here,  as  I  cro\vn'd  the  verdant  fhrine  with  flowers, 

Soft  on  my  labours  Hole  the  fmiling  dame. 

Damon,  flie  cry'd,  if  pleas'd  with  honefl;  praife, 
Thou  court  fuccefs  by  virtue  or  by  fong. 

Fly  the  falfe  dictates  of  the  venal  race  ; 
Fly  the  grofs  accents  of  the  venal  tongue. 

Swear  that  no  lucre  fiiall  thy  zeal  betray; 

Swerve  not  thy  foot  witWfortune's  votariesmorc  j 
Brand  thou  their  lives,  and  brand  their  lifelefs  day 

The  winning  phantom  urg'd  me,  and  I  fwore. 
Forth  from  the  ruflic  altar  fwift  I  flray'd, 

"  Aid  my  firm  purpofe,  ye  celeftial  powers  ! 
Aid  me  to  quell  the  fordid  breaft,  I  faid;"  [towers  ■■. 

And    threw   my  javelin    tow'rds  their  hoflilc- 
Think  not  regretful  I  furvey  the  deed  ; 

Or  added  years  no  more  the  zeal  allow ; 
Still,  fl;ill  obfervant,  to  the  grove  I  fpeed, ' 

The  fhrine  embellifli,  and  repeat  the  vow. 

Sworn  from  his  cradle  Rome's  relentlefs  foe. 
Such  generous  hate  the  Punic  champion  f  bore  3 

Thy  lake,  O  Thrafimene  !  beheld  it  glow, 

And  Caiinse's  walls,  atid  Trebia's  crimfon  fliore. 

But  let  grave  annals  paint  the  warrior's  fame ; 

Fair  fhine  his  arms  in  hifliory  enroll'd  ; 
Whilft  humbler  lyres  his  civil  worth  proclaim, 

His  nobler  hate  of  avarice  and  gold. ■ 

Now  Punic  pride  its  final  eve  furvey'd ; 

Its  holts  exhaufted,  and  its  fleets  on  fire  : 
Patient  the  vigor's  lurid  frown  obey'd. 

And  faw  th'  unwilling  elephants  retire. 

But  when  their  gold  dcprefs'd  the  yielding-  fcale. 
Their  gold  in  pyramidic  plenty  pil'd, 

He  faw  th'  unutterable  grief  prevail ; 

He  faw  their  tears,  and  in  his  fury  fmil'd. 

Think  not,  he  cry'd,  ye  view  the  fmiles  of  eafe. 
Or  this  firm  breafl;  difclaims  a  patriot's  pain  ;' 

A  Roman  (crsmony  in  declaring  ivtr, 
f  Hannihdl, 
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I  fmile,  but  from  a  foul  eftrang'd  to  peace. 
Frantic  with  grief,  delirious  with  difdain  ! 

But  were  it  cordial,  this  dctefted  fmile, 

Seems  it  lefs  tiniely  tlian  the  grief  ye  ihow  ? 

O  fons  of  Carthage  !  grant  me  to  revile 
The  fordid  fource  of  your  indecent  woe  ! 

Why  weep  ye  now !  ye  faw  %vith  tearlefs  eye 
When  your  fleet  perifii'd  on  the  Punic  wave ; 

Where  lurk'd  the  coward  tear,  the  lazy  figA, 
When  Tyre's  imperial  ftate  commenc'd  a  flavc  ? 

'Tis  paft — O   Carthage !    vanquifli'd  !    honour'd 
fliade ! 

Go,  the  mean  forrows  of  thy  fons  deplore  ; 
Has  freedom  ftar'd  the  vow  to  fortune  paid, 

She  ne'er,  like  fortune,  had  forfook  thy  fnare  ! 

He  ceas'd— abafh'd  the  confcious  audience  hear  ; 

Their  pallid  cheeks  a  crimfon  blulh  unfold  ; 
Yet  o'er  that  virtuous  blufli  diftreams  a  tear. 

And  falling  moillens  their  abandon'd  gold. 
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S:  compere:  lis  humble  fortune  -zvith  ih;  dijirefs  of 
Others ;  and  his  fuhjecliin  to  Delis  'juitb  the  mifer- 
able  fervitude  of  an  African fla-oe. 

Why  droops  this  heart,  v/Ith  fancy'd  woes  forlorn. 
Why  finks  my  foul  beneath  this  wintery  iky  ? 

What  penfive  crowds,  by  ceafelefs  labours  worn, 
What  myriads,  wifli  to'be  as  bleft  as  I ! 

What  though  my  roofs  devoid  of  pomp  arife. 
Nor  tempt  the  proud  to  quit  his  deftin'd  way  ? 

Nor  coftly  art  my  flowery  dales  difguife. 

Where  only  fimple  friendihip  deigns  to  ftray  ? 

See  the  wild  fons  of  Lapland's  chill  domain, 
Thatfcoop  their  couch  beneath  the  drifted  fnows! 

How  void  of  hope  they  ken  the  frozen  plain. 
Where  the  Iharp  eaft  for  ever,  ever  blows! 

Slave  though  I  be,  to  Delia's  eyes  a  flave. 
My  Delia's  eyes  endear  the  bands  I  wear ; 

The  figh  flie  caufes  well  becomes  the  brave, 
The  pang  flie  caufes,  'tis  ev'n  blifs  to  bear. 

5ee  the  poor  native  quit  the  Libyan  fhor'es. 
Ah  !  not  in  love's  delightful  fetters  bound  ! 

No  radiant  fmile  his  dying  peace  refbores  ;  [wound. 
Nor  love,  nor  fame,  nor  friendfhip,  heals  his 

Let  vacant  bards  difplay  their  boafted  woes, 
Shall  I  the  mockery  of  grief  difplay  1 

No  let  the  mufe  his  piercing  pangs  difclofe, 
Who  bleeds  and  weeps  his  fum  of  life  away. 

On  the  wild  beach  in  mournful  guife  he  ftood. 
Ere  the  Ihrill  boatfwain  gave  the  hared  fign ; 

He  dropt  a  tear  unfeen  into  the  flood ; 
He  ftole  one  fecret  moment,  to  repine. 

Yet  the  mtife  liHen'd  to  the  plaints  he  made ; 

Such  moving  plaints  as  nature  could  infpire  : 
To  me  the  mufc  his  tender  plea  convey'd. 

But  linooth'd,  and  fuited  to  the  founding  lyre. 

"  Why  am  I  ravilh'd  from  my  native  ftrand  ? 

What  favage  race  protedis  this  impious  gain  ? 
Shall  foreign  plagues  infeft  this  teeming  land, 
Andmorcthanfea-bornrconftersjlo'ughthetr.ain? 
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Here  the  dire  locufts  horrid  fwarms  prevail; 

Here  the  blue  afps  with  livid  poifon  fwell  ; 
Herv:  the  dry  dipfa  with  his  fuiuous  mail ; 

Can  we  not  here  fecure  from  envy  dwell  ? 

When  the  grim  lion  urg'd  his  cruel  chafe. 

When  the ftern  panther  fought  hisniidnight  pre/. 

What  fate  referv'd  me  for  this  Chrifiian  race  ? 
A  race  more  poUlh'd,  more  fevere  than  they  ! 

Ye  prouling  wolves,  purfue  my  lateft  cries ! 

Thou  hungry  tiger,  leave  thy  reeking  den  ! 
Ye  fandy  wartes,  in  rapid  eddies  rife  I 

O  tear  me  from  the  wliips  and  fcorns  of  men  ! 

Yet  in  their  face  fuperior  beauty  glows ; 

Are  fmiles  the  mien  of  rapine  and  of  wrong? 
Yet  from  their  lip  the  voice  of  mercy  flows,       \ 

And  ev'n  religion  dwells  upon  their  tongue. 

Of  blilsful  haunts  they  tell,  and  brighter  climes. 
Where  gentle  minds  convey'd  by  death  repair. 

But  fl;ain'd  with  blood,  and  crimfon'd  o'er  with 
crimes. 
Say,  Ihali  they  merit  what  they  paint  fo  fair  ? 

No,  carelefs,  hopelefs  of  thofe  fertile  plains. 
Rich  by  our  toils,  and  by  our  forrows  gay. 

They  ply  our  labours,  and  enhance  our  pains. 
And  feign  thefe  diflant  regions  to  repay. 

For  them  our  tuiky  elephant  expires ; 

For  them  we  drain  the  mine's  cmbowel'd  gold; 
Where  rove  the  brutal  nations  wild  defires  ? 

Our  limbs  are  purchas'd,  and  our  life  is  fold  1 

Yet  ihores  there  are,  bleft  fhores  for  us  remain. 
And  favour'd  iiles  with  golden  fruitage  crown'd. 

Where  tufted  flowerets  paint  the  verdant  plain. 
Where  every  breeze  fliall  raed'cine  every  wound. 

There  the  flern  tyrant  that  embitters  life 

Shall,  vainly  fuppliant,  fpread  his  afking  hand  ; 

There  Ihall  we  view  the  billows  raging  ftrife. 
Aid  the  kind  breafl,  and  waft  his  boat  t9  land." 
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Taking  a  -jie^v  of  the  country  from  his  retirement,  he  is 
led  to  meditati-  on  tl>e  charaSier  of  the  ancient  Britons, 
fVritten  at  the  time  of  a  rumoured  tax  upon  luxury, 
1746. 

Thus  Damon  fung — What  though  unknown  to 
praife 

Umbrageous  coverts  hide  my  mufe  and  me  ; 
Or  'mid  the  rural  fheplierds,  flow  my  days, 

Amid  the  rural  fhepherds,  I  am  free. 

To  view  fleek  vafials  crov/d  a  fbtely  hall, 
Say,  fhould  I  grow  myfelf  a  folemn  flavc  ! 

To  find  thy  tints,  O  Titian  !  grace  my  wall. 
Forego  the  flowery  fields  my  fortune  gave  ? 

Lord  of  my  time  my  devious  path  I  bend. 

Through   fringy  woodland,  or  fniooth-fliaven 

Or  penfile  grove,  or  airy  cliff  afcend,  [lawn ; 

And  hail  the  fcene  by  nature's  pencil  drawn. 

Thanks  be  to  fate — though  nor  the  racy  vine, 
Nor  fattening  olive  clothe  the  fields  1  rove, 

Sequefter'd  (hades,  and  gurgling  founts  aremirc^ 
And  evtrv  fil«n  grctt  tlie  njufcs  love. 
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Here  if  my  vlfta  point  the  mouldering  pile. 
Where  hood  and  cowl  devotion's  alpc(5l  wore, 

I  trace  the  tottering  reliqnes  with  a  fmile. 
To  think  the  mental  bondage  is  no  more ! 

Pleas'd  if  the  glowing  landfcape  wave  with  corn  ; 

Or  the  tall  oaks,  my  country's  bulwarJc,  rife  ; 
Pleas'd  if  mine  eye,  o'er  thoufand  vallies  borne, 

Difcern  the  Cambria  hills  fupport  the  Ikics. 

And  fee  Plinlimmon  !  ev'n  the  youthful  fight 
Scales  the  proud  hill's  ethereal  cliff's  with  pain 

Such  Caer-caradoc  !  thy  ftupendous  height, 
Whofe  ample  Ihade  obfcures  th'  lernian  main. 

Bleak,  joylefs  regions !  where,  by  fcience  tir'd, 
Some  prying  fage  his  lonely  flep  may  bend  ; 

There,  by  the  love  of  novel  plaints  infpir'd, 
Invidious  view  the  clambering  goats  afcend. 

Yet  for  thofe  mountains,  clad  with  laftlng  fnow. 
The  freeborn  Briton  left  his  greeneft  mead. 

Receding  fullen  from  his  mightier  foe, 
For  here  he  faw  fair  liberty  recede. 

Then  if  a  chief  perform'd  a  patriot's  part, 
Suflain'd  her  drooping  fons,  repeli'd  her  foes. 

Above  all  Perfian  luxe,  or  Attic  art, 
The  rude  majeflic  monument  arole. 

Progreflive  ages  caroll'd  forth  his  fame  ; 

Sires,    to   his   praife,    attun'd  their   children's 
The  hoary  druid  fed  the  generous  flame,  [tongue 

While  in  fuch  ftrains  the  reverend  vizard  fung. 

"  Go  forth,  my  fons ! — for  what  is  vital  breath. 
Your  gods  expeU'd,  your  liberty  refign'd  ? 

Go  forth,  my  fons  !  for  what  is  inftant  deatli 
To  fouls  fecure  perennial  joys  to  find  ? 

For  fcenes  there  are,  unknown  to  war  or  pain. 
Where  drops  the  balm  that  heals  a  tyrant's 
wound ; 

Where  patriots,  bleft  vi'ithboundlefsfreedom,  reign, 
With  mifletoe's  myllerious  garlands  crown'd 

Such  are  the  names  that  grace  your  myftic  fongs  ; 

Your  folemn  woods  refound  their  martial  fire  ; 
To  you,  my  fons,  the  ritual  meed  belongs, 

If  in  the  caufe  you  vancjuifli  or  expire. 

Hark !  from  the  facred  oak  that  crowns  the  groves, 
What  awful  voice  my  raptur'd  bofom  warms  ; 

This  is  the  favour'd  moment  heaven  approves, 
Sound  the  Ihrill  trump ;  this  inftant,  found  to 
arms." 

Theirs  was  the  fcience  of  a  martial  race, 
To  Ihape  the  lance,  or  decorate  the  fliield  ; 

Ev'n  the  fair  virgin  ftain'd  her  native  grace. 
To  give  new  horrors  to  the  tented  field. 

Now,  for  fome  cheek  where  guilty  blufties  glow, 
For  fome  falfe  Florimel's  impure  difguife, 

The  lifted  youth,  nor  war's  loud  fignal  know. 
Nor  virtue's  call,  nor  fame's  imperial  prize. 

Then  if  foft  concord  lull'd  their  fears  to  flcep. 
Inert  and  filent  flcpt  the  manly  car  ; 

But  rufti'd  horrific  o'er  the  fearful  fteep, 
If  freedom's  a\\  ful  clarion  breath'd  to  war. 

Now  the  fleek  courtier,  indolent,  and  vain, 
Thron'd  ia  the  fplendid  cairiage  glides  fupine ; 


To  taint  his  virtue  with  a  foreign  ftain, 
Or  at  a  favourite's  board  his  faith  refign. 

Leave  them,  O  luxury  !  this  happy  foil ! 

Chafe  her,  Britannia,  to  fome  hoftile  fliore  ! 
Or  *  fleece  the  baneful  pell  with  annual  fpoil. 

And  let  thy  virtuous  off"spring  weep  no  more  \ 
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tvere  Jo  frequently  violated. 

Say,  gentle  ileep,  that  lov'ft  the  gloom  of  night. 
Parent  of  dreams  !  thou  great  magician,  fay. 

Whence  my  late  vifion  thus  endures  the  light ; 
Thus  haunts  my  fancy  through  the  glare  of  day? 

The  filent  moon  had  fcal'd  the  vaulted  Ikies, 
And  anxious  care  refign'd  my  limbs  to  reft  ; 

A  fudden  luftre  ftruck  my  wondering  eyes. 
And  Silvia  ftood  before  my  couch  confeft. 

Ah  !  not  the  nymph  fo  blooming^  and  fa  gay». 

That  led  the  dance  beneath  the  fcftive  fha 
But  fhe  that,  in  the  morning  of  her  day, 

Entomb'd  beneath  the  grafs-green  fod  was  laid. 

No  more  her  eyes  their  wonted  radiance  caft  ; 

No  more  her  breaft  infpir'd  the  lover's  flame. 
No  more  her  check  the  Pseftan  rofe  furpaft  ; 

Yet  feem'd  her  lip's  etherial  fmile  the  fame. 

Nor  fuch  her  hair  as  deck'd  her  living  face ; 

Nor    fuch   her   voice  as  charm'd  the  liftening 
crowd ; 
Nor  fuch  her  drefs  as  heighten'd  every  grace  : 

Alas!  all  vi\nifli'd  for  the  mournful  fhroud  ! 

Yet  feem'd  her  lip's  ethereal  charm  the  fame  ; 

That  dear  diftindlion  every  doubt  remov'd  j 
Periih  the  lover,  whofe  imperfedl  flame 

Forgets  one  feature  of  the  nymph  he  lov'd. 

"  Damon,  fhe  faid,  mine  hour  allotted  flies  ; 

Oh  !  do  not  wafte  it  with  a  fruitlefs  tear ! 
Though  griev'd  to  fee  thy  Silvia's  pale  difguife^ 

Sufpend  thy  forrow,  and  attentive  hear. 

So  may  thy  mufe  with  virtuous  fame  be  bleft ! 

So  be  thy  love  with  mutual  love  repaid  ! 
So  may  thy  bones  in  facred  filence  reft, 

Faft  by  the  relics  of  fome  happier  maid  ! 

Thou  know'ft,  how  lingering  on  a  diftant  fliore 
Difeafe  invidious  nipt  my  flowery  prime  ; 

And  oh  !  what  pangs  my  tender  bofom  tore, 
To  think  I  ne'er  mufi;  view  my  native  clim.e  ? 

No  friend  was  near  to  raife  my  drooping  head ; 

No  dear  companion  wept  to  fee  me  die  ; 
Lodge  me  within  my  native  foil,  I  faid ; 

There  my  fond  parents  honour'd  reliques  He. 

Though  now  debarr'd  of  each  domeftic  tear  ; 

Unknown,  forgot,  I  meet  the  fatal  blow  ; 
There  many  a  friend  fhall  grace  my  wofiil  bier. 

And  many  a  Cgh  fhall  rife,  and  tear  fhall  flow. 

I  fpoke,  nor  fate  forbore  his  trembling  fpoil  ; 

Some  vernal  mourner  lent  his  carelefs  aid  ; 
And  foon  they  bore  me  to  my  native  foil. 

Where  my  fond  parents  dear  remains  were  laid. 

*  /inndes  to  a  (ax  ttpon  luxury. 
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'Twas  then  the  youths,  from  every  plain  and  grove, 

Adorn'd  with  mournful  vcrfe  thy  Silvia  s  bier; 
'Twas  then  the  nymphs  their  votive  garlands  wove. 

And  ftrew'd  the  fragrance  of  the  youthful  year. 

But  why,  alas  !  the  tender  fcene  difplay  ? 

Could  Damon  s  foot  the  pious  path  decline  ? 
Ah  no!  'twas  Damon  firfl  attun'd  his  lay, 

And  fure  no  fonnet  was  fo  dear  as  thine. 

Thus  was  1  bofom'd  in  the  peaceful  grave  ; 

My  placid  ghofl  no  longer  wept  its  doom ; 
When  favage  robbers  every  fanftion  brave. 

And  with  outrageous  guilt  defraud  the  tomb ! 

Shall  my  poor  corfe,  from  hoflile  realms  convey'd, 
Lofe  the  cheap  portion  of  my  native  fands  ; 

Or,  in  my  kindred's  dear  embraces  laid. 
Mourn  the  vile  ravage  of  barbarian  hands  ? 

Say,  would  thy  breaft  no  death-like  torture  feel, 
To  fee  my  limbs  the  felon's  gripe  obey  ; 

To  fee  them  gafli'd  beneath  the  daring  fleel,  ? 
To  crowds  a  fpeftre,  and  to  dogs  a  prey  ? 

If  Pasan's  fons  thefe  horrid  rites  require. 
If  health's  fair  fcience  be  by  thefe  refin'd. 

Let  guilty  convidls,  for  their  ufe,  expire  ; 
And  let  their  breathlefs  corfe  avail  mankind. 

Yet  hard  it  feems,  when  guilt's  laft  fine  is  paid, 
To  fee  the  vi(9:im's  corfe  deny'd  repofe  ! 

Now,  more  fevere  !  the  poor  offencelefs  maid 
Dreads  the  dire  courage  of  inhuman  foes. 

"Where  is  the  faith  of  ancient  pagans  fled  ? 

Where  the  fond  care  the  wandering  nianes  claim  ? 
Nature,  inflinftive,  cries,  Pro:e6i;  the  dead, 

Andfacred  be  their  afhes,  and  their  fame  : 

Arifej  dear  youth  !  ev'n  now  the  danger  calls  ; 

Ev'n  now  the  villain  fnuffs  his  wonted  prey; 
See  !  fee  !  I  lead  thee  to  ytJn'  facred  walls — 

Oh !  fly  to  chafe  thefe  human  wolves  away." 
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RefleSilons  fuggejled  by  bis  Jltuatkn. 

Born  near  the  fcene  for  Kenelm's  fate  renown'd 

I  take  my  plaintive  reed,  and  range  the  grove. 
And  raife  my  lay,  and  bid  the  rocks  refound 

The  favage  force  of  empire,  and  of  love. 
Fafl.  by  the  centre  of  yon'  various  wild, 

Where  fpreading  caks  embower  a  Gothic  fane  ; 
Kendria's  arts  a  brother's  youth  beguil'd ; 

There  nature  urg'd  her  tendereft  pleas  in  vain. 

Soft  o'er  his  birth,  and  o'er  his  infant  hours, 
Th'  ambitious  maid  could  every  care  employ  ; 

Then  with  afliduous  fondnefs  cropt  the  flowers, 
To  deck  the  cradle  of  the  princely  boy  ? 

But  foon  the  bofom's  pleaflng  calm  is  flown  ; 

Love  fires  her  breaft  ;  the  fultry  pafTions  rife  ; 
A  favour'd  lover  feeks  the  Mercian  throne, 

And  views  her  Kenelm  with  a  rival's  eyes. 

How  kind  were  fortune,  ah !  how  juft  were  fate, 
Would  fate  or  iortune  Mercia's  heir  remove  ! 

How  fweet  to  revel  on  the  couch  of  ftate  ! 
To  crown  at  once  her  lover  and  her  love  ! 

Ste,  garnifh'd  for  the  chafe,  the  fraudful  maid 
To  thefe  lone  hills  direct  his  devious  way ; 
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The  youth  all  prone  the  fifter  guide  obey'd, 
Ill-fated  youth  !  himfelf  the  deflin'd  prey. 

But  now,  nor  fliaggy  hill,  nor  pathlefs  plain, 
Forrhs  the  lone  refuge  of  the  fylvan  game  ; 

Since  Lyttleton  has  crown'd  the  fweet  domain 
With  fofter  pleafures,  and  w^ith  fairer  fame. 

Where  the  rough  bowman  urg'd  his  headlong  fteed' 
Immortal  bards,  a  polifli'd  race,  retire  ; 

And  where  hoarfe  fcream'dtheftrepcnthornfucceed 
The  melting  graces  of  no  vulgar  lyre. 

See  Thomfon  loitering  near  fome  limpid  well. 
For  Britian's  friend  the  verdant  ^vreath  prepare, 

Or,  fludious  of  revolving  feafons,  tell. 
How  peerlefs  Lucia  made  all  feafons  fair  ! 

Sec  *******  froin  civic  garlands  fly. 

And  in  thofe  groves  indulge  his  tuneful  vein ! 

Or  from  yon'  fummit,  with  a  guardian's  eye, 
Obferve  how  freedom's  hand  attires  die  plain ! 

Here  Pope,  ah  never  mufl  that  towering  mind 
To  his  lov'd  haunts,  or  dearer  friend,  return  ? 

What  art !  what  friendfhips!  oh!  what  fame  re- 
fign'd ! 
-^In  yonder  glade  1  trace  his  mournful  urn. 

Where  is  the  breaft  can  rage  or  hate  retain. 

And  thefe  gladftreams  and  fmiling  lawnsbehold  ? 

Where  is  the  breaft  can  hear  the  woodland  ftrain. 
And  think  fair  freedoni  well  exchang'd  for  gold? 

Through  thefe  foft  Ihades  delighted  let  me  ftray. 
While  o'er  my  head  forgotten  funs  defcend ! 

Through  thefe  dear  valkys  bend  my  cafual  way. 
Till  letting  hfe  a  total  fliade  extend  ! 

Here  far  from  courts,  and  void  of  jjompous  cares, 
FU  mnfe  how  much  I  owe  mine  humbler  fate  : 

Or  flirink  to  find,  how  much  ambition  dares. 
To  ihine  in  anguiftii  and  to  grieve  in  ftate ! 

Canft  thouj  O  fun  !  that  fpotlefs  throne  difclofe. 
Where  her  bold  arm  has  left  no  fanguine  ftain  ? 

Where,  fhow  me  where,  the  lineal  fceptre  glows. 
Pure,  as  the  fimple  ctook  that  rules  the  plain  ? 

Tremendous  pomp  l  where  hate,  diftruft,  and  fear, 
In  kindred  bofoms  folve  the  focial  tie  ; 

There  not  the  parent  fmile  is  half  fincere  ; 
Nor  void  of  art  the  confort's  melting  eye. 

There  with  the  friendly  wifli,  the  kindly  flame. 
No  face  is  brighten'd,  and  no  bofoms  beat ; 

Youth,  manhood,  age,  avo^v  one  fordid  aim. 
And  ev'n  the  beardlefs  lip  afTays  deceit. 

There  coward  rumours  walk  their  murderous 
round ;    . 

The  glance,  that  more  than  rural  blame  inftills  ; 
Whifpers,  that  ting'd  with  friendlhip  doubly  wound,' 

Pity  that  injures,  and  concern  that  kills. 

There  anger  whets,  but  love  can  ne'er  engage  ; 

Carefling  brothers  part  but  to  revile  ; 
There  all  men  fmile,  and  prudence  warns  the  wife. 

To  dread  the  fatal  ftroke  of  all  that  fmile. 

There  all  her  rivals !  fifter,  fon,  and  fire. 
With  horrid  purpofehug  deftrudtive  arms  ; 

There  foft-ey'd  maids  in  murderous  plots  confpire, 
And  fcorn  the  gentler  mifchief  of  their  charms. 
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Let  fcrvilc  minds  one  endlefs  watch  endure  ;  • 
Day,  night,  nor  hour,  their  anxious  .tuard  refign; 

But  lay  me,  fate  !  on  flowery  banlcs  ftcure, 

Though  my  whole  foul  be,  like  my  limbs,  fupinc. 

Yes,  ma^  my  tongue  difdain  a  A'afial's  care  ; 

My  lyre  rsfound  no  proftituted  lay  ;  , 
More  warm  to  merits  more  elate  to  wear 

The  cap  of  freedom,  than  the  crown  of  bay. 

Sooth'd  by  the  murmurs  of  my  pebbled  flood, 

I  wift  it  noc  o'er  golden  funds  to  flow  ; 
Cheer'd  by  the  verdure  of  my  fpiral  wood, 

I  fcorn  the  quarry,  where  no  flirub  can  grow. 
No  midnight  pangs  the  ftiepherd's  pciice  purfuc; 

His  tongue,  hisliand,  attempts  no  fecret  wound; 
He  fmgs  his  Delia,  and  if  Ihe  be  true. 

His  love  at  once,  and  his  ambition's  crown'd. 

ELEGY     XXIV. 

He  takes  ocrafton,  from  the  fate  of  Eleanor  ofBrctagnc, 
tofuggejl  the  imperfeli pleafiires  of  a  folHary  Ufe. 

When  beauty  mourns,  by  fate's  injurious  doom, 
Hid  from  the  cheerful  glance  of  human  eye  ; 

When  nature's  pride  inglorious  waits  the  tomb, 
Hard  is  that  heart  which  checks  the  rifing  figb. 

Fair  Eleonora  !  would  no  gallant  mind, 

The  caufc  of  love,  the  caufe  of  juftice  own  ? 

Matchlefs  thy  charms,  and  was  no  life  refign'd 
To  fee  them  fparkle  from  their  native  throne  ? 

Or  had  fair  freedom's  haiid  unveil'd  thy  charms, 
\Vell  might  fuch  brows  the  regal  gem  refign  ; 

Thy  radiMut  mien  might  fcorn  the  guilt  of  arms, 
Yet  Albion's  awful  empire  yield  to  thine. 

O  fliame  of  Britons  i  in  one  fullen  tower 
She  wet  with  royal  tears  her  daily  ceil ; 
She  found  keen  anguifli  every  rofe  devour  ;   [fell. 
'They  fprung,  they  fiione,  they  faded,  and  they 

Through  one  dim  lattice  fring'd  with  ivy  round, 
Succ^flive  funs  a  languid  radiance  threw  ; 

To  paint  how  fierce  her  angry  guardian  frown'd, 
To  mark  how  faft  her  waning  beauty  flew. 

This,  age  might  bear  ;  then  fated  fancy  palls, 
Nor  warmly  hopes  what  fplendour  can  fupply ; 

Fond  youth  inceffant  m.ourns,  if  rigid  walls 
Refl:rain  its  liflening  ear,  its  curious  eye. 

Believe  me,  ****,  the  pretence  is  vain  ! 

This  boafted  calm  that  fmooths  cur  early  days, 
For  never  yet  could  youthful  mind  reflrain 

Th'  alternate  pant  for  pleafure  and  for  praife". 

Ev'n  me,  by  fiiady  oak  or  limpid  fpring, 
Ev'n  me,  the  fcenes  of  p'olirn'd  life  allure ; 

Some  genius  whifpcrs,  "  Life  is  on  the  wing, 
And  hard  his  lot  that  languifhes  obfcure. 

What  though  thy  riper  mind  admire  no  more — 
The  fnining  cinclure,  and  the  broider'd  fold. 

Can  pierce  like  lightning  through  the  figur'd  ore, 
And  melt  to  drofs  the  radiant  forms  of  gold. 

Furs,  ermines,  rods,  may  well  attrad;  thy  fcorn  ; 

The  futile  prefents  of  capricious  power  ! 
But  wit,  but  worth,  the  pubHc  fphere  adorn, 

And  who  but  envies  then  the  fecial  hour  t 
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Can  virtue,  carelefs  of  her  pupil's  meed,  ^ 

Forget  how  '  *  *  *  fufiains  the  fhepherd's  caufe  ? 

Content  in  fliades  to  tune  a  lonely  reed, 
Nor  join  tiie  founding  paean  of  applaufe  ? 

For  public  haunts,  impell'd  by  Britain's  weal. 
See  Grenville  quit  the  mufe's  favourite  eafe  ; 

And  fliall  not  fwains  admire  his  noble  zeal  ? 
Admiring  praife,  admiring  ftrive  to  pleale  ? 

Life,  fays  the  fage,  affords  no  blifs  fmcere  ; 

And  courts  and  cells  in  vain  our  hopes  renew  : 
But  ah  !  where  Grenville  charn^s  the  hftcning  ear, 

'Tis  haird  to  think  the  cheerlefs  maxim  true. 

The  groves  may  fmile  ;  the  rivers  gently  glide  \ 
Soft  through  the  vale  refoimd  the  lonefome  lay. 

Ev'r?.  thickets  yield  deiieht,  if  taile  prefide  ;' 
But  can  they  pleafe,  when  Lytteiton's  away  ? 

Pure  as  thefwain's  the  breaft  of  ***  glows. 
Ah!  were  the   fiiepherd's  phrafe,  Tike  his,re- 
fin'd! 

But,  how  improv'd  the  generous  ditflate  flows 
Through  the  clear  medium  of  a  polilh'd  mind  ! 

Happy  the  youths  who,  warm  with  Britain's  love. 
Her  inmofl  wilh  in  ***'s  periods  hear! 

Happy  that  in  the  radiant  circle  move,  [fphere  ! 
Attendant  orbs,    where    Lonfdale   gilds   the 

While  rural  faith,  and  every  polilh'd  art, 
Each  friendly  charm,  in  ***  confpire, 

Fron-i  public  fcenes  all  penfive  muft  you  part; 
All  joyleis  to  the  greeneil  fields  retire  ! 

Go,  plaintive  youth !   no  more  by  fount  or  flreanij 
Like  (ome  lone  halcyon,  focial  pleafure  fhun  ; 

Go  dare  the  light,  enjoy  its  cheerful  beam. 
And  hail  the  bright  proceffion  of  the  fun. 

Then  cover'd  by  thy  ripen'd  fliades,  refume 
The  filent  walk  ;  no  more  by  pafiion  toft  : 

Then  feek  thy  ruftic  haunts  ;  the  dreary  gloomj 
Where  every  art,  that  colours  lite,  is  loA."— 

In  vain  !  the  iillening  mufe  attends  in  vain  ! 

Reftraints  in  hoflile  bands  h;r  motions  wait — • 
Yet  will  I  grieve,  and  fadden  all  my  ftraih, 

When  injur'd  beauty  mourns  the  mufe's  fate. 

ELEGY  XXV. 

To  Delia,  ivith  fome  f.oivers  ;   comHain'ing  hoiv  muor 
his  benevolence fiiffcrs  on  account  of  his  humble  fortune. 

Whate'er  could  fculpture's  curious  art  employ 
Whate'er  the  lavifli  hand  of  wealth  can  faower* 

Thfefe  would  I  give — and  every  gift  enjoys 

That  pleas'd  my  fair — but  fate  denies  the  power. 

Bleft  were  my  lot  to  feed  the  focial  fires! 

To  iearn  the  latent  wiihes  of  a  friend  ! 
To  give  the  boon  his  native  taile  admires. 

And,  for  my  tranfport,  on  his  fmile  depend  ! 

Elefk  too  is  he,  whofe  evening  ramble  ilrays, 
Where  droop  the  fons  of  indigence  and  care ! 

His  little  gifts  their  gladden'd  eyes  amaze. 

And  win,  at  fniall  expence,  their  foudefl:  prayer! 

And  oh  the  joy  I  to  fliun  the  confciouslight. 
To  fpare  the  modefl;  blufli ;  to  give  unleen  ! 

Like  fliowers  that  fall  behind  the  veil  of  nightj 
Yet  deeply  tingt  the  fmiling  vales  with  green , 
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But  happieft  they,  who  drooping  realms  relieve  ! 

Whofe  virtue  in  our  cultur'd  vales  appear  ! 
For  whole  fad  fate  a  thoufand  ihepherds  grieve. 

And  fadiiig  fields  allow  the  grief  fincere. 

To  call  loft  worth  from  its  oppreflive  {hade } 
Tc  fix  its  equal  fpliere  and  fee  it  Ihine  ; 

To  hear  it  grateful  own  the  generous  aid  ; 
This,    thus  is  tranfport— but  muft  ne"er  be 
mine. 

Faint  is  my  bounded  blifs ;  nor  I  refufe 
To  range  where  dailies  open,  rivers  roll ; 

While  profe  or  fong  the  languid  hours  amufe. 
And  footh  the  fond  impatience  of  my  foul. 

A  while  I'll  weave  the  roofs  of  jafmine  bowers, 
And  urge  with  trivial  cares  the  loitering  year  ; 

A  while  I'll  prune  my  grove,  protecSl;  my  flowers, 
Then,  unlamcnted,  prefs  an  early  bier  ! 

Of  thofe  lov'd  flowers  the  lifelcfs  corfe  may  fliare  ; 

Some  hireling  hand  a  fading  wreath  bellow  : 
The  refl:  will  breath  as  Avect,  will  glow  as  fair, 

As  when  their  mafl;er  fmil'd  to  fee  them  glow. 

The  fequent  morn  fliall  wake  the  fylvan  quire  ; 

The  kid  again  fhall  wanton  ere  'tis  noon  ; 
Nature  will  linile,  wilHvear  her  bell  attire  ; 

0  !   let  not  gentle  Deha  fniile  fo  foon  ! 

While  the  rude  hearfe  conveys  me  flow  away, 
.    And  carclefs  eyes  my  vulgar  fate  proclaim, 
Let  thy  kind  tear  my  utmoft  worth  o'erpay  ; 
And,  foftly  lighLng,  vindicate  my  fame. — 

O  Deha  !  cheer'd  by  tliy  fuperior  praife, 

1  blefs  the  Clent  path  the  fates  decree  ; 
Pleas'd,  from  the  liil  of  my  inglorious  days. 

To  raifc  the  moments  crown' d  with  blifs  and  thee 
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Defcribing  the  forroiv  cf  an  ingenuous  mindj  on  the  me- 
lancholy event  cj  a  licentious  amour'. 

Why  mourns  my  friend  !  why  we^ps  his  down- 
caft  eye ! 
That  fye  where  mirth,  where  fancy  us'd  to 
fliine? 
Thy  cheerful  meads  reprove  that  fwelling  figh ; 
Spring  ne'er  enamell'd  fairei-  meads  than  thine. 

Art  thou  not  lodg'd  in  fortune's  v/arm  embrace  ? 

Wert  thou  not  forni'd  by  nature's  partial  care? 
Eleft  in  thy  fong,  and  bleit  in  every  grace 

Ihat  wins  the  friend,  or  that  inchunts the  fair.' 

Damon,  faid  he,  thy  partial  praife  reftrain  •, 
Not  Damon's  friendlhip  can  my  peace  reflore  ; 

Alas  !  his  very  praife  awakes  my  pain. 

And  my  poor  wounded  bofom  bleeds  the  more. 

For  ch  !  that  nature  on  my  birth  hnd  frown'd, 
Cr  fortune  fix'd  me  to  feme  lowly  cell ; 

Then  had  niy  bofom  'fcap'd  this  fatal  wound, 
iSor  had  I  bid  thefe  vernal  fweets,  farewell. 

But  led  by  fortune's  hand,  her  darling  child, 
My  youth  her  vain  licentious  biiis  admir'd ; 

in  lortune's  train  the  fyren  flattery  fmil'd. 
And  lafl-ily  hallow'd  all  her  queen  icfpir'd. 


Of  folly  ftudious,  ev'n  of  vices  vain. 
Ah  vices  !  gilded  by  the  rich  and  gay  ! 

I  chas'd  the  guilelefs  daughters  of  tlie  plain. 
Nor  dropt  the  chafe  till  Jeffy  was  my  prey. 

Poor  artlefs  maid  !  to  ft^ain  thy  fpotlefs  name, 
Expence,  and  art,  and  toil,  united  ftrove  ; 

To  lure  a  breafl  that  felt  the  pureft  flame, 
Suftain'd  by  virtue,  but  betray'd  by  love. 

School'd  in  the  fcicnce  of  love's  mazy  wiles, 
1  cloth'd  each  feature  with  affe6led  fcorn  ; 

I  fpoke  of  jealous  doubts,  and  fickl;  fmiles. 
And,  feigning,  left  her  anxious  and  forlorn. 

Then,  while  the  fancy'd  rage  alarm'd  her  carei, 
Warm  to  deny,  and  zealous  to  difprove ; 

I  bade  my  words  the  wonted  foftnefs  wear, 
And  feiz'd  the  minute  of  returning  love. 

To  thee,  my  Damon,  dare  I  paint  the  reft  ? 

Will  yet  thy  love  a  candid  ear  incline  .' 
Aflur'd  that  virtue,  by  misfortune  preft, 

Feels  not  the  Iharpnefs  of  a  pang  like  mine. 

Nine  envious  moons  matur'd  her  growing  fliame  ; 

Eve-while  to  flaunt  it  in  the  face  of  day  ; 
When,  fcorn'd  of  virtue,  fl:igmatiz'd  by  fame. 

Low  at  my  feet  defpondicg  JeCy  lay. 

"  Henry,  flie  faid,  by  thy  dear  form  fubdued. 
See  the  fad  relics  of  a  nymph  undone ! 

I  find,  I  find  this  rifing  fob  renew'd  : 
I  figh  in  ftiades,  and  ficken  at  the  fun. 

Amid  the  dreary  gloom  of  night,  I  cry. 

When  will  the  morn's  ynce  pleafing  fcenes  re- 
turn \ 

Yet  what  can  morn's  returning  ray  fupply. 

But  foes  that  triumph,  or  but  friends  that  mourn ! 

Alas  !  no  more  that  joyous  morn  appears 
That  led  th.e  tranquil  hours  of  fpotlefs  fame; 

For  I  have  fteep'd  a  father's  couch  in  tears, 

And  ting'd  a    motlier's  glowing   cheek  with 
fliame. 

The  vocal  birds  that  raife  their  matin  ftrain, 
The  fporiive  lamps,  increafc  my  penfive  moan  ; 

All  feem  to  chafe  me  from  .the  cheerful  plain. 
And  talk  of  truth  and  innocence  alone. 

If  through  the  garden's  flowery  tribes  1  ftray. 
Where  bloom  the  iafmines  that  could  once  allure, 

Hope  not  to  find  delight  in  us,  they  fay. 
For  we  are  fpotlefs,  Jefl)' ;  we  are  pure. 

Ye  flowers  that  well  reproach  a  nymph  fo  frail ; 

Say,  could  ye  with  my  virgin  fame  compare  ? 
The'  brighten  bud  that  fcents  the  vernal  gale 

Was  not  fo  fragrant,  and  was  not  fo  fair. 

Now  the  grave  old  alarm  the  gentler  youno- ; 

And  all  my  fame's  abhorr'd  contagion  flee ; 
Trembles  each  lip,  and  faulters  every  tongue. 

That  bids  the  morn  propitious  fmile  on  me. 

Thus  for  your  fake  I  fliun  each  human  eye  ; 

I  bid  the  fweets  of  blooming  youth  adieu  ; 
To  die  I  langnilh,  but  I  dread  to  die. 

Left  my  fad  fate  fliould  nourifli  pangs  for  you. 

Raife  me  from  earth  ;  the  pains  of  want  remove. 
And  kt  mc  filent  feek  fomc  friendly  Ihore ; 
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'Tbsre  only,  banlfh'd  from  the  form  I  love, 
My  -weeping  virtue  (hall  rclapfe  no  more. 

Be  but  mj  friend;   I  alk  no  dearer  name  ; 

Be  fuch  the  meed  of  fome  more  artful  fair  ; 
Nor  could  it  heal  my  peace,  or  chafe  my  Ihame, 

That  pitv  gave,  what  love  refus'd  to  fhare. 

Force  not  my  tongue  to  alk  its  fcanty  bread ; 

Nor  hurl  thy  JeiTy  to  the  vulgdr  crew  ; 
Not  fuch  the  parent's  board  at  v^hich  I  fed  ! 

Not  fuch  the  precepts  from  his  lips  I  drew  ! 

Haply,  when  age  has  filver'd  o'er  my  hair, 
■    Malice  may  learn  to  fcorn  fo  mean  a  fpoil ; 
Envy  may  flight  a  face  no  longer  fair  ; 
And  pity,  welcome,  to  my  native  foil." 

She  fpoke— nor  was  I  born  of  favage  race  ; 
Nor  could  thefe  hands  a  niggard  boon  affign ; 


Grateful  (he  clafp'd  me  in  a  laft  embrace, 

And  vow'd  to  wa(te  her  life  in  pray'rs  for 
mine. 

I  faw  her  foot  the  lofty  bark  afccnd  ;   ' 
I  faw  her  breaft  with  every  palTion  heave  ; 

I  left  her. — torn  from  every  earthly  friend  ; 
Oh  !    my  hard  bofom,  which  could  bear  to 
leave  ! 

Brief  let  me  be  ;  the  fatal  (lorm  arofe  ; 

The  billows  rag'd,  the  piiot's>.art  was  vain  5 
O'er  the  tall  maft  the  circling  (urges  clofe  ; 

My  Jcffy — floats  upon  the  watery  plain  ! 

And  fee  my  youth's  impetuous  fires  decay ; 

Seek  not  to  flop  reflection's  bitter  tear  ; 
But  warn  the  frolic,  and  inftruft  the  gay. 

From  Jefly  floating  on  her  watery  bief  ! 


ODES,  SONGS,  BALLADS,  &c. 


R15RAL  ELEGANCE. 

AN    ODE  TO    THE  LATE    DUCHESS  OF   SOMERSET. 
IVritien  1 75O. 

While  orient  (kies  reftore  the  day, 
And  dew-drops  catch  the  lucid  ray ; 

Amid  the  fprightly  fcenes  of  morn. 
Will  aught  the  mufe  infpire  !    ; 

Oh  !  Peace  to  yonder  clamorous  horn 
That  drowns  the  facred  lyre  ! 

Ye  rural  thanes  that  o'er. the  moiTy  down 
Some  panting,  timorous  hare  purfue  ; 

■  Does  nature  mean  your  joys  alone  to  crov/n  ? 
Say,  does  (he  fmooth  her  lawns  for  you  ? 

.  For  you  does  echo  bid  the  rocks  reply,         [cry  ? 

And  urg'd  by  rude  conftraint  refound  the  jovial 

See  from  the  neighbouring  hill,  forlorn 

The  wretched  fwain  your  fport  furvey ; 
He  finds  his  faithful  fences  torn. 
He  finds  his  labour'd  crops  a  prey  ; 
r    He  fees  his  flock — no  more  in  circles  feed ; 
.  Haply  beneath  your  ravage  bleed. 
And  with  no  random  curfes  loads  the  deed. 

Nor  yet,  ye  fwains,  conclude 

That  nature  fmiles  for  you  alone ; 
Your  bounded  (^luls,  and-  your  conceptions  crude, 

The  proud,  the  felfifli  boafl:  difown  ; 

Yours  be  the  produce  of  the  foil : 

O  may  it  (lill  reward  your  toil ! 
.    Nor  ever  the  dcfencelefs  train 
Of  clinging  infants  afjc  fupport  in  vain  ? 

But  though  the  various  harveft  gild  your  plains, 

Does  the  m.-rc  lar.dfcape  feafl:  your  eye  ? 
Or  tlic  warm  hope  of  diftant  gains 

Far  other  caufe  of  glee  fupply  ? 

Is  not  the  red-flreak's  future  juice  . 

The  fource  of  your  delight  profound, 
Where  Ariconium  pours  her  gems  profule, 

Purpling  a  whole  horizon  round  ? 


Athirfl  ye  praife  the  limpid  ftream,  'tis  true: 
But  tliough,  the  pebbled  (hores  among. 
It  mimic  no  unpleaflng  fong. 

The  limpid  fountain  murmurs  not  for  you. 

.Unpleas'd  ye  fee  the  thickets  bloom, 
Unpleas'd  the  fpring  her  flowery  robe  refunie; 

Unmov'd  the  mountain's  airy  pile. 

The  dajjpled  mead  without  a  fmile. 

O  let  a  rural  confcious  mufe, 
For  Well  fne  knows-,  your  froward  fenfe  accufe  : 
Forth  to  the  (oiemn  oak  you  bring  the  fquare, 
Andfpan  the  malTy  trunk,  before  you  cry,  'tis  fair. 

Nor  yet  ye  learn'd,  nor  yet  ye  courtly  train. 
If  haply  from  your  hainits  ye  ftray 
To  walie  with  us  a  fumnier's  day. 
Exclude  the  tafte  of  every  (vvain, 
Nor  our  untutor'd  fenfe  difdain  : 

'Tis  nature  only  gives  exclufive  right 
To  relith  her  fupreme  delght ; 
She,  where  (he  pleafes  kind  or  coy. 
Who  furniflies  the  fcene  and  forms  us  to  enjoy. 

Then  hither  bring  the  fair  ingenuous  mind, 
By  her  a-afpiciou?  aid  refin'd  ; 

Lo  !  not  ah  hedge-row  hrv.  thorn  blow-s, 

Orhurnble  hair-bell  p.iin;3  rhe  plain, 
Or  valley  winds,  or  fountain  flows, 
Or  purple  heath  is  ting'd  in  vain  : 
For  fuch  the  river;  da(h  the  foaming  tides. 
The  mountain  Iwfells  the  dale  fubfides ; 
Ev'n  thriftlefs  furze  detains  thtir   wandering 
:  fight,  [delight. 

And  the  rough  barren  rock  grows  pregnant  -with 

With  what  fufpicioiis  fearful  care 

The  fordid  wretch  fecures  Ids  claim, 
If  haply  fome  luxurious  heir 

Should  alienate  the  fields  that  wear  his 
name ! 
What  fcruples  left;  fome  future  birth 
Should  litigate  a  fpan  of  earth  ! 
Qilij 
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Bonds,  contradls,  feoffments,  names  unmeet  for 
profe, 

The  towering  mufe  endures  not  to  difclofe  ; 
Ala? !  her  unrevers'd  decree, 
More  corapreht-nGve  and  more  free, 
Her  laviHi  charter,  lafte,  appropriates  all  we  fee. 

Let  gondolas  their  painted  flao;s  unfold, 

And  be  the  folemn  day  enroll'd, 

^^^len,  to  confirm  his  lofty  plea. 
In  nuptial  fort,  with  bridal  gold, 

The  grave  Venetian  weds  the  fea  : 
Each  laughing  mufe  derides  the  vow  ; 

Ev'n  Adria  fcorns  the  mock  embrace, 
To  fome  lone  hermit  on  the  mountain's  brow, 

Allotted  from  his  natal  hour, 

With  all  her  myrtle  fl)ores  in  dower. 

His  breaft  to  admiration  prone 

Enjoys  the  fmile  upon  her  face, 
Enjoys  triumphant  every  grace, 
And  finds  her  more  his  own. 

Fatigu'd  with  form's  oppreflivelaws. 
When  Somerfet  avoids  the  great ; 
When,  cloy'd  with  merited  applaufS, 

She  leeks  the  rural  calm  retreat ; 
Does  fhe  not  praife  each  moffy  cell. 
And  feel  the  truth  my  numbers  t?lt  ? 
When  deafen'd  bj'  the  loud  acclaim, 

Which  genius  grac'd  with  rank  obtains, 
Could  flie  nor  more  delighted  hear 
Yon  throftle  chaunt  the  riling  year  ? 
Could  Ihe  not  fpurn  the  wreaths  of  fame, 
To  crop  the  primrofe  of  the  plains  ? 
.   Does  file  not  fwcets  in  each  fair  valiey  find, 
Loft  to  the  fons  of  power,  unknown  to  half  man- 
kind ? 

Ah,  can  (he  covet  there  to  fee 
The  fplendid  flaves,  the  reptile  race,- 

That  oil  the  tongue,  and  bow  the  knee. 
That  flight  her  merit,  but  adore  her  place  ? 
Far  happier,  if  aright  I  deem. 
When  from  gay  throngs,  and  gilded  fpires, 

To  where  the  lonely  halcyons  play, 
Her  philofophic  ftep  retires  ; 
While  ftudious  of  the  moral  theme, 
She.  to  fome  fmooth  fequefter'd  Itream 
Likens  the  iXvain's  inglorious  day  ; 
Pleas'd  from  the  flowery  margin  to  furvey, 
How  cool,  ferene,  and   clear,  the  current  glides 
away. 

t)  blind  to  truth,  to  virtue  blind. 
Who  flight  thefweetly  penfive  mindl 
On  wiiofe  fair  birth  the  graces  mild. 

And  every  mufe  prophetic  fmil'd. 
Not  that  the  poet's  boafted  fire 

Should  fame's  wide-echoihg  trumpet  fwell ; 
Or,  on  the  mufic  of  his  lyre 

Each  future  age  with  raptore  dwell ; 
The  vaunted  fwcets  of  ;)raife  remove. 

Yet  fhall  fuch  bofonos  claim  a  part 

In  all  that  glads  the  human  heart:  [prove 

Yet  theie   the  fpirits.  form'd  to  judge  and 

All  nature's  charms  immenfe,  and  heavens  un- 

boimded  love. 

And  oh  !  the  tranfport,  moit  aliy'd  to  fong, 
In  fome  fair  villa's  peaceful  bound. 


To  catch  foft  hints  from  niturft's  tcfngite, 
And  bid  Arcadia  bloom  around  : 
Whether  we  fringe  the  Hoping  hill. 

Or  fmooth  below  the  verdant  mead  ; 
Whether  we  break  the  falling  rill. 

Or  through  meandering  mazes  lead; 
Or  in  the  horrid  bramble's  room 
Bid  carelefs  groups  of  rofes  bloom ; 
Or  let  fome  flielter'd  lake  ferene 
Refle(fl  flowers,  woods  and  fpires,  and  brighten 

all  the  fcene. 

O  fweet  difpofal  of  the  rural  hour  ! 

O  beauties  never  known  to  cloy  I    [bower, 
While  worth  and  genius  haunt   the  favour'^ 

And  every  gentle  breaft  partakes  the  joy  ! 
While  charity  at  eve  furveys  the  fwain. 

Enabled  by  thefe  toils  to  cheer 

A  train  of  helplefs  infants  dear, 

Speed  whitliling  home  acrofs  the  plain; 
See  vagrant  luxury,  her  hand-maid  grown. 

For  half  her  gracelefs  deeds  atone. 
And   hails   the   bounteous  work,  and  ranks  it 

with  her  own. 

Why  brand  thefe  pleafures  with  the  name 

Of  foft,  unfocial  toils,  of  indolence  and  fliame  ? 

Search  but  the  garden,  or  the  wood. 

Let  yon  admir'd  carnation  own, 

Not  all  was  meant  for  raiment,  or  for  food. 

Not  all  for  needful  ufe  alone  ;      [dwell. 

There   while    the   feeds  of  future   blofl*)ms 

'Tis  colour'd  for  the  fight,  perfum'd  to  pleafe 

the  fmcll. 
Why  knows  the  nightingale  to  fing  ? 

Why  flows  the  pine's  nectareous  juice  ? 
Why  (hines  with  paint  the  linnet's  wing? 

For  fuftenance  alone  ?  For  ufe  ? 
For  prefervation  ?  Every  fphere 
Shall  bid  fair  pleafure's  rightful  claim  appear. 
And  fure  there  feem,  of  hun^an  kind. 

Some  born  to  fliun  the  folemn  ftrife  ; 
Some  for  amufive  talks  defign'd. 

To  footh  the  certain  ills  of  life  ; 
Grace  its  lone  vales  with  many  a  budding  rofe, 
New  founts  of  blifs  difclofe,    " 
Call  forth  refrefliing  fhades,  and  decorate  repofe. 

From  plains  and  woodlands ;  from  the  viev*' 
Of  rural  nature's  blooming  face, 
Smit  by  the  glare  cif  rank  and  place. 
To  courts  the  fons  of  fancy  flew  ; 
There  long  had  art  ordain'd  a  rival  feat ; 
There  had  ftielavifh'd  all  her  care 
To  form  a  fcene  more  dazzling  fair. 
And  caird  them  from  their  green  retreat 
To  fliare  her  proud  controul ; 
Had  given  the  robe  with  grace  to  flow, 
Had  Taught  exotic  gems  to  g!ow  ; 
And,  emulous  of  nature's  power, 
Mimic'd  the  plume,  the  leaf,  the  flower ; 
Chang'd  the  complexion's  native  hue, 
Moulded  each  ruftic  limb  anew. 
And  warp'd  the  very  foul. 
A  while  her  magic  ftrikes  the  novel  eye, 
A  while  the  fairy  forms  delight ; 
And  now  aloof  we  feem  tci  fly 
On  purple  pinions  ihrcugh  %  pur'^r  fky. 
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Where  all  is  wondrous,  all  is  bright : 
Now  landed  on  fome  fpangled  Diure 
A  while  each  dazzled  maniac  roves 
Ey  I'apphire  lakes,  through  emerald  groves. 
Paternal  acres  pleale  no  more  ; 
Adieu  the  fimpie,  the  fincere  delight— 
Th'  habitjai  fcene  ot'hill  and  dale, 
The  rural  herds,  the  vernal  gale, 
The  tangled  vetch  s  purple  bloom, 
The  fragrance  of  the  bean's  perfume. 
Be  theirs  aione  who  cultivate  the  foil, 
And  drink  the  cup  of  thirit,  and  eat  the  bread  of  toil. 

But  foon  the  pageant  fades  away  I 
'Tis  nature  only  bears  perpetual  fway. 
We  pierce  the  counterfeit  delight, 
Fatigu'd  with  fplendour's  uklbme  beams. 
Fancy  again  demands  the  fight 
Of  native  groves  and  wonted  ftreams. 
Pants  for  the  Icenes  that  charm'd  her  youthful 
eyes,  [gm'e. 

Where  truth  maintains  her  court,  and  baniflies  dil- 

Then  hither  oft,  ye  fenators,  retire, 
With  nature  here  high  converfe  hold  ; 

For  who  like  Stamford  her  deligiits  admire. 
Like  Stamford  iliall  with  fcorn  othuld 

Th'  unequal  bribes  of  pageantry  and  gold  ; 

Beneath  the  Britifli  oak's  majeltic  ihade, 
Shall  lee  fair  truth,  immortal  maid, 
Frfendlliip  in  artlels  guile  array'd. 
Honour  and  moral  beauty  iliine  [divine. 

With  more  attrartive  charms^  with  radiance  more 

Yes,  here  alone  did  liigheft  heaven  ordain 
The  lafting  magazine  of  charms. 
Whatever  wins,  whatever  warms, 
Whatever  fancy  feeks  to  fliare 
The  great,  the  various,  and  the  fair, 
For  ever  lliould  remain  ! 

Her  impulfe  nothing  may  reftrain — 
Or  whence  the  joy  'mid  columns,  towers, 
'Midll  all  the  city's  artful  trim. 
To  rear  Ibme  breathlefs  vapid  flowers 
Or  fhrubs  fuliginoufly  grim  : 
From  rooms  of  filken  foliage  vain, 
To  trace  the  dun  far  diftant  grove, 
Where,  fmit  with  undiffembled  pain, 
The  wood-lark  mourns  her  abfent  love. 
Borne  to  the  dufty  town  from  native  air. 
To  mimic  rural  life,  and  footh  fume  vapour'd  fair. 

But  how  muft  faithlefs  art  prevail. 
Should  all  who  talle  our  joy  fincere, 
To  virtue,  truth,  or  fcience  dear, 
Forego  a  court's  alluring  pale. 
For  dimpled  brook  and  leafy  grove. 
For  that  rich  luxury  of  thought  they  love  \ 
Ah  no,  from  thefe  the  public  fpheie  requires 
Exarqples  for  its  giddy  bands  : 
From  thefe  impartial  heaven  demands 
To  fpread  the  flame  itfelf  infpires  5 
To  fift  opinion's  mingled  mafs, 
i'mprefs  a  nation's  tafte,  and  bid  the  fterllng  pafs. 

Happy,  thrice  happy  they, 
Whofe  graceful  deeds  have  exemplary  flione 
F-cur.d  the  gay  precinds  oi"  a  throne^ 


With  mild  efFe(n.ive  beam^! 
Who  bands  of  fair  ideas  bring. 
By  folemn  grot,  or  fhady  fprmg, 
To  join  their  pleating  dreams ! 
Theirs  is  the  rural  blifs  without  alloy, 
They  only  that  deferve,  enjoy. 
What  tho'  nor  fabled  Dryad  haunt  their  grove. 

Nor  Naiad  near  their  fountain  rove. 
Yet  all  emhody'd  to  the  mental  fight, 
A  train  of  fmiling  virtues  bright 
Shall  there  the  wife  retreat  allow, 
Shall  twine  triumphant  palms  to  deck  the  V7an- 
derer's  brow. 

And  though  by  faithlefs  friends  alarm'd, 
Art  have  with  nature  wag'd  prefumptuous  war; 
By  Seymour's  winning  influence  charm'd, 
In  whom  their  gifts  united  fliine, 

Nolonger  ihall  their  counfelsjar. 
'Tis  her  to  mediate  the  peace  ; 

Near  Percy-lodge,  with  av/e-ftruck  mien, 
The  rebel  feeks  her  awful  queen. 
And  havoc  and  contention  ceafe. 
I  fee  the  rival  powers  combine. 
And  aid  each  other's  fair  defign  ; 
Nature  exalt  the  mound  where  art  fliall  build ; 
Art  fliape  the  gay  alcove,  while  nature  paints  the 
field. 

Begin,  ye  fongfters  of  the  grove  I 
O  warble  forth  your  noblei-?-  lay  ; 
Where  Somerfet  vouchfafe  to  rove. 
Ye  leverets,  freely  fport  and  play, 
— Peace  to  the  llrepent  horn  1 

Let  no  hsrih  difonance  difturb  the  morn, 
No  foands  inelegant  and  rude 
Her  facreJ  folituJei  profanf.  1 
Ujilefs  her  candour  nor  exclude 
The  lowly  (liepherd's  votive  I'train, 

Who  tunes  his  reed  amidil  his  rural  cheer. 
Fearful,  yet  not  averle,  that  Somerfet  iliould  heai\ 

ODE  TO  MEMORY.     1748. 

O  memoryT  celeftial  maid  I 

Who  gkan'lt  the  flowerets  cropt  by  time  j 
And,  fuft'ering  not  a  leaf  to  fade, 

Preferv'ft  the  bloflbms  of  our  prime  ; 
Bring,  bring  thoie  moments  to  my  mind 
When  life  was  new,  and  Lefbia  kind. 
And  bring  that  garland  to  my  fight. 

With  which  my  favour'd  crook  Ihe  bound  ; 
And  bring  that  wreath  of  rofes  bright 

Which  then  my  feftive  temples  crown'd  ; 
And  to  my  raptur'd  ear  conyey 
The  gentle  things  fhe  deign'd  to  fay. 

And  fketch  with  care  the  mufe's  bovver, 

Where  Ifis  rolls  her  filver  tide  ; 
Nor  yet  omit  one  reed  or  flower 

That  Ihines  on  Cherwell's  verdarit  fide  ; 
If  fo  thou  may'll  thofe  hours  prolong. 
When  polifii'd.  Lycon  join'd  my  fong. 

The  fong  it  'vails  not  to  recite — 

But  fure,to  footh  our  youthful  dreams, 

Thofe  banks  and  ftreams  appear'd  more  brfght; 
Thau  other  banks,  than  other  ftreums  i 
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Or,  bv  thy  foftening  pencil  (hown, 
Alfume  thy  beauties  not  their  own  ? 

And  paint  that  I'weetiy  vacant  fcene. 
When,  all  beneath  the  poplar  bough, 

My  Ipirits  light,  mv  foul  ferene, 

I  breath'd  in  verfe  one  cordial  vow  : 

That  nothing  fcould  my  foul  infpite,' 

Zut  friendiliip  warm,  and  love  entire. 

Pull  to  the  fenfe  of  new  delight, 
On  thee  the  drooping  mufe  attends; 

As  fome  fond  lover,  iobb*d  of  fight. 
On  thy  expreffive  power  depends; 

l^or  would  exchange  thy  glowing' iines> 

To  live  the  lord  of  all  that  fliines. 

Jut  let  me  chafe  thofe  vows  away 
Which  at  ambition's  flirine  I  made; 

Kor  ever  let  thy  ikill  difplay 

Thofe  anxious  moments,  ill  repaid  ; 

ph  !  from  my  bread  that  feafon  raze. 

And  bring  my  childhood  in  its  place. 

Bring  me  the  bells,  the  rattlf  bring, 

And  bring  the  hobby  I  beiirode  ; 
When,  plea=/d  in  many  a  fportive  ring, 

Around  the  voom  I  jovial  rode  ; 
Ev'n  let  me  bid  my  lyre  adieu. 
And  bring  the  whiftle  that  I  blew. 

Then  will  I  mufe,  and  psnfive  fay. 

Why  did  not  thefe  enjoyments  laft ; 
How  fwectly  wailed  I  the  day, 

•  While  iimocence  allawM  to  wafte  1 
Ambition's  toils  alike  are  vain, 

But  ah  I  for  pleafure  yield  us  pain. 

1  HE  PRINCESS  ELIZABETH: 

A  ballad  alluding  to  ajlory  recorded  of  her,  ivhi 
pje  ivas  prifoner  at  (^^''aoiljlock,  1554.         ; 
Will  you  hear  how  once  repining 

Great  Eliza  captive  lay  ? 
Each  ambitious  thought  refigning, 

Foe  to  riches,  pomp,  and  fway. 

While  the  nymphs  and  fwains  delightei 

Tript  around  in  all  their  pride  ; 
^nvying  joys  by  others  ilighted,    , 

•  Thus  the  royal  maiden  cry'd. 

"  Bred  on  plains,  or  born  in  vallies, 

VVho  would  bid  thofe  fcencs  adieu  ? 
Sti  apger  to  the  art  of  malice, 

Who  would  ever  courts'purfue  ? 
Malice  never  taught  to  treafure, 

Cenfurenever  taught  to  bear  : 
lr.ve  is  all  the  fliepherd's  pleafure  ; 

Love  is  all  the  damfel's  care. 

How  can  they  of  humble  ftation 

Vainly  blame  the  pou'ers  above  ? 
Oraccule  the  difpenfatio 

Which  aHows  them  all  to  love  ? 
Love  like  air  is  v/idely  given  ; 

Power  nor  chance  can  thefe' reftrain  : 
Trnelt,  nobltft  gifts  ot  heaven  \ 

Only  purcit  on  the  plain  '. 


Peers  can  no  fuch  charms  difcover. 

All  in  ftars  and  garters  dreft. 
As,  on  Sundays,  does  the  lover 

With  his  nofegay  on  his  breaft. 

Pinks  and  rofes  in  profufion. 

Said  to  fjde  v.hen  Chloe's  near  r 
Fops  may  ufe  the  fame  allufion  ; 

But  the  Ihepherd  is  fincere. 

Hark  to  yonder  milk-maid  finging 

Cheerly  o'er  the  brimming  paii 
Cowflips  all  around  her  fpringing 

Sweetly  paint  the  golden  vale;. 

Never  yet  did  courtly  maiden 

iVIove  fo  fprightly,  look  fo  fair; 
Never  breaft  with  jewels  laden 

Pour  a  fong  fo  void  of  care. 

Would  indulgent  heaven  had  granted 

Me  fome  rural  damfel's  part  I 
All  the  empire  I  had  wanted 

Then  had  been  my  fliepherd's  heart. 

Then,  with  him,  o'er  hills  and  mountains, 

Free  from  fetters,  might  I  rove  : 
Fearlefs  talte  the  cryftal  fountains; 

Peaceful  fleep  beneath  the  grove. 

Ruftirs  had  been  more  forgiving  ; 

Partial  to  my  virgin  bloom  : 
None  had  envy'd  me  when  living  ; 

None  had  triumph'd  o'er  my  tomb." 

ODE  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

Sovieuuhat  too  folicitous  about  her  manner  of  t 
prejjion. 

Survey,  my  fair  I  that  lucid  ftream, 

Adown  the  fmilirig  valley  ftray  ; 
Would  art  attempt,  or  fancy  dream. 

To  regulate  its  winding  way  ? 

So  pleas'd  I  view  thy  Ihining  hair 

In  loofe  difhevell'd  ringlets  flow: 
Not  all  thy  art,  not  all  thy  care. 

Can  there  One  fingle  grace  beftow. 

Survey  again  that  verdant  hill. 
With  native  plants enamell'd  o'er; 

Say,  can  the  painter's  titmoft  (kill 

Inftrudl  one  flower  to  pleafe  us  more  .' 

As  vain  it  were,  with  artful  dye. 

To  change  the  bloom  thy  cheeks  difclofej 

And  oh  may  Laura,  ere  (he  try. 

With  frelli  vermilion  paint  the  rofe. 

Hark  how  the  wood-lark's  tuneful  throat 

Can  every  ftudy'd  grace  excel ; 
Let  art  conllrain  the  rambling  note. 

And  will  llie,  Laura,  pleafe  io  well? 

Oh  ever  keep  thy  native  eafe. 

By  no  pedantic  law  conrin'd  I 
For  Laura's  voice  is  form'd  to  pleafe. 

So  Laura's  words  be  not  unkind.    ■ 


NAMCY  OF  THE  VALE.      A  BALLAD. 
"  Nerine  Gallatea  1   thymo  niihi  dulcior  Hvblu; '. 
"  Candidior  cygnis  1  hedera  formofior  alba  '." 
The  wefternlky  was  purpled  o'er 

With  every  pleafing  ray  : 
And  flocks  reviving  felt  no  more 

The  fultry  heats  of  day  : 

When  from  an  haxle's  artlefs  bower 

Soft  warbled  Strephon's  tongue  ; 
He  bleft  the  fcene,  he  bleft  the  hour, 

While  Nancy's  praife  he  fung. 

"  Let  fops  with  fickle  falfehood  range 

The  paths  of  wanton  love, 
While  weeping  maids  lament  their  change, 

And  ladden  every  grove  ; 

But  endlefs  bleffings  crown  the  day 

I  faw  lair  EQiam's  dale  ! 
And  every  blelTing  find  its  way 

To  Nancy  of  the  Vale. 

'Twas  from  Avona's  banks  the  maid 

DifFus'd  her  lovely  beams 
And  every  fliining  glance  difplay'd 

The  Naiad  of  the  ftreams. 

Soft  a-s  the  wild-duck's  tender  young. 

That  floats  on  Avon's  tide  ; 
Bright  as  the  water-lily,  fprung, 

And  glittering  near  its  lide. 

Frefli  as  the  bordering  flowers,  her  bloom  : 

Her  eye,  all  mild  to  view  ; 
The  little  halcyon's  azure  plume 

Was  never  half  fo  blue. 

Her  fhape  was  like  the  reed  fo  fleek, 

So  taper,  ftrait,  and  fair  ; 
Her  dimpled  fmile,  her  blufhing  cheek. 

How  charming  iweet  they  were  : 

Far  in  the  winding  vale  retir'd. 

This  peerlefs  bud  I  found  ; 
And  (hadowing  rock  and  woods  confpir'd 

To  fence  her  beauties  round. 

That  nature  in  fo  lone  a  dell 
Should  form  a  nymph  fo  fweet ; 

Or  fortune  to  her  fecret  cell 
Condudl  my  wandering  feet ! 

Gay  lordlings  fought  her  for  their  bride, 

But  file  would  ne'er  incline  : 
"  Prove  to  your  equals  true,  flie  cry'd. 

As  I  will  prove  to  mine. 

'Tis  Strephon,  on  the  mountain's  brow. 

Has  won  my  right  good  will ; 
To  him  I  gave  my  plighted  vow, 

With  him  I'll  climb  the  hill." 

Struck  with  her  charms  and  gentle  truth, 

I  clafp'd  the  conftant  fair  ; 
To  her  alone  1  gave  my  youth. 

And  vow  my  future  care. 

And  when  this  vow  fhall  faithlefs  prove, 
Or  I  thofe  charms  forego  j 
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The  ftream  that  faw  our  tender  love. 
That  ftream  fliall  ccalc  to  flow. 


^.^ 


ODE  TO  INDOLENCE.     1753- 

Ah  !  why  for  ever  on  the  wing 
Perfills  my  wearied  foul  to  roam  ? 

Why,  ever  cheated,  Itiivesto  bring 
Or  pleafure  or  contentment  home  ? 

Thus  the  poor  bird,  that  draws  his  name 
From  paradife's  honour'd  groves, 

Caielefs fatigues  his  little  frame  ; 
Nor  finds  the  refting-nlace  he  loves. 

Lo  1  on  the  rural  moffy  bed 

My  limbs  with  carelefs  eafe  reclin'd  ; 
Ah,  gentle  floth  1  indulgent  iprcad  _ 

The  fame  loft  bandage  o'er  my  mind. 

For  why  fliould  lingering  thought  invade. 
Yet  every  worldly  prof  pec  t  cloy  ? 

Lend  me,  foft  lloth,  thy  friendly  aid. 
And  give  me  peace,  debarr'd  of  joy. 

Lov'ft  thou  yon  calm  and  filent  flood. 
That  never  ebbs,  that  never  flows ; 

Protefled  by  the  circling  wood 

From  each  tempeftuous  wind  that  blows  i 

An  altar  on  its  bank  (hall  rife. 

Where  oft  thy  votary  (hall  he  found ; 

What  time  pale  autumn  lulls  the  fisies. 
And  fukening  verdure  fades  around. 

Ye  bufy  race,  ye  fadlious  tram, 

That  haunt  ambitioti's  guilty  Hirine  ; 

No  more  perplex  the  world  in  vain, 
But  otier  here  your  vows  with  mine. 

And  thou,  puilTant  queen  1  be  kind  : 
If  e'er  I  fliar'd  thy  balmy  power  ; 

If  e'er  I  fway'd  my  adlive  mind 

To  weave  for  thee  the  rural  bower  ; 

DilTolve  in  fleep  each  anxious  care ; 

Each  unavailing  figh  remove  ; 
And  only  let  me  wake  to  (hare. 

The  fweets  of  friendfliip  and  of  love. 


ODE  TO  HEALTH.     I730. 

O  HEALTH,  capricious  maid  '. 

Why  doft  thou  (bun  my  peaceful  bower. 
Where  I  had  hope  to  (hare  thy  power. 
And  blefs  thy  lalting  aid  ? 

Since  thou,  alas',  art  flown. 
It  'vails  not  whether  mufe  or  grace, 
With  tempting  fmile,  frequent  the  place: 

I  flgh  for  thee  alone. 

Age  not  forbids  thy  ftay ; 
Thou  yet  might'lt  adt  the  friendly  part ; 
Thou  yet  might'ft  raife  this  languid  heart ; 

Why  Ipeed  fo  fwift  away  ? 

Thou  fcorn'A  the  city-air; 
I  breathe  frefli  gales  o'er  furrow'd  ground^ 
Yet  had  not  thou  my  wiflies  crown'd, 

O  faU'e  :  O  paitia;  fair  '. 

Q_o  inj 
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I  plnnge  into  the  wave ; 
And  though  with  pureft  hand  I  raife 
A  rural  altar  to  thy  praife. 

Thou -wilt  not  deign  to  fave. 

Amid  my  well-known  grove, 
%\Tiere  mineral  fountains  vainly  bear 
Thy  bor.fted  name,  and  titles  fair, 

WTiy  fcorns  thy  idot  to  rove  ? 

Thou  hear'ft  the  fportfman's  claim  ; 
Enabling  him,  with  idle  noife, 
To  drown  the  mufe's  melting  voice. 

And  fright  the  timorous  game. 

Is  thought  thy  foe  ?  adieu, 
Ye  midnight  lamps  I  ye  curious  tomes, 
Mine  eye  o'er  hills  and  valleys  roams, 

And  deals  no  more  with  you. 

Is  it  the  clime  you  flee  ? 
Yet,  'midft  his  unremitting  fnows, 
The  poor  Laponian's  bolom  glows; 

And  ihares  bright  rays  from  thee. 

There  was,  there  was  a  time, 
When,  though  I  fcorn'd  thy  guardian  care, 
Kor  made  a  vow,  nor  faid  a  prayer, 

I  did  not  rue  the  crime. 

\^T-.o  then  more  bleft  than  I  ? 
Wlien  the  glad  fchool-bey's  tzik  was  donCj 
An  J  forth,  VN^ith  jocund  fprite,  I  run 

To  freedom  and  to  joy  ? 

How  jovial  then  the  day  I 
\Vhat  fince  have  all  my  labours  found, 
Thus  clirnbing  life,  to  gaze  around. 

That  can  thy  lofs  repay  ? 

AVert  thou,  alas  !  but  kind, 
JVtethinks  no  frown  that  fortune  wears, 
Nor  leflVn'd  hopes,  nor  growing  cares, 

Could  link  my  cheerful  mind. 

Whate'er  my  ftars  include  ; 
What  other  breafts  convert  to  pain, 
Wy  towering  mind  fiiall  fcon  difdain. 

Should  fcorn — Ingratitude  ! 

Repair  this  mouldering  cell, 
And  ble!t  with  objedls  found  at  home. 
And  envying  none  their  fairer  dome, 

How  pleas'd  my  foal  fliould  dwell ; 

Temperance  ihould  guard  the  doors; 
From  room  to  room  flioisld  memory  ftray, 
And  ranging  all  in  neat  array, 

Enjoy  her  pleafing  (tores--- 

There  let  thetn  reft  unknown. 
The  types  of  many  a  pleafing  fcene  : 
But  to  preferve  them  briglit  or  clean, 

Js  thine  fair  queen  1   alone. 

TO  A  LADY  OF  QUALITY  •, 

FITTING    UP    HER    LIBRARY.       lyjS^ 

Ah  !  what  is  fcience,  what  is  art. 
Or  what  the  pleafure  thefe  impart  ? 

*  LaJy  Luxborough, 


Ye  trophies,  which  the  Icarn'd  puffne 
Through  endlcfs  fruitlefs  toils  adieu  ! 

What  can  the  tedious  tomes  beftow. 

To  Ibcfh  the  miferies  they  fhow? 
WTiat,  like  the  bin's  for  him  decree'f. 
Who  tends  his  flock,  and  tunes  his  reed  i 

Say,  wretched  fancy  !  thus  refin'd 
From  all  that  glads  the  fimpleft  hind. 
How  rare  that  objecfl  which  fupplies 
A  charm  for  too  difcerning  eyes  1 

The  polifli'd  bard,  of  genius  vain. 
Endures  a  deeper  fenfe  of  pain  : 
As  each  invading  blaft  devours 
The  richeft  fruits,  the  faireft  flowers. 

Sages,  with  irkfome  wafte  of  time. 
The  deep  afcent  of  knowledge  climb  : 
Then  from  the  towering  heights  they  fcalc. 
Behold  contentment  range — the  vale. 

Yet  why,  Afteria,  tell  us  why 
We  fcorn  the  crowd,  when  you  are  nigh  ; 
Why  then  does  reaion  feem  fo  fair. 
Why  learning,  then,  deferve  our  care  ? 

Who  can  iinpleas'd  your  flielves  behold. 
While  you  fo  fair  a  proof  unfold 
What  force  the  brighteft  genius  draws 
From  poiifh'd  w-ifdom's  written  laws  ? 

Where  are  our  humbler  tenets  flown  ? 
What  ftrange  perfection  bids  us  own 
That  blifs  with  toilfome  ftience  dwells. 
And  happieft  he,  who  moil  excells  ? 

UPON  A  VISIT  TO  THE  SAME,  IN  WIN^^ 
TER.     1748. 

On  fair  Afteria's  blifsful  plains, 
Where  ever-blooming  fancy  reigns. 
How  pleas'd  we  pafs  the  winter's  day; 
And  charm  the  dull-ey'd  fpleen  away  I 

No  linnet,  from  the  leaflefs  bough, 
Pours  forth  her  note  melodious  now  ; 
But  all  admire  Afteria's  tongue. 
Nor  wifli  the  linnet's  vernal  fong. 

No  flowers  emit  their  tranfient  rays : 
Yet  fure  Afteria's  wit  difplays 
More  various  tints,  more  glowing  lines. 
And  with  perennial  beauty  fliines. 

Though  rifled  groves  and  fetter'd  ftreams 
But  ill  befriend  a  poet's  dreams: 
Afteria's  prefence  wakes  the  l)re  : 
And  well  fupplies  poetic  fire. 

The  fields  have  loft  their  lovely  dye  ; 
No  cheerful  azure  decks  the  iky  ; 
Yet  ftill  we  blefs  the  low'ring  day ; 
Afteria  fmiles — and  all  is  gay. 

Hence  let  the  mufe  no  more  prefume. 
To  blame  the  winter's  dreary  gloom  ; 
Accufe  his  loitering  hours  no  more  ; 
But  ah  !  their  envious  hafte  deplore  ! 

For  foon,  from  wit  and  friendfhip's  reign^i 
The  focial  health,  the  fprightly  vein,"  ' 


/  go to  meet  the  comin/r  year. 

On  favage  plains,  and  delerts  drear  ! 


I  go to  feed  on  pleafures  flown. 

Nor  find  the  ipring  my  lol's  atone  ! 
Bujt  'mid  the  flowery  fweets  of  May 
With  pride  recall  this  v/inter's  day. 
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But  ah  !  the  nymphs  that  heal  the  pcnfive  mind. 

By  prefcripts  more  refin'd, 
Negle(fl  their  votary's  anxious  moan 
Oh,  how  (hould  ihey  relieve  ? — the  mules  all  were 
tlown. 


AN  IRREGULAR  ODE  AFTER  SICKNESS. 
1749- 

"  — Melius,  cum  venerit  ipfa,  canemus." 

Too  long  a  ftranger  to  repofe, 

At  length  from  pain's  abhorred  couch  I  rofe, 

And  wander'd  forth  alone  ; 
To  court  once  more  the  balmy  breeze, 
And  catch  the  verdure  of  the  trees. 

Ere  yet  their  charms  were  flown. 

'Twas  from  a  bank  with  panfies  gay 
Ihail'd  once  more  the  cheerful  day. 
The  fun's  forcjotten  beams : 

0  fun  I  how  pleafing  were  thy  rays, 
RefleLT;ed  from  the  polifli'd  face 

Of  yon  refulgent  ftreams  ! 

Rais'd  by  the  fcene,  my  feeble  tongue 
Elfay'd  again  the  fweets  erf  fong  ; 
And  thus,  in  feeble  ftrains  and  llow. 
The  loitering  numbers  'gan  to  flow. 

*'  Come,  gentle  air  I  my  languid  limbs  reftore. 
And  bid  me  welcome  from  the  Stygian  thore  : 
For  fure,  I  heard  the  tender  fighs, 

1  I'eem'd  to  join  the  plaintive  cries 

Of  haplefs  youths,  who  through  the  myrtle  grove 
Bewail  for  ever  their  unfiniflr'd  love  : 

To  that  unjoyous  clime, 
Torn  from  the  fight  of  thefe  ethereal  fkies ; 
l)ebarr'd  the  lufire  of  their  Delia's  eyes; 

And  banifli'd  in  their  prime- 
Come,  gentle  air  I  and,  while  the  thickets  bloom, 
Convey  the  jas'mine's  breath  divine  ; 
Convey  the  woodbine's  rich  perfume. 
Nor  fpare  the  fweet-leaft  eglantine. 
And  may'ft  thou  fhun  the  rugged  ftorm 
Till  health  her  wonted  charms  explain. 
With  rural  pleafure  in  her  train, 
To  greet  me  in  her  faireft  form. 

While  from  this  lofty  mount  I  view 
The  fons  of  earth,  the  vulgar  crew. 
Anxious  for  futile  gains  beneath  me  ftray. 
And  feek  with  erring  ftep  contentment's  obvious 
>         way. 

Come,  gentle  air  I  an4  thou,  c.eleftial  mufe, 

Tliy  genial  flame  infufe  ; 
Enough  to  lend  a  penfive  bofom  aid, 
■  And  gild  retirement's  gloomy  fliade  ; 
Enough  to  rear  fuch  rultic  lays 
As  foes  may  flight,  but  partial  friends  willpraife." 

The  gentle  air  allow'd  my  claim  ; 
And,  more  to  cheer  my  drooping  frame, 
She  mis'dthe  balm  of  opening  flowers; 
Sutfh  as  the  bee,  with  chemic  powers, 
From  Hybla's  fragrant  hills  inhales. 
Or  fcents  Sabea's  blooming  vales. 


By  flowery  plain,  or  woodland  fliades, 
I  fondly  fought  the  charming  maids  ; 
By  woodland  ihades  or  flowery  plain, 
I  fought  tiiem,  faithlels  maids  !  in  vajfn  I 

When  lo  I   in  happier  hour, 
I  leave  behind  my  native  mead, 
To  range  where  zeal  and  triendfliip  lead, 

To  vifit  Lu.Yboroiigh's  hdnour'd  bower. 

Ah  fooli(h  pian  1  to  feek  the  tuneful  maids 
On  other  plains,  or  near  lefs  verdant  fliades; 
Scarce    have  my  footfteps  prefs'd  the   favour'*! 
ground, 

When  founds  ethereal  ftrike  my  ear  ; 

At  once  celeltial  forms  appear ; 
My  fugitives  are  found  ! 

The  mufes  here  attune  their  lyres. 

Ah  partial  !  with  unwonted  rires  ; 

Here,  hand  in  hand,  with  carelefs  mieB, 

The  fpprtive  graces  trip  the  green. 

But  whilfl:  I  wander'd  e'er  a  fcene  fo  fair. 

Too  well  at  one  furvey  I  trace. 

How  every  mufe,  and  every  grace. 
Had  long  employ'd  their  care. 
Lurks  not  a  ftone  enrich'd  with  lively  fl:ain. 

Blooms  not  a  flov/er  amid  thfe  vernal  ftore. 
Falls  not  a  plume  on  India's  diltant  plain, 

Glows  not  a  fhell  on  Adria's  rocky  (hore, 
But,  torn  methought  from  native  lands  or  feas. 
From  their    arrangement,   gam  frefli  power  to 
pleafe. 

And  fome  had  bent  the  wildering  maze, 
Bedeck'd  with  every  flirub  that  blows  ; 

And  fome  entwin'd  the  willing  fprays. 
To  fliield  th'  illuftrious  dame's  repofe : 

Others  had  grac'd  the  fprightly  dome, 
And  taught  the  portrait  where  to  glow  ; 
Others  arrang'd  the  curious  tome ; 
Or,  'mid  the  decorated  fpaee, 
Aflign'd  the  laurell'd  bull:  a  place. 
And  given  to  learning  all  the  pomp  of  ftiow. 

And  now  from  every  tafli  withdrawn. 

They  met  and  frifit'd  it  o'er  the  lawn. 

Ah  I  woe  is  me,  faid  I ; 
And  *  *  *'s  hilly  circuit  heard  my  cry^ 
Have  I  for  this,  with  labour  ft:rove, 

And  lavifli'd  all  my  little  ftore 
To  fence  for  you  my  fliady  grove. 

And  fcoUop  every  winding  fhore  ; 
And  fringe  with  every  purple  rofe. 
The  i'apphire  ftream  that  down  my  valley  flows  i' 

Ah  !  lovely  treacherous  maids  ! 
To  quit  unfeen  my  votive  fliades. 
When  pale  difeafe,  and  torturing  pain, 
Had  torn  me  from  the  breezy  plain, 
And  to  a  reftlefs  couch  confin'd, 
Who  nie'er  your  wonted  talks  declin'd. 
She  needs  not  your  officious  aid 
In  fwell  the  fons>  or  plan  the  Ihade  j 


6ii 


THE  WORKS    OF   SHENSTONE. 


By  ifcnuine  fancy  fir'd. 
Her  native  geniu?  guides  her  hand, 
And  while  fhe  marks  the  fage  command. 
More  loveiy  Icenes  her  Ikill  (hall  raife, 
Htr  lyre  refound  with  nobler  lays 

That)  ever  you  mfpir'd. 
Thus  I  may  rage  and  grief  difplay ; 
But  vainly  bhme,  and  vunly  mourn, 
l^or  v/ill  a  grace  or  mufe  return 

Till  Luxborough  lead  the  wayj 

TO  A  LADY, 

WITH  SOME  COLOURED  PATTERNS  OF    FLOWERS" 

Odlober  7,  1736. 
Madam, 
Though  rude  the  draughts,  though  artlcfs  feem 

the  lines, 
From  one  unQiill'd  in  verfe,  or  in  defigns  ; 
Oft  has  good-nature  been  the  fool's  defence, 
And  honett  meaning  gilded  want  of  fenfe. 

Fear  not,  though  flowers  and  beauty  grace  my 
lay. 
To  praifc  one  fair,  another  fhall  decay. 
No  lily,  bright  with  painted  foliage,  here. 
Shall  only  languilh,  when  Selinda's  near  : 
A  fate  reversed  no  faiiling  rofe  iliall  know, 
]Nor  with  rtfieifled  liulre  doubly  glow. 
Praifes  which  languifh  when  apply'd  to  you, 
"Where  flattering  fcliemes  feem  obviouily  true. 

Yet  fure  your  fex  is  near  to  flowers  ally'd, 
Alike  in  foftnefs,  and  alike  in  pride  : 
Foes  to  retreat,  and  ever  fond  to  fiiine, 
Both  rulh  to  danger,  and  the  Ihades  decline; 
Expos'd,  the  fhort-liv'd  pageants  of  a  day. 
To  painted  files  or  glittering  tops  a  prey  : 
ChangM  with  each  wind,  nor  one  iLort  day  the 

fame. 
Each  clouded  (ky  affefts  their  tender  frame. 
In  glaring  Chloe's  man-like  tafte  and  mien, 
Are  th.e  grofs  fplendours  of  the  tulip  feen  ; 
■Dil'cant  they  Itvike,  inelegantly  gay. 
To  the  near  view  no  pleafing  charms  difplay. 
To  form  the  nymph,  a  vulgar  wit  mutt  join. 
As  coari'er  foils  will  moft  the  flower  refine. 
Ophelia's  beauties  let  the  jas'mine  paint. 
Too  faintly  foft,  too  nicely  elegant. 
Around  with  feeming  I'andlity  endued. 
The  pafllon-flower  may  beft  exprefs  the  prude. 
Like  the  gay  rofe,  too  rigid  Silvia  fliines. 
While,  like  its  guardian  thorn,  her  virtue  joins — 
Happy  the  nymph  !  from  all  their  failures  free, 
Hapr.y  the  nymph  1  in  whom  their  charms  agree. 

Faint  thefe  produ<flions,  till  you  bid  difclufe, 
The  pink  new  fplendours,  and  frefh  tints  the  rofe  : 
And  yet  condemn  not  trivial  draughts  li]-:e  thefe, 
Form'd  to  improve,  and  make  ev'n  trifles  pleafe. 
A  jicwer  like  yours  minuter  beauties  warms, 
And  yet  can  blaft  the  moft  alpiring  charms  : 
Thus,  at  the  rays  whence  other  objetfts  fliine, 
The  taper  fickens,  and  its  flames  decline. 
AVhcn  by  your  arc  the  purple  violet  lives, 
And  the  pale  lily  fprightlier  charms  receives: 
Garters  to  me  fhall  glow  inferior  far. 
And  with  lefs  pleafing  luftre  fliine  the  ftar. 

Let  fcrious  triflers,  fond  of  wealth  or  fame, 
On  toils  like  thefe  bcltow  too  foft  a  name  j 


Each  gentler  art  with  wife  indifference  view. 
And  fcorn  one  trifle,  millions  to  purfue  : 
More  artful  I,  their  fpecious  fchemes  deride  t 
Fond  to  pleafe  you,  by  you  in  thefe  employM  ; 
A  nobler  tafl:,  or  more  fublime  defire, 
Ambition  ne'er  could  form,  nor  pride  infpire  : 

The  fvveets  of  tranquil  life  and  rural  eafe 
Amufe  fccurely,  nor  lefs  juftly  pleafe. 
Where  gentle  pleafure  Ihows  her  milder  power. 
Or  blooms  in  fruit,  or  fparkles  in  the  flower  ; 
Smiles  in  the  groves,  the  raptur'd  poet's  theme ; 
j;  lows  in  the  brook,  his  Naiad  of  the  llream. ; 
Dawns,  with  each  happier  ftroke  the  pencil  gives, 
And,  in  each  livelier  image,  fmiling  lives  ; 
Is  heard,  when  Silvia  ftrikes  the  vrarbling  firings, 
Stlinda  fpeaks,  or  Philomela  fings  : 
iireathes  with  the  morn;  attends,  propitious  maid, 
The  evening  ramble,  and  the  uoon-day  glade  ; 
Some  vifionary  fair  fhe  cheats  our  view. 
Then  only  vigorous,  when  flie  feemslike  you. 
Yet  nature  fome  for  fprightlier  joys  defign'd, 
For  brighter  fcenes,  with  nicer  care,  refin'd. 
When  the  gay  j-ewel  radiant  ftreams  fupplies, 
And  vivid  brilliants  meet  your  brighter  eyes ; 
When  drefs  and  pomp  around  the  fancy  play; 
By  fortune's  dazzling  beauties  borne  away  ; 
When  theatres  for  you  the  fcenes  forego. 
And  the  bos  bows,  obfequioufly  low  : 
Kow  dull  the  plan  which  indolence  has  drawn, 
The  raofly  grotto,  or  the  flowery  lawn  1 
Though  rofcate  fcents  in  every  wind  exhale, 
And  fylvan  warblers  charm  in  every  pale- 

Of  thefe  be  hers  the  choice  whom  all  approve  ; 
And  whom  but  thofe  who  envy,  all  muft  love  : 
By  nature  modell'd,  by  experience  taught. 
To  know  and  pity  every  female  fault : 
Pleas'd  ev'n  to  hear  her  fex's  virtues  fliown. 
And  blind  tonone's  perfections  but  lier  own  : 
Whilft,  humble  fair  I  of  thefe  too  few  llie  knows. 
Yet  owns  too  many  for  the  world's  repofe  : 
From  wit's  wild  petulance  ferenely  free. 
Yet  bleft  in  all  that  nature  can  decree. 
Not  like  a  fire,  which,  whilft  it  burns,  alarms; 
A  modeft  flame,  that  gently  Ihines  and  warms  : 
VVhofe  mind,  in  every  light,  can  charms  difplay, 
With  wifdom  ferious,  and  with  humour  gay  ; 
Juft;  as  her  eyes  in  each  bright  pollure  warm, 
And  fiercely  ftrike,  or  languifhingly  charm  : 
Such  are  your  honours — inention'd  to  your  coaft, 
Thofe  lealt  can  hear  them,  whodeferve  them  molt: 
Yet  ah  '.  forgive — the  lefs  inventive  mufe. 
If  e'er  flie  fing,  a  copious  theme  mufl:  clioofe. 

Written  in  a  Flonver  Book  of  my  own  colouring, 
drjigned  for  Lady  Flymouth.     1753-4- 

"  Debitse  nymphis  opifex  corona."     Hok. 

Bring,  Flora,  bring  thy  treafures  here,        * 
The  pride  of  all  the  bloc^ming  year  ; 
And  let  me,  thence,  a  garland  frame. 
To  crown  this  fair,  this  peerlefs  dame  I 
But  ah  I  fince  envious  winter  lowers^ 
And  Hewell  meads  refign  their  floweri, 
Let  art  and  friendfliip  joint  efiay 
Diffufe  their  flowerets  in  her  way. 
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Kot  nature  can  herfelf  prepare 
A  worthy  wreath  for  Lefbia's  hair. 
Whole  temper,  like  her  forehead,  fmooth, 
Whofe  thoughts  and  accents  forni'd  to  fuoth, 
Whofe  pleafing  mien,  and  make  refin'd, 
Whofe  artlefs  breaft,  and  polilh'd  min<!, 
From  all  the  nymphs  of  plain  or  grove, 
Deferv'd  and  won  ray  Plymouth's  love. 

ANACREONTIC.     1738. 

"TwAS  in  a  cool  Aonian  glade, 

The  wanton  Cupid,  fpent  with  toil, 

Had  fought  refrelliment  from  the  fiiade  ; 
And  itretch'd  him  on  the  moiry  foil. 

A  vagrant  mufe  drew  nigh,  aDd  found 

The  fubtle  traitor  faft  al'eep  ; 
And  is  it  thine  to  fnorc  profound. 

She  faid,  yet  leave  the  world  to  weep  ? 

But  hufli — from  this  aufpicious  hour. 
The  world,  I  ween,  may  reft  in  peace ; 

And,  robb'd  of  darts,  and  llript  of  power, 
Thy  peeviih  petulance  dccreafe. 

Sleep  on,  poor  child  I  whilft  I  withdraw, 

And  this  thy  vile  artillery  hide- 
When  the  Caftalion  fount  fhe  law. 

And  plung'd  his  arrows  in  the  tide- 
That  magic  fount — ill  judging  maid  I 

Shall  caufe  you  foon  to  curfe  the  day 
You  liar'd  the  Ihafts  of  love  invade  ; 

And  gave  liis  arms  redoubled  fway. 

For  in  a  ftream  fo  wondrous  clear, 
When  angry  Cupid  fearches  round, 

Will  not  the  radiant  points  appear  ? 
Will  not  the  furtive  fpoils  be  found  ? 

Too  foon  they  were ;  and  every  dart, 
Dipt  in  the  mufe's  myftic  fpring, 

Acquir'd  new  force  to  wound  the  heart ; 
And  taught  at  once  to  love  and  ling. 

Then  farewell,  ye  Pierian  quire  ; 

For  who  will  now  your  altars  throng? 
From  love  we  learn  to  fwell  the  lyre  ; 

And  echo  "afks  no  fweeter  fong. 

ODE.       WRITTEN  1739. 

"  Urit  fpes  anirai  credula  mutiii.''     HoR. 

'TwAS  not  by  beauty's  aid  alone, 
That  love  ufurp'd  his  airy  throne, 

His  boalted  power  difplay'd  ; 
'Tis  kindnefs  that  fecures  his  aim. 
'Tis  hope  that  feeds  the  kindling  flame. 

Which  beauty  firft  ccnvey'd. 

In  Clara's  eyes,  the  lightnings  view  ; 
Ker  lips  with  all  the  rofe's  hue 

Have  all  its  fweets  combin'd  ; 
Yet  vain  the  blufh,  and  faint  the  fire, 
Till  lips  at  once,  and  eyes  confpire 

To  prove  the  charmer  kind— 

Though  wit  iiiiglit  gild  the  tempting  fnare, 
With  fofrell  accent,  fweeteft  air^ 
'  ■  f)'  envji's  leif  adpir'd  j 


If  Lefbia's  wit  hetray'd  her  fcbrh, 
In  vain  might  every  grace  adorn 
What  every  mufe  infpir'd. 

Thus  airy  Strephon  tun'd  his  lyre — 
He  fcorn'd  the  pangs  of  wild  defire. 

Which  love-fick  Iwains  endure  : 
Refolv'd  to  brave  the  keeneftdart; 
Since  frowns  could  never  wound  his  heart  j 

And  fmiles— muft  ever  cure. 

But  ah  !  how  falfe  thefe  maxims  prove. 
How  frail  fecurity  from  love, 

Experience  hourly  fhows  I 
Love  can  imagln'd  fmiles  fupply. 
On  every  charming  lip  and  eye 

Eternal  fweets  bellows. 

In  vain  we  truft  the  fair-one's  eyes; 
In  vain  the  fage  explores  the  Ikies, 

To  learn  from  ftars  his  fate  : 
Till,  led  by  fancy  wide  aftray. 
He  finds  no  planet  mark  his  way ; 

Convinc'd  and  wife — too  late. 

As  partial  to  their  words  we  prove  ; 
Then  boldly  join  the  lifts  of  love. 

With  towering  hopes  fupply 'd  : 
See  heroes,  taught  by  doubtful  Ihrines, 
Miftook  their  deity's  defigns; 

Then  took  the  field — and  dy'd. 

THE  DYING  KID. 

•'  Optima  quaeque  dies  miferis  mortalibus  jevi 
'*  Prima  fugit "  Virg, 

A  TEAR  bedews  my  Delia's  eye, 
To  think  yon  playful  kid  muft  die; 
From  cryfial  fpring,  and  flowery  mead, 
Muft,  in  his  prime  of  life,  recede  ! 

Erewhile,  in  fportive  circles  round 
She  faw  him  wheel,  and  frilk,  and  bound  ; 
From  rock  to  rock  purfue  his  way, 
And  on  the  fearful  margin  play. 

Pleas'd  on  his  various  freaks  to  dwell. 

She  faw  him  climb  my  rultic  cell : 
Thence  eye  my  lawns  with  verdure  bright, 
And  feem  all  ravifh'd  at  the  fight. 

She  tells,  with  what  delight  he  flood. 
To  trace  his  features  in  the  flood  : 
Then  Ikipp'd  aloof  with  quamt  amaze  ; 
And  then  drew  near  again  to  gaze. 

She  tells  me  how  with  eager  fpeed 
He  flew,  to  hear  my  vocal  reed  ; 
And  how  with  critic  face  profound, 
And  fledfaft  ear,  devour'd  the  found. 

His  every  frolic,  light  as  air, 
Deferves  the  gentle  Delia's  care  ; 
And  tears  bedew  her  tender  eye. 
To  think  the  playful  kid  muft  die.— 

But  knows  my  Delia,  timely  wife. 
How  foon  ihis  blamelefs  era  flics  ? 
While  violence  and  craft  fuccecd; 
Ur-fair  dcflgn,  and  ruthlefs  deed  ! 
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Soon  would  the  vine  his  wounds  deplore, 
And  yield  her  purple  gifts  no  more ; 
Ah  foon,  eras'd  tiom  every  grove 
Were  Delia's  name,  and  Strephon's  love. 

Ko  more  thofe  bowers  might  Strephon  fee, 
Where  firft  he  fondly  gaz'd  on  thee  ; 
No  more  thofe  beds  of  flowerets  find, 
\VhicL  iir  thy  charming  brows  he  twin'd. 
Each  wayward  paffion  foon  would  tear 
His  bofom,  now  i"o  void  of  care  ; 
And,  wheft  they  left  his  ebbing  vein, 
What,  but  infipid  age,  remain  ? 

Then  mourn  not  the  decrees  of  fate, 
That  gave  his  life  fo  fhort  a  date  ; 
And  I  will  join  thy  tendereft  fighs, 
To  think  that  youth  fo  fwifily  flies '. 


SONGS, 

WRITTEN  CHIEFLY   BETWEEN  THE  YEARS  I737 
AND   1742. 

SONG      I. 

I  TOLD  my  nymph,  1  told  her  true, 
My  fields  were  fmall,  my  flocks  were  few  ; 
W  hile  faultenng  accents  fpoke  my  fear, 
That  Flavia  might  not  prove  flncere. 

Of  crops  deftroy'd  by  vernal  cold. 
And  vagrant  fneep  that  left  my  fold  j 
Oi  thefe  flie  heard,  yet  bore  to  hear ; 
And  is  not  Flavia  then  fmcere  ? 

How  chang'd  by  fortune's  fickle  wind, 
The  friends  I  lov'd  became  unkind, 
She  heard,  and  (hed  a  generous  tear  ; 
And  is  not  Flavia  then  fincere  ? 

How,  if  fhe  deign  my  love  to  blefs. 
My  Flavia  muft  not  hope  for  drefs  ; 
This  too  flie  heard,  and  fmil'd  to  hear ; 
And  Flavia  fure  muft  be  fincere. 

Go  ftiear  your  flocks,  ye  jovial  fwains, 
Go  reap  the  plenty  of  your  plains ; 
Defpoii'd  of  all  which  you  levere, 
I  know  my  Flavians  love's  fincere. 

SONG      11. 

THE   LANDSCAPE. 

Howpleas'd  witKin  my  native  bowers 

Ere  while  I  pafs'd  the  day  1 
Was  ever  fcene  fo  deck'd  with  flowers ; 

Were  ever  flowers  fo  gay  ? 

How  fweetly  fmil'd  the  hill,  the  vale. 

And  all  the  landfcape  round  I 
The  river  gliding  down  the  dale  I 

The  hill  with  beeches  crown'd  ! 

33ut  now,  when  ur'g'd  by  tender  woes 

I  fpeed  to  meet  my  dear, 
That  hill  and  ftream  my  zeal  oppofe^ 

And  check  my  fond  career. 


No  more,  fince  Daphne  was  my  tlicrne, 

Their  wonted  charms  I  fee  : 
That  verdant  hill,  and  lilver  flream. 

Divide  my  love  and  me. 

SONG     III. 

Ye  gentle  nymphs  and  generous  dames^ 
That  rule  o'er  every  Britifli  mind ; 

Be  fure  ye  tooth  their  amorous  flames, 
Be  fure  your  laws  are  not  unkind. 

For  hard  it  is  to  wear  their  bloom 

In  unrenjiv.taig  lighs  away  : 
To  moum  the  night's  opprefl!ive  gloom 

And  faintly  blefs  the  rifing  day. 

And  cruel  'twere,  a  free-born  fwain, 
A  Britifli  youth,  Ihould  vainly  moan; 

Who,  fcornful  of  a  tyrant's  chain, 
Submits  to  yours,  and  yours  alone. 

Nor  pointed  fpear,  nor  links  of  fteel. 
Could  e'er  thofe  gallant  minds  fubdue. 

Who  beauty's  wounds  with  pleafure  feel, 
And  boalt  the  fetters  wrought  by  you^ 

SONG      IV. 

THE  SKY-LARK. 

Go,  tunefnl  bird,  that  glad'ft  the  Ikies, 
To  Daphne's  window  fpeed  thy  way  ; 

And  there  on  quivering  pinions  nfe. 
And  there  thy  vocal  art  difplay. 

And  if  flie  deign  thy  notes  to  hear. 

And  if  flie  praife  thy  matin  fong. 
Tell  her  the  ibunds  that  footh  her  ear, 

To  Damon's  native  plains  belong. 

Tell  her,  in  livelier  plumes  array'd. 

The  bird  from  Indian  groves  may  fliine ; 

But  alk  the  lovely  partial  maid. 

What  are  his  notes  compar'd  to  thine  ? 

Then  bid  her  treat  yon  witlefs  beau 
And  all  his  flaunting  race  with  fcorn ; 

And  lend  an  ear  to  Damon's  woe. 

Who  fings  her  praife,  and  fings  forlorn. 

SONG      V, 

"  Ah  1  ego  non  aliter  trifles  cvinoere  morbos 
"  Optareai,  (juam  te  fie  quoquc  velle  putem^'^' 

On  every  tree,  in  every  plain, 
I  trace  the  jovial  fpring  in  vain  I 
A  flckly  languor  veils  mine  eye?. 
And  fait  my  waning  vigour  flies. 

Nor  flowery  plain,  nor  budding  tree. 
That  finile  on  others,  finile  on  me  ; 
Mine  eyes  from  death  fliall  court  repofe^ 
Nor  flied  a  tear  before  they  clofe. 

What  blefs  to  me  can  feafons  bring  ? 
Or  what  the  needlefs  pride  of  fpring  ? 
The  cyprefs  bough,  that  fuits  the  bier, 
PwCtains  its  veiJure  rJl  the  year. 
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"Tis  true,  my  viir?  fo  frefh  and  fair 
Might  claim  a  while  my  wonted  care ; 
My  rural  ftore  fome  pleafure  yield  ; 
So  white  a  flock,  fo  green  a  field  ! 

My  friends,  that  each  in  kindnefs  vie, 
Might  well  expecft  one  parting  figh  ; 
Might  well  demand  one  tender  tear; 
For  when  was  Damon  infincere  ? 

But  ere  I  afk  once  more  to  view 
Yon  fetting  fun  his  race  renew. 
Inform  me,  fwains ;  my  friends,  declare, 
Will  pitying  Delia  join  the  prayer  ? 

SONG      VI. 

THE  ATTRIBUTE  OF  VENUS. 

Yes  ;  Fulvia  is  like  Venus  fair  ; 
Has  all  her  bloom,  and  flaape  and  air  ; 
But  ftill,  to  perfe(ft  every  grace, 
She  wants — the  fmile  upon  her  face. 

The  crown  majeftic  Juno  wore  ; 
And  Cynthia's  brow  the  crefcent  bore, 
An  helmet  mark'd  Minerva's  mien. 
But  fmile's  diftinguifti'd  beauty's  queen. 

Her  train  was  form'd  of  fmiles  and  loves, 
Her  chariot  drawn  by  gentleft  doves ! 
And  from  her  zone,  the  nymph  may  find, 
"Tis  be9.uty's  province  to  be  kind. 

Then  fmile,  my  fair  ;  and  all  whofe  aim 
Afpires  to  paint  the  Cyprian  dame, 
Or  bid  her  breathe  in  living  ftone. 
Shall  take  their  forms  from  you  alone. 

SONG      VII.     1744. 

The  lovely  Delia  fmiles  again  ; 

That  killing  frown  has  left  her  brow  : 
tan  fhe  forgive  my  jealous  pain. 

And  give  me  back  my  angry  vow  ? 

Love  is  an  April's  doubtful  day  : 
A  while  we  fee  the  tempeft  lower; 

Anon  the  radiant  heaven  farvey. 
And  quite  forget  the  flitting  Ihower. 

The  flowers,  that  hung  their  languid  head, 
.    Are  burnifli'd  by  the  tranfient  rains; 
The  viries  their  wonted  tendrils  fpread, 
And  double  verdure  gilds  the  plains. 

The  fprightly  birds,  that  droop'd  no  lefs 
Beneath  the  power  of  rain  and  wind, 

In  every  raptur'd  note  ex'prefs 

The  joy  I  feel — v/hen  thou  art  kind. 

SONG      VIII.     I74J. 

When  bright  Roxana  treads  the  green, 
In  all  the  pride  of  drefs  and  mien  ; 
Averfe  to  freedom,  love,  and  play. 
The  dazzling  rival  of  tlie  day  : 
None  other  beauty  (Irikes  mine  eye, 
The  lilies  droop,  the  rofes  die. 

But  when,  dlfckiming  art,  the  fair 
Aflumes  a  foft  engagirg  airj 


Mild  as  the  opening  morn  of  May; 
Familiar,  friendly,  free,  and  gay  ; 
The  fcene  improves,  where'er  fhe  goes, 
More  fweetly  fmile  the  pink  and  rofe. 

O  lovely  maid  1  propitious  hear. 
Nor  deem  thy  fhepherd  infincere; 
Pity  a  wild  illufive  flame. 
That  varies  obje;n:s  ftill  the  fame  : 
And  let  their  very  changes  prove 
The  never-vary'd  force  of  love. 

SONG      IX.     1743. 
valentine's  day. 

'Tis  faid  that  under  diftant  Ikies, 

Nor  you  the  fadl  deny  ; 
What  firft  attra(5ls  an  Indian's  eyes 

Becomes  his  deity. 

Perhaps  a  lily,  or  a  rofe. 

That  fliares  the  morning's  ray. 

May  to  the  waking  fwain  difclofe 
The  regent  of  the  day. 

Perhaps  a  plant  in  yonder  grove, 
Enrich'd  with  fragrant  power. 

May  tempt  his  vagrant  eyes  to  rove. 
Where  blooms  the  fovereign  flower< 

Perch'd  on  the  cedar's  topmoft  bough> 
And  gay  with  gilded  wings. 

Perchance,  the  patron  of  his  vow. 
Some  artlefs  linnet  fings. 

The  fwain  furveys  her  pleas'd,  afraid, 
Then  low  to  earth  he  bends ; 

And  owns,  upon  her  friendly  aid, 
His  health,  his  life,  depends. 

Vain  futile  idols,  bird  or  flower. 
To  tempt  a  votary's  prayer  ! 

How  would  his  humble  homage  tower 
Should  he  behold  my  fair  ! 

Yes — might  the  pagan's  waking  eyes. 

O'er  Fiavia's  beauty  range. 
He  there  would  fix  his  lading  choice, 

Nor  dare,  nor  wifti  to  change. 

SONG      X.     1743. 

The  fatal  hours  are  wondrous  near, 
That  from  thefe  fountains  bear  my  dear; 
A  little  fpace  is  given  ;  in  vain  : 
She  robs  my  fight,  and  fliunsthe  plain. 

A  little  fpace,  for  me  to  prove 
My  boundleis  flame,  my  endlefs  love  ; 
And,  like  the  train  of  vulgar  hours, 
Invidious  time  that  fpace  devours. 

Near  yonder  beech  is  Delia's  way 
On  that  I  gaze  the  livelong  day  ; 
No  eaftern  monarch's  dazzling  pride 
Shall  draw  my  longing  eyes  afide. 

The  chief  that  knows  of  fuccours  nighj 
And  fees  his  mangled  legions  die, 
Cafts  not  a  more  impatient  glance, 
To  fee  the  loitering  aids  advance. 
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Not  more,  the  fchool-boy  that  expires 
Far  from  his  native  home,  requires 
To  fee  Ibme  friend's  familiar  face. 
Or  meet  a  parent's  laft  embrace — 

She  comes — but  ah  !  what  crowds  of  beaux 
In  radiant  bands  my  fair  enclofe  I 
Oh  !   better  hadft  thou  fliunn'd  the  green, 
Oh,  Delia  !  better  far  unfeen. 

Methinks,  by  all  my  tender  fears, 
.By  all  my  fifhs,  by  all  my  tears, 
I  might  from  torture  now  be  free — 
'Tis  more  than  death  to  part  from  thee  ! 

SONG      XI.      1744. 

Perhaps  it  is  not  love,  faid  I, 
That  melts  my  foul  when  Flavia's  nigh  ; 
"Where  wit  and  fenfe  like  her's  agree. 
One  may  be  pleas'd,  and  yet  be  free. 

The  beauties  of  her  polilh'd  mind. 
It  needs  no  lover's  eye  to  find  ; 
The  hermit  freezing  in  his  cell, 
Might  vvifa  the  gentle  Flavia  well. 

It  is  not  love — averfe  to  bear 
The  fervile  chain  that  lovers  wear  ; 
Let,  let  me  all  my  fears  remove. 
My  doubts  difpel — it  is  not  love — 

Oh  !  when  did  wit  fo  brightly  flilne 
In  any  form  lefs  fair  than  thine  ? 
It  is — it  is  love's  fubtle  fire, 
And  under  friendfhip  lurks  defire. 

SONG      Xir.       1744. 

O'er  defert  plain<;,  and  rafhy  meers, 

And  wither'd  heaths,  I  rove  ; 
"Where  tree,  nor  fpire,  nor  cot  appears, 

I  pafs  to  meet  my  love. 

But  though  my  path  were  damalk'd  o'er 

With  beauties  e'er  fo  fine  ; 
My  bufy  thoughts  would  liy  before 

To  fix  aloue— -on  thine. 

No  fir-crown'd  hills  could  give  delight,  I 

No  palace  pleafe  mine  eye  : 
No  pyramid's  aerial  height, 

Where  mouldering  monarchs  lie. 

Unmov'd,  (hould  eaftern  kings  advance  ; 

Could  I  the  pageant  fee  : 
Splendour  might  catch  one  fcornful  glance. 

Nor  ileal  one  thought  from  thee. 

SONG      XIII. 

THE  scholar's  RELAPSE. 

Ey  the  fide  of  a  grove,  at  the  foot  of  a  hill, 
Where  whifper'd  the  beech,  and  where  murmur'd 

the  rill; 
I  vow'd  to  the  mufes  my  time  and  my  care, 
Since  neither  could  win  me  the  fmiles  of  my  fair. 

Free  I  rang'd  like  the  birds,  like  the  birds  free  I 

fung,  [tongue ; 

Aud  Delia's  lov'd  name  fcarce  efcap'd  from  my 


But  if  once  a  fmooth  accent  delighted  my  ear,     • 
I  Qiould  willi,  unawares,  that  my  Delia  might 
■    hear. 

With  faireft  ideas  my  bofom  I  ftor'd, 
AUufive  to  none  but  the  nymph  I  ador'd  ! 
And  the  more  I  with  ftudy  my  fancy  refin'd. 
The  deeper  impreflion  flie  made  on  my  mind. 

So  long  as  of  nature  the  charms  I  purfue, 
I  ftill  muft  my  Delia's  dear  image  renew  : 
The  graces  have  yielded  with  Delia  to  rove. 
And  the  mufes  are  all  in  alliance  with  love. 

SONG      XIV. 

THE  ROSE-BUD. 

See,  Daphne,  fee,  Florello  cry'd, 
And  learn  the  fad  effedls  of  pride  ; 
Yon  fhelter'd  rofe,  how  fafe  conceal'd ! 
How  quickly  blafted,  when  reveal'd '. 

The  fun  with  warm  attradlive  rays 
Tempts  it  to  wanton  in  the  blaze  : 
A  gale  fucceeds  from  eaftern  (kies. 
And  ail  its  blulhing  radiance  dies. 

So  you,  my  fdir,  of  charms  divine. 
Will  quit  the  plains,  too  fond  to  fliine 
\\'here  fame's  tranfporting  rays  allure. 
Though  here  more  happy,  more  fecure. 

The  breath  of  fome  negledled  maid 
Shall  make  you  figh  you  left  the  Ihade  ; 
A  breath  to  beauty's  bloom  unkind, 
As,  to  the  rofe,  an  eaftern  wind. 

The  nymph  reply'd— You  firft,  my  fwain. 
Confine  your  fonnets  to  the  plain; 
One  envious  tongue  alike  difarms. 
You,  of  your  wit,  me,  of  my  charms. 

What  is,  unknown,  the  poet's  fkill  ? 
Or  wliat,  unheard,  the  tuneful  thrill  ? 
Wiiat,  unadmir'd,  a  charming  mien. 
Or  what  the  rpfe's  blufh,  unfeen? 

SONG      XV. 

WINTER.    1746. 

No  more,  ye  warbling  birds,  rejoice  : 

Of  all  that  cheer'd  the  plain. 
Echo  alone  prelerves  her  voice. 

And  ftie— repeats  my  pam. 

Where'er  my  love-fick  limbs  I  lay. 

To  fhun  the  rulhing  wind. 
Its  bufy  murmurs  feem  to  fay, 

"  She  never  v.'ill  be  kind  1" 

The  Naiads,  o'er  their  frozen  urns, 

In  icy  chains  repine  ; 
And  each  in  fuUen  filence  mourns 

Herfreedom  loft,  like  mine  '. 

Soon  will  the  fun's  returning  rays 
The  cheerlefs  froft  controul ; 
When  will  relenting  Delia  chafe 
The  winter  of  my  foul  J 
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SONG     XVI. 

oaphxe's  visit. 

Ye  birds  1  for  whom  I  rear'd  the  grove, 
With  melting  lay  ialute  my  love  ; 
My  Daphne  with  your  notes  detain: 
Or  I  have  rear'd  my  grove  in  vain. 

Ye  flowers  1  before  her  footfteps  rife  : 
Difplay  at  once  your  brighteft  dyes ; 
That  the  your  opening  charms  may  fee  : 
Or  what  were  all  your  charms  to  me  ? 

Kind  Zephyr  '.  brufii  each  fragrant  flower, 
And  filed  its  odours  round  my  bovver  : 
Or  never  more,  O  gentle  wind, 
Shall  I,  from  thee,  refrefliment  find. 

Ye  ftreams  !  if  e'er  your  banks  I  lov'd. 
If  e'er  your  native  founds  improv'd, 
May  each  foft  murmur  footh  my  fair  I 
Or,  oh  1  'twill  deepen  my  defpair. 

And  thou,  my  grot  1  whofe  lonely  bounds 
The  melancholy  pine  furroands. 
May  Daphne  praife  thy  peaceful  gloom  1 
Or  thou  ftiall  prove  her  Damon's  tomb. 

SONG      XVII. 

WRITTEN  IN  A  COLLECTION  OF    BACCHANALIAN 
SONGS. 

Adieu,  ye  jovial  youths,  who  join 
To  plunge  old  care  in  floods  of  wine; 
And,  as  your  dazzled  eye-balls  roll, 
Difcern  him  ftruggling  in  the  bowl. 

Not  yet  is  hope  fo  wholly  flown, 
Not  yet  is  thought  fo  tedious  grown. 
Bat  limpid  ftream  and  fliady  tree 
Retain,  as  yet,  fome  fweets  for  me. 

And  fee  through  yonder  filent  grove, 
See  yonder  does  my  Haphne  rove  ; 
V7ith  pride  her  footfteps  I  purfuc. 
And  bid  your  fraritic  joys  adieu. 

The  fole  confiifion  I  admire, 
Is  that  my  Da])hne's  eyes  infpire  : 
I  fcorn  the  madnefs  you  approve. 
And  value  reafon  next  to  love. 

SONG      XVIIL 

When  bright  Ophelia  treads  the  green, 
In  all  the  pride  of  drefs  and  mien  : 
Averfe  to  freedom,  mirth,  and  plajr. 
The  lofty  rival  of  the  day  ; 
Methinks  to  my  inchanted  eye. 
The  lilies  droop,  the  rofes  die. 

But  when,  difdaining  art,  the  fair 
AlTumes  a  foft,  engaging  air  : 
Mild  as  the  opening  morn  of  May, 
And  as  the  feather'd  warblers  gay  : 
The  fcene  improves  where'er  flie  goes. 
More  fwcetly  fmiks  the  pink  and  rofe. 

O  lovely  maid  1  propitious  hear, 
Nov  think  thy  Damon  infincere. 


Pity  my  wild  delufive  flame  : 
For  though  the  flowers  are  ft  ill  the  fame, 
To  nie  they  languifti,  or  improve. 
And  plainly  tell  me  that  1  love. 

SONG      XIX. 

IMITATED  FROM  THE  FRENCH. 

Yes,  thefe  are  the  fcenes  where  with  Iris  I  ftray'<?. 
But  ftiort  was  her  fway  for  fo  lovely  a  maid  .' 
In  the  bloom  of  her  youth  to  a  cloyfter  fhe  run  j 
In  the  bloom  of  her  graces  too  fair  for  a  nun  1 
Ill-grounded,  no  doubt,  a  devotion  muft  prove 
So  fatal  to  beauty,  fo  killing  to  love  1 

Yes,  thefe  are  the  meadows,  the  flirubs,  and  the 
plains ;  [pains  ; 

Once  the  fcene  of  my  pleafures,  the  fcene  of  my 
How  m  iny  foft  moments  I  fpent  in  this  grove  ! 
How  fair  was  my  nymph  '.  and  how  fervent  my 
love  ;  [o'er  j 

Be   (till  though,  my  heart  I  thine   emotion  give 
Remember,  the  feafon  of  love  is  no  more. 

With  her  howl  ftray'd  amid  fountains  and  bowers. 
Or  loiter'd  behind  and  colledled  the  flowers  1 
Then  breathlefs  with  ardour  my  fair  one  purfued, 
f  And  to  think  with  what  kindnefs  my  garland  Hie 

view'd ;  [o'er* 

But  be  ftill,  my  fond  heart'  this  emotion  give 
Fain  wouldft  thou  forget   thou  muft  love  her  no 

mure. 

A  PARODY. 

When  firft.  Philander,  firft  I  came 

Where  Avon  rolls  his  winding  ftream, 

The  nymphs— -how  briik  1  the  fwair.5 — how  gsy  I 

To  fee  Afteria,  queen  of  May  1 

The  parfons  round,  her  praifes  fung  '. 

Tiie  fteeples,  with  her  praifes  rung  '.— 

I  thought — no  light,  that  e'er  was  feen, 

Could  match  the  fight  of  Barel's-green  '.— 

But  now,  fince  old  Eugeniody'd — 
The  chief  of  poets,  and  the  pride — 
Now,  meaner  bards  in  vain  afpire 
To  raife  their  voice,  to  tune  their  lyre  1 
Their  lovely  feafon,  now,  is  o'er ! 
Thy  notes,  Florelio,  pleafe  no  more  I 
No  mgre  Afteria's  fmiles  are  feen  1 — 
Adieu !— the  fweets  of  Barel's-green  ', 

THE  HALCYON.  * 

M''hy  o'er  the  verdant  banks  of  Ooze 

Does  yonder  halcyon  fpeed  fo  faft  ? 
'Tis  all  becaufe  flie  would  not  lofe 

Ker  favourite  calm  that  will  not  laft. 
The  fun  with  azure  paints  the  fkies. 

The  rtream  refledts  each  flowery  fpray  : 
And  frugal  of  her  time  flie  flies 

To  take  her  fill  of  love  and  play. 

See  her,  when  rugged  Boreas  blows. 

Warm  in  fome  rocky  cell  remaifi ; 
To  leek  for  pleafure,  well  flie  knows. 

Would  only  then  enhance  the  pain. 

Defcend,  flie  cries,  thou  h;ited  fliowef, 
Dcforaa  my  limpid  waves  to-day. 
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For  T  have  chore  a  fairer  hour    • 
To  take  my  fill  of  love  and  play. 

You  too,  my  Silvi?,  fare  will  own 

Life's  azuie  feafons  fwiftly  roll : 
And  when  our  youth  or  health  is  flown. 

To  think  of  love  but  flVocks  the  foul. 

Could  Damon  butdeferve  thy  charms, 
And  thou  art  Damon's  only  theme  ; 

He'd  fly  as  quick  to  Delia's  arms, 
As  yonder  halcyon  fkims  the  ftream. 

ODE. 

So  dear  my  Lucio  is  to  me, 

So  well  our  minds  and  tempers  blefid  5 
That  fef  fo:,s  mny  for  ever  flee, 

And  ne'er  divide  me  from  my  friend  ; 
But  Jet  the  favour'd  boy  forbear 
To  tempt  with  love  my  only  fair. 

O  Lycon,  born  when  every  mufe, 
When  every  grace  beui^inant  fmil'd. 

With  all  a  parent's  breaft  could  choofe 
To  blefs  her  lov'd,  her  only  child: 

'Tis  thine,  fo  richly  grac'd  to  prove 

More  noble  cares,  than  cares  of  love. 

Together  we  from  early  youth 

Have  trod  the  flowery  tracks  of  time. 

Together  mus'd  in  fearch  of  truth, 
O'er  learned  fage,  or  bard  fublime  ; 

And  well  thy  cuttur'd  breafl:  I  know. 

What  wonderous  treafure  it  can  fliovv. 

Come  then,  refume  thy  charming  lyre. 
And  (ing  feme  patriot's  worth  fublime, 

Whilft  I  in  fields  of  foft  defire 

Confume  my  fair  and  fruitlefs  prime  ; 

Whofe  reed  afpires  but  to  difplay 

The  flame  that  burns  me  night  and  day. 

O  come  1  the  dryads  of  the  woods 
Shall  daily  footh  thy  ftudious  mind, 

The  blue-ey'd  nymphs  of  yonder  floods 
Shall  meet  and  court  thee  to  be  kind  ; 

And  fame  lits  liftening  for  thy  lays 

To  fwell  her  trump  with  Lucio's  praife. 

Like  jne,  the  plover  fondly  tries 

To  lure  the  fportfman  from  her  nefl, 

And  fluttering  on  with  anxious  cries. 
Too  plainly  fliows  her  tortur'd  breaft  ; 

O  let  him,  confcious  of  her  care. 

Pity  her  pains,  and  learn  to  fpate. 

A  PASTORAL  ODE, 

TO  THE  HON.  SIR  RICHARD  LYTTLETON. 

The  morn  difpens'd  a  dubious  light 
A  fallen  mift  had  ftol'n  from  fight 

Each  pleafing  vale  and  hill; 
When  Damon  left  his  humble  bowers, 
To  guard  his  flocks,  to  fence  his  flowers, 

Or  check  his  wandering  rill. 

Though  fchoal'd  from  fortune's  paths  to  fly, 
The  fw!\in  beneath  each  lowering  flsy, 
Would  oft  his  fate  bemoan  j 


That  he  in  fylvan  fliades,  forlorn  ! 
Muft  wafte  his  cbeerlefs  ev'n  and  morn. 
Nor  prais'd,  nor  lov'd,  nor  known. 

No  friend  to  fame's  obftreperons  naife, 
Yet  to  the  whifpers  of  her  voice. 

Soft  murmuring,  not  a  foe  : 
The  pleafures  he  through  choice  declin'd^ 
When  gloomy  fogs  deprefs'd  his  mind, 

It  griev"d  him  to  forego. 

Griev'd  him  to  lurk  the  lakes  belide, 
Where  cootsin  rudiy  dingles  hide. 

And  moorpocks  fliun  the  day  ; 
While  caitiff"  bitterns,  undifmay'd. 
Remarks  the  fwain's  familiar  fliade. 

And  fcorn  to  quit  their  prey. 

But  fee  the  radiant  fun  once  more 
The  brightening  face  of  heaven  reftore 

And  raife  .the  doubtful  dawn  ; 
And,  more  to  gild  his  rural  fphere. 
At  once  the  brightsft  train  appear. 

That  ever  trod  thre  lawn. 

Amazement  chili'dthe  fliepherd's  frame. 
To  think  *  Bridgewater's  honour'd  name; 

Should  gr^ce  his  rullic  cell ; 
That  (hs,  on  all  whofe  motiojis  wait 
Diftincflion,  titles,  rank,  and  ftate. 

Should  rave  where  fliepherds  dwell. 

But  true  it  is,  the  generous  mind. 
By  candour  fway'd,  by  tafte  refin'd. 

Will  nought  but  vice  difdain  ; 
Nor  will  the  breaft  where  fancy  glows 
Deem  every  flower  a  weed  that  blows 

Amid  the  defart  plain. 

Befeems  it  fuch",  with  honour  crown'd. 
To  deal  its  lucid  beams  around, 

Nor  equal  meed  receive  : 
At  moft  fuch  garlands  from  the  field* 
As  cowflips,  pinks,  and  panfies  yield. 

And  rural  hatids  can  weave. 

Yet  ftrive,  ye  fliepherds,  ftrive  to  find, 
And  weave  the  faireft  of  the  kind, 

The  prime  of  all  the  fpring  ; 
If  haply  thus  yon  lovely  fair 
JVIay  round  their  temples  deign  to  wear 

The  trivial  wreaths  you  bring, 

O  how  the  peaceful  halcyons  play'd. 
Where'er  the  confcious  lake  betray 'd 

Athenia's  placid  mien  ; 
How  did  the  fprightlier  linnets  throng. 
Where  Paphia's  charms  requfr'd  the  fong, 

'Mid  hazel  copfes  green  ; 

Lo,  Dartmouth  on  thofe  banks  reclin'd. 
While  bufy  fancy  calls  to  milid 

The  glories  of  his  line  ; 
Methinks  my  cottage  rears  its  head, 
The  ruin'd  walls  of  yonder  ftied, 

As  through  inchantment,  fliine. 

But  who  the  nymph  that  guides  their  way  i 
Could  every  nymph  defcend  to  ftray 
From  Kagley's  fam'd  retreat  ? 

•  The  Dvchefs^  married  to  Sir  i?.  Lyttleton, 
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Elfe,  by  tlie  blooming  features  fair 
The  fauklefs  malce,  the  matchlefs  air, 
'Twere  Cyntkia's  form  complete.  » 

So  would  feme  tuberofe  delight, 

That  ftruck  the  pilgrim's  wondering  fight 

'Mid  lonely  defarts  drear ; 
All  as  at  eve,  the  fovereign  flower 
Difpenfes  rouRd  its  balmy  power, 

And  crowns  the  fragrant  year. 

Ah,  now  no  more,  the  fliepherd  cry'd, 
Muft  I  ambition's  charms  deride, 

Her  fubtle  force  difown ; 
I'To  more  of  fawns  or  fairies  dream. 
While  fancy,  near  each  cryftal  ftream. 

Shall  paint  thefe  forms  alone. 

By  low-brow'd  roct,  or  pathlefs  mead, 
I  deeni'd  that  fpiendour  ne'er  fhould  lead 

My  dazzled  eyes  aftray ; 
But  who,  alas !  will  dare  contend, 
If  beauty  aid,  or  merit  blend 

Its  more  illuft'rious  ray? 

Nor  is  it  long — O  plaintive  fvyain  ! 
Since  Guernfey  faw  without  difdain, 

Where,  hid  in  woodlands  green, 
The  *  partner  of  his  early  dajr,. 
And  once  the  rival  of  his  praife. 

Had  ftol'n  through  life  unfeen. 

Scarce  faded  k  the  vernal  flower. 
Since  Stamford  left  his  honour'd  bower 

To  fmile  familiar  here  : 
O  form'd  by  nature  to  difclofe 
How  fair  that  courtefey  which  flows 

From  focial  -warmth  fincere. 

Nor  yet  have  many  moons  decay'd. 
Since  Pollio  fought  this  lonely  Ihade, 

Admir'd  this  rural  maze : 
The  nobleft  bread  that  virtue  fires. 
The  graces  love,  the  mufe  infpires, 

Might  pant  for  Pollio's  praife. 

Say,  Thomfon,  here  was  known  to  reft, 
For  him  yon  vernal  feat  1  dreft. 

Ah,  never  to  return  ! 
In  place  of  wit  and  melting  ftralns, 
And  focis-l  mirth,  it  now  remains 

To  weep  befide  his  urn. 

Come  then,  my  Laellus,  come  once  more. 
And  fringe  the  melancholy  fliore 

With  rofes  and  with  bays, 
While  I  each  wayward  fate  accufe. 
That  envy'd  his  impartial  mufe 

To  fing  your  early  praife. 

While  Phllo,  to  whofe  favour'd  fight. 
Antiquity  with  full  delight, 

Her  inmoft  wealth  difplays ; 
Beneath  yon  ruins  moulder'd  wall 
Shall  mufe,  and  with  his  friend  recal ! 

The  pomp  of  ancient  days. 

Here  too  fhall  Conway's  name  appear. 
He  prais'd  the  ftream  fo  lovely  clear, 
That  Ihone  the  reeds  among ; 


Thfy  ivere fchoalfdloivs, 
Ypl.  IX. 


Yet  clearnefs  could  it  not  difclofe. 
To  match  the  rhetoric  that  flows 
From  Conway's  polifli'd  tongue. 

Ev'n  Pitt,  whofe  fervent  periods  roll 
Refiftlefs !  through  the  kindling  foul 

Of  fenates,  councils,  kings ! 
Though  form'd  for  courts,  vouchfaf'd  to  rov^ 
Inglorious,  through  the  fhepherd's  grove. 

And  ope  his  balhful  fprings. 

But  what  can  courts  difcover  more. 
Than  thefe  rude  haunts  have  feen  before. 

Each  fount  and  fhady  tree  ? 
Have  not  thefe  trees  and  fountains  feen 
The  pride  of  courts,  the  winning  mien 

Of  peerlefs  Aylefbury  ? 
And  Grenville,  flie  whofe  radiant  eyes 
Have  mark'd  by  flow  gradation  rife 

The  princely  piles  oi  Stow  ; 
Yet  prais'd  thefe  unembellifli'd  woods. 
And  fmil'd  to  fee  the  babbling  floods 

Through  felf-worn  mazes  flow. 

Say,  Dartmouth,  who  your  banks  admir'd, 
Again  beneath  your  caves  retir'd, 

Shall  grace  the  penfive  (hade  ; 
With  all  the  bloom,  with  all  the  truth. 
With  all  the  fprightlinefs  of  youth, 

By  cool  reflediion  fway'd  ? 

Brave,  yet  humane,  fliall  Smith  appear. 
Ye  failors,  though  his  name  be  dear. 

Think  him  not  yours  alone : 
Grant  him  in  other  fpheres  to  charm, 
The  fhepherds'  breafls  though  mild  are  warm^ 

And  ours  are  all  his  own, 

O  Lyttleton !  my  honour'd  gueft. 
Could  I  defcribe  thy  generous  breafl:. 

Thy  firm,  yet  polifli'd  mind; 
How  public  love  adorns  thy  name. 
How  fortune  tpo  confpires  with  fame  ; 

The  fong  ftiould  pleafe  mankind. 

VERSES 
WrltteK  toivatds  the  clofe  of  the  year  1748* 

TO  WILLIAM  LITTLETON,    ESQ. 

How  blithly  pafs'd  the  fummer's  day  I 

How  bright  was  every  flower  ! 
While  friends  arriv'd,  in  circles  gay. 

To  vifit  Damon's  bower ! 
But  now,  with  filent  fl:ep,  I  range 

Along  fome  lonely  ihore ; 
And  Damon's  bower,  alas  the  change  5, 

Is  gay  with  friends  no  more. 
Away  to  crowds  and  cities  borne 

In  queft  of  joy  they  fteer ; 
Whilft  1,  alas  !  am  left  forlorn, 

To  weep  the  parting  year  ! 
O  penfive  autumn !  how  I  grieve 

Thy  forrowing  face  to  fee  ! 
When  languid  funs  are  taking  leave 

Of  every  drooping  tree. 

Ah  let  me  not,  with  heavy  eye, 

This  dying  fcene  furvey  ! 
Hafte,  winter,  hafte  ;  ufurp  the  flcj'E 

Complete  my  bower's  decay. 
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]11  can  I  bear  the  motely  call 

Yon  fickening  leaves  retain  ; 
That  fpeak  at  once  cf  pleafure  paft. 

And  bode  approaching  pain. 

At  home  unbleft,  I  gaze  around. 

My  diftant  fcenes  require  ; 
■Where  all  in  murky  vapours  drown'd 

Arc  hair.let,  hill,  and  fpire. 

Though  Thomfon,  fv^eet  defcriptive  bard  ! 

Infpiring  autumn  fung ; 
Yet  how  Ihould  we  the  months  regard, 

That  ftopt  his  flowing  tongue  ? 

Ah  lucklefs  months,  of  all  the  reft, 

To  whofe  hard  fliare  it  fell ! 
for  fure  he  was  the  gentleft  breaft 
r    That  ever  fung  fo  well. 

And  fee,  the  fwallows  how  difown 

The  roofs  they  lov'd  before ; 
Each,  like  his  tuneful  genius,  flown 

To  glad  fome  happier  fhore. 

The  wood-nymph  eyes,  with  pale  affrightj 
The  fportfman's  frantic  deed  ; 

While  hounds  and  horns  and  yells  unite 
To  drown  the  mufe's  reed. 

Ye  fields  with  blighted  herbage  brown, 

Ye  fkies  no  longer  blue  ! 
Too  much  we  feel  from  fortune's  frown. 

To  bear  thefe  frowns  from  you. 

"Where  is  the  mead's  unfullied  green  ? 

The  zephyr's  balmy  gale  ? 
And  where  fweet  friendfhip's  cordial  mien, 

That  brighten'd  every  vale  ? 

What  theugh  the  vine  difclofe  her  dyes, 

And  boaft  her  purple  flore  ; 
Kot  all  the  vineyard's  rich  fupplies 

Can  footh  our  forrows  more. 

He  !  he  is  gone,  whofe  moral  flrain 

Could  wit  and  mirth  reiuie ; 
He !  he  is  gone,  whofe  focial  vein 

Surpafs'd  the  pow'r  of  wine. 

Pafl  by  the  flreams  he  deign'd  to  praifc 

In  yon  fequefter'd  grove, 
7*0  him  a  votive  urn  I  raife  ; 

To  him,  and  friendly  love. 

Yes,  there,  my  friend !  forlorn  and  fad, 
I  'grave  your  Thonifon's  name ; 

And  there,  his  lyre  ;  which  fate  forbade 
To  found  your  growing  fame. 

There  fhail  my  plaintive  fong  recount 
Dark  themes  of  hopelefs  woe  ; 

And  fafter  than  the  dropping  fount, 
111  teach  mine'  eyes  to  flow. 

There  leaves,  in  fpite  of  autumn  green, 
Shall  fhadc  the  hallow'd  ground  ; 

An4  fpringwill  there  again  be  feen, 
To  call  forth  flowers  around. 

But  no  kind  fons  will  bid  me  fhare. 

Once  more,  his  focial  hour ; 
AI»  fpring !  thou  never  canft  repair 
;  'i'his  lofs,  to  Damon's  bower. 


LOVE  AND  MUSIC. 

WRITTEN  AT  OXFORD,  WHEN   YOUKG, 

Shall  love  alone  for  ever  claim 
Ai:  'jniverfal  right  to  fame. 

An  undifputed  fway  ? 
Or  has  not  mufic  equal  charms, 
To  fill  the  breafl  with  flrange  alarms, 

And  make  the  world  obey  f 

The  Thracian  bard,  as  poets  tell, 
Could  mitigate  the  pov^ers  of  hell ; 

Ev'n  Pluto's  nicer  ear  : 
His  arts,  no  more  than  love's,  we  find 
To  deities  or  men  confin'd. 

Brew  brutes  in  crowds  to  hear. 

Whatever  favourite  paflion  reign 'd, 
The  poet  ftill  his  right  maintain'd 

O'er  all  that  rang'd  the  plain  : 
The  fiercer  tyrants  could  afl'uage. 
Or  fire  the  timorous  into  rage. 

Whene'er  he  chang'd  the  ftrain. 

In  milder  lays  the  bard  began  ; 
Soft  notes  through  every  finger  ran. 

And  echoing  charm'd  the  place  : 
See  !  fawning  lions  gase  around. 
And,  taught  to  quit  their  favage  found, 

Aflume  a  gentler  grace. 

When  Cymon  view'd  the  fair  one's  charms. 
Her  ruby  lips,  and  fnowy  arms. 

And  told  her  beauties  o'er: 
When  love  refomi'd  his  awkward  tone, 
And  made  each  clownifh  gefture  known^ 

It  fhov/'d  but  equal  power. 

The  bard  now  tries  a  fprightler  found, 
When  all  the  feather'd  race  around 

Perceiv'd  the  varied  ftrains; 
The  foaring  lark  tlse  r.ot€  purfues ; 
The  timorous  dove  around  him  coos, 

And  Philomel  complains.  ' 

An  equal  power  of  love  I've  feen, 
Incite  the  deer  to  fcour  tlie  green, 

And  chafe  his  barking  foe. 
Sometimes  has  love,  with  greater  might. 
To  chaDenge— nay — fometimes — -to  fight 

Provok'd  th'enamour'd  beau. 

When  Silvia  treads  the  fmilir.g  plain. 
How  glows  the  jReart  of  every  fwain. 

By  pleafing  tumults  toft  ! 
When  Handel's  folcmn  accents  roll. 
Each  breaft  is  fir'd,  each  raptur'd  loul 

In  fweet  confufion  loft. 

If  flic  her  melting  glances  dart. 
Or  he  his  dying  airs  impart. 

Our  fpirits  fink  away. 
Enough,  enough  !  dear  nymph,  give  o'er^ 
And  thou,  great  artift  !  urge  no  more 

Thy  unrefifted  fway. 

Thus  love  or  found  affefts  the  mind  : 
But  when  their  various  powers  are  join'd; 

Fly,  daring  mortal,  fly ! 
For  when  Selinda's  charms  appear, 
And  I  her  tuneful  accents  hear— 

I  bum,  I  faint,  I  die  I 
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COMPARISON, 

Tis  by  comparlfon  we  know 
On  every  objedl  to  beftow 

Its  proper  fhare  of  praife  : 
Did  each  alike  perfe<5tion  bear, 
What  beauty,  though  divinely  fair, 

Could  admiration  raife  ? 

Amidft  the  lucid  bands  of  night, 
See  !  Hefperus,  ferenely  bright, 

Adorns  the  diflant  Ikies : 
But  languifhes  amidfl;  the  blaze 
Of  fprightly  Sol's  meridian  rays, — ■ 

Or  Silvia's  brighter  eyes. 

Whene'er  th"  nightingale  complains, 
1  like  the  melancholy  flraius, 

And  praife  the  tuneful  bird; 
But  vainly  might  fhe  firain  her  throat. 
Vainly  exalt  each  fwelling  note, 

Should  Silvia's  voice  be  heard. 

When,  on  the  violet's  purple  bed. 
Supine  I  refl  my  weary  head, 
-  The  fragrant  pillow  charms : 
Yet  foon  fuch  languid  blifs  I'd  fly, 
■Would  Silvia  but  the  lofsfupply, 
And  take  me  to  her  arms. 

The  alabafter's  wonderovss  white, 
The  marble's  polifh  ftrikes  my  fight, 

When  Silvia  is  not  feen  : 
But  ah  !  how  faint  that  white  is  grown. 
How  rough  appears  the  polifh'd  lione, 

Compar'd  with  Silvia's  mien  ! 

The  rofe,  that  o'er  the  Cyprian  plains, 
With  flowers  enamell'd,  blooming  reigns. 

With  undifputed  power, 
Flac'd  near  her  cheek's  celeftial  red, 
(Its  purple  loft,  its  luftre  fled,) 

Delights  the  fenfe  no  more. 

ODE  TO  CYNTHIA, 

ON  THE  APPROACH  OF  SPRING. 

Now  in  the  cowflip's  dewy  cell 

The  fais-ics  make  their  bed. 
They  hover  round  tiie  cryflal  well, 

The  turf  iii  circles  tread. 

The  lovely  linnet  now  her  fonw 

Tunes  Iweeteft  in  the  wood ; 
The  twittering  fvvrallow  fl^inis  along 

The  azure  liquid  flood. 

The  morning  breeze  wafts  Flora's  kifs 

In  fragrance  to  the  fenfe; 
The  happy  fhepherd  feels  the  blifs, 

And  flie  takes  no  offence. 

But  not  the  linnet's  fweeteft  fong 

That  ever  fiU'd  the  wood ; 
Or  twittering  fwallow  tlvat  along 

The  azure  liquid  flood 

Skims  fwiftly,  harbinger  of  fpring, 
Or  morning's  fweeteft  breath, 

Or  Flora's  kifs,  to  me  can  bring 
A  remedy  for  death. 


For  deatli — what  clo  I  fay  ?  Yes,  death 

Mud  I'll  rely  end  my  days. 
If  cruel  Cynthia  flights  my  faith. 

And  will  not  hear  my  lays. 

No  more  with  feftive  garlands  bound, 

I  at  the  v/ake  fhall  be  ; 
No  more  my  feet  fhall  prefs  the  ground 

In  dance  with  wonted  glee  ; 

No  more  my  little  flock  I'll  keep. 

To  fome  dark  cave  I'll  fly; 
I've  nothing  now  to  do  but  weep, 

To  mourn  my  fate,  and  figh. 

Ah  !  Cynthia,  thy  Damon's  cries 
Are  heard  at  dead  of  night ;  ' 

But  they,  alas!  are  doom'd  to  rife 
Like  fmoke  upon  the  fight. 

They  rife  in  vain,  ah  me  !  in  vain 

Arc  fcatter'd  in  the  w^ind ; 
Cynthia  does  not  know  the  pain 

That  rankles  in  iiiy  mind 

If  fleep  perhaps  my  eye-lids  clofe, 

'Tis  but  to  dream  of  you  ; 
A  while  1  ceafe  to  feel  my  woes. 

Nay,  think  I'm  happy  too. 

I  think  I  prefs  with  kiffes  pure. 

Your  lovely  rofy  lips  ; 
And  you're  my  bride,  I  think  I'm  fure, 

Till  gold  the  mountain  tips. 

When  wak'd,  aghaft  I  look  around, 

And  find  my  charmer  flown  ; 
Then  bleeds  afrelh  my  galling  wound, 

While  1  am  left  alone. 

Take  pity  then,  O  gentleft  maid  ! 

On  thy  poor  Damon's  heart : 
Remember  what  I've  often  faid, 

'Tis  you  can  cure  my  fmart. 

JEMMY  DAWSON.  A  BALLAD. 
JVritten  about  tie  time  of  his  execution,  in  the  year  1 745  < 

Come  liften  to  my  mournful  tale, 

Ye  tender  hearts  and  lovers  dear; 
Nor  v/il!  you  fcorn  to  heave  a  figh. 

Nor  need  you  blufli  to  fhed  a  tear. 

And  thou,  dear  Kitty,  peerlefs  maid. 

Do  thou  a  penfive  ear  incline ; 
For  ihou  canft  weep  at  every  woe ; 

And  pity  every  plaint — ^but  mine. 

YoTing  Dawfon  was  a  gallant  boy, 

A  brighter  never  trod  the  plain  ; 
And  well  he  lov'd  one  charming  maid. 

And  dearly  was  he  lov'd  again. 

One  tender  maid,  fhe  lov'd  him  dear. 

Of  gentle  blood  the  damfel  came  ; 
And  faultlefs  was  her  beauteous  form, 

And  fpotlefs  was  her  virgin  fame. 

But  curfe  on  party's  hateful  ftrife, 
That  led  the  favour'd  youth  aflray  ; 

The  day  the  rebel  clans  appear'd, 
O  had  he  never  feen  that  day  ! 
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Their  colours  and  their  fafli  he  wore. 
And  in  the  fatal  drefs  was  found ; 

And  now  he  muft  that  death  endure, 

Wliich  gives  the  brave  the  keeneft  wound. 

How  pale  was  then  his  true-love's  cheek, 
When  Jemmy's  fentence  reach'd  her  ear  ! 

For  never  yet  did  Alpine  fnovi^s 
So  pale,  or  yet  fo  chill  appear. 

With  faultering  voice,  flie  weeping  faid. 
Oh  Dawfon,  monarch  of  my  heart ; 

Tliink  not  thy  death  fhall  end  our  loves. 
For  thou  and  I  will  never  part. 

Yet  might  fweet  mercy  find  a  place. 
And  bring  relief  to  Jemmy's  woes ; 

P  George,  without  a  pray'r  for  thee. 
My  orizons  fhouid  never  clofe. 

The  gracious  prince  that  gave  hini  life, 
Would  ciown  a  never-dying  flame  ; 

And  every  tender  babe  I  bore 

Should  learn  to  hfp  the  giver's  name. 

But  though  he  fliould  be  dragg'd  in  fcorn 

To  yonder  ignominious  tree  ; 
He  fhall  not  wa(it  one  conftant  friend 

To  fhare  the  cruel  fates'  decree, 

O  then  her  mourriing-  coach  was  call'd, 
The  fledge  mov'd  flowly  on  before  ; 

Though  bprne  in  a  triumphal  car. 

She  had  not  lov'dher  favourite  more. 

She  foUow'd  him  prepar'd  to  view 

The  terrible  behefts  of  law ; 
And  the  laft  fccne  of  Jemmy's  woes. 

With  calm  and  lledfall  eye  fhe  faw. 

Diftorted  was  that  blooming  face. 
Which  fhe  had  fondly  lov'd  fo  long  ; 

And  flifled  was  that  tuneful  breath, 
Which  in  her  praife  had  fweetly  fung. 

And  fcver'd  was  that  beauteous  neck, 

Round  which  Jier  arms  had  fondly  clps'.d; 

And  mangled  was  that  beauteous  breaft. 
On  which  her  love-fick  head  repos'd ; 

And  ravifli'd  was  that  conftant  heart, 
She  did  to  every  heart  prefer  ; 

For  though  it  could  its  king  forget, 
'Twas  true  and  loyal  ftill  to  her. 

Amid  thofe  unrelenting  flames, 

She  bore;  this  conftant  heart  to  fee  ;    • 

But  when  'twas  moulder'd  into  duft, 
Yet,  yet,  fhe  cry'd,  I  follow  thee. 

My  death,  my  death  alone  can  fhow 
The  pure  and  bfting  love  I  bore  ; 

Accept,  O  heav'n  !  of  woes  like  ours. 
And  le,c  us,  let  us  weep  no  more. 

The  difmal  fcene  was  o'er  and  part, 
The  lover's  mournful  hearfe  retir'd ; 

The  maid  drew  back  her  languid  head. 
And,  fighing  forth  his  name,  expir'd. 

Though  juftice  ever  muft  prevail. 
The  tear  my  Kitty  fheds  is  due: 
for  feldojn  (hall  flie  hear  a  tale 
'  So  fad,  fo  tender,  yet  fo  true. 


THE    WORKS    OF    SHENSTONE. 

A  PASTORAL  BALLAD, 

IN  FOUR  PARTS.       I743. 

"  Arhufta  humilefque  myricse."  ViRG. 

I.    ABSENCE. 


Ye  fhepherds  fo  cheerful  and  gay, 

Whofe  flocks  never  carelefsly  roam  ; 
Should  Corydon's  happen  to  ftray,  ^ 

Oh  !  call  the  poor  wanderers  home. 
Allow  me  to  mufe  and  to  figh. 

Nor  talk  of  the  change  that  ye  find  ; 
None  once  was  fo  watchful  as  I ; 

I  have  left  my  dear  Phillis  behind. 

Now  I  know  what  it  is,  to  have  ftrove 

With  the  torture  oi  doubt  and  defire  ; 
What  it  is  to  admire  and  to  love, 

And  to  leave  her  we  love  and  admire. 
Ah,  lead  forth  my  flock  in  the  morn, 

And  the  damps  of  each  evening  repel ; 
Alas  !  I  am  faint  and  forlorn  : 

— I  have  bade  my  dear  Phillis  farewell. 

Since  Phillis  vouchfaf 'd  me  a  look, 

I  never  once  dreamt  of  my  vine: 
May  I  lofe  both  my  pipe  and  my  crook. 

If  I  knew  of  a  kid  that  was  mine. 
I  priz'd  every  hour  that  went  by. 

Beyond  all  that  had  pleas'd  me  before ; 
But  now  they  are  paft,  and  I  figh  ; 

And  I  grie/e  that  I  priz'd  them  no  more. 

But  why  do  I  languifh  in  vain ; 

Why  v?ander  thus  penfively  here  ? 
Oh !  why  did  I  come  from  the  plain. 

Where  I  fed  on  the  fhiiles  of  my  dear  ? 
They  tell  me,  my  favourite  maid, 

The  pride  of  that  valley,  is  flown. 
Alas !  where  with  her  I  have  ftray'd, 

1  could  wander  with  pleafure,  alone. 

When  forc'd  the  fair  nymph  to  forego. 

What  anguifti  I  felt  at  my  heart : 
Yet  I  thought — but  it  might  not  be  fo— 

'Twas  with  pain  that  ftve  faw  ms  depart. 
She  gaz'd,  as  I  flowly  withdi'ew ; 

My  path  1  could  hardly  difcern  ; 
So  fweetly  fhe  bade  me  adieu, 

I  thought  that' flie  bade  me  return. 

The  pilgrim  that  journeys  all  day 

To  vifit  fome  far-diftant  fhrinej 
If  he  bear  but  a  relique  away, 

Is  happy,  nor  heard  to  repiiie. 
Thus  widely  remov'd  from  the  fair. 

Where  my  vows,  my  devotion,  I  ows 
Soft  hope  is  the  relique  I  bear. 

And  my  folace,  wherever  I  go. 


Mr  banks  they  are  furnifli'd  with  bees, 

Whofe  murmur  invites  one  to  fleep ; 
My  grottos  are  fliaded  with  trees. 

And  my  hills  are  white  over  with  fheep. 
I  feldom  have  met  with  a  lofs, 

Such  health  do  my  fountains  beftow ; 
My  fountains  ill  bordtr'd  with  mofs. 

Where  the  hare-bells  and  violets  grow. 
Not  a  pine  in  my  grove  is  there  feen. 

But  with  tendrils  pf  wtodbiae  is  bound; 
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!K"ot  a  beech's  more  beautiful  green, 
But  a  fweet-briar  entwines  it  around. 

Not  my  fields  in  the  prime  of  the  year, 
More  charms  than  my  cattle  unfold; 

Not  a  brook  that  is  limpid  and  clear, 
But  it  glitters  with  fifties  of  gold. 

One  would  think  fhe  might  like  to  retire 
To  the  bower  1  have  labour'd  to  rear ; 

Not  a  fnrub  that  1  heard  her  admire, 
But  I  hafted  and  planted  it  there. 

0  how  fudden  the  jeffamine  ftrove 
With  the  lilac  to  render  it  gay ! 

Already  it  calls  for  my  love, 

To  prune  the  wild  branches  away. 

From  the  plains,  from  the  woodlands  and  groves, 

What  ftrains  of  wild  melody  flow  ! 
How  the  nightingales  warble  their  loves 

From  thickets  of  rofes  that  blow  ! 
And  when  her  bright  form  Ihall  appear, 

Each  bird  Ihall  harmbnioufly  join 
In  a  concert  fo  foft  and  fo  clear. 

As — ftie  may  not  be  fond  to  refign; 

1  have  found  out  a  gift  for  my  fair  ;     ,     ■ 

1  have  found  where  the  wood-pigeons  breed  : 
But  let  me  that  plunder  forbear, 

She  will  fay  'twas  a  barbaroijs  deed. 
For  he  ne'er  could  be  true,  {he  aver'd. 

Who  could  rob  a  poor  bird  of  its  young  t 
And  1  lov'd  her  the  more  when  I  heard 

Such  tendernefs  fall  from  her  tongue. 

I  have  heard  her  with  fweetnefs  unfold 

How  that  pity  was  due  to- — a  dove  : 
That  it  ever  attended  the  bold  ; 

And  Ihe  call'd  it  the  filler  of  love. 
But  her  words  fuch  a  pleafure  convey. 

So  much  1  her  accents  adore. 
Let  her  fpeak,  and  whatever  Ihe  fay, 

Methinks  I  Ihould  love  her  the  more. 

Can  a  bofom  fo  gentle  remain 

Unmov'd,  when  her  Corydon  fighs ! 
Will  a  nymph  that  is  fond  of  the  plain, 

Thefe  plains  and  ihis  valley  defpife  ? 
Dear  regions  of  filence  and  fhade  !        , 

Soft  fcenes  of  contentment  and  eafe  ! 
Where  1  could  have  pleafingly  ftray'd. 

If  aught  in  Her  abfence  could  pleafe. 

But  where  does  my  Fhylllda  flray  ? 

And  where  are  her  grots  and  her  bowers  ? 
Are  the  groves  and  the  vallies  as  gay. 

And  the  Ihepherds  as  gentle  as  ours  f 
The  groves  may  perhaps  be  as  fair. 

And  the  face  of  the  vallies  as  fine ; 
The  fwains  may  in  manners  compare. 

But  their  love  is  not  equal  to  mine. 

III.    SOLICITUDE. 

Why  will  you  my  paflion  reprove  ? 

Why  term  it  a  folly  to  grieve  ? 
Ere  I  Ihow  you  the  charms  of  my  love, 
,    She  is  fairer  than  you  can  believe. 
With  her  mien  fhe  ehamours  the  brave ; 

With  her  wit  flie  engages  the  free ; 
With  her  modedy  pleafes  the  grave  ; 

She  is  every  way  pleafing  to  me. 


b  you  that  have  been  of  her  train  j 

Come  and  join  in  my  amorous  lays? 
I  could  lay  down  my  life  for  the  fwain. 

That  will  fing  but  a  fong  in  her  praife. 
When  he  fings,  may  the  nymphs  of  the  town 

Come  trooping,  and  liften  the  while ; 
Nay,  on  him  let  not  PhylHda  frown  ; 

— But  I  cantiot  allow  her  to  fmile. 
For  when  Paridel  tries  in  the  dance 

Any  favour  with  Phyllis  to  find, 
O  how,  with  one  trivial  glance. 

Might  ftie  ruin  the  peace  of  my  mind  ] 
In  ringlets  he  drefles  his  hair. 

And  his  crook  is  belhidded  around  ; 
And  his  pipe — oh  my  Phyllis  beware 

Of  a  magic  there  is  in  the  found. 
'Tis  his  with  mock  pafiion  to  glow 

' Tis  his  in  fmooth  tales  to  unfold, 
"  How  her  face  is  as  bright  as  the  fnow, 

And  her  bofom,  be  fare,  is  as  cold. 
How  the  nightingales  labour  the  drain, 

With  the  notes  of  his  charmer  to  vie  ; 
How  they  vary  their  accents  in  vain. 

Repine  at  her  triumphs,  and  die," 
To  the  grove  or  the  garden  he  ftrays. 

And  pillages  every  fweet ; 
Then  fuiting  the  wreath  to  his  lays. 

He  throws  it  at  Phyllis's  feet. 
"  O  Phyllis,  he  whifpers,  more  fair, 

More  fweet  than  the  jeffamine's  flower  S 
What  are  pinks  in  a  morri,  to  compare  ? 

What  is  eglantine  after  a  fhower  ? 
Then  the  lily  no  longer  is  white ; 

Then  the  rdfe  is  depriv'd  bf  its  bloom; 
Then  the  violets  die  with  dcfpight. 

And  the  woodbines  give  up  their  perfume." 
Thus  glide  the  foft  number?  along, 

And  he  fancies  no  ftiepherd  his  peer; 
— Yet  I  never  fhould  envy  the  fong. 

Were  not  Phyllis  to  lend  it  an  ear. 
Let  his  crook  be  with  hyacinths  bounds 

So  Phyllis  the  trophy  defpife  •. 
Let  his  forehead  with  laurels  be  crbwn'd. 

So  they  fhine  not  in  Phyllis's  eyes. 
The  language  that  flows  from  the  heart, 

Is  a  ftranger  to  Paridel's  tongue  ; 
— Yet  may  flie  beware  of  his  art, 

Or  fure  I  mufl  envy  the  fong. 

IV.    DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Ye  fliepherds,  give  ear  to  my  lay. 

And  take  no  more  heed  of  my  flieep  : 
They  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  flray ; 

I  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  weep. 
Yet  do  not  my  folly  reprove ; 

She  was  fair— and  my  paflion  begun ; 
She  fmil'd—and  I  could  not  but  love ; 

She  is  faithlefs — and  I  am  undone. 
Perhaps  I  was  void  of  all  thought : 

Perhaps  it  was  plain  to  forefee, 
That  a  nymph  fo  complete  would  be  fqught 

By  a  fwain  more  engaging  than  me. 
Ah  !  love  every  hope  can  infpire  ; 

It  banifties  wifdom  the  while  ; 
And  the  lip  of  the  nj-mph  we  admire 

Seems  for  ever  adorn'd  with  a  fmile, 
R  r  ilj 
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She  is  faithlefs,  and  I  am  undone  ; 

Yet  that  witnefs  the  woes  I  endure ; 
Let  reafon  inftruift  you  to  fliun 

"Whzt  it  cannot  iiil^ru<f!:  you  to  cure. 
Beware  how  you  loiter  in  vain 

Amid  nymphs  of  an  higher  degree  : 
It  is  not  for  me  to  explain 

How  fair,  and  how  fickle,  they  be. 

Alas !  from  the  day  that  we  met, 

What  hope  of  an  end  to  my  ■vvoes  ? 
When  I  cannoC  endure  to  forget 

The  glance  that  undid  my  repofe. 
Yet  time  may  diminilh  the  pain  : 

The  flower,  and  the  Circb,  and  the  tree. 
Which  I  rear'd  for  her  p'eafure  in  vain, 

In  time  may  have  comfort  for  me. 


The  fweets  of  a  dew-fprinkled  rofe, 

The  found  of  a  murmuring  flreara, 
The  peace  which  from  folitude  flows. 

Henceforth  Ihali  be  Cory  don's  theme. 
High  tranfports  are  fhown  to  the  fight, 

But  we  are  not  to  find  them  our  own ; 
Fate  never  beftow'd  fuch  delight. 

As  I  with  my  Phyllis  had  known. 

0  ye  woods,  fpread  your  branches  apace  ; 
To  your  deepefi  recefTes  I  fly ; 

1  would  hide  with  the  beafts  of  the  chafe ; 

I  would  vanlfh  from  every  eye. 
Yet  my  reed  Ihall  refound  through  the  grove 

With  the  fame  fad  complaint  it  begun ; 
How  file  fmil'd,  and  I  could  not  bat  love  ; 

Was  faithlefs,  and  I  arii  undone ! 


LEVITIES:    OR  PIECES  OF  HUMOUR. 


*ON  MISS  M S's  DANCING,  1743- 

Of  all  that  gives  politenefs  birth, 

Of  all  that  claims  to  pleafe. 
In  motion,  manners,  or  in  mirth. 

The  fureft  fource  is  eafe. 

With  filent  ftep,  and  graceful  air, 

See  gentle  Sylvia  move  •, 
Whilft  heedlefs  gazers,  unaware , 

Refign  their  foul  to  love. 

Accomplifli'd  maid !  my  trivial  rhjTne 

Muft  do  thy  graces  wrong ; 
Who  dofl  not  only  dance  in  time. 

But  Ileal,  like  timey  along. 

*  IMPROMPTU  TO  MISS  UTRECIA  SMITH, 

ON   HER  NOT  DANCING,    1743. 

Whilfl  round  in  wild  rotations  hurl'd, 

Thefe  ghttering  forms  I  view, 
Methinks  the  bufy  reftlefs  world 

Is  pidlur'd  in  a  few. 

So  may  the  bufy  world  advance. 

Sines  thus  the  fates  decree : 
It  fliil  may  have  its  bufy  dance, 

Whilft  I  retire  with  thee. 

FLIRT  AND  PHILL ; 

A  DECISION   FOR  THE   LADIES. 

A  WIT,  by  learning  well  refin'd, 
A  beau,  but  of  the  rural  kind. 

To  Sylvia  made  pretences ; 
They  both  profefs'd  an  equal  love ; 
Yet  hop'd  by  different  means  to  move 

Her  judgment,  or  her  fenfes. 

Young  fprightly  Flirt,  of  blooming  mien, 
Watch'd  the  heft  minutes  to  be  feen  ; 

Went — when  his  glafs  advis'd  him  : 
While  meagre  Phill  of  books  inqnir'd  ; 
A  wight,  for  wit  and  parts  admir'd  ; 

And  witty  ladies  priz'd  him. 

*  Not  prtnteitin  any  former  ed'it'wn  of  Us  v.'Oiis. 


Sylvia  had  wit,  had  fpirits  too  ; 
To  hear  the  one,  the  other  view, 

Sufpended  held  the  fcales : 
Her  wit,  her  youth  too,  claim'd  its  fharc. 
Let  none  the  preference  declare, 

But  turn  up— heads  or  tails. 

STAJfZAS  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  AN 
AGREEABLE  LADY, 

BURIED  IN   MARRIAGE  TO  A  PERSON  UNDESERV- 
ING HER. 

'TwAS  always  held,  and  ever  will. 

By  fage  mankind,  difcreetcr, 
T'  anticipate  a  lefler  ill. 

Than  undergo  a  greater. 

When  mortals  dread  difeafes,  pain, 

And  languifliing  conditions; 
Who  don't  the  lefier  ills  fuftain 

Of  phyfic  and — -"phyficians  ? 
Rather  than  lofe  his  whole  eflate, 

He  that  but  little  v/ife  is. 
Full  gladly  pays  four  parts  in  eight 

To  taxes  and  exclfes. 
Our  m.erchants  Spain  has  near  undone 

For  lofl  flijps  not  requitting  : 
This  bears  our  noble  king,  to  fhun 

Thi  lofs  of  blood — in  fighting ! 
With  numerous  ills,  in  fingle  life, 

The  bachelor's  attended : 
Such  to  avoid,  he  takes  a  wife — 

And  much  the  cafe  is  mended ! 
Poor  Gratia  in  her  twentieth  year, 

Forefceing  future  woe, 
Chofe  to  attend  a  monkey  here. 

Before  an  ape  below. 

COLEMIRA  ;  A  CULINARY  ECLOGUE. 

"  Nee  tantum  Veneris,  quantum  ftudiofa  culinx." 

Night's  fable  clouds  had  half  the  globe  o'erfpread, 
And  filence  reign'd,  and  folks  were  gone  to  bed : 
When  love,  which  gentle  fleep  can  ne'er  infpire, 
Hai  Icuted  Damon  by  the  kitchen  fire. 


LEVI 

Penfive  he  lay,  extended  on  the  ground ; 
The  little  lares  kept  their  vigils  round  ; 
The  fawning  cats  compaffionate  his  cale, 
And  pur  around,  and  gently  lick  his  face : 

To  all  his  plaints  the  lleeping  curs  reply. 
And  with  hoarfe  fnorings  imitate  a  figh. 
Such  gloomy  fcencs  with  lovers'  minds  agree, 
And  lolitude  to  them  is  bell  fociety. 

Could  I  (he  cry'd)  exprefs,  how  bright  a  giace 
Adorns  thy  morning  hands,  and well-wafii'd  face; 
Thou  wouldlt,  Colemira,  grant  what  I  implore, 
And  yield  me  love,  or  waih  thy  face  no  more. 

Ah  !  who  can  fee,  and  feeing  not  admire, 
When^er  Ihe  fets  the  pot  upon  the  fire  ! 
Her  hands  outiliine  the  lire,  and  redder  things; 
Her  eyes  are  blacker  than  the  pots  flie  brings. 

But  furc  no  chamber-datpfel  can  compare, 
When  in  meridian  luftre  fliinesmy  fair, 
When  warm'd  with  dinner's  toil  in  pearly  rills, 
Adown  her  goodly  check  the  fweat  diliilis. 

Oh  !  how  I  long,  how  ardently  dcfire, 
To  view  thofe  rofy  fingers  ftrike  the  lyre ! 
For  late,  when  bees  to  change  their  chmes  began, 
How  did  I  fee  them  thrum  the  frying-pan  ! 

With  her  !  I  Ihould  not  envy  George  his  queen. 
Though  llie  in  royal  grandeur  (kck'd  be  feen  : 
Whilft  rags,  juft  fever'd  from  my  fair  one's  gown, 
in  ruflet  pomp  and  greafy  pride  hang  down. 

Ah  !  now  it  does  my  drooping  heart  rejoice. 
When  in  the  hall  I  hear  thy  mellow.-voicc  ! 
How  would  that  voice  exceed  the  village  bell ; 
Would  that  but  ling,  "  J  like  thee  paffing  well !" 

'  When  frorn  the  hearih  fhe  bade  the  pointers  go, 
How  foft!  how  eafy  did  her  accents  flow  ! 
"  Get  out,  fhe  cry'd,  when  ftrangers  come  to  fup, 
"  One  ne'er  can  raife  thofe  fnoring  devils  up." 

Then,  full  of  wrath,  fhe  kick'd  each  lazy  brute, 
Adas !  I  envy'd  even  that  faliite  ; 
'Twas  fure  mifplac'd — Shock  faid,  or  feem'd  to  fay, 
He  had  as  lief,  I  had  the  kick,  as  they. 

If  fhe  the  myflic  bellows  take  in  hand. 
Who  like  the  fair  can  that  machine  Command  ? 

0  may'fl  thou  ne'er  by  Eolus  be  feen. 

For  he  would  fure  demand  thee  for  his  queen. 

But  ftiould  the  flame  this  rougher  aid  refufe. 
And  only  gentler  med'cines  be  of  ufe  ;  -       [ftrife, 
W'ith   full-blown   cheeks   fhe    ends  the  doubtful 
Foments  the  infant  flame,  and  puffs  it  into  Hfe.    ■ 

,  Such  arts  as  thefe  exalt  the  drooping  fire, 
But  in  my  breaft  a  fiercer  flame  infpire  -. 

1  burn  !  I  burn  !  O  !  give  thy  puffing  o'er ; 
And  fwell  thy  cheeks,  and  pwit  thy  lips,  no  more ! 

With  all  her  haughty  looks  the  time  I've  feen. 
When  this  proud  damfel  has  more  humble  been, 
AVhen  with  nice  airs  flie  hoiit  the  pan-cake  round, 
And  dropp'd  it,  haplcfs  fair  !  upon  the  ground. 

Look,  with  what  charming  grace  !   v/hat  win- 
ning tricks  1 
The  artful  charmer  rubs  the  candleflicks ! 
So  bright  (he  makes  the  candleflicks  fhe  handles. 
Oft  I  hav«  faid— -there  WJre  no  neecVof  candles. 
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But  thou  my  fair  !  who  never  wouldll  approvsj 
Or  hear  the  tender  (lory  of  ray  love,; 
Or  mind,  how  burns  my  raging  breail — a  button— 
Ferhapb  art  dreaming  of — a  breaft  of  mutton. 

Thus  faid,  and  wept  the  fad  defponding  fwain, 
Reveahngto  the  fable  walls  bis  pain  : 
But  nymphs  are  free  with  thofe  they  Ibould  deny ; 
To  thofe,  they  love,  more  exquifiteiy  coy  ! 

Now  chirping  crickets  raife  their  tinkling  "1  . 

voice,  ( 

The  lambent  flames  in  languid  dreams  arif«?,  C 

And  fmoke  in  azure  folds  evaporate  and  dies.  ^ 

THE  RAPE  OF  THE  TRAP. 

A  BALLAD,   1737. 

'TwAs  in  a  land  of  learning. 

The  mules  favourite  city. 
Such  pranks  of  late 
Were  play'd  by  a  rat. 

As — tempt  one  to  be  witty. 

All  in  a  college  fludy. 

Where  books  were  in  great  plenty  j 
This  rat  would  devour 
More  fenfe  in  an  hour. 

Than  I  cou'd  write — in  twenty. 

Corporeal  food,  'tis  granted, 
Serves  vermin  lefs  refin'd.  Sir ; 

But  this,  a  rat  of  tafte, 

All  other  rats  furpafs'd ; 

And  he  piey'd  on  the  food  of  the  mind,  Sli' 

His  breakfaft,  half  the  morning, 

He  conilantly  attended; 
And  vi'hen  the  bell  rung 
For  evening  fong. 

His  dinner  fcarce  vstas  ended  ! 

He  fpar'.d  not  ev'n  heroics. 

On  which  we  poets  pride  us; 
And  would  rhake  no  more 
Of  king  Arthur's  *,  by  the  fcore 

Than  all  the  world  befide  does. 

In  books  of  geo-graphy. 

He'  made  the  maps  to  flutter  : 
A  river  or  a  fea 
Was  to  him  a  difh  of  tea : 

And  a  kingdom,  bread  and  butter. 

But  itfome  mawklfh  potion 

Might  chance  to  over-dofe  him. 

To  check  its  rage, 

He  took  a  page 

Of  logic — to  compofe  him— 

A  trap  in  hafte  and  anger. 

Was  bought,  you  need  not  doubt  on't  j 
And,  fuch  was  the  gin. 
Where  a  lion  once  got  in. 

He  could  not,  1  think,  get  out  on't. 

With  cheefe,  not  books,  'twas  baited. 

The  fa(fl  I'll  not  belye  it— 
Since  none— I'll  tell  you  that— 
Whether  fcholar  or  rat 

Mind  books,  when  he  has  othsr  diet- 
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But  more  of  trap  and  bait.  Sir, 
Why  fliould  I  fing,  or  either  ? 

Since  the  rat,  who  knew  the  flight. 

Came  in  the  dead  of  night, 

And  dragg'd  them  away  together: 

Both  trap  and  bait  were  vanifh'd. 
Through  a  fradure  in  the  flooring  ; 

Which,  though  fo  trim 

It  now  may  feem. 

Had  then— a  dozen  or  more  in. 

Then  anfwer  this,  ye  fages ! 

Nor  deem  a  man  to  wrong  ye. 
Had  the  rat  which  thus  did  icize  on 
The  trap,  lefs  claim  to  reafon. 

Than  many  a  flcuH  among  ye  ? 

Dan  Prior's  mice,  I  own  it, 

Were  vermin  of  condition ; 
But  this  rat  tvho  merely  learn'd 
What  rats  alone  cohcern'd. 

Was  the  greater  politician. 

That  England  's  topfy-tnrvy, 

Is  clear  from  thefe  mifliaps,  Sir; 
Since  traps  we  may  determine, 
Wili  no  longer  take  our  vermin. 
But  vermin  *  take  our  traps.  Sir. 

Let  fophs,  by  rats  infefted. 

Then  truft  in  cats  to  catch  'em; 
Left  they  grow  as  learn'd  as  we, 
In  our  ftudies ;  where,  d'  ye  fee. 
No  mortal  fits  to  watch  'em. 

Good  luck  betide  our  captains; 

Good  luck  betide  our  cats,  Sir: 
And  grant  that  the  one 
May  quell  the  Sparifii  Don, 

And  the  other  deflroy  our  rats,  Sir. 

ON  CERTAIN  PASTORALS. 
So  rude  and  tuJielefs  are  thy  lays. 

The  v/eary  audience  vow, 
"l"is  not  th'  Arcadian  fwain  that  fings. 

But  'tis  his  herds  that  low. 

ON  MR.  C-^ .  OF  KIDDERMINSTER'S 

POETRY. 
Thy  verfes,  friend,  are  Kidderminfter  f  fluff, 
A.ad  1  muft  own  you've  meafur'd  cut  enough! 

TO  THE  VIRTUOSOS. 
Hail,  curious  wights!  to  whom  fo  fair 

The  form  of  mortal  flies  is ! 
Who  deem  thofe  grubs  beyond  compare. 

Which  common  fcnfe  defpifes. 

Whether  o'er  hill,  moraf?,  or  mound, 
You  make  your  fpohfman  fallies ; 

Or  that  yovr  prey  in  gardens  found 
Is  urg'd  through  walks  and  alleys. 

Yet,  in  the  fury  of  the  chafe. 
No  flope  couid  e'er  retard  you  ; 

IVrltten  at  the  time  cf  the  Sfanijh  depredations. 
.      t  famous  for  a  coai/e  -woelien  nwvfailuTt. 


Bleft  if  one  fly  repay  the  race^ 

Or  painted  wings  reward  you. 
Fierce  as  Camilla  o'er  the  plain 

Purfued  the  glittering  ftranger; 
Still  ey'd  the  purple's  pleafing  ftain. 

And  knew  not  fear  nor  danger. 

'Tis  you  difpenfe  the  favourite  meat 

To  nature's  filmy  people ; 
ICnow  what  coulerves  they  choofc  to  cat. 

And  what  liqueurs  to  tipple. 

And  if  her  brood  of  infers  dies, 

You  fage  afliftance  lend  her  ; 
Can  ftoop  to  pimp  for  amorous  flies. 

And  help  them  to  engender. 
'Tis  you  proted  their  pregant  hour ; 

And  v.hen  the  birth's  at  hand. 
Exerting  your  obftetric  power. 

Prevent  a  mothlefs  land. 

Yet  oh  !  howe'er  your  towering  view 

Above  grofs  objecfts  rifes, 
Whate'er  refinements  you  purfue. 

Hear,  what  a  friend  advifes  : 

A  friend,  who,  weigh'd  with  yours,  rnufi  prize 

Domitian's  idle  pafiion ; 
That  wrought  the  death  of  teazing  flies. 

But  ne'er  their  propagation. 

Let  Flavia's  eyes  more  deeply  warm, 

Nor  thus  your  hearts  determine, 
To  flight  dame  nature's  faireft  form 

And  figh  for  nature's  vermin. 

And  fpeak  with  fome  refpetft  of  beanr. 

Nor  more  as  triflers  treat  'em  : 
'Tis  better  learn  to  fave  one's  clothes. 

Than  cherifli  moths,  that  eat  'cm. 

THE  EXTENT  OF  COOKERY. 
"  Aliufque  et  idem." 

When  Tom  to  Cambridge  firft  wasfent^ 

A  plain  brown  bob  he  wore ; 
Read  much,  and  look'd  as  though  he  meant 

To  be  a  fop  no  more. 

See  him  to  Lincoln's  Inn  repair. 

His  refolution  flag; 
He  cherifhes  a  length  of  hair. 

And  tucks  it  in  a  bag. 

Nor  Coke  nor  Salkeld  he  regards, 

Birt  gets  into  the  honfe. 
And  foon  a  judge's  rank  rewards 

His  pHant  votes  and  bows. 

Adieu,  ye  bobs !  ye  bags,  give  place  ! 

Full  bottoms  come  inflead ! 
Good  Lord !  to  fee  the  various  ways 

Of  drefling — a  calf's  head  ? 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  ADVICE. 

A  COMMON'  CASE. 

"  Suade,  nam  certum  eft." 

Says  Richard  to  Thomas  (and  feem'd  half  afraid) 
"  I  am  thinking  to  marry  thy  miltrefs's  maid : 


LEVITIES; 


Now,  becaufe  Mrs-  Lucy  to  thee  is  well  known, 
I  will  do't  if  thou  bidft  me,  or  let  it  alone. 

Nay  don't  make  a  jeft  on't ;  'tis  no  jeft  to  me  j 

For  'faith  I'm  in  earnefl,  fo  pr'ythee  be  free, 

I  have  no  fault  to  find  with  the  girl  fince  I  knew 

her. 
But  I'd  have  thy  advice,  ere  I  tie  myfelf  to  her." 

Said  Thomas  to  Richard,  "  To  fpeak  my  opinion, 
There  is  not  fuch  a  bitch  in  King  George's  do- 
minion. 
And  I  firmly  believe,  if  thou  knew'fl;  her  as  I  do, 
Thou  would  choofe  ov^;a  whipping-poft,  firfl  to  be 
ty'd  to. 

She's  peevifli,  flie's  thievifli,  file's  ugly,  fhe's  old, 
And  a  liar,  and  a  fool,  and  a  flut,  and  a  fcold." 
Next  day  Richard  hallen'd  to  church  and  was  wed, 
And  ere  night  had  infomi'd  her  what  Thomas  had 
faid. 

A  BALLAD. 

"  Trahit  fua  quemque  voluptas." 

?R0M  Lincoln  to  London  rode  forth  our  young 
fquire,  [admire ; 

To  bring  down  a  wife  whom  the  fwains  might 
But,  in  fpite  of  whatever  the  mortal  could  fay. 
The  goddefs  objedled  the  length  of  the  way  ! 

To  give  up  the  opera,  the  park,  and  the  ball. 
For  to  view  the  flag's  horns  in  an  old  country- 
hall; 
To  have  neither  China  nor  India  to  fee  ! 
Nor  a  laceman  to  plague  in  a  morning — not  {he  ! 

To  forfake  the  dear  play-houfe,  Quin,  Garrick, 

and  Clive, 
Who  by  dint  of  mere  humour  had  kept  her  alive; 
To  forego  the  full  box  for  his  lonefome  abode, 
O  heavens  !  ftie  fhould  faint  Ihe  would  die  on  the 

road ; 

To  forego  the  gay  fafhions  and  gellures  of  France, 
And  leave  dear  Augufle  in  the  midfl  of  the  dance, 
And  Harlequin  too  ! — 'twas  in  vain  to  require  it ; 
And  fhe  wonder'd  how  folks  had  the  face  to  de- 
fire  it. 

She   might   yield  to  refign  the  fweet  fingers   of 

Ruckholt, 
Where  the  citizen-matron  feduces  her  cuckold ; 
But  Ranelagh  foon  would  her  footfteps  recal. 
And  the  mufic,  the  lamps,  and  the  glare  of  Vaux- 

hall. 

To  be  fure  Ihe  could  breathe  no  where  elfe  but  in 
town,  [clown ; 

Thus  fhe  talk'd  like  a  wit,  and  he  look'd  like  a 
But  the  whik  honeft  Harry  defpair'd  to  fucceed, 
A  coach  with  a  coronet  trail'd  her  to  Tweed 

SLENDER'S  GHOST.         Fid:  Shckffear.: 

Beneath  a  church-yard  yew, 

Decay'd  and  worn  with  age. 
At  duflc  of  eve  me  thought  I  fpy'd 
Poor  Slcnder's  ghofl  that  whimpering  cried, 

O  fwset,  O  f\ye«t  Anne  Fage  ! 
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Ye  gentle  bards  \  give  ear ! 

Who  talk  of  amorous  rage, 
Who  fpoil  the  lily,  rob  the  rofe,     ■ 
Come  learn  of  me  to  weep  your  woes : 

O  fweet,  O  fweet  Anne  Page  ! 

Why  fhould  fuch  labour'd  flralns 

Your  formal  mufe  engage  ? 
I  never  drcam'd  of  flame  or  dart. 
That  fir'd  my  breaft  or  pierc'd  my  heart,. 

But  figh'd,  O  fweet  Anne  Page ! 

And  you  !  whofe  love-fick  minds 

No  med'cine  can  afTuage  ! 
Accufe  the  leeche's  art  no  more. 
But  learn  of  Slender  to  deplore  ; 

O  fweet,  O  fweet  Anne  Page  I 

And  ye  whofe  fouls  are  held. 

Like  linnets  in  a  ca!';e  ! 
Who  talk  of  fetters,  links,  and  chains-,- 
Attend  and  imitate  my  ftralns  ? 

O  fweet,  O  fweet  Anne  Page ! 

And  you  who  boaft  or  grieve, 

What  horrid  wars  we  wage  ! 
Of  wounds  receiv'd  from  many  an  eye; 
Yet  mean  as  I  do,  when  I  figh, 

O  fweet,  O  fweet  Anne  Page  ! 

Hence  every  fond  conceit 

Of  fhepherd  or  of  fage; 
'Tis  Slender's  voice,  'tis  Slender'"s  way 
ExprefTes-  all  you  have  to  fay, 

O  fweet,  O  fweet  Anne  Page  f 

THE  INVIDIOUS.  Mart. 

0  FORTUNE  !  if  my  prayer  of  old 
Was  ne'er  felicitous  for  gold. 
With  better  grace  thou  may'fl:  allow 
My  fuppliant  wifli,  that  afks  it  now. 
Yet  think  not,  goddefs !  I  require  it 
For  the  f^me  end  your  clowns  defire  it. 
In  a  well-made  effeftual  firing, 

Fain  would  I  fee  Lividio  fwing  ! 

Hear  him,  from  Tyburn's  height  haranguing, 

But  fuch  a  cur's  not  v,  orth  one's  hanging. 

Give  me,  O  goddefs !  flore  of  pelf, 

And  he  will  tie  the  knot  himfelf. 

THE  PRICE  OF  AN  EQUIPAGE. 

"  Servum  fi  potcs,  Ole,  non  habere, 

"  Ft  regem  potes,  Ole,  non  habere."    Mast. 

1  ask'd  a  friend  amidft  the  throng, 
Whofe  coach  it  was  that  trail'd  along  : 

"  The  gilded  coach  there — dont  ye  mind  ? 
That  with  the  footmen  ftuck  behind  " 

O  Sir  !  fays  he,  what !  han't  you  feen  it  ? 
'Tis  Damon's  coach,  and  Damon  in  it. 
'Tis  odd,  methinks,  you  have  forgot 
Your  friend,  your  neighbour,  and— what  not! 
Your  old  acquaintance  Damon  ! — ^"  True  ; 
But  faith  his  equipage  is  new." 

"  Blefs  me,  faid  I,  where  can  it  end ; 
What  madnefs  has  poffefs'd  my  friend  } 
Four  powder'd  flaves,  and  thofe  the  talleft. 
Their  floma'^hs  doubtlcfs  not  the  fmalleft  \ 
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Can  Damon's  revenue  niaint-.in 
Tn  lace  and  food,  fo  large  a  train  ? 
I  know  his  land— eacJi  inch  of  ground— 
Tis  not  3  mile  tp  %valk  it  round — 
If  Damon's  whole  eftate  can  bear 
To  keep  his  lad  and  one-hcrfe  chair, 
I  own  'tis  part  my  comprehenfion." 
Yes,  Sir,  but  Damon  has  a  penfion-— 

Thus  does  falfe  ambitiou  rule  us. 
Thus  pomp  delude  and  folly  fool  us  ; 
To  keep  a  race  of  flickering  knaves, 
He  grows  himfelf  die  worft  of  fla  vcs . 

HINT  FROM  VOITURE. 

Let  Sol  his  annual  journeys  run. 

And  when  the  radiant  talk  is  done, 

Confefs,  through  all  the  globe,  'twould  poii  him, 

To  match  the  charms  that  Celia  fhows  him. 

And  ftiould  he  boaft  he  once  had  feen 

Asjuft  a  form,  as  bright  a  mien. 

Yet  muft  it  Hill  for  ever  pofe  him. 

To  match — what  Cslia  never  fliows  him. 

INSCRIPTION,   ' 

TO  TH8   MEMORY  OF  A.  L.  ESqUIRE, 

To  the  memory 
Of  A.  L.  Efquire, 
Juflice  of  the  peace  for  this  county ; 
Who  in  the  v/hole  courfe  of  his  pilgrimage 
Through  a' trifling  ridiculous  world, 
I\'Iaintaining  his  proper  dignity, 
Kotwilhflanding  the  feoffs  of  ill-difpofed  perfon:-, 
And  wits  of  the  age. 
That  ridiculed  hi5  behaviour, 
Or  ceufured  his  breeding  ; 
Following  the  dictates  of  nature, 
Delir-ag  to  eafe  the  afflicfted, 
Eager  to  ft;  the  prifcners  at  liberty, 
Without  having  for  his  end 
The  noife,  or  report  fuch  things  generally  caufe 
in  the  world, 
(As  he  was  feen  to  perform  thern  of  none) 
But  the  fole  relief  and  happinefs 
Of  the  party  in  diftrefs ; 
Himfelf  refting  eafy. 
When  he  could  render  th?t  fo ; 
Not  griping  or  pinching  himfelf, 
To  hoard  up  fup-rfluities ; 
Not  coveting  to  keep  in  his  poflefilon 
What  gives  more  difquietude,  than  pleafure; 
But  charitably  diiTufing  it 
To  all  round  about  him  : 
Making  the  moft  forrowful  countenance 
To  fmilc 
In  his  prefence  ; 
Always  beftowing  more  than  he  was  aflced, 
Always  imparting  before  he  was  dtfircd  j 
Not  proceeding  in  this  manner 
Upon  every  trivial  fuggeflion, 
Eiit  the  moll  m.ature  and  folemn  deliberation ; 
With  an  ixtcrcdible  prefence  and  undauntednefs 
of  mind ; 
With  an  inimitable  gravity  and  economy 
efface ; 
Bidding  loud  defiance 
To  poiitcntls  and  the  fafhion, 
pared  let  ^  f— t. 


TO  A  FRIEND, 

Have  you  ne'er  feen,  my  gentle  fqiiire. 
The  humours  of  your  kitchen  fire  ? 

Says  Ned  to  Sal,  "  I  lead  a  fpade, 
Why  don't  ye  play  P — the  girls  afraid — 
Play  fomething — air/  thing — but  play — 
Tis  but  to  pafs  the  time  away — 
Phoo — how  fhe  Hands — biting  her  nails— 
As  though  fhe  play'd  for  half  her  vails— 
Sorting  her  cards,  hagling  and  picking— 
We  play  for  notliing,  do  U351  bhicken  ?-^ 
That  card  will  do— 'blood  never  doubt  it, 
It's  not  worth  wliile  to  think  about  it." 

Sal  thought,  and  thought,  and  mifs'd  her  aim, 
And  Ned  ne'er  ftudying,  won  the  game. 

Mcthinks,  old  friend,  'tis  wondrous  true. 
That  vcTic  is  but  a  game  at  Ico. 
While  many  a  bard,  that  fliows  fo  clearly 
He  writes  for  his  amufement  merely, 
Is  known  to  ftudy,  fret,  and  toil ; 
And  play  for  nothing  all  the  while : 
Or  praifc  at  moft;  for  wreaths  of  yore 
Ne'er  fignify'da  farthing  more  : 
Till  having  vainly  toil'd  to  gain  it. 
He  fees  your  flying  pen  obtain  it. 

Through  fragrant  fcenes  the  trifler  rover. 
And  hallow'd  haunts  that  Phoebus  loves  : 
Where  with  ftrange  heats  his  bofom  glows. 
And  myfiic  flames  the  God  beftows. 
You  now  none  other  flame  require. 
Than  a  good  blazing  parlour  fire ; 
Write  verfci— to  defy  the  fcorners,     . 
In  fhit-houfes  and  chimney-cornerS.  ''' 

Sal  found  her  deep-laid  fchemes  werefvain-^   ■ 
Tiie  cards  are  cut — come  deal  again — ' 
No  good  conies  on  it  when  one  lingers— I- 
I'U  play  the  cards  come  next  my  finger&— 
Fortune  could  never  let  Ned  loo  her. 
When  flie  had  left  it  wholly  to  her. 

Well  now,  who  wins  ?  why  ftiil  the  fame— 
For  Sal  has  loll  another  game. 

"  I've  done  ;    (Ihe  muttsr'd)  I  was  faying. 
It  did  not  argufy  my  playing. 
Some  folks  will  win,  they  cramot  choofe, 
But  think  or  not  think — ibme  muft  lofe. 
I  may  have  won  a  game  or  fo— 
Bat  then  "it  was  an  age  ago— 
It  ne'er  will  be  my  lot  again— 
I  won  it  of  a  babby  then — 
Give  me  an  ace  of  trumps  aiid  fee, 
Our  Ned  will  beat  me  with  a  three. 
'Tis  all  by  lack  that  things  are  carry'd — • 
He'll  fuft'i^rfor  it,  when  he's  marry'd." 

Thus  Sal  with  tears  in  either  eye ; 
While  vidtor  Ned  fat  tittering  by. 

Thus  I,  long  envying  your  fuccefs. 
And  bent  to  write  and  ftudy  lefs. 
Sate  down,  and  fcribbled  in  a  trice, 
Juft  v^hat  you  fee— and  you  defpife. 

You,  who  can  frame  a  tuneful  fong, 
A^d  hum  it  as  you  ride  along  ; 
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And  trottirtg  on  the  king's  high- way. 
Snatch  from  the  hedge  a  fprig  of  bay ; 
Accept  this  verfe  howe'er  it  flows, 
From  one  that  is  you*  friend  in  profe. 

\Vhat  is  this  wreath,  fo  green  !  fo  fair  ! 
Which  many  wifli,  and  few  mufi:  wear  ? 
Which  fome  men's  indolence  can  gain, 
And  fome  men's  vigils  ne'er  obtain  ? 
For  what  muft  Sal  or  poet  fue,  "^ 

Ere  they  engage  with  Ned  or  you  ?  > 

For  luck  in  verfe,  for  luck  at  loo  ?  j 

Ah  no  !  'tis  genius  gives  you  fame, 
And  Ned,  through  fKiil,  fecuies  the  game. 

THE  POET  AND  THE  DUN.     1741- 
«'  Thefe  are  mefTcngers 
"  That  feelingly  perfuade  me  what  J  am."  ihalaf. 

Comes  a  dun  in  the  morning  and  raps  at  my 
door-^  [more — 

"  I  made  hold  to  call — 'tis  a  twelvemonth  and 
I'm  forry,  believe  me,  to  trouble  you  tlius.  Sir, — 
But  Job  would  be  paid,  Sir,  had  Job  been  a  mer- 
cer." [ways." 
My  friend  have  but  patience — "  Ay  thefe  are  your 
I  have  got  but  one  fhilling  to  ferve  me  two  days — 
But  Sir— pr'ythee  take  it,  and  tell  your  attcrney. 
If  I  han't  paid  your  bill,  I  have  paid  for  your 
journey. 

\Vell,  now  thou  art  gone,  let  me  govern  my 

pafiion. 
And  calmly  confider, — confider,  vexation  ! 
What  whore  that  mufi  paint,  and  muft  put  on 

falfe  locks, 
And  counterfeit  joy  in  the  pangs  of  the  pox  ! 
What  beggar's  wife's  nephew,  now  flarv'd,  and 

now  beaten, 
Who,  wanting  to  eat,  fears  himfelf  Avail  be  eaten  ! 
What  porter,  what  turnfpite,  can  deem  h'.s  cafe 

hard  1  [bard  1 

Or  what  dun  boaft  of  patience  that  thinks  of  a 
Well,  I'll  leave  this  poor  trade,  for  no  trade  can 

be  poorer. 
Turn  fhoe-boy,  or  courtier,  or  pimp,  or  procurer; 
Get  love,  and  refpe<ft,  and  good  living,  and  pelf. 
And  dun  fome  poor  dog  of  a  poet  mylell. 
One's  credit,  however,  of  courfe  will  grow  better ; 
Here  emersthe  footman,  and  brings  me  a  letter. 

"  Dear  Sir  I  I  received  your  obliging  epiftle. 
Your  fame  is  fecure — bid  th'i  critics  go  whiftle. 
i  read  over  with  wonder  the  poem  you  fent  me  ; 
And  I  muft;  fpeak  your  praifes,   no  foul  fnall  pre- 
vent me. 
The  audience,  believe  me,  cry'd  out  every  line 
Was  ftrong,  was  affe61:ing,  was  juft,  was  divine  ; 
All  pregnant,  as  gold  is,  with  worth,  weight,   and 

beauty, 
And  to  hide  fuch  a  genius  was— far  from  your  duty. 
I  forefee  that  the  court  will  be  hugely  delighted  : 
Sir  Richard,  for  much  a  lefs  genius,  was  knighted. 
Adieu,  my  good  friend,  and  for  high  life  prepare 
ye;  ^  [ye." 

I  cculd  fay  much  more,  but  you're  modeft,  1  Ipare 
Quite  fir'd  with  the  flattery,  I  call  for  rfiy  paper. 
And  wafte  that,  and  health,  and  my  time,  and  my 
tap  er; 


I  fcribble  till  morn,  when,  v/ith  wrath  no  fmaii 

ftore. 
Comes  my  old  friend  the  mercer,  and  raps  at  my 

door. 
"  Ah  !  friend,  'tis  but  idle  to  mak«  fuch  a  pother. 
Fate,  fate  has  ordain'd  us  to  plague  one  another." 

WRITTEN  AT  AN  INN  AT  HENLEY. 
To  thee,  fair  freedom !  I  retire 

From  flattery,  cards,  and  dice,  and  din ; 
Nor  art  thou  found  in  nianCons  hio-her 

Than  the  low  cott,  or  humble  inn. 
'Tis  here  with  boundlefs  power  I  reign  ; 

And  every  health  which  I  begin,  ' 

Converts  dull  port  to  bright  champaigne; 

Such  freedom  crowns  it,  at  an  inn. 

I  fly  from  pomp,  I  fly  from  plate  ! 

I  fly  from  falfehood's  fpecious  grin ; 
Freedom  I  love,  and  form  I  hate. 

And  choofe  my  lodgings  at  an  inn. 

Here,  waiter!  take  my  fordid  ore, 

WhichTacqueys  elfe  might  hope  to  win  ; 

It  buys,  v/hat  courts  jjave  not  in  ftore; 
It  buys  me  freedom  at  an  inn. 

Whoe'er  has  travell'd  life'd  dull  round. 
Where'er  his  ftages  may  have  been, 

May  figh  to  think  heftill  has  found 
The  warmeft  v/elcome  at  an  im;- 

A  SIMILE. 
What  village  has  but  fometime  fetn, 
The  clumfy  Ihape,  the  frightful  mien, 
Tremendous  claws,  and  fhag-ged  hair. 
Of  that  grim  brute  yclept  a  bear  \ 
He  from  his  dam,  the  learn'd  agree, 
Receiv'd  the  curious  form  yon  fee; 
Who,  with  her  plaftic  tongue  alone, 
Produc'd  a  vifage — like  her  own— 
And  thus  they  hint,  in  myftic  faftiion. 
The  powerful  force  of  education  * — 
Perhaps  yon  crowd  of  fwains  is  viewing 
E'en  now,  the  ftrange  exploits  of  Bruin  ; 
Who  plays  his  anticp,  roars  aloud  ; 
The  wonder  of  a  gaping  crowd  ! 

So  have  I  known  an  awkward  lad, 
Whofe  birth  has  made  a  parilh  glad. 
Forbid,  for  fear  of  fenfe,  to  roam. 
And  taught  by  kind  mamma  at  home  ; 
Who  gives  him  many  a  well-try'd  rule, 
With  ways  and  means — to  play  the  fooL 
In  fenfe  the  fame,  in  ftature  higher, 
He  fhines,  ere  long,  a  rural  fquire, 
Pour?  forth  un witty  jokes,  and  fwears, 
An.i  bawls,  and  drinks,  but  chiefly  ftares : 
His  tenants  of  fuperior  fenfe 
Carouze,  and  laugh,  at  his  expence; 
And  deem  the  paitime  I'm  relating, 
To  be  as  pleafant,  as  bear-baiting, 

THE  CHARMS  OF  PRECEDENCE, 


"  Sir,  will  you  pleafe  to  walk  before  ?" 
—No,  pray  Sir — you  are  next  the  door. 

*   Of  a  fond  mat  ion  s  education. 
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— "  Upcn  mine  honour,  I'll  not  ftir — " 

Sir,  I'm  at  home,  confider,  Sir, — 

"  Excufe  me,  Sir,  I'll  not  go  firft." 

Well,  if  I  muft  be  rude,  I  mufl— 

But  yet  I  wilh  I  could  evade  it— 

'Tis  ftrangely  clownifh,  be  perfuaded — 

Go  forward,  cits  !  go  forward,  fquires  ! 

Nor  fcruple  each,  what  each  admires. 

X.ife  fquares  not,  friends,  with  your  proceeding ; 

It  flies,  while  you  difplay  your  breeding ; 

Such  breeding  as  one's  granam  preaches, 

Or  fome  old  dancing-mafter  teaches. 

O  for  fome  rude  tumultuous  fellow, 

Half  crazy,  or,  at  leaft,  half  mellow, 

To  come  behind  you  unawares, 

And  fairly  pufh  you  both  down  flairs ! 

But  death's  at  hand — let  me  advife  ye. 

Go  forward,  friends !  or  he'll  furprife  ye. 

Befides,  how  infmcere  you  are  ! 
Do  ye  not  flatter,  lie,  forfwear. 
And  diily  cheat,  and  weekly  pray. 
And  all  for  this — to  lead  the  way  ? 

Such  is  my  theme,  which  means  to  prove, 
That  though  w-e  drink,  or  game,  or  love, 
As  that  or  this  is  moft  in  fafhion. 
Precedence  is  our  ruling  pafTion. 

When  college-fludents  take  degrees, 
And  pay  the  beadle's  endlefs  fees, 
What  moves  that  fcientific  body, 
But  the  firft  cutting  at  a  gawdy  ? 
And  whence  fuch  Ihoals,  in  bare  conditions. 
That  flarve  and  languifh  as  phyficians. 
Content  to  trudge  the  flreets,  and  ftare  at 
The  fat  apothecary's  chariot  ? 
But  that,  in  Chariot's  chamber  (fee 
Moliere's  "  Medicin  ma'.gre  lui") 
The  leach,  howe'er  his  fortunes  vary. 
Still  walks  before  th'  apothecary. 

Flavia  in  vain  has  wit  and  charms. 
And  all  that  fliines,  and  all  that  warms ; 
In  vain  all  human  race  adore  her. 
For — Lady  Mary  ranks  before  her. 

O  Celia,  gentle  Celia  !  tell  us. 
You  who  are  neither  vain  nor  jealous  ! 
The  foftefl  breafl,  the  mildeft  mien  ! 
Would  you  not  feel  fome  little  fpleen. 
Nor  bite  your  lip  nor  furl  your  brow. 
If  Florimel,  your  equal  now. 
Should,  one  day,  gain  precedence  of  ye  ? 
Firft  ferv'd — though  in  a  difh  of  coffee  .' 
Plac'd  firft,  although,  when  you  are  found. 
You  c^ain  the  eyes  of  all  around  ? 
Nam'd  firft,  though  not  wilh  half  the  fame. 
That  waits  my  charming  Celia's  name  ? 

Hard  fortune  !  barely  to  infpire 
Our  fix'd  efteem,  and  fond  defire  ! 
Barely,  where'er  you  go,  to  prove 
The  fource  of  univerfal  love  ! 
Yet  be  content,  obferving  this, 
Honour's  the  offspring  of  caprice  : 
And  worth,  howe'er  you  have  puifaed  it, 
Has  now  no  power — but  to  exclude  it. 
You'll  find  your  general  reputation 
A  kind  of  fupplemental  Ration. 

Poor  Swift,  with  all  his  worth,  could  ne'er, 
He  tells  us,  hope  to  rife  a  peer ; 
So,  to  fupply  it,  wrote  for  fame  : 
And  well  the  rr.:.  fecur'd  his  aim. 


A  common  patriot  has  a  drift. 
Not  quite  fo  innocent  as  Swift : 
In  Britain's  caufe  he  rants,  he  labours  ; 
"  He's  honeft.,  faith"— —have   patience,  neigh- 
bours. 
For  patriots  may  fometimes  deceive. 
May  beg  their  friends'  reludtant  leave. 
To  ferve  them  in  a  higher  fphere  ; 
And  drop  their  virtue,  to  get  there. — 

As  Lucian  tells  us,  in  his  fafhion 
How  fouls  put  off  each  earthly  paflion. 
Ere  on  Elyfium's  fiowery  ftrand 
Old  Charon  fuffer'd  them  to  land  ; 
So  ere  we  tneet  a  court's  carefles. 
No  doubt  our  fouls  muft  change  their  drefTes  ■ 
And  fouls  there  be,  who,  bound  that  way, 
Attire  themfelves  ten  times  a  day. 

If  then  'tis  rank  which  all  men  covet. 
And  faints  alike  and  finners  love  it ; 
If  place,  for  which  our  courtiers  throng 
So  thick,  that  few  can  get  along ; 
For  which  fuch  fervile  toils  are  feen. 
Who's  happier  than  a  king  ! —  a  queen, 

Howe'er  men  aim  at  elevation, 
'Tis  properly  a  female  paUion  : 
Women,  and  beaux,  beyond  all  meafure 
Are  charm'd  with  rank's  ecftatic  pleafare.' 

Sir,  if  your  drift  t  rightly  fcan. 
You'd  hint  a  beau  was  not  a  man  : 
Say,  women  then  are  fond  of  places  ; 
I  wave  all  difputable  cafes. 
A  man  perhaps  would  fomething  linger^ 
Were  his  lov'd  rank  to  coft — a  finget ; 
Or  were  an  ear  or  toe  the  price  on't,  "1 

He  might  deliberate  once  or  twice  on't ;  > 

Perhaps  afk  Gataker's  advice  on't,  J 

And  many,  as  their  frame  grows  old. 
Would  hardly  purchafe  it  with  gold. 
But  women  wifh  precedence  ever  ; 
'Tis  their  whole  life's  fupreme  endeavour ; 
It  fires  their  youth  with  jealous  rage. 
And  ftrongly  animates  their  age. 
Perhaps  they  would  not  fell  out-right. 
Or  main  a  limb — that  was  in  fight ; 
Yet  on  worfe  terms  they  fometimes  choofe  it ; 
Nor  ev'n  in  punifhments  refufeit. 
Pre-eminence  in  pain,  you  cry  1 
All  fierce  and  pregnant  with  reply. 
But  lend  your  patience,  and  your  ear,' 
An  argument  fhall  make  it  clear. 
But  hold,  an  argument  may  fail, 
Befide  my  title  fays,  a  tale. 
Where  AvOn  rolls  her  winding  flream, 
Avon,  the  mufes'  favourite  theme  ! 
Avon,  that  fills  the  fanners'  purfes. 
And  decks  with  flowers  both  farms  and  verfes,' 
She  vifits  many  a  fertile  vale — 
Such  was  the  fcene  of  this  my  tale. 
For  'tis  in  Evefham's  vale,  or  near  it. 
That  folks  with  laughter  tell  and  hear  it. 
The  foil  with  annual  plenty  bleft 
Was  by  young  Corydon  pofTeft. 
His  youth  alone  I  lay  before  ye. 
As  moft  material  to  my  ftory  : 
For  ftrength  and  vigour  too,  he  had  them. 
And  'twere  not  much  amifs,  to  add  them. 
Thrice  happy  lout !  whofe  wide  domain 
Now  green  with  graf?,-  nov/  gilt  v/ith  grain. 
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In  luffet  robes  of  clover  deep. 
Or  thinly  veil'd,  and  white  with  flieep  ; 
Now  fragrant  with  the  bean's  perfume, 
Now  purpled  with  the  pulfe's  bloom, 
Might  well  with  bright  allufion  (lore  me  ; 
—But  happier  bards  have  been  before  me  ! 

Amongfl  the  various  year's  increiife, 
The  ftrippling  ovvn'd  a  field  of  peafe  ; 
Which,  when  at  night  he  ceas'd  his  labours. 
Were  haunted  by  feme  feniale  neighbours. 
Each  morn  difcover'd  to  his  fight. 
The  fliameful  havock  of  the  night  : 
Traces  of  this  they  left  behind  them. 
But  no  inllrudlions  where  to  find  thern. 
The  devil's  works  are  plain  and  evil. 
But  few  or  none  have  leen  the  devil. 
Old  Noll,  indeed,  if  we  may  credit 
The  words  of  Echard,  who  has  faid  it, 
Contriv'd  with  Satan  how  to  fool  us  ; 
And  bargain'd  face  to  face  to  rule  us ; 
But  then  old  Noll  was  one  in  ten, 
And  fought  him  more  than  other  men. 
Our  Ihepherd  too,  with  like  attention, 
May  meet  the  female  fiends  we  mention. 
He  rofe  one  morn  at  break  of  day, 
And  near  the  field  in  ambufli  lay  : 
When  lo,  a  brace  of  girls  appears, 
The  third,  a  matron  much  in  years. 
Smiling,  amidfl:  the  peafe,  the  finners 
Sate  down  to  cull  their  future  dinners ; 
And,  caring  little  who  might  own  them, 
Made  free  as  though  themfelv?s  had  fown  them. 

'Tis  worth  a  face's  obfervatioq 
How  love  can  make  a  jeft  of  paflion. 
Anger  had  forc'd  the  fwain  from  bed, 
His  early  dues  to  lore  unpaid  ! 
And  love,  a  god  that  keeps  a  pother, 
And  will  be  paid  one  time  or  other, 
Now  banifli'd  anger  out  of  door  ; 
And  claim'd  the  debt  withheld  before. 
If  anger  bid  our  youth  revile, 
Love  form'd  his  features  to  a  fmile : 
And  knowing  well  'twas  all  grimace. 
To  threaten  with  a  fpiiling  face, 
He  in  few  words  exprefs'd  his  mind-^ 
And  none  would  deem  them  much  unkind. 

The  amorous  youth,  for  their  offence, 
Demanded  inllant  recompence : 
That  recompence  from  each,  which  fhame 
Forbids  a  bafliful  mufe  to  name. 
Yet,  more  this  fentcnce  to  difcover, 
'Twas  what  Bet  *  *  grants  her  lover. 
When  he,  to  make  the  flrumpet  willing, 
Hasfpent  his  fortune— to  a  Ihilling. 
Each  flood  a  while,  as  'twere  fufpended, 
And  loth  to  do,  what — each  intended. 
At  length,  with  foft  pathetic  fighs, 
The  matron,  bent  with  age,  replies 
'Tis  vain  to  flrive — jullice,  1  know. 
And  our  ill  flars,  will  have  it  fo — 
Eut  let  my  tears  your  wrath  affuage. 
And  fhow  fome  deference  for  age  ! 
1  from  a  diftant  village  came. 
Am  old,  God  knows,  and  fomething  lame  ; 
And  if  we  yield,  as  yield  we  mull, 
Difpatch  my  crazy  body  firft. 

Our  Ihepherd,  like  the  Phrygian  fwsin, 
T^Jijencirckd  round  oa  Ida's  plain 


With  godJclTeshe  flood  fufpended,' 
And  Pallas's  grave  fpeech  was  ended, 
Ovvn'd  v/hat"lhe  alt'd  might  be  his  duty; 
But  paid  the  compliment  to  beauty. 

ODE 

To  l/e  perfor.Tmdby  Dr.  Entile,  and  a  CJiorlis  nf  Hales- 
Oiien  Ciiizeiis. 

The  Inftrumental  Part,  a  Viol  d'  Amour. 

AIR  3V  THE  DOCTOR. 

Awake  !  1  fay,  awake  good  people  ! 

And  be  for  once  aliv-  and  gay  ; 
Come  let's  be  merry ;  ftir  the  tipple ; 

How  can  you  Heep, 
Whilll  I  do  piay  ?  hov/  can  you  llcep,  &c, 

cThorus  of  citizens. 
Pardon,  O !  pardon,  great  mufician  ! 
0:i  drowfy  fouls  fome  pity  take  ! 
For  wondrous  hard  is  our  condition, 
To  drink  thy  beer. 
Thy  {trains  to  hear ; 
To  drink. 
To  hear. 
And  keep  awake ! 

SOLO   BY  THE  DOCTOR. 

Hear  but  this  ftrain-^'tv.'as  made  by  Handel, 
A  wight  of  fkill,  and  judgment  deep  ! 
Zoonters  they're  gone — Sal,  bring  a  candlo«> 
No,  here  is  one,  and  he's  afleep. 

DUETTE. 

Z)r.— How  could  they  go  Soft  mujic^ 

Whilfl  I  do  play  ? 
Sal. — How  could  they  go  !  Warlili  mufic^ 

How  fhould  they  flay  ? 


CUPID  AND  PLUTUS, 

When  Celia,  love's  eternal  foe. 

To  rich  old  Gomez  firft  was  marry'd ; 

And  angry  Cupid  came  to  know. 

His  fnafts  had  err'd,  his  bow  mifcarry'd; 

He  figh'd,  he  wept,  he  hung  his  head. 

On  the  cold  ground,  full  fad,  he  laid  him ; 

When  Plutus,  there  by  fortune  led. 

In  this  defponding  plight  fu'rvey'd  him. 

And  fure,  he  cry'd,  you'll  own  at  lall 

Your  boalled  power  by  mine  exceeded-: 

Say,  wretched  boy,  now  all  is  pafl, 

liow  little  Ihe  your  efforts  heeded. 

If  with  fuccefs  you  would  aflail, 

Gild,  youngfter,  doubly  gild  your  arrows : 
Little  the  feather'd  fliafts  avail,  [fparrows. 

Though  wing'd  from   Mamma's  doves  ancj 

What  though  each  reed,  each  arrow  grew, 

Where  Venus  bath'd  herfelf ;  depend  on't, 

'Twere  more  for  ufe,  for  beauty  too, 

A  diamond  fparkled  at  the  end  on't. 

Peace,  Plutus,  peace  !. — the  boy  reply'd; 

Were  not  my  arts  by  your's  infefted, 
I  could  each  other  power  deride, 

And  rule  this  circle,  unmolsflcd. 
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Sec  yonder  pair  !  no  worldly  views 

In  Chloe's  generous  breafl  refided  : 

Love  bade  her  the  fpruce  vakt  choofe, 
And  ftie  by  potent  love  was  guided. 

lor  this  !  fte  quits  her  golden  dreams, 
In  her  gilt  coach  no  more  fhe  ranges : 

And  her  rich  crimfon,  bright  v/ith  gems, 

For  cheeks  impearl'd  with  tears,  fte  changes. 

Though  fordid  Celia  ov.-n'd  your  power. 
Think  not  fo  monftrous  my  difgracc  is : 

You  gain'd  this  nymph— that  very  hour 
I  gain'd  a  fcore  in  different  p^ces. 

EPILOGUE   TO    THE    TRAGEDY   O? 
CLEONE. 

Well,  Ladies — fo  much  for  the  tragic  flylc — 
And  now  the  cuflom  is  to  make  you  fmile. 
'I'o  make  us  fmiie  ! — mcthinks  1  liear  you  fay — 
Why,  who  can  help  it,  at  fo  flrange  a  play  ? 
The  captain  gone  three  years  ! — and  then  to  blame 
The  faultlefs  condudl  of  his  virtuous  dame  ! 
My  liars' — what  gentle  belie  would  think  it  irea- 
fon,  [fon  ? 

When  thus  provok'd,  to  give  the  brute  fome  rea- 
Out  of  my  houfe  ! — this  night,  forfooth  depart  ? 
A  modern  wife  had  faid — "  With  ail  my  iieart — 
But  think  not,  haughty  Sir,  I'll  go  alone  ! 
Order  your  coach — condu(£i  me  iafe  to  town — 


Give  me  my  jewels,  wardrobe,  and  my  maid.-r- 
And  pray  take  care  my  pin-money  be  paid." 

Such  is  the  language  of  each  modifh  fair; 
Yet  memoirs,  not  of  modern  growth,  declare 
The  time  ha;  been  when  modefly  and  truth 
Were  deem'd  additions  to  the  charms  of  youth  : 
When  women  hid  their  necks,  and  veil'd  their"! 
faces,  [places,  f 

Nor  romp'd,  nor   rak'd,  nor  flar'd  at  public  T 
Nor  took  the  airs  of  Amazons  for  graces :  j 

Then  plain  domcftic  virtues  were  the  mode. 
And  wives  ne'er  dreamt  of  happinefs  abroad  ; 
They  lov'd  their  children,  learnt  no  flaunting  airs, 
But  with  the  joys  of  wedlock  mix'd  the  cares. 
Thofe  times  are  paft—- yet  fare  they  meri.  praife. 
For  marriage  triumph'd  in  thofe  golden  days : 
By  chafte  decorum  they  jtFediion  gain'd ; 
By  faith  and  fondnefs  what  they  won,  maintain'd. 

'Tis  yours,  ye  fair,  to  bring  thofe  days  again, 
And  form  anew  the  hearts  of  thoughtlefs  men  ; 
Make  beauty's  luHre  amiable  as  bright, 
And  give  the  foul,  as  well  as  fenfe,  delight ; 
Reclaim  from  folly  a  fantaftic  age. 
That  fcorns  the  prefs,  the  pulpit,  and  the  ftage. 
Let  truth  and  tendernefs  your  breafis  adorn, 
The  marriage  chain  with  tranfport  Ihall  be  worn ; 
Each  blooming  virgin  rais'd  into  a  bride 
Shall  double  all  their  joys,  their  cares  divide ; 
Alleviate  grief,  compofe  the  jars  of  flrife. 
And  pour  the  isalm  that  fweetens  human  life. 
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THE  JUDGMENT  OF  HERCULES. 

"While  blooming  fpring  defcends  from  genial 

flcics, 
By  v/hofe  mild  influence  inftant  wonders  rife  ; 
From  whofe  foft  breath  Elyfian  beauties  flow  ; 
The  fweets  of  Haglcy,  or  the  pride  of  Stowe  : 
Will  Lyttleton  the  rural  landicape  range, 
Leave  noify  fame,  and  not  regret  the  change  ? 
Plcas'd  will  he  tread  the  grrd.n's  early  fcenes, 
And  learn  a  moral  from  the  rlfing  greens  ? 
There,  warm'd  alike  by  Soi's  enlivening  power, 
'ihewccd,  afpiring,  emulates  the  flower: 
The  drooping  flower;  its  fairer  charms  difplay'd. 
Invites,  from  grateful  hands,  their  generous  aid ; 
Soon,  if  none  check  th'  invafive  foe's  defigns, 
'i  he  lively  luflre  of  thefe  fcenes  declines  ! 

'Tis  thus  the  fpring  of  youth,  the  morn  of  life, 
Rears  in  our  minds  the  rival  feeds  of  ftrife. 
Then  paflion  riots,  reafon  then  contends ; 
And,  on  the  conquefl;,  every  bhfs  depends: 
Life  from  the  nice  decifion  takes  its  hue  : 
And  blefl:  thofe  judges  who  decide  like  you  ! 
On  worth  like  theirs  Ihall  every  blifs  attend: 
T  he  world  their  favourite,  and  the  world  their 
friend.  [ray, 

'1  here  are,  who,  blind  to  thought's  fatiguing 
As  toitune  gives  examples,  urge  their  way  : 


Nor  virtues  foes,  though  they  her  paths  decline. 
And  fcarce  her  friends,  thoi^gh  with  her  friends 
In  her's  or  vice's  cafual  road  advance      [they  join, 
Thoughtlefs,  the  finnefs  or  the  faints  of  chance  I 
Yet  fome  more  nobly  fcorn  th;  vulgar  voice ; 
With  judgment  Ss,  with  zeal  purfue  their  choice. 
When  ripen'd  thought,  when  reafon  bornjo  reign, 
Checks  the  v/ild  tumults  of  the  youthful  vein  ; 
While  paflions  lawlefs  tides,  at  their  command. 
Glide  through  more  ufeful  trails,  and  blefs  the 
land. 
Happicft  of  thefe  is  he  whofe  matchlefs  mind, 
By  learning  flrengthen'd,  and  by  tafte  refin'd, 
In  virtue's  caufe  cfiay'd  its  earliefl  powers;     ■ 
Chofe  virtue's  paths,  and  flrew'd  her  paths  with 

flowers. 
The  firft;  alarm'd,  if  freedom  waves  her  wings: 
The  fitted  to  adorn  each  art  flie  brings : 
Lov'd,  by  that  prince  whont every  virtue  fires. 
Prais'd  by  that  bard  whom  every  mufe  infpires : 
Bleft  in  the  tuneful  art,  the  focial  flame  ; 
In  all  that  wins,  in  all  that  merits  fame  : 

'Twas  youth's  perplexing  ftage  his  doubts  in- 
fpir'd, 
When  great  Alcides  to  a  grove  retlr'd. 

!  Through  the  lone  windings  of  a  devious  glade, 
Rcfign'd   to   thought,    with    lingering   flops   he 

I  Blcfl;  with  a  mind  to  tafle  fincerer  joys :    [ftray'd; 

'  Arm'd  with  a  heart  each  falfe  one  to  defpife. 
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Dubious  iie  ftray'd,  with  wavering  thouglitspofleft, 
Alternate  paffions  ftruggling  fliar'd  his  breaft  ; 
The  various  arts  v.'hich  human  cares  divide, 
In  deep  attention  all  his  mind  employ'd  : 
Anxious,  if  fame  an  equal  blifs  fecur'd  ; 
Or  filent  eafe  with  fofter  charms  allur'd. 
The  fylvan  choir,  whofe  numbers  fweetly  flow'd, 
The  fount  that  nmrmur'd,  and  the  flowers  that 

blow'd ; 
The  fi'.'.'r  flood  that  in  meanders  led 
His  glittering  ftreams  along  th'  enliven'd  mead  ; 
The  foothing  breeze,  and  all  thofe  beauties  join'd, 
Which,  whilft  they  pleafe,  efTeminate  the  mind, 
111  vain  !  while  diftant  on  a  fummit  rais'd. 
Til'  imperial  towers  of  fame  attradlive  blaz'd. 
While  thus  he  trac'd  through  fancy's  puzzling 

maze 
The  feparate  fweets  of  plcafure  and  ofpraife  ; 
Sudden  the  wind  a  fragrant  gale  convey 'd, 
And  a  new  luftre  gain'd  upon  the  fliade. 
At  once,  before  his  wondering  eytg  were  feen 
Two  female  forms,  of  more  than  mortal  mien. 
Various  their  charms  ;  and  in  their  drefs  and  face, 
Each  feem'd  to  vie  with  fome  peculiar  grace. 
Tins,  whole  attire  lefs  clogg'd  with  art  appear'd, 
The  limple  fweets  of  innocence  endear'd. 
Her  fprightly  bloom,  her  quick  I'agacious  eye, 
Show'd  native  merit,  mix'd  with  modelty. 
Her  air  difius'd  a  mild  yet  awful  ray. 
Severely  fweet  and  innocently  gay. 
Such  the  chafte  image  of  the  martial  maid. 
In  artlefs  folds  of  virgin  white  array'd  '. 
She  let  no  borrow'd  rofe  her  cheeks  adorn, 
JHer  bluflnng  cheeks,  that  lliam'd  the  purple  morn. 
,Her  charms  nor  had,  nor  w'antcd  artful  foils, 
Or  ftudy'd  geftures,  or  well-praiflis'd  fmiles. 
She  fcorn'd  the  toys  which  render  beauty  iefs : 
She  prov'd  th'  engaging  chaftity  of  drefs; 
And  while  fhe  chofe  in  native  charms  to  fliine, 
Ev'n    thus    (he  feem'd,    nay  more  than  iteni'd, 

divine. 
One  modeft  emerald  clafp'd  the  robe  flie  wore. 
And,  in  her  hand,  th'  imperial  iword  fiie  bore. 
Sublime  her  height,  majeltic  was  her  pace, 
And  match'd  the  awful  honours  of  her  face. 
The  Ihrubs,  the  flowers,  that  t|eck'd  the  verdant 

ground, 
Secm'd,  where  flie  trod,  with  rifing  luftre  crown'd. 
ill  her  approach  with  ftronger  influence  warm'd; 
jiie  pleas'd,  while  diftant ;  but,  when  near,  flie 

cliarm'd. 
So  fl.rikes  the  gazer's  eye,  the  filver  gleam 
That  glittering  quivers  o'er  a  dillant  ilream  : 
But  from  its  banks  we  fee  new  beauties  rife. 
And,  in  its  cryftal  bofom,  trace  the  fliies. 

With  other  charms  the  rival  vifion  glow'd  ; 
And  from  her  drefs  her  tinfel  beauties  flow'd. 
A  fluttering  robe  her  pamper'd  fliape  conceal'd. 
And  feem'd  to  fliade  the  charms  it  beft  reveal'd. 
Its  form  contriv'd  her  faulty  tize  to  grace  ; 
Its  hue,  to  give  frefli  luftre  to  her  face. 
Her  plaited  hair  difguis'd  with  brilliants  glar'd ; 
Her  cheeks  the  ruby's  neighbouring  luftre  ftiar'd ; 
The  gaudy  topaz  lent  its  gay  fupplies. 
And  every  gem  that  ftrikes  Iefs  curious  eyes  ; 
Expos'd  her  breaft  with  foreign  fweets  pertum'd  ; 
And,  round  her  brow,  a  rofeate  garland  bloom'd. 
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Soft  Imiling,  blufliing  lips  conceal'd  her  wiles; 
Yet,  ah  !  the  bluflies  artful  as  the  fmiles. 
Oft-gazing  on  her  fliade,  th'  enraptur'd  fair 
Decreed  the  fubftance  well  deferv'd  her  care  : 
Her  thoughts,  to  other  charms  malignly  blind, 
Center'd  in  that,  and  were  to  that  confin'd  : 
And  if  on  others  eyes  a  glance  were  thrown, 
'T'was  but  to  watch  the  influence  of  her  own. 
Much  like  her  guardian,  fair  Cythera's  queen, 
When  for  her  warrior  flie  refines  her  mien  ; 
Or  when,  to  blefs  her  Delian  favourite's  arms, 
I'he  radiant  fair  invigorates  her  charms. 
Much  like  herpujiil,  Egypt's fpqrtive  dame. 
Her  drel's  expreflive,  and  her  air  the  fame, 
When  her  gay  bark  o'er  filver  Cydnos  roll'd. 
And  all  th'  emblazon'd  ftreamers  ^yav'd  in  gold, 
Such  flione  the  vifion  ;  nor  forbore  to  move 
The  fond  contagious  airs  of  lawlefs  love. 
Each  wanton  eye  deluding  glances  fir'd, 
And  amorous  dirjuples  on  each  check  confpir'd. 
Lifelefs  her  gait,  and  flow,  with  feeming  pain, 
She  dragg'd  her  loitering  limbs  along  the  plain; 
Yet  made  fome  faint  eflorts,  and  firit  approach'd 

the  fwaiii. 
So  glaring  draughts,  with  taudry  luftre  bright. 
Spring  to  the  view,  and  rufli  upon  the  fight; 
More  flowly  charms  a' Raphael's  chafter  air, 
Waits  the  calm  fearch,  and  pays  the  fearcher's 

care. 
Wrapp'd  in  a  pleas'd  fufpenfe,  the  youth  fur- 

vey'd 
The  various  charms  of  each  attradtive  maid  : 
Alternate  each  he  view'd,  and  each  admir'd. 
And  found,  alternate,  varying  flames  infpir'd. 
Quick  o'er  their  forms  his  eyes  with  pleafure  ran. 
When  fhe,  whofirft  approach'd  him,  firft  began. 

"  Hither,  dear  boy,  diredl  thy  wandering  eyes: 
'Tis  here  the  lovely  vale  of  pleafure  lies. 
Debute  no  more,  to  me  thy  life  refign  ; 
Each  fweet  which  nature  can  diftufe  is  mine ; 
For  me  the  nymph  diverfifles  her  power. 
Springs  in  a  tree,  or  bloflxims  in  a  flower; 
To  pleafe  my  ear,  fhe  tunes  the  linnet's  ftrains; 
To  pleafe  my  eye,  with  lilies  pamis  the  plains; 
To  form  my  couch,  in  mofly  beds  flie  grows; 
To  gratify  my  fmell,  perfumes  the  rofe; 
Reveals  the  fair,  tiie  fertile  fcene  you  fee, 
And  fwells  the  vegetable  world,  for  me. 

Let  the  guli'd  fool  the  toils  of  war  purfue, 
Where  bleed  the  many  to  enrich  the  few : 
Where  chance-  from  courage  claims  the  boafted 

prize : 
Where,  though  flie  give,  your  country  oft  denies. 
Induftrious  thou  flialt  Cupid's  wars  maintain. 
And  ever  gently  fight  his  foft  campaign. 
His  darts  alone  ftialt  wield,  his  wounds  endure. 
Yet  only  fuffer,  to  enjoy  the  cure. 
Yield  but  to  me — a  choir  of  nymphs  ftiall  rife. 
And  fire  thy  breaft,  and  blefs  thy  ravifli'd  eyes. 
Their  beauteous  cheeks  a  fairer  rofe  fliall  wear, 
A  brighter  lily  on  their  necks  appear  ; 
Where  fondly  thou  thy  favour'd  head  fhalt  reft. 
Soft  as  the  down  that  fwells  the  cygnet's  neft ! 
While  Philomel  in  each  foft  voice  complains, 
And  gently  lulls  thee  with  mellifluous  ftrains : 
Whilft,  with  each  accent,  fweeteft  odours  flow; 
j  And  fpicy  gums  round  every  bofom  glow. 
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Not  the  fam'd  bird  Arabian  climes  admire, 

Shall  in  luch  luxury  of  iweets  expire. 

At  flotli  let  war's  vi(n;orious  fons  exclaim ; 

In  vain  I  tor  p leafure  is  my  real  name  ; 

Nor  -envy  thou  the  head  witii  bays  o'ergrown ; 

No,  feek  thou  roles  to  adorn  thy  own  : 

For  well  each  opening  fcene,that  claims  my  care. 

Suits  anddeferves  the  beauteous  crown  I  wear. 

Let  others  prune  the  vine;   the  genial  bowl 
Shall  crown  thy  table,  and  enlarge  thy  foul. 
Let  vulgar  hands  explore  the  brilliant  mine, 
So  the  gay  produce  glitter  ftill  on  thine. 
Indulgent  Bacchus  loads  his  labouring  tree. 
And,  guarding,  gives  its  cluttering  fweetstome. 
For  my  lov'd  train,  Apollo's  [)iercing  beam 
Darts  through  tlie  paffi^-e  glebe,   and  frames  the 

gem. 
See  in  my  caiife  confeating  godsemploy'd, 
Nor  flight  thole  gods,  their  bleffings  unenjoy'd  1 
For  thee  the  poplar  fliall  its  amber  drain  ; 
For  thee,  in  clouded  beauty,  fpring  the  cane  ; 
Some  coilly  tribute  every  ciime  fnall  pay  ; 
Some  charming  treafure  ^very  wind  convey ; 
Each  obje<ft  round  fome  pleaiing  fcene  ftiall  yield; 
Art  built  thy  dome,  while  nature  decks  thy  field; 
Of  Corinth's  order  Ihall  the  Itrucfture  rife  ; 
The  fpiring  turrets  glitter  through  the  ikies  ; 
Thy  coftly  robe  (h?.U  glow  with  Tyrian  rays; 
Thy  vafe  fliall  fparkle,  and  thy  car  fliall  blaze  ; 
Y«t  thou,  whatever  pomp  the  fun  difplay, 
Shalt  own  the  amorous  right  exceeds  the  day. 

When  nielling  flutes,  audfweeriy-founding  lyres 
Wake  the  gay  loves,  and  cite  the  young  defires  ; 
Or,  in  th'  Ionian  dance,  fome  favourite  maid 
Jmproves  the  flame  her  fparkling  eyes  convey'd  ; 
Think,  canll  thou  quit  a  glowing  Delia's  arms, 
Xo  feed  on  virtue's  vifionary  charms  ; 
Gr  flight  the  joys  which  wit  and  youth  engage. 
For  the  faint  honour  of  a  frozen  fage  ? 
To  hrvd  dull  envy  e.v'n  that  hope  deface, 
And,  where  you  toil'd  for  glorv,  reap  difgrace  ? 

O  !  think  that  beauty  waits  on  thy  decree, 
Ar.d  thy  lov'd  lovelieft  charmer  pleads  with  me. 
She,  whofe  foft  fmilc,  or  gentler  glance  to  move, 
You  vow'd  the  wild  extremities  of  love  ; 
In  whofe  endearments  years,  like  moments,  flew : 
For  wliofc  endearments  millions  feem'd  too  few  ; 
She,  (be  implores;  Ihe  bids  thee  feize  the  prime, 
And  tread  with  her  the  flowery  trad;  of  time  ; 
Nor  thus  her  lovely  bloom  of  life  beftow 
Pn  fome  cold  lover,  or  infulting  foe. 
Think,  if  againft  that  tongue  thou  canft  rebel, 
■VVhere  love  yet  dwelt,  and  reafon  feem'd  to  dwell; 
What  ftrong  perfuaGon  arras  her  fofter  fighs  1 
What  full  convicflion  fparkles  in  her  eyes  I 

See  nature  fmiles,  and  birds  falute  the  fliade, 
Wherebreathingjafminefcreensthe  fleeping  maid: 
And  fuch  her  charms,  as  to  the  vain  may  prove. 
Ambition  feeks  more  humble  joys  than  love  1 
There  bufy  toil  fhall  ne'er  invade  thy  reign. 
Nor  fciences  perplex  thy  labouring  brain : 
Or  none,  but  what  with  equal  fweet5  invite  ; 
Nor  other  arts,  but  to  prolong  delight : 
Sometimes  thy  fancy  prune  her  tender  wing, 
To  praife  a  pendant,  or  to  grace  a  ring; 
To  fix  the  drefs  that  fuits  each  varying  mien  ; 
To  fliov  where  b?ft  the  ciuaering  gems  arc  Teen ; 


To  figh  foft  ftrains  along  the  vocal  grove. 
And  tell  the  charms,  the  fweet  effeds  of  love  ! 
Nor  fear  to  find  a  coy  difdainful  mufe  ; 
Nor  think  the  filters  will  their  aid  refufe. 
Cool  grots,  and  tinkling  rills,  or  filent  (hades, 
Soft  fcenes  of  leifure  '.  fuit  th'  harmonious  maids; 
And  all  the  wife,  and  all  the  grave  decree 
Some  of  that  facred  train  ally'd  to  me. 

But  if  more  fpecious  eafe  thy  wifhes  claim. 
And  thy  breaft  glow  with  faint  defire  of  fame. 
Some  fofter  fcience  fhall  thy  thoughts  amufe. 
And  learning's  name  a  folemn  found  diffufe  : 
To  thee  all  nature's  curious  (lores  I'll  bring, 
Explain  the  beauties  of  an  infedl's  wing  ; 
The  plant,  which  nature,  iefs  diflfufely  kind. 
Has  to  few  climes  with  partial  care  confin'd  : 
The  fliell  flie  fcatters  with  more  carelefs  air, 
And,  in  her  frolics,  feems  fupreraely  fair ; 
The  worth  that  dazzles  in  the  tulip's  ftains. 
Or  lurks  beneath  a  pebble's  various  veins. 

Sleep's  downy  god,  averfe  to  war's  alarms. 
Shall  o'er  thy  head  diffufe  hisfofteft  charms; 
Ere  anxious  thought  thy  dear  repofe  aflail. 
Or  care,  my  mod  deftrudlive  foe,  prevail. 
The  watery  nymphs  (hall  tune  the  vocal  vales, 
And  gentle  zephyrs  harmonife  their  gales, 
For  thy  repofe,  inform,  with  rival  joy. 
Their  ftreams  to  murmur,  and  their  winds  to  figh. 
Thus  (halt  thou  fpend  the  fweetly-flowing  day, 
Till  loft  in  blifs  thou  breath'ft  thy  foul  away: 
Till  (he  t'  Elyfian  bowers  of  joy  repair. 
Nor  find  my  charming  fcenes  exceeded  there." 

She  ceas'd  ;  and  on  a  lily'd  bank  reclin'd. 
Her  flowing  robe  wav'd  wanton  with  the  wind : 
One  tender  hand  her  drooping  head  fuftains  ; 
One  points,  exprelTive,  to  the  flowery  plains. 
Soon  the  fond  youth  perceiv'd  her  influence  roU> 
Deep  in  his  breaft,  to  melt  his  manly  foul : 
As  when  Favonius  joins  the  folar  blaze. 
And  each  fair  fabric  of  the  froft  decays. 
Soon,  to  his  breaft,  the  foft  harangue  convey'd 
Refolves  too  partial  to  the  fpecious  maid. 
He  figh'd,  he  gaz'd,  fo  fweetly  fmil'd  the  dame ; 
Yet,  fighing,  gazing,  feem'd  to  fcorn  his  flame. 
And,  oft  as  virtue  caught  his  wandering  eye, 
A  crimfon  blu(h  condemn'd  the  rifing  figh". 
'Twas  fuch  the  lingering  Trojan's  ftiame  betray'd, 
When  Maia's  fon  the  frown  of  Jove  difplay 'd  : 
When  wealth,  fame,  empire,  could  no  balance 

prove. 
For  the  foft  reign  of  Dido,  and  of  love. 
Thus  ill  with  arduous  glory  love  confpires; 
Soft  tender  flames  with  bold  impetuous  fires  '. 

Some  hovering  doubts  his  anxious  bofom  mov'd. 
And  virtue,  zealous  fair  !  thofc  doubts  improv'd. 
"  Fly,  fly,  fond  youth,  the  too  indulgent  maid, 
Nor  err,  by  fuch  fantaftic  fcenes  betray'd. 
Though  in  my  path  the  rugged  thorn  be  feen. 
And  the  dry  turf  difclofe  a  fainter  green  ; 
Though  no  gay  rofe  or  flowery  produdl  (hine. 
The  barren  furface  ftill  conceals  the  mine. 
Each  thorn  that  threatens,  ev'n  the  weed  that 

grows 
In  virtue's  path,  fuperior  fweets  bellows — 
Yet  (hould  thofe  boafted  fpecious  toys  allure, 
Whence  could  fond  floth  the  flattering  gifts  pro- 
cure i 
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*Ihe  Various  wealth  that  tempts  thy  fond  defire, 
'Tis  I  alone,  her  gieatell  foe,  acquire. 
I  from  old  ocean  rob  the  treafur'd  llore  ; 
I  through  each  region,  latent  gems  explore  ; 
'Twas  I  the  rugf;;cd  brilliant  firlt  reveal'J, 
By  nurr.erous  llrata  deep  in  earth  conceal'd, 
Tis  I  the  furface  yet  refine,  and  fliow 
The  modeft  gem's  intrinfic  charms  to  glow. 
Nor  fwells  the  grape,  nor  fpires  its  feeble  tree 
Without  the  firm  fupports  of  induftry. 

But  grant  we  (loth  the  fcene  herfelf  has  drawn, 
The  mofly  grotto,  and  the  flowery  lawn  ; 
Let  Philomela  tune  th'  harmonious  gale, 
And  with  each  breeze  eternal  fweetsexha>e; 
Let  gay  Pomona  (liE^ht  the  plains  around, 
And  choofe,  for  fairelt  fruits,  the  favourM  ground  ; 
To  blcfs  the  fertile  vale  fhoald  virtue  ceafc. 
Nor  mofly  grots,  nor  flowery  lawns  could  pleafe  ; 
Nor  gay  Porfiona's  lufcious  gifts  avail, 
The  found  harmonious,  or  the  fpicy  gale. 

Seeft  thou  yon  rocks  in  dreadful  pomp  arife, 
Whofe  rugged  cliffs  deform  th'  encircling  (kies  ? 
Thofe   fields,  whence  Phoebus  all  their  moifture 

drains. 
And,  too  profufely  fond,  difrobes  the  plains  ? 
When  I  V   jchfafe  to  tread  the  barren  foil, 
Thofe  rocks  feem  lovely,  and  thofe  delerts  fmile. 
The  form  thou  view'ft,  to  every  fcene  with  eafe 
Transfers  its  charms,  and  every  fcene  can  pleafe. 
When  I  have  on  thofe  pathlefs  wilds  appear'd  ; 
And  the  lone  wunderer  with  my  prefence  chcer'd; 
Thofe  cliffs  the  ejnle  has  with  pleafure  view'J, 
And  caird  that  defert  blifsful  foiitude  1 

Nor  I  alone  to  fuch  extend  my  care  : 
Fair-hlooming  health  furveys  her  altars  there. 
Brown  exercife  will  lead  thee  where  Ihe  reigns, 
And  waith  refledled  lultre  gild  the  plains. 
With  her,  in  flower  of  youth,  and  beauty's  pride. 
Her  olTspring,  calm  content  and  peace,  refide. 
One  ready  offering  fuits  each  neighbouring  flirine; 
And  r.ll  obey  their  laws,  who  prat^life  mine. 

But  health  averfe  from  flcth's  fmooth  region 
flies ; 
And,  in  her  abfence,  pleafure  droops  an^  dies. 
Her  bright  companions,  mirth,  delight,  repofe. 
Smile  where  rtie  fmiles,  and  ficken  when  fije  goes. 
A  galaxy  cf  powers  !  whole  forms  appear 
Tor  ever  beauteous,  and  for  ever  near. 

Nor  will  fuft  flcep  to  floth's  requelt  incline, 
lie  from  her  couches  ilies  unbid  to  mine. 

V;:ln  is  the  fparkling  bowl,  the  warbling  drain, 
Th'  incentive  fong,  the  labour'd  viand  vain  ! 
^\■herc  Hie  relenllel's  reigns  without  controul. 
And  checks  each  gay  cxcurfion  of  the  foul  : 
Uumov'd,    though    beauty,    deck'd    in     all    its 

charms, 
Grace  the  rich  couch,  and  fpread  the  fofteft  arms  ; 
Till  joylefs  indolence  iuggeffs  defires  ; 
Or  drugs  are  fought  to  furnifli  languid  fires  : 
Such  languid  fires  as  on  the  vitals  prey, 
Barren  of  blifs,  but  fertile  of  decay. 
As  artful  heats  apply'd  to  thirfty  land's, 
Produce  no  flowers,  and  but  debafe  the  funds. 

But  let  fair  health  her  cheering  fmiles  impart, 
How  fweet  is  nature,  how  fuperfluous  art  I 
'  ris  flie  the  fountain's  ready  draught  commends, 
And  fmooths  the  flir.ty  couch  which  fortune  lends. 
Vol..  IX, 


And  when  my  hero  from  his  toils  retires, 
Fills  his  gay  bofom  with  unufual  fires. 
And,  while  no  check  th'  unbounded  joy  reprovCj 
Aids  and  refines  tihe  genuine  fvveets  of  love. 
His  fairetl  profpecl  rifing  tJophies  frame; 
His  fweeteft  mufic  is  the  voice  of  fame  ; 
Pleafures  to  floth  unknown  !  flie  never  found 
How  fair  the  profpecl,  or  how  fweet  the  found. 

See   fame's   gay  ftfu<5lure   from   yon    furaraiC 
charms. 
And  fires  the  manly  breaff  to  arts  or  arms ; 
Nor  dread  the  fteep  afcent,  by  which  y«u  rife' 
From  grovelling  vales  to  towers  which  reach  th'tf- 
fkies. 

Love,  t'ime,  eflieem,  'tis  lahour  muft  acquire ; 
The  ttniling  offspring  of  a  rigid  fire  '. 
To  fix  the  friend,  your  fervice  muft  be  (hown  ; 
All,  ere  they  lov'd  your  merit,  lov'd  their  own. 
That  wondering  Greece  your  portrait  may  admire, 
That  tuneful  bards  may  ffring  for  you  their  lyre,  ^ 
That  books   may   praife,     or    coins  record  youi* 

name, 
Such,  fuch  rewards  'tis  toil  alorse  can  claim  I 
A\kI  the  lame  column  which  difplays  to  view 
The  conqueror's  name,  difplays  the  conqueft  too. 

'  Twas  flow  experience,  tedious  miitreis  1  taught 
All  that  e'er  nobly  fpoke,  or  bravely  fought. 
'Twas  Ihe  the  patriot,  flie  the  bard  refin'd. 
In  arts  that  ferve,  protedl,  or  pleafe  mankind. 
Not  the  vain  vifions  of  inadlive  fchools; 
Not  fancy's  maxims,  not  opinion's  rules, 
E'er  fovm'd  the  man  wLofe  geaierous  vvarrafh  65^ 

tends 
T'  enrich  his  coilntry,  or  to  ferve  his  friends. 

On  a6live  wOTth  the  laurel  war  beltows  : 
Peace  rears  her  olive  for  induftrious  brows  : 
Nor  earth,  uncukur'd,  yields  its  kind  fupplies: 
Nor  heaven,  its  fliowers  without  a  facrifice. 

See  far  below  fuch  grovelling  fcenes  of  fhamCj 
As  lull  to  reft  Ignavia's  flumbering  dame. 
Her  friends,  from  all  the  toils  of  fame  fecure, 
Alas  !  inglorious,  greater  toils  endure. 
Ueom'd  all  to  mourn,  who  in  her  caufe  engage 
A  youth  enervate,  and  a  painful  age  ; 
A  fickly  faplefs  mats,  if  reafon flies; 
And,  if  flie  linger,  impofntly  wife  1  .     , 
A  thonghtlefs  train, who,  pamper'd,fleek,  and  gaj", 
Invite  old  age,  and  revel  youth  away-; 
From  life's  fVelh  vigour  move  the  load  of  care, 
And  idly  pkce  it  where  they  leaft  can  bear. 
When  to  the  mind,  difeas'd,  for  aid  they  fly, 
What  kind  refle(fi-ion  fliall  the  mind  fupply_  ? 
When,  with  lolt  health,  what  fhould  the  lol's  alia}'. 
Peace,  peace  is  lolt  :  a  comfortlefs  decay  '.     [-flies. 
But  to   my  friends,  when  youth,  when  pleafure 
And  earth's  dim  beauties  fi.de  before  their  eyes. 
Through  death''s  dark  vifla  flowery  trafls  are  feen,- 
lilyfian  plants,  and  groves  far  ever  green. 
If  o'er  their  lives  a  refluent  gianCe  they  caft. 
Theirs  is  the  prefent  who  can  praife  the  paft. 
Life  has  its  blifs  for  thefe,  when  paft  its  bloom. 
As  vvither'd  rofes  yield  a  late  perfume. 

Serene,  and  fafe  from  paflnon's  fliormy  rage, 
How  calm  they  glide  into  the  port  of  age  '. 
Of  the  rude  voyage  lels  depriv'd  than  eas'd  ; 
More  tir'd  than  p.iin'd,  and  weaken'd  than  dif- 
eas'd. 
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For  health  on  age,  'tis  temperance  muft  beftow  ; 
Ani!  peace  from  piety  alone  can  flow, 
And  all  the  incenfe  bounteous  Jove  requires, 
Has  fuects  tor  him  who  feeds  the  facred  fires. — 

Sloth  views  the  towers  of  fame  with  enviouseyes; 
Defirous  ftill,  (till  impotent  to  rife. 
Oft,  when  refolv'd  to  gain  thofe  blifsful  towers, 
The  penfive  queen  the  dire  afcent  explores. 
Comes  onward,  wafted  t)y  the  balmy  trees, 
Some  fylvan  mufic,  or  fome  fcented  breeze  : 
She  turns  her  head,  her  own  gay  realm  flie  fpies, 
And  all  the  fiuirt-liv'd  refolution  dies. 
Thus  fome  fond  infefl'sfaultering  pinions  wave, 
Ciafp'd  in  its  favourite  fweets  a  lalliii;^  flave  : 
And  thus  in  vain  thefe  charming  viiions  pleafe 
The  wretch  of  glory,  and  the  flave  ofeafe  : 
Doom'd  ever  in  ignoble  ftate  to  pine, 
Eoafl;  her  own  fcenes,  and  languifli  after  mine. 

But  ftiun  her   fnares  :    nor  let   the  world  ex- 
claim, 
Thy  birth,  which  was  thy  glory,  prov'd  thy  fliame. 
With  early  hope  thine  infant  adlions  fir'd  ; 
Let  manhood  crown  what  infancy  infpir'd. 
Let  generous  toils  with  health  reward  thy  days. 
Prolong  thy  prime,  and  eternife  thy  praife. 
The  bold  exploits  that  charms  th'  attefliing  age, 
To  lateft  times  fhall  generous  hearts  engage  ; 
And  with  that  myrtle  fhall  thy  Ihrine  be  crovvu'd, 
With  which,  alive,  thy  graceful  broivswere  bound  : 
Till  time  fliall  bid  tliy  virtues  freely  bloom. 
And  raife  a  temple  where  it  found  a  tomb. 

Then  in  their  feafts  thy  name  fliall  Grecians 
join; 
Shall  pour  the  fparklin?,  juice  to  Jove's  and  thine. 
Thine,  us'd  in  war,  Ihall  raife  their  native  fire  ; 
Thine,  us'd  in  peace,  their  mutual  faith  infpire. 
Dulnefs  perhaps,  through  want  of  fight,  may  blame. 
And  fpieen,  with  odious  indul^ry,  defame  ; 
And  that,  the  honours  given,  with  wonder  view. 
And  this,  in  fecret  fadnefs,  own  them  due  : 
Contempt  and  envy  were  by  fate  delign'd 
The  rival  tyrants  which  divide  mankind  ; 
Contempt,  which  none,  but  who  deferve,  can  bear; 
While  envy's  wounds  the  fmlles  of  fame  rejiair. 
For  know,  the  ijencrous  thine  exploits  fliall  fire, 
Thine  every  friend  it  fults  thee  to  require, 
Lov'd  by  the  gods,  and,  till  their  feats  I  fliow, 
Lov'd  by  the  good  their  images  below." 

Ceafe,  lovely  maid,  fair  daughter  of  the  ikies  I 
My  guide  1  my  queen  !  th'  ecftatic  youth  replies. 
In  thee  1  trace  a  form  defign'd  for  i'way  ; 
Which  chiefs  may  court,   and  kings   with  pride 

obey.  I 

And,  bv  thy  bright  immortal  fiierrds  I  fwear, 
Thy  fair  id?a  fliall  no  toils  impair. 
Lead  nic  1  O  lead  me  where  whole  hofls  of  foes 
Thy  form  depreciate,  and  thy  friends  oppofe  1 
Welcome  all  toils  th'  unequal  fates  decree, 
While  toils  endear  thy  faithful  charge  to  thee. 
Such  be  m.y  cares,  to  bind  th'  oppreilive  hand, 
And  crufli  the  fetters  of  an  injur'd  land  : 
To  fee  the  monflier's  noxious  life  relign'd. 
And  tyrants  quell'd,  the  monftersof  mankind  1 
Nature  fliall  fmile  to  view  the  vanquifli'd  brood, 
And  none,  but  envy,  riot  unfubdued. 
In  cloifler'd  ft.ate  let  feJfifli  fages  dwell, 
Proud  that  their'heait:  is  narrow  as  their  cell  I 


And  boaft  their  mazy  labyrinth  of  rule!, 
Far  lefs  the  friends  of  virtue,  than  the  fools : 
Yet  fuch  in  vain  thy  favouring  fmiles  pretend  ; 
For  he  is  thine,  who  proves  his  country's  friend. 
Thus  v.-hen  my  life  well-fpent  the  good  enjoy. 
And  the  mean  envious  labour  to  deltroy  ; 
When,  ftrongly  lur'd  by  fame's  contiguous  flirine, 
I  yet  devote  my  choicer  vows  to  thine  ; 
If  all  my  toils  thy  promis'd  favour  claim, 
O  leadthy  favourite  through  the  gates  of  fame  '. 

He  ceas'd  his  vows,  and,  with  difdainful  air. 
He  turn'd  to  blafl  the  late  exulting  fair. 
Bat  vanifli'd,  fled  to  fome  more  friendly  fliore, 
The  confcious  phantom's  beauty  pleas'd  no  more  : 
Convinc'd,  her  fpurious  charms  of  drefs  and  face 
Claim'd  a  quick  conqueft,  or  a  fure  difgrace. 
Fantaftic  power  1  whofe  tranfient  charms  allur'd. 
While  error's  mifl:  the  reafoning  mind  obfcur'd: 
Not  fuch  the  vicfirefs.  virtue's  conftant  queen, 
Endur'd  the  left:  of  truth,  and  dar'd  be  feen 
Her  brightening  form  and  features  feem'd  to  own, 
'Twas  all  her  wifli,  her  intereft:,  to  be  known  : 
And  when  his  longing  view  the  fair  declin'd, 
Left  a  full  image  of  her  charms  behind. 

Thus  reigns   the  moon,  with  furtive  fplendour 
crown'd. 
While  glooms  opprefs  us,  and  thick  fhadesfurround. 
But  let  the  fource  of  light  its  beams  difplay,      ~» 
Languid  and  faint  the  mimic  flames  decay,         J- 
And  all  the  flckening  fplendoar  fades  away.       j 

THE  PP,.OGRESS  OF  TASTE: 


THE  FATE  OF  DELICACY. 

A  poem  on  the  temper  andjludies  of  the  Author  ; 
and  ho^u  great  a  misfortune  it  is,  for  a  man  of 
fmall  eflate  to  have  much  tajle. 

PART   L 

Perhaps  fome  cloud  eclips'd  the  day. 

When  thus  I  tun'd  my  penlive  lay  : 

"  The  fliip  is  launch'd— we  catch  t'ne  gale— - 

On  life's  extended  ocean  fail  : 

For  happinefs  our  courfe  we  bend, 

Our  ardent  cry,  our  general  end  '. 

Yet,  ah  1  the  fcenes  which  tempt  our  care 

Are  like  the  forms  difpers'd  in  air. 

Still  dancing  near  diiorder'd  eyes ; 

And  weakeft  his,  who  bell  defcries ! 

Yet  let  me  not  my  birrth-right  barter, 

(For  wifliingis  the  poet's  charter  ; 

All  bards  have  leave  to  wifli  what's  wanted, 

Though  few  e'er  found  their  wiflies  granted  ; 

Extenfive  field  ;  where  poets  pride  them 

In  fiiiging  all  that  is  deny'd  them.) 

For  humble  eafe,  ye  powers  1  I  pray  ; 
That  plain  warm  fuit  for  ev'ry  day  1 
And  pleafure,  and  brocade,  befliow  ; 
To  flaunt  it — once  a  month,  or  fo. 
The  firft  for  conftant  wear  we  want ; 
The  firft,  ye  powers ;  for  ever  grant ; 
But  conftant  wear  the  laft  befpatters, 
And  turns  the  tiflue  into  tatters. 
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Where'er  my  vagrant  cojivfe  I  bsnd, 
Let  me  fecurc  one  faithful  fnend. 
Let  me,  in  public  fccnes,  requeft 
A  friend  of  wit  and  tafte,  well  dref^'d  :  ' 

And,  if  I  muft  not  hope  fuch  favour, 
A  friend  of  wit  and  tafte,  however. 

Alas  1  that  wifdom  ever  fliuns 
To  congregate  her  fcatter'd  fons  ; 
Whole  nervous  f'^rces  well  (OP.iijin'd 
Would  win  the  field,  and  fway  mankind. 
The  foul  will  fqueeze,  from  morn  to  night, 
To  fix  his,  follies  full  in  fight  ; 
The  note  he  llrikes,  the  plume  he  iliows, 
Attraft  whole  flights  of  fops  and  beaux  ; 
And  kindred-fools,  who  ne'er  had  known  h'm. 
Flock  at  the  fight ;  carel's,  and  own  him  ; 
But  ill-ftarr'd  leufe,  nor  gay  nor  loud. 
Steals  foft  on  tip. toe,  through  the  crowd  : 
Conveys  his  meagre  form  between  ; 
And  Aides,  like  pervious  air,  unfeen  : 
Contra(fts  his  known  tenuity, 
As  though  'twere  ev'n  a  crime  to  be  : 
l-Tor  ev'n  permits  his  eyes  to  ftray. 
And  win  acquaintance  in  their  way. 

In  company,  fo  mean  his  air, 
You  I'carce  are  confcious  he  is  there  : 
Till  from  fome  nook,  like  diarpeu'd  lleel, 
Occurs  his  face's  thin  profile. 
Still  fecming,  from  the  gazer's  eye, 
Like  Venu?,  newly  bath'd,  to  fly. 
Yet,  while  reludlant,  he  difplays 
His  real  gems  before  the  blaze, 
The  fool  hath,  in  its  centre,  plac'd 
His  tawdry  ftock  of  painted  parte. 
Difus'd  to  fpeak,  he  tries  his  iliill ; 
Speaks  coldly,  and  fuccecds  but  ill ; 
His  penfive  manner,  dulnefs  deem'd 
His  modefty,  referve  efteem'd  ; 
His  wit  unknown,  his  learning  vain, 
He  wins  not  one  of  all  the  train. 
And  thofe  who,  mutually  known. 
In  fricndfiiip's  fairefl:  lift  had  Ihone, 
Lefs  prone,  than  pebbles,  to  unite. 
Retire  to  fliades  from  public  fight ; 
Grow  favage,  quit  their  focial  nature  ; 
And  ftarve,  to  Itudy  mutual  fatire. 

But  friends,  and  favourites,  to  chagrin  them. 
Find  counties,  countries,  feas  between  them  ; 
Meet  once  a  year,  then  part,  and  then 
Retiring,  wilh  to  meet  again. 

Sick  of  the  thought,  let  me  provide, 
Some  human  form  to  grace  my  fide  ; 
At  hand,  where'er  I  fliape  my  courle  ; 
An  ufeful,  pliaht,  Italking  horfe  1 

No  gefture  free  from  fome  grimace  ; 
No  feam,  without  its  fliare  of  lace  ; 
But,  mark'd  with  gold  or  filver  either. 
Hint  where  his  coat  was  piec'd  together. 
His  legs  be  lengthen'd,  I  advife. 
And  Itockings  roU'd  abridge  his  thighs. 
What  though  Vandyck  had  other  rules, 
What  had  Vandyck  to  do  with  fools  ? 
Be  nothing  wanting,  but  his  mind  : 
Before,  a  folitaire  ;  behind, 
A  twitted  ribbon,  like  the  track 
Which  nature  gives  an  afs's  back. 


Silent  as  midnight  I  pity  'twere 
His  witdom'b  flender  wealth  to  (hare  '. 
And,  whiUt  in  flocks  our  fancies  ftray, 
To  vvilh  the  poor  man's  lamb  away. 

This  form  attracting  every  eye, 
I  ftroll  all  unreguarded  by  : 
This  wardb  the  jokes  of  every  kind, 
As  an  umbrella  fun  or  wind  ; 
Or,  like  a  fponge,  abforbs  the  fallies, 
And  peftilential  fumes  ot  malice  ; 
Or,  like  alplendid  fliield,  is  fit 
To  fcreen  the  templar's  random  wit ; 
Or  what  fome  gentler  cit  lets  fall. 
As  wool-packs  quafli  the  leaden  ball. 

AllufiJns  thefe  of  Weaker  force. 
And  apter  it;ll  the  ftalking  horfe  ', 

O  let  me  wander  all  unfeen. 
Beneath  the  fanilion  of  his  mien  ! 
As  lilies  loft,  as  rofes  fair  !      <, 
Empty  as  air-pumps  drain'd  of  air  '. 
With  fteadv  eye  and  pace  remark 
The  fpeckled  flock  that  haunts  the  park  *  J 
Level  my  pen  with  wondrous  heed 
At  follies  flocking  there  to  feed  : 
And,  as  my  fatire  burfts  amairi. 
See,  feather'd  foppery  ftrew  the  plain. 
But  when  I  feek  my  rural  grove. 
And  fliare  the  peaceful  haunts  I  love, 
Let  none  of  this  unhallow'd  train 
My  fweet  fequefter'd  paths  profanls. 
Oft  may  fome  polifli'd  virtuous  friend, 
To  the  foft-winding  vales  defcend  ; 
And  love  with  me  inglorious  things, 
And  fcorn  with  me  the  pomp  of  kings. 
And  check  me,  when  my  bofom  burns 
For  ftatues,  paintings,  coins,  and  urns. 
For  I  in  Damon's  prayer  could  join. 
And  Damon's  wifti  might  now  be  mine--= 
But  all  difpers'd !  the  wifli,  the  prayer, 
Are  driven  to  mix  with  commoii  air. 

PART  XL 

How  happy  once  was  Damon's  lot. 
While  yet  romantic  fchemes  were  not ! 
Ere  yet  he  fent  his  weakly  eyes. 
To  plan  frail  caftles  in  the  fl5.ies  ; 
Forfaking  pleafurcs  cheap  and  common. 
To  court  a  blaze,  ftill  flitting  from  one. 
Ah  happy  Damon  I  thrice  and  more^ 
Had  tafte  ne'er  touch'd  thy  tranquil  fhore  ! 

Oh  days '.  when  to  a  girdle  ty'd 
The  couples  jingled  at  his  fide  ; 
And  Damon  fwore  he  would  not  barter 
The  fportfman's  girdle  for  a  garter  '. 

Whoever  came  to  kill  an  hour. 
Found  eafy  Damon  in  their  power ; 
Pure  focial  nature  all  his  guide, 
"  Damon  had  not  a  grain  of  pride." 
He  wifh'd  not  to  elude  the  fnares 
Which  knavery  plans,  and  craft  prepares; 
But  rather  wealth  to  crown  their  wiles ; 
.And  win  their  univerfal  fmiles  : 
For  who  are  cheerful,  wlio  at  eafe, 
But  they  who  cheat  us  as  they  pleafe  .' 
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He  wink'J  at  many  a  grofs  defign, 
Tlie  new-f,il!en  calf  might  countermine  : 
Thus  every  tool  allow 'd  his  merit ; 
"  Yes !  Damon  had  a  generous  fpirit  1" 

A  coxcomb's  jeft,  however  vile. 
Was  fure,  at  leaft,  of  Damon's  fmile  : 
'       That  coxcomb  ne'er  denied  him  fenfe  ; 
For  why  ?  it  prov'd  his  own  pretence  : 
All  owu'd,  were  m.odeftly  away, 
Damon  could  Ihinc  as  much  as  they. 

When  wine  and  folly  came  in  fealon, 
Damon  ne'er  ftrove  to  fave  his  reafon  ; 
Obnoxious  to  the  mad  uproar  ; 
A  fpy  upon  a  hoftile  ihore  I 
'Twas  this  his  company  endear'd  : 
Mirth  never  came  till  he  appear'd  : 
His  lodgings — every  drawer  could  fho^v  them  ; 
The  flave  was  kick'd,  who  did  not  know  them. 

Thus  Damon,  ftudious  of  his  eafe, 
And  pleafing  all,  whom  mirth  could  pieafe  j 
Defy'd  the  world,  like  idle  ColJey, 
To  fliow  a  fofter  word  than  folly. 
Since  wifdom's  gorgon-Hiield  was  known 
To  ftare  the  gazer  into  ftone  ; 
He  chofe  to  truft  in  folly's  charm. 
To  keep  his  brealt  alive  and  warm. 

At  length  grave  learning's  fober  train 
Remark'd  the  trifler  with  difdain  ; 
The  fons  of  tafte  contemn'd  his  ways, 
And  rank'd  him  with  the  brutes  that  graze  ; 
While  they  to  nobler  heights  afpir'd. 
And  grew  belov'd,  efleem'd,  admir'd. 

Hence  with  oar  youth,  not  void  of  fpirit. 
His  old  companions  loft  their  merit : 
And  every  kind  well-natur'd  fot 
Seem'd  a  dull  play,  without  a  plot; 
Where  every  yawning  gueft  agrees. 
The  willing  creature  ftrives  to  pieafe  : 
But  temper  never  could  amufe  ; 
It  barely  led  us  to  excufe  ; 
'Twas  true,  converfing  they  averr'd, 
All  they  had  feen,  or  felt  or  heard  : 
Talents  of  weight !  for  wights  like  theie^ 
The  law  might  choofe  for  witnefles  : 
But  fure  th'  attefting  dry  narration 
HI  fuits  a  judge  of  converfation. 
■  *  What  were  their  freedoms  ?  mere  excufcs 
To  vent  ill-manners,  blows,  and  bruifes. 
Yet  freedom,  gallant  freedom  I  hailing, 
At  form,  at  form,  inceflant  railing, 
Would  the)'  examine  each  offence. 
Its  latent  cauie,  its  known  pretence, 
Pundlilio  ne'er  was  known  to  breed  them. 
So  fure  as  fond  prolific  freedom. 
Their  courage  1  but  a  loaded  gun  ; 
Machine  the  wife  would  wifli  to  Hmn  ; 
Its  guard  unfafe,  its  lock  an  ill  one, 
"Where  accident  might  fire  and  kill  one. 

In  fhort,  difgufted  out  of  meafure. 
Through  ranch  contempt,  and  flender  picafure. 
His  fenls  of  dignity  returns  ; 
His  native  pride  his  bofom  burns  ; 
He  feeks  refpedl — but  how  to  gain  it  ? 
W:t,  focial  mirth,  could  ne'er  obtain  it: 


Bo'ijlertus  mirth. 


And  iaughter,  wiiere  it  reigns  unchect'dP, 
Difcards  and  diffi pates  refpect. 
The  man  who  bravely  bows,  enjoys  it ; 
But  (baking  hands,  at  once,  deftroys  it. 
Precarious  plant,  which,  frefli  and  gay. 
Shrinks  at  the  touch,  and  fades  away  ! 

Come  then,  referve  1  yet  from  thy  train 
Banilh  contempt,  and  curll  difidain. 
Teach  me,  he  cry'd,  thy  magic  art. 
To  acfl  the  decent  didant  part : 
To  hu/band  well  my  complaifance. 
Nor  let  ev'n  wit  too  far  advance  ; 
But  choofe  calm  reafon  for  my  theme. 
In  thefe  her  royal  realms  fupreme ; 
And  o'er  her  charms,  with  caution  lliown. 
Be  ftill  a  graceful  umbrage  thrown  ; 
And  each  abrupter  period  crown'd. 
With  nods,  and  winks,  and  fmlles  profound. 
Till,  refcuedfrom  the  crowd  beneath, 
No  more  with  pain  to  move  or  brea,the, 
I  rife  with  head  elate,,  to  fhare 
Salubrious  draughts  of  purer  air. 
Refpetfl  is  won  by  grave  pretence 
And  filence,  furer  ev'n  than  fenfe-— 

'Tis  hence  the  facred  grandeur  fprings 
Of  Eaft:ern---and  of  other  kings. 
Or  whence  this  awe  to  virtue  due, 
While  virtue's  diftant  as  Peru  ? 
The  flieathleis  fword  the  guard  difplays. 
Which  round  emits  its  dazzling  rays; 
The  ftately  fort,  the  turrets  tali, 
Portcullis'd  gate,  and  battled  wall, 
Lefs  fcreens  the  body,  than  controuls. 
And  wards  contempt  from  royal  fouls. 

The  crowns  they  wear  but  check  the  eye,. 
Before  it  fondly  pit  Fee  too  nigh  ; 
That  dazzled  crowds  may  be  employ'd 
Arouncl'the  furface  of— the  void. 
O  !  'tis  the  ftatefman's  craft  profound 
To  fcatter  his  amufements  round  1 
To  tempt  us  from  the  confcious  bread. 
Where  fult-ftedg'd  crimes  enjoy  their  neft. 
Nor  awes  us  every  worth  reveal'd 
So  deeply,  as  each  vice  conceal'd. 

The  lordly  log,  difpatch'd  of  yore, 
That  the  frog  people  might  adore. 
With  guards  to  keep  them  at  a  diftance. 
Had  reign'd,  nor  wanted  wit's  affiftance  ; 
Nay— had  addrefles  from  his  nation, 
In  praife  of  log-adminiltration. 

PART  in. 


The  buoyant  fires  of  youth  were  o'er. 
And  fame  and  finery  pleas'd  no  more  j 
Produdtive  of  that  general  ftare, 
W^hich  cool  refledtion  ill  can  bear  ! 
And,  crowds  commencing  mere  vexation, 
Retirement  fent  its  invitation. 

Romantic  fcenes  of  pendent  hills, 
And  verdant  vales,  and  falling  rills. 
And  mofly  banks,  the.  fields  adorn. 
Where  Damon,  fimple  fwain,  was  born. 

The  Dryads  rear'd  a  fliady  grove  ; 
Where  fuch  as  think,  and  fuch  as  love. 
May  fafely  figh  their  fummer's  day  : 
Or  mu.'e  their  filent  hours  a,way. 
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The  Oreads  lik'tl  the  climate  wtll ; 
And  taught  the  level  plain  to  Ivvell 
In  verdant  mounds,  fiom  whence  the  eye 
M-ight  all  their  larger  works  dcfcry. 

The  Naiads  pour'd  their  urns  around, 
From  nodding  rocks  o'er  vaks  profound. 
They  form'd  their  dreams  to  pleafe  the  view, 
And  bade  them  wind,  as  ferpents  do  : 
And  having  fliown  them  where  to  ftray, 
Threw  little  pebbles  in  their  way. 

Thefe  Fancy,  all-fagacious  maid. 
Had  at  their  feveral  talks  fiirvey'd  : 
She  faw  and  fmil'd  ;  and  oft  would  lead 
Our  Damon's  foot  o'er  hill  and  mead; 
There,  with  defcriptive  ^nger,  trace 
The  genuine  beauties  of  the  place  ; 
And  when  flie  all  its  charms  had  (hown, 
Prefcribe  improvements  of  her  own. 

''  See  yonder  liill,  fo  green,  fo  round. 
Its  brov/  with  ambient  beeches  crown'd  1 
'  J'would  well  become  thy  gentle  care 
To  raife  a  dome  to  Venus  there  : 
Pleas'd  would  the  nymphs  thy  z^eal  furvey  ; 
And  Venus,  in  their  arms,  repay. 
*Tv.'as  fuch  a  (hade,  and  luch  a  nook. 
In  fuch  a  vale,  near  fuch  a  brook; 
From  fuch  a  rocky  fragment  fpringing  ; 
That  fam'd  Apollo  chofi.%  to  fing  in. 
There  let  an  altar  v^'rought  with  art 
Engage  thy  tu^ieful  patron's  heart. 
How  charming  there  to  raufe  and  warble 
Beneath  his  bull  of  breathing  marble  1 
With  laurel  wreath  and  mimic  lyre. 
That  crown  a  poet's  vaft  delire. 
Then,  near  it,  fcoop  the  vaulted  cell 
Where  mufic''s  *  charming  maids  may  dwell; 
Prone  to  indulge  thy  tender  paflion. 
And  make  thee  many  an  affignation. 
Deep  in  the  grove's  obfcure  retreat 
Be  plac'd  Minerva's  facred  feat ; 
There  let  her  awful  turrets  rife, 
<(For  wifdom  flies  from  vulgar  eyes:) 
There  her  calm  dictates  flialt  thou  hear 
'Diftindlly  flrike  thy  liftening  ear: 
And  who  v^ould  fimn  the  pleafing  labour, 
To  have  Minerva  for  his  neighbour  ?" 

In  fhort,  fo  charm'd  each  v.'ild  fuggeftior, 
Its  truth  was  little  call'd  in  quellion: 
AikI  Damon  dreamt  he  faw  the  fawns, 
And  nymphs,  diftinclly,  fkim  the  lawns; 
Now  trac'd  amid  the  trees,  and  then 
Loft  in  the  circjing  fliades  again. 
With  Iper  oblique  their  lover  viewing-— 
And  Cupid— panting— and  purfuing— 
Fancy,  enchanting  fair,  he  cry'd. 
Be  thou  my  goddefs  1  thou  my  guide  1 
For  thy  bright  vifions  I  defpife 
What  foes  may  think,  or  friends  advife. 
The  feign'd  concern,  when  folks  furvey 
2ixi)ence,  time,  ftudy,  caft  away  ; 
1  he  real  ipleen,  wiih  which  they  fee  : 
I  pleafe  myfelf,  and  follow  thee. 

Thus  glow'd  his  breail  by  fancy  warm'd  : 
/^nd  thus  the  fairy  landfcape  charni'd. 


*  The  MuS.s, 


But  moft  he  hop'd  his  conflant  care  ; 
Might  w  in  the  favour  of  the  fair  ; 
And,  wandering  late  through  yonder  glade, 
He  thus  the  foft  deiign  betray'd. 

"  Ye  doves !  for  whom  I  rear'd  the  grove, 
With  racking  laysfalute  my  love  '. 
My  Delia  with  your  notes  detain, 
Or  I  have  re;u:'d  the  grove  in  vain  '. 
Ye  flowers '.  •which  early  fpring  fupplies, 
Difplay  at  once  your  brighteft  dyes  ! 
That  flie  your  opening  charms  may  fee  ; 
Or  what  were  elf.?  your  charms  to  me  ? 
Kind  zephyr  !  brufli  each  fragrant  flower, 
And  fljed  its  odours  round  my  bower; 
Or  ne'er  again,  O  gentle  wind  I 
Shall  I,  in  thee,  refrcfliment  find. 
Y'c  flrcams,  if  e'er  your  banks  I  lov'd, 
If  e'er  your  native  founds  improv'd, 
May  each  foft  murmur  Iboth  my  fair; 
Or,  oh,  'rwill  deepen  my  defpair  \ 
Be  fure,  ye  willows !  you  be  feen 
Ariny'd  in  livelieft  robes  of  green  ; 
Or  1  wil)  tear  your  flighted  boughs. 
And  let  them  fide  around  my  brows. 
And  thou  my  grot !  whofe  lonely  bounds 
The  melancholy  pine  furrounds ! 
May  flie  admire  thy  peaceful  gloom. 
Or  thou  fiialt  prove  her  lover^s  tomb." 

And  now  the  lofty  domes  were  rear'd  ; 
Loud  laugh'd  the  'fquares,  the  rabble  ftarM. 

"  See,  neighbours,  what  our  Damon's  doing  ! 
J  think  fome  folks  are  fond  of  ruin ! 
I  faw  his  flieep  at  random  ftray — 
But  he  has  thrown  his  crook  away — 
And  builds  fuch  huts,  as  in  foul  weather. 
Are  fit  for  flieep  nor  Ihepherd  neither." 
Whence  came  the  fober  fwain  raifled  ? 
Why,  Phoebus  put  it  in  his  head. 
Phoebus  befriends  him,  we  are  told  ; 
And  fhoebus  coins  bright  tons  of  gold. 
' Twere  prudent  not  to  be  fo  vain  on't, 
I  think  he'll  never  touch  a  grain  on't. 
And  if,  from  PhcEbus,  and  his  mufe, 
Mere  earthly  lazinefs  enfues ;  .  * 

'  ris  plain,  for  aught  that  I  can  fay, 
The  devil  infpires,  as  well  as  they. 
So  they-— while  fools  of  grofler  kind, 
Lefs  weeting  what  our  bard  defign'd, 
Impute  his  fchemes  to  real  evil ; 

That  in  thefe  haunts  be  met  the  devil. 

He  own'd,  though  their  advice  was  vain. 
It  fuited  wights  who  trod  the  plain  : 
For  dulnefs— though  be  might  abhor  it — 

In  them  he  made  allowance  for  it. 

Nor  wonder'd,  if,  beholding  mottos, 

And  urns,  and  domes,  and  cells,  and  grottos, 

Folks,  little  dreaming  of  the  mufes. 

Were  plagu'd  to  guefs  their  proper  ufes.     • 
But  did  the  mufes  haunt  his  cell  ? 

Or  m  his  dome  did  Venus  dwell? 

Did  Pallas  in  his  counfels  fliare  ? 

The  Belian  god  reward  his  prayer  ? 

Or  did  his  zeal  engage  the  fair  ? 

When  all  the  ftruflurcs  flione  complete  ; 

Not  much  convenient,  wondrous  neat ; 

Adorn'd  with  gilding,  painting,  planting. 

And  the  fair  guefts  alone  were  wanting ; 
Sfi:j 
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Ah,  me  I  ('twas  Damon's  own  conftirion) 
Came  poverty  and  took  pofleflion. 

PART     IV. 

Witt  cjroops  my  Damon,  whilrt  he  roves 
Through  ornamented  meads  and  groves  I 
Near  columns,  obelifks,  and  fpires, 
"Which  eveiy  critic  eye  admires? 
'Tis  poverty,  detefted  maid, 
Sole  tenant  of  their  ample  fliade  ! 
Tis  flie,  that  robi  him  of  hiseafe  ; 
And  bids  their  very  charms  difpleafe. 
But  now,  by  fancy  lung  controlled. 
And  with  the  funs  of  tafte  enroll'd. 
He  deem'd  it  (hameful  to  commence 
Firft  niinifter  to  common  fenfe  : 
Far  more  elated,  topurfue 
The  lowed  tafk  of  dear  vertii. 

And  now  behold  his  lofty  foul. 
That  whilom  flew  from  pole  to  pole, 
Settle  on  fome  elaborate  flower  ; 
And,  like  a  bee,  the  fwcets  devour  ! 
Now,  of  a  rofe  enamour'd,  prove 
The  wild  iolicitudes  of  love  I 
Now,  in  a  lilly's  cup  enHirin'd. 
Forego  the  commerce  of  mankind  '. 

As  in  thefe  toils  he  wore  away 
The  calm  remainder  of  his  day  ; 
Condudling  fun,  and  fliade,  and  fhower. 
As  mod  m:ght  glad  the  new-born  flower, 
So  fate  ordain'd  before  his  eye — 
Starts  up  the  long-fought  butterfly  ! 
While,  fluttering  round,  her  plumes  unfold 
Celeftial  crimfon,  dropt  with  gold. 
Adieu,  ye  bands  of  flowrets  fair  ! 
The  living  beauty  claims  his  care. 
For  this  he  firips— nor  bolt,  nor  chain, 
Could  Damon's  warm  purluit  reftrain.' 

See  him  o'er  hill,  ri-orafs,  or  mound. 
Where'er  the  fpeckled  game  is  found, 
Though  bent  with  age,  with  zeal  puifue  ; 
And  totter  towards  the  prey  in  view. 

Nor^ock,  nor  Itream,  his  fteps  retard, 
Intent  upon  the  bleft  reward  I 
One  vallai  fly  repays  the  chafe  1 
A  vring,  a  film,  reward  the  race  ! 
llewards  him,  though  difeafe  attend, 
And  in  II  fatal  furfeit  end. 
So  fierce  Camilla  (kinim'd  the  plain, 
Smit  with  the  pui-ple's  pleaCng  ftain. 
She  eyM  intent  the  glittering  ftranger, 
And  knew,  alas  !  nor  fear,  nor  danger; 
Till  deep  within  her  panting  heart, 
Malicious  fate  impell'd  the  dart  1 

How  lludious  he  what  favourite  food 
Regales  dame  nature's  tiny  brood  ? 
W'hat  junkets  fat  the  filmy  people  '. 
And  what  liqueurs  they  chcofe  to  tipple  I 

Behold  h'm,  at  fome  crife,  prefcribe. 
And  raife  withdrugs  the  fickening  tribe  ! 
Or  haply,  when  their  fpirits  fau'ter, 
Sprinkling  my  Lord  of  Cloyne's  tar- water. 
•     When  nature's  brood  of  infecfi.s  dies, 
See  hovv  he  pimps  for  amorous  flies  1 
See  him  the  ti.aiely  fuccour  lend  her, 
.And  help  the  wantons  to  engender  '.  ■ 


Or  fee  him  guard  their  pregnant  hour ; 
Exert  his  foft  obftetric  power  : 
And,  lending  each  his  lenient  hand, 
With  new-born  grubs  enrich  the  land  1 

'  O  Wilks  I  what  poet's  loftieft  lays 
Can  match  thy  labours,  and  thy  praife  ? 
Immortal  fage  !  by  fate  decreed 
To  guard  the  moth's  illnftrious  breed  ; 
Till  fluttering  fwarms  on  fwarms  arife. 
And  ail  our  wardrobes  teem  with  flies ! 

And  muft  we  praife  this  tafte  for  toys ; 
Admire  it  then  in  girls  and  boys. 
Ye  youths  of  fifteen  years,  or  more, 
Refign  your  moths— the  feafon'so'er. 
'fis  time  more  focial  joys  to- prove  ; 
'Twere  now  your  nobler  tafk--to  love. 
Let  *  *  *  *'s  eyes  more  deeply  warm  ; 
Nor,  flighting  nature's  fairelt  form, 
The  bias  of  your  fouls  determine 
Towards  the  mean  love  of  nature's  vermin. 

But,  ah  I   how  wondrous  few  havekiiowr-j 
To  give  each  ftage  of  life  its  own  I 

'Tis  the  pretexta's  utraoft  bound, 
With  radiant  purple  edg'd  around. 
To  pleafe  the  child  ;  whofe  glowing  dyes 
icn  long  delight  maturer  eyes  : 
-And  few,  but  with  regret,  aiTume 
The  plain-wrought  labours  of  the  loom. 
Ah  :  let  not  me  my  fancy  fleer, 
'>V  hen  life's  autumnal  ciouds  appear ; 
Not  ev'n  in  learning's  long  delays' 
Confume  my  faireftrfruitlefs  days: 
Like  him,  who  fliould  in  armour  fpend 
The  fums  that  armour  fliould  defend. 

A  while,  in  pleafure's  myrtle  bower. 
We  fliare  her  fmiles,  and  blefs  her  power  : 
But  find  at  lafl,  we  vainly  fl rive 
lo  fix  the  worft  conquette  alive. 

O  you  1  that  with  afliduous  flame 
Have  Jong  purfued  the  faithlefs  dame  ; 
Forfake  her  foft  abodes  a  while. 
And  dare  her  frown,  and  flight  her  fjpile. 
Nor  fcorn,  whatever  wits  may  fay, 
The  foot-path  road,  the  king's  high -way. 
No  more  the  fcrupulous  charmer  teaze, 
But  feek  the  roofs  of  honefl:  cafe  ; 
The  rival  fair,  no  more  purfued, 
Shall  there  with  forward  pace  intrude  • 
Shall  there  her  every  art  efl'ay, 
To  win  you  to  her  flighted  fway  : 
And  grant  your  fcorn  a  glance  more  fair 
Than  e'er  ihe  gave  your  fondefl:  prayer. 

Eut  would  you  happinefs  purfue  .' 
PartRke  Ijoth  eafe,  and  pleafure  too.'  ' 
Would  you,  through  all  your  days,  difpenfe 
The  joys  of  reafon,  and  of  fenfe  ? . 
Or  give  to  life  the  molt  you  can, 
Let  focial  virtue  ihape  the  plan. 
For  does  not  to  the  virtuous  deed 
A  train  of  pleafing  fweets  fucceed  ? 
Or,  like  the  fweets  of  wild  defire, 
Did  focial  pleafures  ever  tire  ? 


*  Alhtding  to  moths  and  butterflies  delineated 
hy  Benjamin  Wilks,  See  his  very  ex^enfive  ^roi 
po/als. 
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Yet  'midft  the  group  be  fome  preferr'd, 
Be  fome  abhorr'd— -for  Damon  err'd  : 
And  i'uch  there  are — of  fair  addrefs — 
As  'twere  imfocial  to  carefs. 
O  learn  by  reafon's  equal  rule 
To  fhun  the  i)raife  of  knave,  or  fool  I 
Then,  though  you  deem  it  better  ftili 
To  gain  fome  rullic  'fquare's  good  will ; 
And  fouls,  however  mean  or  vile, 
Like  features,  brighten  by  a  fmile  ; 
Yet  reafon  holds  it  for  a  crime, 
The  trivial  breaft  fliould  fliare  thy  time  : 
And  virtue,  with  reluclant  eyes. 
Beholds  this  human  facrificc* '. 

Through  deep  referve,  and  air  ercift', 
Bliflaken  Damon  won  refpedl ; 
But  could  the  fpecial  homage  pafs, 
With  any  creature,  but  an  afs  ? 
If  confcious,  they  who  fear'd  the  fkin. 
Would  fcorn  the  fliiggilli  brute  within. 
What  awe-(iriick  flaves  the  towers  enclofe, 
Where  I'erfian  nionarchs  eat  and  doze  ! 
What  proftrate  reverence  all  agree, 
To  pay  a  prince  they  never  fee  1 
Mere  vafl'als  of  a  royal  throne  I 
The  fophi's  virtues  muft  be  fliown, 
To  make  the  reverence  his  own. 

As  for  Thalia-.-wouldlt  thou  make  her 
Thy  bride  without  a  portion  ?-— take  her, 
She  will  with  duteous  care  attend, 
And  all  thy  duteous  hours  befriend  ; 
Will  fwell  thy  joys,  will  fliare  thy  pain  ; 
With  thee  rejoice,  with  thee  complain  ; 
V/ili  fmooth  thy  pillow,  pleat  thy  bowers  ; 
And  bind  thy  aching  head  with  flowers. 
But  be  this  previous  maxim  known. 
If  thou  canft  feed  on  love  alone  : 
If,  bleft  with  her  thou  canft  fullain 
Contempt,  and  poverty,  and  pain  : 
li  fo-— then  rifle  all  her  graces — 
And  fruitful  be  your  fond  embraces. 

Too  foon,  by  caitiff- fpleeninfpir'd, 
Sage  Damon  to  his  groves  retir'd  : 
The  path  difclaim'd  by  fober  reafon; 
Retirement  claims   a  later  feafon  ; 
Ere  adlive  youth  and  warm  defires 
Have  quite  withdrawn  their  lingering  fires. 
With  tiie  warm  bofom,  ill  agree. 
Or  limpid  ilreara,  or  Ihady  tree. 
Love  lurks  within  the  rofy  bower. 
And  claims  the  fpeculattive  hour; 
Ambition  hnds  his  calm  retreat, 
And  bids  h.is  pulfe  too  fiercely  beat  '. 
Ev'n  focial  friendfhip  duns  his  ear, 
And  cites  him  to  the  public  fphere. 
Does  he  renft  their  genuine  force  ? 
His  temper  takes  fome  froward  courfe  ; 
Till  paflion,  mifdirefled  lighs 
For  weeds,  or  Ihells,  or  grubs,  or  flies  I 

Far  happieft  he,  whofe  early  days 
Spent  in  the  fncial  paths  of  praife. 
Leave,  Aiirly  printed  on  his  mind, 
A  train  of  virtuous  deeds  behind  : 
From  this  rich  fund,  the  memory  draws 
The  larting  meed  of  iell-applaufe. 

Such  fair  ideas  lend  thf.ir  aid 
Tc  per.ple  their  feq^uell'er'd  iLddc. 
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Such  are  the  naiads,  nymphs,  and  fauns. 
That  haunt  his  Hoods,  or  cheer  his  lavvns. 
If,  where  his  devious  ramble  ftrays, 
He  virtue's  radiant  form  furvcys; 
She  feems  no  longer  now  to  wear 
The  rigi<l  mien,  the  frown  fevere  * ; 
To  fliow  him  her  remote  abode  ; 
To  point  the  rocky  arduous  road  : 
But  from  each  flower,  his  fields  allow, 
She  twines  a  garland  for  his  brow. 

ECONOMY, 

A  RHAPSODY,  ADDRESSED  TO  YOUNG  POETS. 

"  Infanis ;  omnes  gelidis  qusecunque  lacernis 
"  Sunt  tibi,  Nafones  Virgiliofque  vides."  Mart. 

PART    L 

To  you,  ye  bards !   whofe  lavifla  breafts  requires 

This  monitory  lay,  the  (trains  belong  ; 

Nor  think- fume  mifer  vents  his  fapient  faw,  ■ 

Or  fome  dull  cit,  unfeeling  of  the  charms 

That  tempt  profufion,  fings  ;  while  friendly  zeal. 

To  guard  from  fatal  ills  the  tnbe  he  loves, 

Infpires  the  meaneft  of  the  mufes'  train  1 

Like  you  I  loath  the  grovelling  progen}% 

Whofe  wily  arts,  by  creeping  time  matur'd. 

Advance  them  high  on  power's  tyrannic  throne  : 

To  lord  it  there  in  gorgeous  ufelellnefs. 

And'  fpnrn  fuccefslefs  worth  that  pines  below  '. 

See  the  rich  churl,  amid  the  focial  fons 
Of  wine  and  wit,  regaling  1   hark  he  joins 
In  the  free  jelt  delighted  '.   feems  to  Ihow 
A  meliorat  cd  heart '.  he  laughs  !   he  fings  I 
Songs  of  gay  import,  madrigals  of  glee. 
And  drunken  anthems  fet  a  gape  the  board, 
Like  Demea,  in  the  play.bemgn  and  mild, 
And  pouring  forth  benevolence  of  foul. 
Till  Micio  wonders  :  or,  in  Shakfpeare's  line, 
Obftreperous  filence  ;  drowning  Shallow's  voice, 
And  ftartlLng  Falflaff,  and  his  mad  compeers. 

He  owns  'tis  prudence,  ever  and  anon. 
To  fmooth  his  careful  brow  !  to  let  his  pmfe 
Ope  to  a  fixpence  diameter  1 
He  likes  our  ways ;  he  owns  the  ways  of  wit 
Are  ways  of  pleafaunce,  and  deCerve  regard.    ^ 
True,  we  are  dainty,  good  fociety, 
But  what  art  thou  ?   alas  !  conlider  well. 
Thou  bane  of  I'ocial  pleafure,  know  thyfelf. 
Thy  fell  approach,  like  fome  invafive  damp 
Brcath'd  through  the  pores  of  earth  from  Stygian 

caves, 
Deftroy  the  lamp  of  mirth ;   the  lamp  which  we 
its  flamens  boaft  to  guard  :   we  know  not  how. 
But  at  thy  fight  the  fading  flame  aflumes 
A  ghafily  blue,  and  in  a  llench  expires,         [iky'd 

i'rue,  thou  feem'fl  chang'd  ;  all  fainted,  all  en- 
The  trembling  tears  that  charge  thy  melting  eyes 
Say  thou  art  honeft,  and  of  ger.tle  kind. 
But  ail  is  falfe  !   an  intermitting  figh 
Condemns  each  hour,  each  moment  given  to  fm^iles, 
And  deems  thofe  only  loft,  thou  doft  not  lofe. 
Ev'n  fur  a  demi  groat,  this  open'd  loul, 

*  Alluding  to — the  all''''  ''v  '"«  Cd'cs's  tablet. 
S  f  iiij 
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This  boon  companion,  this  elaftic  bread 

Re  vibrates  quick;  and  fends  the  tunCiTal  tongue' 

To  lavifli  rniific  on  the  rugged  walls 

Of  fome  dark  dungron.     Hence,  thou  caitiff,  fly  I 

Touch  not  ray  glafs,  nor  drain  vr.y  facred  bowlj 

Monfter,  ingrate  .'  beneath  one  common  iky 

Why  flioukllt  thou  breathe  ?  beneath  one  common 

roof  ' 

Thou  ne'er  fhalt  harbour;  nor  my  little  boat 
Receive  a  foul  with  crimes  to  prefsit  down. 
Co  to  thy  bags,  thou  recreant  !  hourly  go, 
And,  gazing  there,  bid  them  be  wit,  be  mirth, 
Be  converfation.     Not  a  face  that  fmiles 
Admit  thy  prefencc  '.  not  a  foiii  that  glows 
With  fecial  purport,  hid  or  ev'n  or  morn 
Inveft  thee  happy  I  but  when  life  declines, 
May  thy  fure  heirs  Hand  tittei  irg  round  thy  bed, 
And,  ufliering.in  their  favourites,  tntrft  thy' locks, 
And  £11  their  lamps  with  gold  ;  till  want  and  care 
With  joy  depart,  and  cry,  •'  We  a(k  no  more." 

Ah  never  never  may  th'  h,->.rmonioii5  mind 
Endure  the  worldly  1  poets,  ever  void 
Of  guile,  diftruftlefs.  fcorn  the  treafar'J  gold. 
And  fpurn  the  mifer,  fpurn  his  deity. 
Balanc'd  with  friendfliip,  in  the  poet's  eve 
The  rival  fcale  of  intereft  kicks  the  beam, 
Than  lightning  fwifter.     From  his  cavern'd  ftore 
The  fordid  foul,  with  felf-appiaufe,  remarks 
The  kind  propenfity  ;  remark?  and  fmiles, 
And  hies  with  impious  hafte  to  fpread  the  fnare. 
Him  v.-e  deride,  and  in  our  comic  fcenes 
Contemn  the  niggard  form  Moliere  has  drawn. 
XVe  loath  with  juftice  ;  but  alas  the  pain 
To  bow  the  knee  before  this  calf  of  gold  ; 
Implore  his  envious  aid,  and  meet  his  frown  ! 
But  'tis  not  Gomez,  'tis  not  he  whole  heart 
Is  crafted  o'er  with  drofs,  whofe  callous  mind 
Is  fenfelefs  as  his  gold,  the  flighted  mufc 
inteufely  loaths.     'Tis  fure  no  equal  talk 
To  pardon  him,  who  laviflies  his  wealth 
On  racer,  fox-hound,  hawk,  or  fpaniel,  all 
But  human  merit ;  who  w>th  gold  eflavs 
AH,  but  the  nobleft  pleafure,  tv  remove 
The  want  of  genius,  and  its  fmiles  en;oy. 

But  you,  ye  titled  youths  '.  whole  riobler  zeal 
Would  burnifh  o'er  your  coronets  with  fame ; 
Who  liften  pleas'd  when  poet  tunes  his  lay  ; 
Pcrrpit  him  not,  in  diftniit  foiitudes. 
To  pine,  to  languifh  out  the  fleeting  hours 
Of  adive  youth  '.  then  virtue  p?.nts  for  piaife 
That  f-rafon  unadorn'r!,  the  carclefs  bard 
Quits  your  worn  thrediold,  and  like  honefl  Gay 
Contemns  the  niggard  boon  ye  time  fo  ill. 
Your  favours  then,  like  trophies  giver,  the  tomb, 
Th'  infranchis'd  fpirit  fearing  not  perceives, 
Or  fcorns  pcrceiv'd;  and  execrates  the  fmile 
Which  bade  his  vigoroius  bloom,  to  treacherous 
hopes 

And  fcrvile  cares  a  prcj-j  expire  in  vain  .' 

Two  lavclefs  powers,  engag-d  by  mutual  hate 
jr.  cndlpfs  -war,  beneath  their  flags  enroll 
The  vaflal  world.     This  avarice  is  nam'd, 
That  luxury;  'tis  true  their  parti;.!  friends 
Afljgn  thpiTi  fofter  names ;  ufurprr-  bo'.h  ; 
TJiat  rnai?by  dint  cf  arms  the  k?al  tiirons 
^)f  jud  economy  ;  yet  both  betrav'd 
By  fraudful  minirtcv:..     The  ri-j'-ard  chi»f  i 
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Liftening  to  want,  all  faithkfj,  and  prepar'd 
To  join  each  moment  in  his  rival's  tram. 
His  conducft  models  by  the  needlefs  fears 
The  flave  infpires ;  while  luxury,  a  chief 
Of  ampleft  faith,  to  plenty's  rule  reG^ns    [founds. 
His   whole    campaign.     'Tis    plenty's   fiattenug 
Engrols  his  ear  ;  'tis  plenty's  fmiling  form 
Moves  ftill  before  his  eyes.  Difcretion  flrives, 
But  ftrivcs  in  vain,  to  banifli  from  the  throne' 
The  perjurd  minion.     He,  fecure  of  trult. 
With  latent  malice  to  the  hoftile  camp         [veys 
Day,  night,  and  hour,  his  monarch's  wealth  con- 

Ye  towering  minds !  ye  fublimated  fouls  ! 
Who,  carelefs  of  your  fortunes,  feal  and  fiTn, 
Set,  let,  contraft,  acquit,  with  eafier  mien" 
Than  fops  take  fnuff :   whofe  economic  care 
Your  green-filk  purfe  engroffes  I  cafy,  pleas'd. 
To  fee  gold  fparkle  through  the  fubt'le  folds; 
Lovtly,  as  when  th'  Hefperian  fruitage  finil'd 
Amid  the  verdurous  grove  :  who  fondly  hope 
Spontaneous  harvefts  !  harvefls  all  the  year  : 
Who  fcatter  wealth,  as  though  the  radiant  crop 
Glitter'd  on  every  bough ;  and  every  bough 
Like  that  the  Trojan  gather'd,  once  avui:.'d 
Were  by  a  fpiendid  fucceflbr  fupply'd 
Inllant,  fpontaneous!  liften  to  mylars. 
For  'tis  not  fouls,  whate'er  proverbial  phrafe 
Have  long  decreed,  that  quit  with  greatelt  eafe 
The  treafur'J  gold.     Of  words  indeed  profufe. 
Of  gold  tenacious,  their  torpefcent  foul 
Clenches  their  coin,  and  what  eledlral  fire 
Shall  folve  the  frofty  gripe,  and  bid  it  flow  ? 
'Tis  genius,  fancy,  that  to  wild  expence 
Of  health:  oftreafurel  ftimplates  the  foul : 
Thefe,  with  officious  care,  and  fata!  arr, 
Improve  the  vinous  flavour  ;thei'e  the  fmile 
Of  CIoc  faficn;  thefe  the  glare  of  drcfs 
Illume  :  the  glittering  chariot  gild  anew. 
And  add  flrange  wifdom  to  the  furs  of  power, 

Alas  :  that  he,  amid  the  race  of  men, 
That  he,  who  thinks  of  pureft  gold  with  fcorn 
Should  with  unfated  appetite  demand,  ' 

And  vainly  court  the  pleafure  it  procures ! 
When  fancy's  vivid  fpark  impels  the  foul 
To  fcorn  quotidian  fcenes,  to  fpurn  the  biifs 
Of  vulgar  minds,  what  noltrum  fliall  compofe 
Its  fatal  tenlion  r  in  what  lonely  vale 
Of  balmy  medicine's  various  field,  afpires 
fl.e  bleft  refrigerant  ?  Vain,  ah  vain  the  hope 
Of  future  peace,  this  orgafm  uncontroU'd  ! 
Imp.itient,  hence,  of  ail  the  frugal  mind 
Requires ;  to  eat,  to  drink,  to  lleep,  to  fill 
A  cheft  with  gold,  the  fprightly  bread  demands 
Incellant  rapture ;  life,  a  tedious  load 
Deny'd  its  continuity  of  joy. 
-But  whence  obtain  ?  philofophy  requires 
No  lavilh  tod ;  to  crown  its  utmoft  prayer 
Suffice  the  root-built  cell,  the  Ample  fleece, 
The  juicy  viand,  and  the  cryftal-ftream. 
Ev'n  mild  flupidify  rewards  her  train 
With  cheap  contentment,     Tafte  alone  requircs^ 
Entire  profufion  !  Days,  and  nights,  and  hours,  ' 
Thy  voice,  hydropic  fancy  !  cafis  aloud 
For  codly  draughts,  inundant  bowls  of  joy. 
Rivers  of  rich  regalement  I  fcas  of  blifs  '. 
Seas  witliout  fiiore  !   infinity  of  fwtets  I 
And  yet,  iin;.:'iyiag«  rcafon  join  her  hand 
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In  pisafi'.rc's  purcr.afe,  pleafure  is  unfure  : 
And  yet,  imlefs  economy's  confent 
Legitimate  expence,  feme  gracelefs  mark. 
Some  fyinptom  ill-conccalM,  fliail,  foon  or  late, 
Burft  like  a  pimple  from  the  vicious  tide 
Of  acid  blood,  proclaiming  want's  difeafe, 
Amidft  the  bloom  of  fhow.     The  fcanty  ftream 
Slow-loitering  in  its  channel,  feems  to  vie 
With  Vaga's  depth  ;  but  lliould  the  fedgy  power 
Vain-glorious  empty  his  penurious  urn 
O'er  the  rough  rock,  how  muft  his  fellow  flreams 
Deride  the  tinklings  of  the  boaftive  rill  '. 
I  not  afpire  to  mark  the  dubious  path 
That  leads  to  wealth,  to  poets  maik'd  in  vain  ! 
.Bin,  ere  Telf. flattery  footh  the  vivid  breaft 
With  dreams  of  fortune  near  ally'd  to  fame, 
Refled:  how  few,  who  charm'd  the  liflening  ear 
.Of  latrap  or  of  king,  her  fmiles  enjoy'd  ! 
Confider  well,  what  meagre  alms  repay'd 
The  great  Maeonian,  fire  of  tuneful  fong. 
And  "prototype  of  all  that  foar'd  fublime, 
And  left  dull  cares  below  ;  what  griefs  impell'd 
The  modeft  bard  of  learn'd  Eliza's  reign 
To  fwell  with  tears  his  MuUa's  parent  ftream, 
And  mourn  aloud  the  pang  "  to  ride,  to  run, 
"  To  fpend,  to  give,  to  want,  to  be  undone." 
Why  lliould  I  tell  of  Cowley's  penfive  mufe 
Belov'd  in  vain  ?  too  copious  is  my  theme  ! 
Which  of  your  boafted  race  might  hope  reward 
Like  loyal  Butler,  when  the  liberal  Charles, 
The  judge  of  wit,  periis'd  the  fprightly  page, 
Triumphant  o'er  his  foes  ?  Believe  not  hope, 
The  poet's  parafite  ;  but  learn  alone 
To  fpaie  the  fcanty  boon  the  fates  decree. 
Poet  and  rich  '.  tis  folecifm  extreme  1 
'Tis  heighten'd  rontradidlion  !  in  his  frame, 
In  every  nerve  and  fibre  of  his  fcnl, 
The  latent  feeds  and  principles  of  want 
Kas  nature  wove  ;  and  fate  contirm'd  the  clue. 

Nor  yet  defpair  to  fhun  the  ruder  gripe 
Of  penury  ;  with  nice  precifion  learn 
A  dollar's  value.     Foremoft  in  the  page 
That  marks  th'  expence  of  each  revolving  year, 
Place  inattention.     When  the  luft  of  praile, 
Or  honour's  falfe  idea,  tempts  thy  foul 
To  flight  frugality,  allure  thine  heart 
That  danger'^s  near.     This  perilhable  coin 
Is  no  vain  ore.     It  is  thy  liberty, 
It  fetters  mifers,  but  it  muft  alone 
tnfranchife  thee.    The  world,  the  cit-Iike  world, 
Bids  thee  beware  ;  thy  little  craft  elTay  ; 
Nor,  piddling  with  a  tea-fpoon's  llender  form. 
See  v.'ith  foup-ladles  devils  gormandize. 

Economy  !  thou  good  old  aunt  I  whofe  mien 
Furrow'd  with  age  and  care  the  wife  adore. 
The  wits  contemn  !  referving  ftill  thy  ftores 
To  cheer  thy  friends  at  laft  1  why  with  the  cit, 
Or  booklefs  churl,  with  each  ignoble  name, 
Each  earthly  nature,  deign'ft  thou  to  refule  ? 
And,  Ihunning  all  who  by  thy  favours  crown'd 
Might  glad  the  world,  to  feek  fome  vulgar  mind 
Infpiring  pride,  and  felfifli  fnapes  of  ill  ? 

Why  with  the  old,  infirm,  and  impotent, 
And  childlefs,  love  to  dwell ;  yet  leave  the  bread 
Of  youth,  unwarn'd,  unguided,  uninform'd  ? 
Of  youth,  to  whom  thy  monitory  voice 
jVh'-re  doubly  kind  J*  for  fure  to  y»uthfiil  eyes 


(How  Ihort  foe'er  it  prove)  the  road  of  life 
Appears  protraded  ;  fair  on  either  fide 
The  loves,  the  graces  play,  on  fortune's  child 
Profufely  fmiling  ;  well  might  you  effay 
The  frugal  plan,  the  lucrative  employ. 
Source  of  their  favour  all  the  live-long  day. 
But  fate  aflents  not.     Age  alone  coutra£ls 
His  meagre  palm,  to  clench  the  tempting  bane 
Of  all  his  peace,  the  glittering  feeds  of  care  ! 

O  that  the  mufe's  voice  might  pierce  the  ear 
Of  generous  youth  I   for  youth  deferves  her  fong. 
Youth  is  fair  virtue's  feafon,  virtue  then 
Requires  the  pruner's  hand  ;  the  lequent  ftage. 
It  barely  vegetates :  nor  long  the  fpace 
Ere  robb'd  of  warmth  its  and  trunk  difplay 
Fell  winter's  total  reign.     O  lovely  fource 
Of  generous  foibles,  youth  :   when  opening  minij? 
Are  honeft  as  the  light,  lucid  as  air, 
As  foftering  breezes  kind,  as  linnets  gay. 
Tender  as  buds,  and  laviOi  as  the  fpring  ! 
Yet,  haplefs  ftate  of  man  1  hisearlieft  youth 
Cozens  itfelf ;  his  age  defrauds  mankind. 

Nor  deem  it  ftrange  that  rolling  years  abrade 
The  locial  bias.     Life's  extenfive  page 
What  does  it  but  unfold  repeated  proofs 
Of  gold's  omnipotence  ?  With  patriots  friends. 
Sickening  beneath  its  ray,  enervate  fome. 
And  others  dead,  whofe  putrid  name  exhales 
A  noifome  fcent,  the  bulky  volume  teems. 
With    kinfmen,    brothers,   fons,   moiftening   thp 

fliroud, 
Or  honouring  the  grave,  with  fpecious  grief 
Of  fliort  duration;  foon  in  fortune's  beams 
Alert,  and  wondering  at  the  tears  they  flied. 
But  who  iliall  fave  by  tame  profaic  ftrain 
That  glowing  breaft,  where  wit  with  youth  con- 
To  fweeten  luxury  ?  The  fearful  mufe  [fpire» 
Shall  yet  proceed,  though  by  the  fainteft  gleatu 
Of  hope  infpir'd,  to  warn  the  train  flie  loves. 

PART   XL 

In  fome  dark  feafon,  when  the  mifty  fliower 
Obfcures  the  fun,  and  faddens  all  thefky; 
When  linnets  drop  the  wing,  nor  grove  nor  dream 
Invites  thee  forth,  to  fport  thy  drooping  mufe  ; 
Seize  the  dull  hour,  nor  with  regret  aflign 
To  worldly  prudence.     She  nor  nice  nor  coy 
Accepts  the  tribute  of  a  joylefs  day  ;  [cede, 

She  fmiles  well-plcas'd,  when  wit  and  mirth  re- 
And  not  a  grace,  and  not  a  mufe  will  hear. 
Then,  from  majeftic  Maro's  awful  ftrain. 
Or  towering  Homer,  let  thine  eye  defcend     , 
To  trace,  with  patient  induftry,  the  page 
Of  income  and  expence.     And  oh  I  beware 
Thy  breaft,  felf-fiattering,  place  no  courtly  fmile, 
No  golden  promife  of  your  faithlefs  mufe,         ^ 
Nor  latent  mine  which  fortune's  hand  may  Ihow, 
Amid  thy  folid  ftore.     The  fyren's  fong 
Wrecks  not  the  liftening  failor,  half  fo  lure. 
See  by  what  avenues,  what  devious  paths, 
Tl.e  foot  of  want  detefted,  fteals  along, 
And  bars  each  fatal  pal's.     Some  few  Ihort  hours 
Of  pundual  care,  the  refufe  of  thy  year 
On  frugal  fchemes  employ'd,  Ihall  give  the  mufe 
To  ling  intrepid  many  a  cheerful  day. 
But  if  too  foon  before  the  tepid  gales 
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Thy  refolutioTi  melt;  and  ardent  vows, 
In  wary  hours  preferr'd,  or  d;e  Ibigot, 
Or  feem'd  the  forc'd  tiicA  oi  hazy  ikies ; 
Then,  ere  furprile,  by  whofe  impetuous  rage 
The  malTy  fort,  with  which  thy  gentler  breaft 
1  not  compare,  is  won,  the  fong  proceeds. 
Know  too  by  nature's  undiminilh'd  law 
Throughout  her  realms  obey'd,  the  various  parts 
Of  deep  creation,  atoms,  fyftems,  all  I 
Attradl  and  are  attrafted  ;  nor  prevails  the  law 
Alone  in  matter  ;  foul  alike  with  foul 
Afpires  to  join  ;  nor  yet  in  fouls  alone, 
In  each  idea  it  imbibes,  is  found 
The  kind  propenfity.     And  when  they  meet. 
And  grow  familiar,  various  though  their  tribe. 
Their  tempers  various,  vow  perpetual  faith  : 
That,  fliould    the  world's  disjointed  frame   once 
To  chaos  yield  the  fway,  amid  the  wreck      [move 
1'heir  union  Ihould  fiirvive ;  with  Roman  warmth, 
By  facred  hofpitable  laws  endear'd. 
Should  each  idea  recollect  its  friend. 

Here  then  we  fix;  on  this  perennial  bafe 
Zredl  thy  fafety,  and  defy  the  ftorm. 
Let  foft  profufion's  fair  idea  join 
Her  hand  with  poverty  j  nor  here  dcfift, 
TuL  o'er  the  group  that  forms  their  various  train 
Thou  fmg  loud  hymer.eals.     Let  the  pride 
Of  outward  fhow  in  lading  leagues  combine 
With  Hiame  thread-bare  ;  th^  giiy  vermilion  face 
Of  rafh  intemperance,  be  difciectly  pair'd 
"With  fahow  hunger:  the  licemiou>  joy. 
With  mean  dependance  ;  ev'n  the  dear  delight 
Of  fculpture,  paint,  intaglios,  books  and  coins. 
Thy  breaft,  fagacious  prudence  !  fliall  coniieA 
With  filvh  and  beggary  ;  nor  difdain  to  link 
With  black  infolvency.      Thy  foul  alarm'd 
.Shall  ftun  the  fyren's  voice  ;  nor  boldly  dare 
To  bid  the  folt  enchantrefs  Ihare  thy  breait, 
With  fuch  a  train  of  horrid  fiends  conjoin'd. 

Nor  think,  ye  fordid  race  1  ye  grovelling  minds ! 
I  frame  the  long  for  you  I  for  you,  the  mule 
Could  other  rules  impart  ;  the  friendly  ftrain. 
For  gentler  bloffbmsplann'd,  to  yours  would  prove 
The  juice  of  lurid  aconite,  exceed 
"VVhatever  Colchos  bore  ;  and  in  your  breaft 
Compaffion,  love,  and  frienfliip,  ail  deltroy  : 

It  greatly  fliall  avail,  if  e'er  thy  ftores 
Increafe  apace,  by  periodic  days 
Of  annual  payment,  or  thy  patron's  boon, 
The  lean  reward  of  grofs  unbouuded  praife  '. 
It  much  avails,  to  fejze  the  prefent  hour, 
And,  undeliberating,  call  around 
Thy  hungry  credito'rs ;  their  horrid  rage 
When  once  ajipeas'd,  the  fmall  remaining  ftore 
Shall  rife  in  weight  tenfold,  in  lultre  nfe, 
As  gold  improv'dby  many  a  fierce  a  flay.' 
' lis  thus  the  frugal  hufoandman  diiects 
His  narrow  ftream,  if, o'er  its  wonted  banks 
By  fudden  rams  impell'd,  it  prouuiy  (well ; 
His  timely  hand  through  better  tracts  conveys 
.The  quick  decreafing  tide  ;  ere  borne  along" 
Or  thiough  the  wild  morals,  or  cuitur'd  fiefds, 
Or  Vdadeci  grafs  mature,  or  barren  lands, 
It  flow  delli  active,  or  it  flow  in  vain  : 
But  happieft  he  who  fandifies  expence 
liy  preient  pay  '.  who  fubjects  not  hia  fame 
To  iradeft^cns  vwlets,  nor  bequeaths -his  name 


His  honour'd  name,  to  deck  the  vulgar  pace 
Of  bale  mechanic,  fordid,  unfincere  :  , 

There  haply,  while  thy  mufe  fubiimely  foars 
Beyond  this  earthly  fphere,  in  heaven's  abodes 
And  dreams  of  neelar  and  ambrolial  fweets 
1  hy  growing  debt  Heals  unregarded  o'er 
The  pundnal  record  ;  till  nor  Fhcebus  felf, 
Nor  lage  Mineiva\s  art  can  aoght  avail 
To  looth  the  ruthlefs  dun's  detefted  rao-^. 
Frantic  and  fell,  wuh  many  a  curfe  profane 
He  loads  the  gentle  mufe  ;  then  hurls  thee  down 
lowant,  remorle,  captivity,  and  fliame. 

Each  public  place,  the  glittering  haunts  of  men, 
\V  ith  horror  fly.      V^hy  loner  near  thy  bane  ?— 
Why  fondly  linger  on  a  hollile  ftiore, 
Dilarm'd,  defencelefs  ?  why  require  to  tread' 
Ihe  precipice  ?  or  why  alas  to  breathe 
A  moment's  fpace,  where  every  breeze  is  death 
Death  to  thy  luiure  peace  !  Away,  colka 
Thy  dilhpated  mind  ;  contrad:  thy  train 
Of  wild  ideas  o'er  the  flovi-ery  fields 
Or  Ihow  diffus'd,  and  fpeed  to  fafer  climes. 
Economy  prefents  her  glafs,  accept 
The  faitiihil  minor  :  powerful  to  difclofe 
A  thoufand  forms,  unfeen  by  carelefs  eyes 
That  plot  thy  fate.     Temptation,  in  a  robe 
,  Of  lynaii  dye,  with  every  iweet  perfum'd 
Beietsthy  fenfe;  extortion  follows  clofe 
Her  wanton  ftep,  and  ruin  brings  the  rear 
Ihefe  and  the  reft  fl.all  her  myderious  glafs 
Embody  to  thy  view  ;  like  Venus  kind 
VVhen  to  her  labouring  fon,ihe  vengeful  powers 
That  urg'd  the  fall  of  Ilium,  fl,e  difplay'd. 
He,  not  imprudent,  at  the  fight  decliu'd  ' 
rhe  unequal  con.licl,  and  decreed  to  raife 
Ihe  Irojan  welfare  on  fome  happier  Ihore. 
For  here  to  drain  thy  fwelling  purfe  await 
A  thoufand  arts,  a  thoufand  frauds  attend, 
"  The  cloud-wrought  canes,  the  gorgeous  fnuff. 

bo.xes 
'•   The  twinkling  jewels,  and  the  gold  etwee, 
With  ail  us  bright  inhabitants,  fhall  wafte 
Its  melting  ftores,  and  in  the  dreary  void 
"  Leave  not  a  doit  behind."     Ere  yet  exhauft 
Itsflimfy  folds  offend  thy  penfive  eye. 
Away  :  emboiom'd  .deep  in  dillant  HiLdes, 
Nor  feen  nor  feeing,  thou  mayft  vent  thy  fcorn 
Of  lace,  embroidery,  purple,  gems,  and  gold  ! 
There  of  thefarded  fop,  and  efTenc'd  beau, 
Ferocious  with  a  ftoic's  frown  difclofe 
Thy  manly  fcorn,  averfe  to  tmfel  pomp; 
And  fluent  thine  harangue.     But  can  thy  foul 
Deny  thy  lim.bs  the  radiant  grace  ofdrefs, 
VVhere  drefsis  merit !  where  thy  graver  friend 
Shall  wifli  thee  burnifh'd  !  where  the  fprightly 
Demand  embellifliment :  e*'n  Deha's  eye,      [fair 
As  in  a  garden,  roves,  of  hues  alone 
Inquirenr,  curious  }  Fly  the  cutft  domain  j 
Thefe  are  the  realms  of  luxury  and  fliow  ; 
No  claffic  foil  :   away  !   the  bloomy  fprinn-' 
Attr?/ls  thee  hence;  the  u  aning  aurumii* warns- 
Fly  to  thy  native  ftiades,  and  dread  ev'n  there,    ' 
Left  bufy  fancy  tempt  thy  narrow  ftate 
Beyond  its  bounds.    Obicrve  Florelio's  mien. 
■Wny  treads  my  friend  with  melancholy  flop 
That  beauteous  lawn  ?  why  penfivc  ftrays  his  eye 
O'er  ftatues,  grottoes,  uras,  by  critic  art 
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Proportion'd  fair?  crfrom  his  lofty  dome, 
Bright  glittering  through  the  giove,  returns  his 
Uupieas'd,  difcoiUolate  ?  And  ii  it  love,  [eye 

bif'altrous  love,  that  rubs  the  finilh'd  I'cenes 
Oi  all  thsir  beauty  ?  ceiueuiig  ail  in  her 
His  loul  adores  ?  or  from  a  blacker  caiue 
Springs  this  remortal  gloom  ?  is  confcious  guilt 
Ihe  latent  fource  of  more  than  love's  dei'pdir  ? 
It  cannot  be  within  that  poUlli'd  breaft 
Where  fciencc  dwells,  that  guilt  Ihould  harbour 
Mo!  'tis  the  i'ad  fiirvey  of  prel'tnc  want,      [there; 
And  pall:  profiifion  '.  loit  to  hiin  the  Iweets 
Of  yon  pavilion,  fraught  with  every  charm 
For  other  eyes  ;  or,  if  remaining,  proofs 
Of  criminal  expence  1  Sweet  interchange 
Of  river,  valley,  mountain,  woods,  and  plains  I 
How  glad'.ome  once  he  rang'd  your  native  turf, 
Your  iimple  fcenes,  how  raptur'd  !   ere  expence 
Pad  lavilii'd  thoufand  ornaments,  and  taught 
Convenience  to  perplex  him,  art  to  pall, 
Pomp  to  Jejeeft,  and  beauty  to  difpleafe. 

Oh  1  for  a  foul  to  all  the  giare  of  wealth. 
To  fortune's  wide  exhauilleis  treafury, 
Nobly  iiiperior  !   but  let  caution  guide 
The  coy  difpofal  of  the  wealth  we  fcorn, 
And  prudence  be  our  aknoner  !  Alas  1 
The  pilgrim  wandering  o'er  fome  dillant  clime. 
Sworn  foe  of  avarice  1   nor  difdair.s  to  learn 
Its  coin's  imputed  worth;   the  deltm'd  means 
To  fmooth  his  paflage  to  the  favuur'd  Ihrine. 
Ah  let  not  us,  who  tread  this  itranger-wurld. 
Let  none  who  fojourn  on  the  realms  of  life, 
Forget  the  land  is  mercenary  ;   nor  walte 
His  fare,  ere  landed  on  uo  venal  lliore. 

Let  never  bard  coni'ult  Palladio's  rules; 
Let  never  bard,  O  Burlington!  furvey 
Thy  learned  art,  in  Cliifwic's  dome  difplay'd  ; 
Dangerous  incentive  '.  nor  with  lingering  eye 
Survey  the  window  Venice  calls  her  own. 
Better  for  him,  with  no  ingrateful  mufs, 
To  fing  a  requiem  to  that  gentle  foul 
Who  plann'd  the  Iky-lighc ;  which  to  lavifh  bards 
Conveys  alone  the  pure  ethereal  ray. 
For  garrets  him,  and  fqu:;lid  walls  await, 
Unlefs,  prefagrful,  from  this  friendly  drain. 
He  glean  advice,  and  Uiun  the  fcribbler's  doom. 

PART  III. 

Yet  once  again,  and  to  thy  doubtful  fate 

The  trembling  mule  conhgns  thee.  Ere  contempt,' 

Or  want's  empoifon'd  arrow,  ridicule, 

Transfix  thy  weak  unguarded  breaft,  behold  ! 

The  poet's  roofs,  the  carelefs  poet's,  his 

Who  fcorns  advice,  Ihall  ciofe  my  ferious  lay. 

When  GniUver,  now  great,  now  little  deem'd, . 
The  play-thing  of  comparifon,  arriv'd 
Where  learned  bofoms  their  aerial  fcheraes 
Projetted,  itudious  ofthepablic  weal; 
'Mid  thefe.one  fubtler  artilt  he  defcry'd, 
Who  cherilh'd  in  his  dufty  tenement 
The  fpider's  web,  injurious,  tofupplant 
Fair  Albion's  fleeces  '.   Never,  nevsr  may 
Our  moiiarchs  on  fuch  fatal  purpofe  fmile 
And  irritate  Minerva's  beggar'd  Tons 
The  Meikiliam  weavers!  Here  in  every  noo!c 
Their  we^ts  they  fpun  ;  here  revel'd  uircpntroul'd, 


And,  like  the  flags  from  WcRminfter's  high  roof 
Dependent,  here  their  fluttering  textures  wav'd. 
Such,  io  adorn'd,  the  cell  I  mean  to  ling  I 
Cell  ever  fquvilid  1   where  the  Ineerful  maid 
Will  not  fatigue  her  hand  '.  broom  never  comes, 
That  comes  to  all !  o'er  whofe  quiefcent  walls 
Arachne's  unmolelled  cars  has  drawn 
Curtains  fubfulk,  and  lave  th'i expence  of  art. 

Survey  thole  walls,  in  fady  texture  clad. 
Where  wandering  fnails  in  many  a  llimy  path. 
Free,  unreitrain'J,  their  various  journeys  crawl ; 
feregrinations,  Itrange,  and  labyrinths 
Confus'd,  inextricable  !  fuch  the  clue 
Of  Cretan  Ariadne  ne'er  explain'd  ! 
Hooks!  angles  1  crooks  I  and  involutions  wild  ! 
Meantime,  thus  filver'd  with  meanders  gay. 
In  mimic  pride  the  i'nail-wrought  tilTuc  lliines. 
Perchance  of  tabby,  or  of  harateen. 
Not  ill  expredive  1  I'uch  the  power  of  fnails. 

Behold  the  chair,  whofe  fraclur'd  feat  infirm 
An  aged  culhion  hides  !  replete  with  dulb 
The  foliag'd  velvet;  plealing  to  the  eye 
Of  great  Eliza's  reign,  but  now  the  fnare 
Of  weary  guelt  that  on  the  fpecious  becl 
Sits  down  confiding.     Ah  !  difaftrous  wight ! 
In  evil  hour  and  rallily  dolt  thou  truft 
The  fraudful  couch  !  for,  though  in  velvet  cas'd, 
'i  hy  fated  thigh  lliall  kifs  the  dully  floor. 
The  traveller  thus,  that  o'er  Hibernian  plains 
Hath  fiiap'd  his  way;  on  bedsprofufa  of  flowers, 
Cov^'flip,  or  primrofe,  or  the  circular  eye 
Of  dailie  fair,  decrees  to  j)afiv  fupine    . 
And  fee  1  delighted,  down  he  drops,  fecure 
Of  fweet  refrellimcnt,  cafe  without  annoy, 
Or  lufcious  noon-day  nap.     Ah  much  deceiv'J, 
Much  fullering  pilgrim  !   t'nou  nor  noon-day  nap. 
Nor  fweet  repofe  Ihalt  find  ;  the  falfe  morals 
In  quivering  undulations  yields  beneath 
Thy  burden,  in  the  miry  gulf  enclos'd  ! 
And  who  would  trull  app^-arance  ?  call  thine  eye 
Where  'mid  machines  of  heterogeneous  fonn 
His  coat  depends  ;  alas  1  his  only  coat, 
Eldelt  of  thiqgs  !   and  naplefs,  as  an  heath 
Of  finall  extent  by  fleecy  myriads  graz'd. 
Not  diilerent  have  I  feen  indreay  vault 
Difpiay'd,  a  coffin  ;  on  each  fable  fide 
The  texture  unmolelled  feems  entire. 
Fraudful,  when  touch'd  it  glides  to  dull  away! 
And  leaves  the  wondering  fwain  to  gape,  or  Hare, 
And  with  expreflive  flirug,  and  piteous  figh. 
Declare  the  fatal  force  of  rolling  years. 
Or  dire  extent  of  frail  mortality. 
This  aged  vellure,  fcorn  of  gazing  beaux. 
And  formal  cits,  (themfelves  too  haply  fcorn'd) 
Both  on  its  fleeve  and  on  its  Ikirt,  retains 
Full  many  a  pin  wide-fparkling  :  for,  if  e'er 
Their  well-known  crelt  met  his  delighted  eye, 
Though  wrapt  in  thought,  commercing  with  the 
He,  gently  Hooping,  fcorn'd  not  to  upraife,     [(ky, 
And  on  each  fleeve,  as  confcious  of  their  ufe. 
Indenting  fix  them  ;  nor,  when  arm'd  with  thefe, 
The  cure  of  rents  and  fcparations  dire, 
And  chafms  enormous,  did  he  view  difmay'd 
Hedge,  bramble,  thicket,  bufh,  portending  fate 
To  breeches,  coat  and  hole  1  had  any  wight 
Of  vulgar  fkill,  the  tender  texture  own'd  ; 
But  gave  his  mind  to  form  a  fonnet  quaint 
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Of  Silvia's  fiioe-firing,  or  of  Cloe's  fan', 
Or  fweetly-fafliion'd  tip  of  Cclia's  ear. 
Alas !  by  frequent  life  decays  the  force 
Of  mortal  art !   the  refradlory  robe 
£liules  the  taylor's  art,  eludes  his  own  ; 
Hotv  potent  once,  in  uniou  quaint  conjoin'd  ! 

See  near  his  bed  (his  bed  too  falfely  call'd 
The  place  of  reft,  while  it  a  bard  fuftains ; 
Tale,  meagre,  mufe-rid  wight !   who  reads  in  vain 
Narcotic  volumes  o'er)  his  candleftick. 
Radiant  machine,  when  from  the  plaftic  hand 
Of  Mulciber,  the  mayor  of  Brimingham, 
The  engine  iffued  ;  now  alas  disguis'd 
By  many  an  unctuous  tide,  that  wandering  down 
Its  fides  congeal ;  what  he  perhaps,  eflays 
V/ith  humour  forc'd,  and  ill-diffembled  fmile, 
Jdly  to  liken  to  the  poplar's  trunk 
When  o'er  its  bark  the  lucid  amber,  wound 
In  many  a  pleafing  fold,  incrufts  the  tree. 
Or  fuits  him  more  the  Vv'inter's  candy'd  thorn, 
When  from  each  branch,  anneal'd,  the  works  of 
Pervafive,  radiant  ificles  depend  ?  [froft 

How  fliall  I  fing  the  various  ill  that  waits 
The  careful  fonnetcer  r  or  who  can  paint 
The  fhifts  enormous,  that  in  vain  he  forms 
To  patch  his  panelefs  window  ;  to  cement    ' 
His  batter'd  tta-pot,  ill-retentive  vafe  ? 
To  war  with  ruin  ?  anxious  to  conceal 
"Want's  fell  appearance,  of  the  real  ill 
Nor  foe,  nor  fearful.     Ruin  unforefecn 
Invades  his  chattels;  ruin  will  invade; 
Will  claim  his  whole  invention  to  repair, 
Nnr,  of  the  gift,  for  tuneful  ends  defign'd, 
Allow  one  part  to  decorate  his  fong. 
While  ridicule,  with  ever-pointing  hand 
Tonfcious  of  every  fliift,  of  every  (hift 
Indicative,  his  inmoft  plot  betrays. 
Points  to  the  nook,  which  he  hi?  ftudy  calls 
Pompous  and  vain  '.  for  thus  he  might  efteem 
Ills  clieft,  a  wardrobe  ;  purfe,  a  treafury  ; 
And  [hows,  to  crown  her  full  difplay,  himfelf. 
One  whom  the  powers  above,  in  place  of  health, 
And  wonted  vigour  ;  of  paternal  cot. 
Or  little  farm  ;  of  bag,  cr  fcrip,  or  ftafF, 
Cup,  difh,  fpocn,  plate,  or  worldly  utenfil, 
A  poet  fram'd  ;  yet  fram'd  not  to  repine. 
And  wifli  the  coMcr's  loftieftfire  his  own  ; 
Nor,  partial  as  they  feem,  upbraid  the  fates, 
AVho  to  the  humbler  raechanifm,  join'd 
Goods  fo  fuperior,  fucL  exalted  biifs  ! 

See  with  what  fccn)ingeafe,whatlabour'd peace, 
lie,  haplc-fs hypocrite  1  refines  his  nail. 
His  chief  atnuferacnt !  then  how  feign'd,  how  forc'd , 
That  care-defying  fonnet,  which  implies 
His  debts  difcharg'd,  and  he  of  half  a  crown 
In  full  pcfi'cffion,  uiicontefted  riglit 
And  property  '.  Yet  ah  !  whoe'er  this  wight 
Admiring  view,  if  fuch  there  be,  diftrufl: 
The  vain  pretence  ;  the  fmiles  that  harbour  grief 
As  lurks  the  ferpent  deep  in  flowers  unwrcath'd. 
Forewarn'd,  be  frugal ;  or  with  prudent  rage 
Thy  pen  demolifli ;  choofe  the  truftier  flail. 
And  blefs  thofe  labours  which  the  choice  infpir'd. 
T,ut  if  thou  view'Jt  a  vulgar  mind,  a  wi^ht 
Of  common  fenfe,  who  feeks  no  brighter  name,  ' 
Ilim  envy,  him  admire,  him,  from  thy  breaft, 
I'rcicient  of  future  dignities,  falutc 


Sheriff,  or  mayor,  in  comfortable  furs 
Enwrapt,  fecure  :  nor  yet  the  laureat's  crowti 
In  thought  exclude  him  !  He  perchance  fliall  rife 
To  nobler  heights  than  forefight  can  decree. 

When,  fir'd  with  wrath,   for   his  intrigues  dif- 
In  many  an  idle  fong,  Saturnian  Jove  [play'd 

Vow'd  fure  deftrudtion  to  the  tuneful  race ; 
Appeas'd  by  fuppliant  Phcebus,  "  Bards,  he  faid. 
Henceforth  of  plenty,  wealth,  and  pomp  debarr'd, 
But  fed  by  frugal  cares,  might  wear  the  bay 
Secure  of  thunder." — Low  the  Delian  bovv'd, 
Nor  at  th'  invidious  favour  dar'd  repine. 

THE  RUIN'D  ABBEY ; 

OR, 

THE  EFFECTS  OF  SUPERSTITION. 

At  length  fair  peace  with  olive  crown'd  regains 
Her  lawful  throne,  and  to  the  facrcd  haunts 
Of  wood  or  fount  the  frighted  mufe  returns. 

Happy  the  bard,  who,  from  his  native  hiils, 
Soft  muling  on  a  fuiTuner's  eve,  furveys 
His  azure  ftream,  with  penfile  woods  enclos'd  I 
Or  o'er  the  glaffy  furface,  with  his  friend. 
Or  faithful  fair,  through  bordering  willows  green 
Wafts  his  fmall  frigate.     Fearlefs  he  of  fliouts. 
Or  taunts,  the  rhetoric  of  the  watery  crew 
That  ape  confufion  from  the  realms  they  rule  ! 
Fearlefs  of  thefe  ;  who  fliares  the  gentler  voice 
Of  peace  and  mufic  ;  birds  of  fwee left  fong 
Attune  from  native  boughs  their  various  lay, 
And  cheer  the  foreft ;    birds  of  brighter  pluaie 
With  bufy  pinion  (kirn  the  glittering  wave, 
And  tempt  the  fun  ;  ambitious  to  difplay 
Their  feveral  merit,  while  the  vocal  flute, 
Or  nuniber'd  veife,  by  female  voice  endear'd, 
Crowns  his  delight,  and  mollifies  the  fcene. 

If  folitude  his  wandering  fteps  invite 
To  fome  more  deep  recefs  (for  hours  there  arc. 
When  gay,  when  focial  minds  to  friendfhip's  voice. 
Or  beauty's  charm,  her  wild  abodes  prefer)  ; 
How  pleas'd  he  treads  her  venerable  fliades. 
Her  folemn  courts !  the  centre  of  the  grove  I 
,  The  root-built  cave,  by  far-extended  rocks 
Around  embofom'd,  how  it  fooths  the  foul  '. 
If  fcoop'd  at  tirft  by  fiipeiftiiious  hands 
The  rugged  cell  recciv'd  alone  the  Ihoals 
Cf  bigot  minds,  religion  dwells  not  here. 
Yet  Virtue  pleas'd,  at  intervals,  retires: 
Yet  here  may  wifdom,  as  flie  walks  the  maze. 
Some  ferious  truths  collect,  the  rules  of  life  ; 
And  ferious  truths  of  mightier  weight  than  gold ! 

I  afl^  not  wealth  ;  but  let  me  hoard  with  care. 
With  frugHJ  cunning,  with  a  niggard's  art, 
A.  few  fix'd  principles;   in  early  life, 
Ere  indolence  impede  the  fearch,  explor'd. 
Then,  like  old  Latimer,  when  age  impairs 
My  judgment's  eye, whei>  quibbling  fi^ioolv  attack 
My  grounded  hope,  or  fubtler  wits  deride, 
Will  I  not  blufh  to  lliun  the  vain  debate, 
And    this   mine    anfwer:  "  Thus,    'twas   thus  I 

"  thought ; 
"  My  mind  yet  vigoro-is,  and  my  foul  entire  j 
"  Thus  will  I  think,  averfe  to  I  Hen  more 
"  'i'o  intricate  dif.  ufiioii,  prcnc   :oftray. 
"  Pei baps' my  reafon  may  but  il  'defend 
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My  fettled  faith;  my  mind,  with  age  impair'd, 
Too  lure  its  own  intirmities  declare. 
But  I  am  arm'd  by  caution,  ftiulious  youth, 
And  early  tbrefight ;  now  the  winds  may  rile, 
'  The  tempeft  vvhiftle,  and  the  billows  roar; 
My  pinnace  rides  in  poit,  defpoil'd  and  worn, 
Shatter'd  by  time  and  ftorms,  but  while  it  fliuns 
'  Th'  unequal  conflicft,  and  declines  the  deep. 
Sees  the  ftrong  veflel  (iudluate  lefs  lecure." 
Thus  while  he  ftrays,  a  thoufand  rural  Icenes 
higgeft  intrusion,  and  inftrufting  pleafe. 
A.nd  fee  betwixt  the  grove's  extended  arms 
An  abbey's  rude  remains  attraft  thy  view, 
Gilt  by  the  mid-day  fun:  with  lingering  ftep 
Produce  thine  axe  (for,  aiming  to  defkroy 
Tree,  branch,  or  ih.ade,  for  never  fliall,  thy  breaft 
Too  long  deliberate),  with  timorous  hand 
Remove  th"  obftruaive  bough  ;  nor  yet  refufe 
Though  lighing,  to  deftroy  that  favourite  pine, 
Raib'd  by  thine  hand,  in  its  luxuriant  prime 
Of  beauty  fair,  that  fcreens  the  vaft  remains. 
Aggriev'd,  but  conftant  as  the  Roman  fire, 
iThe  rigid  Manlius,  when  his  conquering  fon 
Bled  by  a  parent's  voice  ;  the  cruel  meed 
Of  virtuous  ardour,  timeiefsly  difplay'd ; 
Nor  ceafe  till,  through  the  gloomy  road,  the  pile 
Gleam  unobftruaed;  thither  oft  thine  eye 
Shall  fweetly  wander  ;  thence  returning,  footh 
With  penfive  fcenes  thy  philofophic  mind. 

Thefe  were  thy  haunts,  thy  opulent  abodes, 
O  fuperftiticn  '.  hence  the  dire  difeafe, 
(Balanc'd  with  which  the  fnm'd  Athenian  peft 
Were  a  (hort  head-ach,  were  the  trivial  pain 
Of  tranfient  indigeftion)  feiz'd  mankind. 

Long  time  flie  rag'd,  and  fcarce  a  fouthern  gale 
Warm'd  our  chill  air,  unloaded  with  the  threats 
Of  tyrant  Rome  ;  but  futile  all,  till  Ihe, 
Rome's  abler  legate,  magnify'd  their  power, 
And  in  a  thoufand  horrid  forms  attir'd. 

Where  then  was  truth  to  fandlify  the  page 
Of  Briiiih  annals  ?  if  a  foe  expir'd. 
The  periur'd  monk  fuborn'd  inferjial  Ihrieks, 
And  fiends  to  fnatch  at  the  departing  foul 
With  hellifli  emulation.     If  a  friend, 
Hi  oh  o'er  his  roof  exultant  angels  tune 
Their  golden  lyres,  and  wafc  him  to  the  fkles. 
What  then  were  vows,  were  oaths,  were  plight- 
ed faith  ? 
The  fovereign's  juft,  the  fubje(£l's  loyal  pad, 
To  cherilh  mutual  good,  annull'd  and  vain. 
By  Roman  magic,  grew  an  idle  fcroll 
Ere  the  frail  fan^ion  of  the  wax  was  cold. 
With  thee,  *  Plantagenet,  from  civil  broils 
The  land  a  while  refpir'd,  and  all  was  peace- 
Then  Becket  rofe,  and,  impotent  of  mind. 
From  regal  courts  with  lawlefs  fury  march'd 
The  chu"  ch's  blood-ftain'd  convids,  and  forgave  ; 
Bid  murderous  priefts  the  fovereign  frown  con- 
temn. 
And  with  unhallow'd  crofier  bruis'd  the  crown. 

Yet  yielded  not  fupinely  tame  a  prince 
Of  Henry's  virtues ;  learn'd,  courageous,  wife, 
Of  fair  ambition.  Long  his  regal  foul 
Firm  and  ere<a  the  peevifh  pried  exil'd, 
And  brav'd  the  fury  of  revengeful  Rome. 

*  Henry  IT. 
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In  vain  '.  let  one  faint  malady  diffufe 
The  penfive  gloom  which  fuperftition  loves, 
And  fee  him,  dwindled  to  a  recreant  groom. 
Rein  the  proud  palfrey  whillf  the  prieft  afcends! 

Was  •  Coeur-de-lion  blelt  v/ith  whiter  days  i 
Here  the  cowl'd  zealots  with  united  cries 
Urg'd  the  crufade  ;  and  fee,  of  half  his  ftoj^s 
Defpail'd  the  wretch,  whofe  wifer  bofom  chofe 
To  blefs  his  friends,  his  race,  his  native  land. 

Of  ten  fair  funs  that  roU'd  their  annual  race. 
Not  one  beheld  him  on  his  vacant  throne  ; 
While  haughty  f  Langchamp,  'mid  his  livery'd 

files 
Of  wanton  vaflals,  fpoil'd  his  faithful  realm. 
Battling  in  foreign  fields  ;  colleaing  wide 
A  laurel  harveft  for  a  pillag'd  land. 

Oh  dear-bought  trophies  !  when  a  prince  deferta 
His  drooping  realm,  to  pluck  the  barren  fprays  ! 
When  faithlefs  John  ufurp'd  the  fully'd  crown. 
What  ample  tyranny  !  the  groaning  land 
Deem'd  earth,  deem'd  heaven  4ts  foe  I  fi.\  tedious 

years 
Our  helplefs  fathers  in  defpair  obey'd 
The  papal  interdid  ;  and  who  obey'd. 
The  fovereign  plunder'd.     O  inglorious  days  I 
When  the  f  rench  tyrant,  by  the  futile  grant 
Of  papal  refcript,  claim'd  Britannia's  throiie, 
And  durft  invade  ;  be  fuch  inglorious  days 
Or  hence  forgot,  or  not  recall'd  in  vain  ! 

Scarce  had  the  tortur'd  ear  dejefled  heard 
Rome's  loud  anathema,  but  heartlefs,dead 
To  every  purpofe,  men  nor  wilh'd  to  live, 
Nor  dar'd  to  die.     The  poor  laborious  hind 
Heard  the  dire  curfe,  and  from  his  trembling  hand 
Fell  the  negledled  crook  that  rul'd  the  plain._ 
Thence  journeying  home,  in  every  cloud  he  fees 
A  vengeful  angel,  in  whofe  waving  fcroll 
He  reads  damnation  ;  fees  its  fable  train 
Of  grim  attendants,  pencil'd  by  defpair  I 

The  weary  pilgrim  from  remoter  climes 
By  painful  Heps  arriv'd ;   his  home,  his  friends, 
His  offspring  left,  to  lavifh  on  the  flirine 
Of  fome  far-honour'd  faint  his  coftly  flores. 
Inverts  his  footftep  ;  fickens  at  the  fight 
Of  the  barr'd  fane,  and  filent  fheds  his  tear. 

The  wretch  whole  hope  by  fternoppreffionchas'd 
From  every  earthly  blifs,  ftiU  as  it  faw 
Triumphant  wrong,  took  wing,  and  new  to  heaven. 
And  relied  there,  now  mourn'd  his  refuge  loft. 
And  wonted  peace.     The  facred  fane  was  barr'd. 
And  the  lone  altar,  where  the  mourners  throng'd 
To  fupplicate  remifilon,  fmok'd  no  more  ; 
While  the  green  weed  luxuriant  round  uprofe. 
Some  from  the  death-bed,  whefe  delirious  faith 
Through  every  ftage  of  life  to  Rome's  decrees 
Obfequious,  humbly  hop'd  to  die  in  peace. 
Now  faw  the  ghaflly  king  approach,  begirt 
In  tenfold  terrors ;  now  expiring  heard 
The  laft  loud  clarion  found,  and  heaven's  decree 
With  unremitting  Vengeance  bar  the  Ikies. 
Nor  light  the  grief,  by  fuperftition  weigh'd. 
That  their  diftionour'd  corfe,  (hut  from  the  verge 
Of  hallow'd  earth,  or  tutelary  fane, 
Muft  fleep  with  brutes  their  vaffals ;  on  the  field  ; 

*  Richard  I. 

\  BiJJjo^  of  Efy,  Lord  Chancellor. 
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Unneath  feme  path,  in  marl  unexercis'd  ! 
No  folemn  bell  extort  a  neighbour's  tear  1 
No  tongue  of  prieft  pronounce  their  foul  fecure  ' 
Nor  fondef}  friend  affure  their  peace  obtain'd  ! 

The  prieft  !  alas,  fo  boundlefs  was  the  ill ! 
He,  like  the  flock  he  pillag'd,  pin'd  forlorn  • 
The  vivid  vermeil  fled  his'fady  cheek,  ' 

And  his  big  paunch,  diflended  with  the  fpoils 
Of  half  his  flock :  emaciate,  groan'd  beneath 
Superior  pride,  and  mightier  lufl  of  power  ' 
Twas  now  Rome's  fondefl  friend,  whofe  meagre 

Told  to  the  midnight  lamp  his  holy  beads 
With  nice  precifiion,  felt  the  deeper  wound 
As  his  gull'd  foul  revcr'd  the  conclave  more 

Whom  did   the   ruin   fpare  ?   for   wealth,   for 
power, 
Birth,  honour,  virtue  enemy,  and  friend 
Sunkhelplefs  in  the  dreary  gulf  involv'd  ;' 
And  one  capricious  curfe  envelop'd  all ' 

Were  kings  fecure  ?  in  towering  flations  born, 
In  flattery  nurs  d,  mur'd  to  fcorn  mankind 
Or  view  diminifli'd  from  their  lite  fublure  • 
As  when  a  fliepherd,  from  the  lofty  brow  ' 
O:  fome  proud  cliflf,  furveys  his  leffening  flock 
In  fnowy  groups  dilTufive,  feud  the  vale. 

A  while  the  furious  menace  John  rcturn'd 
And  breath'd  defiance  loud.     Alas  !  too  foon 
Allegiance  fickening  faw  its  fovereign  yield 
An  angry  prey  to  fcruples  not  his  own.        ' 
Txru    r?,    r"^*^'^""'  S'"  around  with  flrength, 
Y  ho  Hole  from  mirth  and  wine  his  blooming  years, 
And  feiz  d  the  faulchion,  refolute  to  guard 
His fovere.gn's  right,  impalfy'd  atthe  ne.vs, 
l-mds  the  firm  bias  of  his  foul  revers'd 
For  foul  defertion;  drops  the  lifted  fleel. 
And  quits  fame's  noble  harveft,  to  expire 
The  death  of  monks,  of  furfeit,  and  of  floth  ' 

kilf      ^^''^""^  ^''^  '^™"-''  ^^'"  ^''^'^' 
Drain'd  from  his  land  its  fmall  remaining  Itcres 
-lo  buy  remiflion.     But  could  thefe  obtain  ' 
No  !  refolute  in  wrongs  the  priefts  obdur'd  • 
Till  crawhng.bafe,  to  Rome's  deputed  flave 
His  fame,  his  peopk,  and  his  crown,  he  e^^e 
Mean  monarch!  flighted,  brav'd,  abh;rr'df  before  l 

And  now,  appeas'd  by  delegated  fway, 
The  wily  pontiff  fcorns  not  to  recall 
^is  interdidlions.     Now  the  facred  doors 
Admit  repentant  multitudes,  prepar'd 
To  buy  deceit;  admit  obfequious  tribes 
Ot  fa  raps!  princes!  crawling  to  the  flirine 
Of  iainted  viilany  !  the  pompous  tomb 

Of  mcenfe  wreath'd,  amidft  a  drooping  hnd 

1  ha    figh  d  for  bread  !    'Tis  thus  the  Indian  clove 

?S^^V    ;'"?'"'  ''-''^' '''  '^'•'™^''°"  flower. 
And  flieds  us  odours  ;  while  the  flocks  around 
Hungry  and  faint  the  barren  fands  et^lore  ^ 

T^^  "7  ^t"'n  "^  ^'"'^  ^"^-^^^  the  foil; 
Dram  d  and  e.hauft  to  fwell  it.  thirfty  pores 
And  furnift  luxury._Yet  in  vain  ^  ^  ' 
Britannia  ftrove;  and  whether  artful  Rome 

cSJr"  '""'■''^^°"«  '"^"k,  with  poifon- 
Expcll'd  the  lif,  Ws  brethrenrobb'd  of  peace. 
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Nor  yet  furceas'd  with  John's  difaflrous  fate 
Pontific  fury  !  Englifl,  wealth  exhau^  ' 

1  he  fequent  re^gn  *  beheld  the  beg.rar'd  fliore 
Grim  with  Italian  ufurers;  prepared 
10   end,  for  griping  unexampled  hire, 

Fo?f~'   ''V^°'"'  '"'Sht  pillage  uncontroU'd. 
ReW. Tr '''^  more  extenfive  havoc  rag'd 
AnH        f  Gregory,  with  a  thoufaiid  arts,  ' 

^K  ■/}'^  '""^<=  ""^Peat  how  oft  he  blew 

bweli  the  grofs  hoards  of  Henry,  or  his  own 
^Zff  t  f "  ho-  pontiffs  Jar'd  r  ^eaT 
Af  R     l''^.^'"""'''^-'  '^^'■'^  ^bfolve  the^ie 
Nn^       J'T'}^''  ^'S-^  «^^h  reflrain-d 
Kor  can  flie  dwell  on  argofies-of  p-old 
From  Albion  s  realm  to  fervile  Azores  convey'd 

Oh  Som  "d'""  '""T'  ''"'  ^i"^^^^^  hy  her  k  ng's  . 
Oh  kfome  day  !  when  wicked  thrones  combL 
With  papal  craft,  to  gull  their  native  land  ' 

Sucn  was  our  fate,  while  Rome's  diredor'tau-ht 
Oilubjeds,  born  to  be  their  monarch's  prey,  ° 
To  toil  for  monks,  for  gluttony  to  toil,        ^ 
tor  vacant  gluttony;  extortion,  fraud 
i;^or  avarice  envv,  pride,  revenge,  and  fliame  ' 
O  uodlnne  breath'd  from  Stygian  caves  '  exhal'd 
F.om  inmoft  £rcb„s!-Sucl7&enr"s  r  ign'' 
Urging  his  loyal  realm's  leludlant  hand        ' 
To  >vield  the  peaceful  Avord,  by  John,  ere  while 

iiUay  the  favage  cure,  domellic  war' 

And  now  fome  nobler  fpirits  chas'd  the  mift 
?hfr^'-7    ,^"'''''f  V    Grofledf  now  adorn'd 
btaggenng  deluficn  s  frauds;  at  length  beneath 
Rome  s  mterdidl  expiring  calm,  refign'd 
No  vulgar  foul  that  dar'd  to  heaven  ^appeal ! 
But  ah  this  fertile  glebe,  this  fair  domain. 
Had  well  nigh  ceded  to  the  flothful  hand^ 

0  monks  hbidmous;  ere  Edward's  care 
Ihe  iaviflihand  of  death-bed  fear  reftraih'd. 
/et  was  he  clear  of  fuperflition's  taint  ? 

He  too,  mifdeemful  of  his  wholefome  law, 
i-v  n  he,  expiring,  gave  his  treafur'd  gold 

1  o  tatten  monks  on  Salem's  diAant  foil ' 

So  1  t  le  prone,  and  fierce  in  honour's  caufe. 
Could  fuperflition  quell !  before  the  towers 
Ol  haggard  Paris,  at  the  thunder's  voice 

P  ITn    f  ^^'.^^/J'.^^rf  ^'>^"s  >gnoble  peace! 

But  ilill  the  night  by  Romifl,  art  diffus'd 
Colleds  her  clouds,  and  vritli  flow  pace  recedes, 
P  ?i  v-,(°^'  Bourdeau's  braver  queen  approv'd, 
EoldVvickhffrofe:  and  while  the  bigot  power 
Amidft  her  native  darknefs  ficulk'd  fecure, 
The  demon  vanifli'd  as  he  fpread  the  day. 
So  from  his  bofom  Cacus  breath'd  of  old 
The  pitchy  cloud,  and  in  a  night  of  fmokc 
^f."";'=  a^wmle  his  recreant  life  fuftahi'd  ; 
1  )U  lam  d  Alcides,  o'er  his  fubtleft  wiles 
Vidtonous,  cheer'd  the  ravag'd  nations  round. 
Hail,  honour  d  Wickliff!  enterprifing  fajre  • 
An  Epicurus  in  the  caufe  of  truth  ! 
For  'tis  not  radiant  funs,  the  jovial  hours 

*   Hf^ry  III.  ^vho  ca>,ccH\lthe  Magna  Charla. 
X  Jiip.p  of  Lincoln^  (ulUd  Maikm  Romunerum. 
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Of  youthful  fpfinfj,  an  ether  all  fercne, 

Nor  all  the  verdure  of  Campania's  vales, 

Can  chafe  religious  gloom  !  'Tis  reafon,. thought, 

The  lig;ht,  the  radiance  that  pervades  the  i'oul, 

And  Iheds  its  heams  on  heav'n's  myfterious  Iway ! 

As  yet  this  light  but  glimmer'd,  and  again 

Error  prevail'd;  while  kings  by  force  uprais'd 

Let  loofe  the  rage  of  bigots  on  their  foes, 

And  feek  affedlion  by  the  dreadful  boon 

Of  licens'd  murder.     Ev'n  the  kindeft  prince. 

The  mofl  extended  bread,  the  royal  Hal ! 

All  unrelenting  heard  the  Lollards  cry 

Burfb  from  the  centre  of  remorfelefs  flames ; 

Their  fhrieks  endur'd  I  Oh  ilaiu  to  martial  praife  ! 

When  Cobaam,  generous  as  the  noble  peer 

That  wears  his  honours,  pay'd  the  fatal  price 

OF  virtue  blooming  ere  the  ftorms  were  laid  ! 

'Twas  thus,  alternate,  truth's  precarious  flame 
Decay'd  or  flourifh'd.     With  malignant  eye 
The  pontiff  faw  Britannia's  golden  fleece. 
Once  all  his  own,  inveft  her  worthier  fons! 
Her  verdant  valleys,  and  her  fertile  plains. 
Yellow  with  gra'n,  abjure  his  hateful  fway  ! 
Effay'd  hisutmoft  art,  and  inly  own'd 
No  labours  bore  proportion  to  the  prize. 

So  when  the  tempter  view'd,  with  envious  eye, 
The  firft  fair  pattern  of  the  female  fram^. 
All  nature's  beauties  in  one  fornidifplay'd, 
And  centering  there,  in  wild  amaze  he  flood; 
Then  only  envying  heaven's  creative  hand : 
Wifti'd  to  his  gloomy  reign  his  envious  arts 
Might  win  this  prize,  and  doubled  every  fnare. 

And  vain  were  reafon,  courage,  learning,  all. 
Till  power  accede  :  till  Tudor's  wild,  caprice 
Smile  on  their  caufe ;  Tudor,  whofe  tyrant  reign 
With  mental  freedom  crown'd,  the  beil  of  kings 
Might  envious  view,  and  ill  prefer  their  own  ! 
Then  Wolfey  rofe,  by  nature  form'd  to  feek 
Ambition's  trophies,  by  addrefs  to  win. 
By  temper  to  enjoy — whofe  humbler  birth 
Taught  the  gay  fcenes  of  pomp  to  dazzle  more. 

Then   from  its   towering  heig'nt  with  horrid 
found 
Rulh'd  the  proud  abbey.    Then  the  vaulted  roofs. 
Torn  from  their  walls  difclos'd  the  wanton  fcene 
Of  monkifh  chaility  !  Each  angry  friar* 
Crawl'd  fromthis  bedded  ftrumpet,  muttering  low 
An  inefFe6tual  curfe.     The  pervious  nooks 
That,  ages  paft,  convey'd  the  guileful  priefl 
To  play  fome  image  on  the  gaping  crowd, 
Imbibe  the  novel  day-light ;  and  expofe 
Obvious  the  fraudful  enginery  of  Rome. 
As  though  this  opening  eartli  to  nether  realms 
Should  flafh  meridian  day,  the  hooded  race 
Shudder  ab.'.lli'd  to  find  their  cheats  difplay'd  : 
And,  confcious  of  their  guilt,  and  pleas'd  to  wave 
Its  fearful  meed,  refign'd  thejr  fair  domain. 

Nor  yet  fupine,  nor  void  of  rage,  retir'd 
The  peft  gigantic ;  whofe  revengeful  flroke 
Ting'd  the  red  annals  of  Maria's  reign.        [pried 
When  from  the   tendered  bread  each  wayward 
Could  baniih  mercy  and  implant  a  fiend  I 
When  cruelty  the  funeral  pyre  ujirear'd, 
And  bound  religion  there,  and  fir'd  the  bafe  ! 
When  the  fame   blaze,  which  on   each  tortur'd 
Fe  1  with  luxuriant  rage,  in  every  face  [limb 

Triumphant  faith  appear'd,  and  fmiling  hope. 
O  bled  Eliza !  from  thy  piercing  beam 
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Forth  flew  this  hated  fiend,  the  child  of  Rome  ; 
Driven  to  the  verge  of  Albion,  linger'd  there, 
'I'hen  with  her  James  receding,  cad  behind 
One  angry  frown,  and  fought  more  fervile  climes. 
Henceforth  they  ply'd  [he  long-continued  talk 
Of  righteous  havoc,  covering  didant  fi  Ids 
With  the  wrought  remnants  of  the  fliatter'd  pile. 
While  through  the  land  the  mufing  pilgrim  fees 
A  tra.£t  of  brighter  green,  and  in  the  midd 
Appears  a  mouldering  wall,  with  ivy  crown'd; 
Or  Gothic  turret,  pride  of  ancient  days ! 
Now  but  of  ufe  to  grace  a  rural  fcene  ; 
To  bound  our  vidas,  and  to  glad  the  fons 
Of  George's  reign,  referv'd  for  fairer  times! 


LOVE  AND  HONOUR. 

"  Sed  neque  Medorum  fylvs,  ditiflima  terra 

"  Nee  pulcherGanges,atque  auro  turbidusHsmus, 

"  Laudibus  Angligenumcertent:  non  Ba6tra,  nee 

Indj, 
"  Totaque  thuriferis  Panchaia  pinguis  arenis." 

Let  the  green  olive  glad  Hefperian  fliores; 
Her  tawny  citron,  and  her  orange-groves, 
Thefe  let  Iberia  boad  ;  but  if  in  vain. 
To  win  the  dranger  plant's  diffufive  fmile. 
The  Briton  labours,  yet  our  native  minds. 
Our  condant  bofoms,  thefe,  the  dazzled  world 
May  view  with  envy  ;  thefe,  Iberian  dames 
Survey  with  fixt  edeem  and  fond  dclire. 

Haplefs  Elvira  !   thy  difadrous  fate 
May  well  this  truth  explain ;  nor  ill  adorn 
I'he  Britifli  lyre  ;  then  chiefly,  if  the  mufe. 
Nor  vain,  nor  partial,  from  the  fimple  guife 
Of  ancient  record  catch  the  penfive  lay  ; 
And  in  lefs  grovelling  accents  give  to  fame. 
Elvira!  love  lied  maid!  th' Iberian  realm 
Could  boad  no  purer  bread,  no  fprightller  mind. 
No  race  more  fplendent,  and  no  forni'  fo  fair. 
Such  was  the  chance  of  war,  this  peerlefs  maid 
In  life's  hixuriant  bloom,  enrlch'd  the  fpoii 
Of  Britilh  vidors,  viiSory's  nobled  pride  ! 
She,  fhe  alone,  amid  the  wailful  train 
Of  captive  maids  affign'd  to  Henry's  care ; 
Lord  of  her  life,  her  fortune,  and  her  fame  ! 

He,  generous  youth,  with  no  penurious  hand, 
The  tedious  moments  that  unjoyous  roll 
Where  freedom's  cheerful  radiance  fliines  no  more,' 
Effay'd  to  foften  ;  confcious  of  the  pang 
That  beauty  feels,  to  wade  its  fleeting  hours 
In  fome  dim  fort,  by  foreign  rule  redrain'd, 
Far  from  the  haunts  of  men,  or  eye  of  day  ! 

Sometimes,  to  cheat  her  bofom  of  its  cares, 
Her  kind  protedor  number'd  o'er  the  toils 
Himfelf  had  worn  :  the  iVowns  of  angry  feas, 
Or  hoftile  rage,  or  faithlefs  friend,  more  fell 
Than  dorm  or  foe  :  if  haply  die  might  find 
Her  cares  diminifu'd  ;  fruitlefs  fond  effay  ! 
Now  to  her  lovely  hand,  with  moded  awe 
Tlie  tender  lute  he  gave  :  die  not  averfs 
Nor  deftitute  of  fsill,  with  wiUing  hand 
Call'd  forth  angelic  drains  ;  the  Ikcred  debt 
Of  gratitude,  ihe  faid  ;  whofe  jud  commands 
Still  might  her  hand  with  equal  pride  obey  I 

Nor  to  the  melting  founds  the  nymph  refus'd 
Her  vocal  art ;  harmonious,  as  the  drain 
Of  fome  imprifoji'd  lark,  who,  daily  cheer'd 
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By  guardian  car^s,  repays  thern  with  a  fono: : 
Kor'droops,  nor  deems  iweet  liberty  refigu'd. 

The  foi'jg,  not  artlefs,  had  ihe  fram'd  to  paint 
Difaftrous  paflion  ;  how,  by  tyrant  laws 
Of  idiot  cullom  fway'd,  feme  fol't-ey'd  fair 
Lov'd  only  one  :  nor  dar'd  that  love  reveal! 
How  the  foft  anguifli  banifli'd  from  her  cheek 
The  damaflc  rofe  full-blown  ;  a  fever  cams  ; 
And  from  her  bofom  forc'd  the  plaintive  tale. 
Then,  fwif  t  as  light,  he  fought  the  love-lorn  maid, 
But  vainly  fought  her ;  torn  by  fwifter  fate 
To  join  the  tenants  of  the  myrtle  fliade, 
l,ove's  mournful  vidtims  on  the  plains  below. 

Sometimes,  as  fancy  fpoke  the  plealing  taik. 
She  taught  her  artful  needle  to  difplay 
The  various  pride  of  fpring :  then  fwift  up-fprung 
Thickets  of  myrtle,  eglantine,  and  rofe  ; 
There  might  you  fee,  on  gentle  toils  intent, 
A  train  of  bufy  loves :  fonie  pluck  the  flower, 
Some  twine  the  garland,  fome  with  grave  grimace 
Around  a  vacant  warrior  cafl  the  wreath. 
'Twas  paint,  'twas  life,  and  fure  to  piercing  eyes 
The  warrior's  face  depiclur'd  Henry's  mien. 

Now  had  the  generous  chief  v/ith  joy  perus'd 
Tlie  royal  fcroll,  which  to  their  native  hems 
Their  ancient  rights,  uninjur'd,  uiiredeem'd, 
Reftor'd  the  captives.     Forth  with  rapid  hafte 
To  glad  his  fair  Elvira's  ear,  he  fprung  ; 
Fir'd  by  the  blifs  he  panted  to  convey  ; 
But  fir'd  in  vain  !  Ah  !  what  was  his  amaze, 
His  fond  diftrefs,  when  o'er  her  pallid  face 
DejecSlion  reign'd,  and  from  her  lifelefs  hand 
Down  dropt  the  myrtle's  fair  unfinifh'd  flower  ! 
Speechlefs  fhe  ftood  ;  at  length  with  accents  faint, 
"  Well  may  my  native  Ihore,  fiie  faid,  refound 
"  Thy  monarch's  praife  ;  and  ere  Elvira  prove 
"  Of  thine  forgetful,  flowers  fliall  ceafe  to  feel 
"  The  foftering  breeze,  and  nature  change  her 
laws." 

And  now  the  grateful  edift  wide  alarm'd 
The  Britifh  hoft.     Around  the  fmiiing  youths 
Call'd  to  their  native  fcenes,  with  willing  hafte 
Their  fleet  unmoor ;  impatient  of  the  love 
That  weds  each  bofom  to  its  natite  f(*>;. 
The  patriot  paflion  ftrong  in  every  clime. 
How  juftly  theirs,  who  nnd  no  foreign  f-.veets 
To  diflipate  their  loves,  or  match  their  ov/n. 

Not  fo  Elvira  !  fhc,  difaftrous  maid, 
"Was  doubly  captive  !  power  nor  chance  could  loofe 
The  fubtle  bands ;  fhc  lov'd  her  generous  foe. 
She,  where  her  Henry  dwelt,  her  Henry  fmil'd, 
Could  term  her  native  fliore  ;  her  native  fliore 
By  him  dcferted,  fome  unfriendly  ftrand, 
Strange,  bleak,  forlorn  !  a  deferc  wafte  and  wild. 

The  fleet  careen  d,  the  wind  propitious  fiU'd 
The  fwelling  fails,  the  glittering  tranfports  wav'd 
Their  pennants  gay,  and  halcyon's  azure  wing 
With  flight  aufpicious  fkim'd  the  placid  main. 

On  her  lone  couch  in  tears  Elvira  lay. 
And  chid  th'  officious  wind,  the  tempting  fea, 
And  wifh'd  a  fliorm  as  mercilefs,  as  tore 
Her  labouringbofom.     Fondly  now  fhe  flrove 
To  banifli  pauion  ;  now  the  vaflal  days. 
The  captive  moments  that  fo  finoothly  paft. 
By  many  an  art  recall'd ;  now  from  her  lute 
With  trembling  fingers  call'd  the  favourite  founds 
Which  Henry  dcign'd  to  praife;  and  now  efl'iy'd 
With  mimiC'  chains  of  lilken  fillets  wove 
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To  p:i:nt  her  captive  ftate  ;  If  any  fraud 
Might  to  her  love  the  pleafing  fcenes  prclo.ig, 
And  with  the  dear  idea  feaft  the  foul. 

But  now  the  chief  retum'd ;  prepar'd  to  launch 
On  ocean's  willing  breafl,  and  bid  adieu 
To  his  fair  i\rifoner.     She,  foon  as  file  heard 
His  hated  errand,  now  no  more  conceai'd 
The  raging  flame ;  but  with  a  fpreading  blufti 
And  riling  figh,  the  latent  pang  difclos'd. 

"  Yes,  generous  youth  !  I  fee  thy  bofom  glow 
With  virtuous  tranfport,  that  the  taik  is  thine 
To  folve  my  chains;  and  to  my  weeping  friends, 
And  every  longing  relative,  reftore 
A  Ibft-ey'd  maid,  a  mild  offencelefs  prey  ! 
But  know,  my  foldier,  n-,'ver  youthful  mind, 
Torn  from  the  laviili  joys  of  wild  espence 
By  him  he  loath'd,  and  in  a  dungeon  bound 
To  langulfli  out  his  bloom,  could  catch  the  pains 
This  ill-ftarr'd  freedom  gives  my  tortur'd  mind. 

What  call  I  freedom .'  is  it  that  thefe  limbs. 
From  rigid  bolts  fecure,  may  wander  far, 
From  him  I  love  ?  Alas !  ere  I  may  boall 
That  facred  biefliug,  fome  fuperior  power 
To  mortal  kings,  to  fublunary  thrones. 
Mall  loofe  my  paflion,  muft  unchain  my  foul; 
Ev'n  that  I  loath ;  all  liberty  1  loath  ! 
But  moll  the  joylefs  privilege  to  gaze 
With  cold  indifference,  where  defert  is  love. 

T.-ue,  I  was  bom  an  alien  to  thofe  eyes 
I  afk  alone  to  pleafe ;  my  fortune's  crime  ! 
And  ah  !  this  flatter' d.  form  by  drefs  endcar'd 
To  Spanifh  eyes,  by  drefs  may  thine  oficnd, 
Whilil  I,  ill-fated  maid  !  ordain'd  to  ftrive 
With  cuftom's  load,  beneath  its  weight  expire. 

Yet  Henry's  beauties  knew  in  foreign  garb 
To  vanquifh  me ;  his  form,  howe'er  difguis'd. 
To  me  v.ere  fatal  1  no  fantaftic  robe 
That  e'er  caprice  invented,  cuftora  wore. 
Or  folly  fmil'd  on,  could  eclipfj  thy  charms. 
Perhaps  by  birth  decreed,  by  fortune  plac'd 
Thy  country'5  foe,  Ehn.-a's  warmefl  plea 
Seems  but  the  fubtler  accent  fraud  irilpires; 
My  tendercfl  glances,  but  the  fpecious  flowers 
That  fhadc  the  viper  while  file  plots  her  wound. 
And  can  the  trembling  candidate  of  love 
Awake  thy*fears  ?  and  car.  a.  female  breafl, 
By  ties  of  grateful  duty  bound,  enfnarc  .' 
Is  there  no  brighter  mien,  no  fofter  fmile 
For  love  to  wear,  to  dark  deceit  unknown  ^ 
Heav'n  fcarch  my  foul,    and  if  througii  all  its 

cells 
Lurk  the  pernicious  drop  of  poifonous  guile  ; 
Full  on  my  fencelefs  head  its  phial'd  wrath 
May  fate  e.'ihaufl ;  and  for  my  happieft  hour 
Exalt  the  vengeance  I  prepare  for  thee  '. 

Ah  me !  nor  Henry's,  nor  his  country's  foe. 
On  thee  I  gaz'd,  and  reafon  foon  difpell'd 
Dim  error's  gloom,  and  to  thy  favour'd  ille 
AiTign'd  its  total  merit,  unreftrain'd. 
Oh  !  lovely  region  to  the  candid  eye  ! 
Twas  there  my  fancy  faw  the  virtues  dwell. 
The  loves,  the  graces  play  ;  and  blcfs'd  the  foil 
That  nurtur'd  thee  !  for  fure  the  virtues  form'd 
Thy  generous  breall ;  the  loves,  the  graces  plann'(» 
Thy  Ihapely  limbs.     Relation,  birth  elTay'd 
Their  partial  power  in  vain :  again  I  gaz'd, 
And  Albion's  ifle  appear'd,  amidft  a  tra(9: 
Of  favage  wsUes,  :Jk:  i^rlins  of  the  fiiisi ! 


MORAL    PIECES. 


657 


And  tliou  by  nature  form'd,  by  fate  afTign'd, 
To  paint  the  genius  of  thy  native  fhore.  " 

'  ris  true,  with  flowers,  with  many  a  dazzling 
Of  burnifli'd  plants  to  lure  a  fc-iiaie  eye,       [fcene 
Iberia  glows  :  but  ah  I   the  genial  fun, 
That  gilds  the  lemon's  fruit,  or  fcents  the  flower, 
On  Spaniih  minds,  a  nation's  nobler  boaft  ! 
Beams  forth  ungentle  influences.     There 
Sits  jealoufy  enthron'd,  and  at  each  ray 
Exultunt  lights  his  flow  confuming  fires. 
Not  fuch  thy  charming  region  ;  long  before 
My  fweet  experience  taught  me  to  d;;cide 
Of  Englifli  worth,  the  found  h?.d  pkas'd  mine  ear. 
Is  there  that  faVage  c'oaft,  that  rude  fojourn, 
Stranger   to    Briiifh   worth  ?    the   worth    which 

forms 
The  kindeft' friends;  the  moft  tremendous  foes  ; 
Firft,  beft  fupports  of  liberty  and  love  ! 
No,  let  fubjeiSlcd  India,  while  flie  throws 
O'er  Spanifli  deeds  the  veil,  your  praife  refound. 
Long  as  I  heard,  or  ere  in  ftory  read 
Of  Englifli  fame,  my  bias'd  partial  breafl; 
Wifh'd  them  fuccefs,  and,  hiippieft  flie,  1  cry'u, 
Of  w<^man  happicfl  ibe,  who  fhares  the  love, 
'I'hefarne,  the  virtues,  of  an  Engliih  lord! 
And  novv^  what  ftiall  1  fay  ?  blefl:  be  the  hour 
Your  fair-built  veflels  touch'd  tb'  Iberiap  fhore  ; 
Bieli  did  I  fay  the  time  ?  if  1  may  blefs 
That  lov'd  event,  let  Henry's  fmiles  declare. 
Our  hearts  and  cities  won,  v/ill  Henry's  youth 
Forego  its  nobler  conqueft  .'  will  he  flight 
The  foft  endearments  of  the  lovelier  fpoil? 
And  yet  Iberia's  fons,  with  every  vov/ 
Of  lafting  faith,  have  r.'/orn  thefe  humble  charnrjs 
"\yere  not  excell'd;  the  fource  of  all  their  pains, 
Aind  love  her  jufl:  defert,  who  fues  for  love; 
But  fues  to  thee,  while  natives  figh  in  vain. 

Perhaps  in  Henry's' eye  (for  vulgar  minis 
DiiTent  from  his)  it  fpreads  an  hateful  ftain 
On  honefl  fame,  amid  his  train  to  bear 
A  female  friend.     Then  lenrn,  my  gentle  youth  ! 
Not  love  himfelf,  with  all  the  pointed  pains 
That  ftore  his  quiver,  Ihall  feduce  my  foul 
From  honour's  laws.     Elvira  once  deny'd 
A  confort's  name,  more  fwift  than  lightning  flies, 
When  elements  difcordant  vex  the  flcy. 
Shall  blufhinfi,  from  the  form  (he  loves  retire. 

Yet  if  the  ipecious  v;ifli,  the  vulgar  voice 
Has  tifled  prudence,  Avays  a  foul  like  thine, 
in  gems  or  gold  what  proud  Iberian  dame 
Eclipfes  me  i*.  Nor  paint  the  dreary  ftorms    [deep, 
Or  hair-breadth  'fcapes  that  haunt  the  boundkfs 
And  force  from  tender  eyes  the  filent  tear; 
V/hen  memory  to  the  penfive  maid  fuggells, 
■In  full  contraft,  the  fafe  domeftic  fcene 
For  thefe  refign'd.     Beyond  the  frantic  rage 
Of  conquering  heroes  brave,  the  female  mind. 
When  fteel'd  by  love,  in  love's  moft  horrid  way 
Beholds  not  danger,  or  beholding  fcorns, 
Heaven  take  my  life,  but  let  it  crown  my  love." 

She  ceas'd,  and  ere  his  words  her  fate  decreed. 
Impatient  watch'd  the  language  of  his  eye  : 
There  pity  dwelt,  and  from  its  tender  fphere 
Sent  looks  of  love,  and  faithlefs  hopes  infpir'd. 

"  Forgive  me,  generous  maid,  the  youth  re- 
turn'd. 
If,  by  thy  accents  charm'd,  thus  long  I  bore 
To  let  fuch  fweetnefs  plead,  alas!  in  vain  ! 

Vol.  IX. 


Thy  virtue  merits  more  than  crowns  can  yield 

Of  foiid  blifs    or  happiefl  love  beftov/. 

But  e'er  from  native  fhores  I  plougli'd  the  main, 

'I'd  one  dear  maid,  by  virtue  and  by  charms 

Alone  endear'd,  my  plighted  vows  I  gave  ; 

To  guard  my  faith,  whatever  chance  fliould  wait, 

Px'y  warrirg  fv/ord  .  if  conquefl;    fame,  and  fpoil, 

Grac'd  my  return,  before  her  feet  to  pour 

1  he  glittering  treafure,  and  the  laurel  wreath; 

Enjoying  coiiquft  then,  and  fame,  and  fpoil. 

If  fortune  frown'd  adverfe,  and  death  forbade 

The  blifs. ul  union,  with  my  lateft  breath 

To  dvvell  on  Medway's  and  Maria's  name. 

This  ardenL  vow  deep-rooted,  from  my  foul 

No  dangers  tore  ;  this  vow  my  bofom  fir'd 

To  conquer  danger,  and  the  fpoil  enjoy. 

Her  fliall  I  leave,  with  fair  events  elate, 

Who  crown'd  mine  humblefl:  fortune  with  her 

loye  ? 
Her  fliall  I  leave,  who  now  perchance  alone 
CI  mbs  the  proud  cliff",  and  chides  my  flow  return  ? 
And  fli..'l  that  veflel,  whofe  approaching  fails 
t  hall  fuel!  her  breafl  with  ecflafics,  convey 
Death  to  her  hopes,  and  anguifli  to  her  foul  ? 
No !  may  the  deep  my  villain-corfe  devour. 
If  all  the  wealth  Iberian  mines  conceal. 
If  all  the  charms  Iberian  maids  difclofe, 
If  thine,  Elvira,  thine,  uniting  all! 
Thus  far  prevail — nor  can  thy  virtuous  breafl: 
Demand,  what  honour,  faith,  and  love  denies." 

Oh  !  happy  flie,  rtjoin'd  the  penfive  maid, 
who  fhares  thy  fame,  thy  virtue,  and  thy  love  ! 
And  be  ftie  happy  I  thy  diflinguifli'd  choice 
Declares  her  worth,  and  vindicates  her  claim. 
Farewell  my  lucklefs  hopes,  my  flattering  dreams 
Of  rapturous  days !  my  guilty  fuit,  farewell ! 
Yet,  fond  howe'er  my  plea,  or  deep  the  wound 
That  waits  my  fame,  let  not  the  random  fhaft 
Of  cenfiire  pierce  with  me  th'  Iberian  dames! 
Tliey  love  with  caution,  and  with  happier  flars. 
And  oh  !  by  pity  rnov'd,  reftrain  the  taunts 
Of  levity,  nor  brand  Elvira's  flame  ; 
By  merit  rais'd  ;  by  gratitude  approv'd  ; 
By  iiope  confirm'd;  with  artleis  truth  reveal'd; 
Ltt,  let  me  fay,  but  for  one  matchlefs  maid 
Of  happier  birth,  with  mutual  ardor  crov.'n'd. 

Thefe  radiant  gems,  which  bur:iifli  happincfs, 
But  mock  misfortune,  to- thy  favourite's  hand 
With  care  convey.     And  well  may  fuch  adorn 
Her  cheerful  front,  who  finds  in  thee  alone 
The  fource  of  every  tranfport ;  but  difgrace 
My  penfive  breafl,  which  doom'd  to  lafling  woe. 
In  thee  the  fource  of  every  blifs  refigns. 

And  nov/  farewell,  thou  darling  youth  !  the  gem 
Of  Englifli  merit !  peace,  content,  and  joy. 
And  tender  hopes,  and  young  defires,  farewell ! 
Attend,  ye  fmillng  train,  this  gallant  mind 
Back  to  his  native  fhores  ;  there  fweetly  fmooth 
His  evening  pillow  ;  dance  around  his  groves ; 
And,  where  he  treads,  with  violets  paint  his  w!jy. 
But  leave  Elvira  !  leave  her,  now  no  more 
Your  frail  companion  !  in  the  facred  cells 
Of  fome  lone  cloifter  let  me  fliroud  my  ftiame: 
Tliere,  to  the  matin  bell,  obfequious,  pour 
My  confidant  orifons.     The  wanton  loves, 
And  gay  defires,  fliall  fpy  the  glimmering  tower?. 
And  wing  their  flight  aloof:  but  reft  confirm'd. 
That  never  fhall  Elvira's  tongue  conclude 
T  t 
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Her  fhorteft  prayer,  ere  Henry's  dear  fuccefs 
The  warmefl  accent  ot  her  zeal  employ." 

Ihus  i'poke    the   weeping  fair,   whofe  artlefs 
Impartial  fcorn'd  to  model  her  efteem  [mind 

Ey  native  cuftoms;  drefs,  and  face,  and  air. 
And  manners,  lefs ;  nor  yet  refolv'd  in  vain. 
He,  bound  by  prior  love,  the  folemn  vow 
Given  and  receiv'd,  to  foft  compaflion  gave 
A  tender  tear ;  then  -ftith  that  kind  adieu 
Efteem.  could    warrant,    wcary'd    heaven    with 

prayers 
To  ihield  that  tender  breafl  he  left  forlorn. 

He  ccas'd,  and  to  the  cloifter's  penfive  fcene 
Elvira  fhap'd  her  folitary  way. 

THE  SCHOOL-MISTRESS. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  SPENSER. 

"  Auditx  voces,  vagitus  &  ingens, 
«'  Infantumque  animae  flentes  in  limine  primo." 

^  ViRG. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 
\VIiat  particulars  in  Spenfer  were  imagined  moft 
proper  for  the  author's  imitation  on  this  occofion, 
are  his  langucgc,  his  jlt^iplicity,  his  manner  of 
dffcriptiotz,  -and  a  peculiar  tmdemefs  ol  fintiment 
remarkable  txiroughout  his  works. 

An  me !  full  forely  is  my  heart  forlorn, 
To  think  how  raodefl  wovth  neglecSed  lies  ; 
While  partial  fame  doth  with  herblafts  adorn 
Such  deeds  alone,  as  pride  and  pomp  difguife  ; 
Deeds  of  ill  fort,  and  mifchievous  emprize : 
Lend  me  thy  clarion,  goddefs !  let  me  try 
To  found  the  praife  of  mcritj  ere  it  dies; 
Srch  as  I  oft  have  chaunced  to  efpy, 
Lofl  in  the  dreary  fhadcs  of  dull  obfcurity. 

In  every  village  mark'd  with  little  fpire, 
Embower'd  in  trees,  and  hardly  knov/n  to  fame, 
There  dwells,  in  lowly  fhed,  and  mean  attire, 
A  matron  old,  whom  we  fchool-miftrcfs  name; 
Whoboai>s  unruly  brats  with  birch  to  tame  ; 
They  gricven  fore,  in  piteous  durance  pent, 
A'.v'd  by  the  power  of  this  relcntlefs  dame  ; 
And  oft-times,  on  vagaries  idly  bent,       [fhent. 
For  unkempt  hair,  on  tafk  uiiccnn'd,  are  foreiy 

And  all  in  fight  doth  rife  a  birchin  tree, 
Which  learning  near  her  little  dome  did  flowc; 
Whilom  a  twig  of  fmall  regard  to  fee, 
TliOiigh  novkf  fo  wide  its  waving  branches  flow  ; 
And  work  the  fimple  vaffals  mickle  woe ; 
For  not  a  wind  miglit  curl  the  leaves  that  blew, 
Bnt  their  limbs  Ihudder'd,  and  their  pulfe  b».at 

low ; 
And  as  they  look'd  they  found  their  horror  grew. 
And  fhap'd  it  into  rods,  and  tingled  at  the  view. 

So  have  I  feen  (who  has  not,  may  conceive), 
A  lifclefs  phantom  near  a  garden  plac'd  ; 
So  C\.^^'\t  wanton  birds  of  peace  bereave, 
Of  fport,  of  ibng,  of  pleafure,  of  repafl: ; 
They  ft  art,  they  ftare,  they  wheel  they  look 

aghaft ; 
Sad  fervitude  !  fiich  comfortlefs  annoy 
May  no  bold  Briton's  riper  age  e'er  tafte ! 
Nc  fuperftition  clog  his  dance  of  joy, 
iN^e  yiucn  empty,  vain,  his  native  blifs  deftroy. 


Near  to  this  dome  is  found  a  patch  lo  green, 
On  which  the  tribe  their  gamboles  do  difplay  ; 
And  at  the  door  imprifoning  board  is  feen, 
Left  weakly  wights  of  imallcr  fize  fhould  ftray  ; 
Eager,  perdie,  to  balk  in  funny  day  ! 
The  noifesintermix'd,  which  thence  refound. 
Do  learning's  little  tenement  betray: 
Wlicre  Ills  the  dame,  difguis'd  in  look  profound. 
And  eyes  her  fairy  throng,  and  turns  her  wheel 
around. 

Her  cap,  far  \vluter  than  the  driven  fnow, 
Emblem  right  meet  of  decency  does  yield : 
Her  apron  dy"d  in  grain,  as  blue,  I  trowe. 
As  is  the  hare-bell  that  adorns  the  field  : 
And  in  her  hand,  for  fceptre,  flie  does  wield 
Tway  birchen  fprays;   with  anxious  fear  cn- 

twin'd. 
With  dark  diilruft,  and  fad  repentance  fiU'd  ; 
And  ftedfaft  hate,  ar*d  fharp  afHicSlion  join'd. 
And  fury  uncontroul'd,  and  chaftifement  unkind. 

Few  but  have  ken'd,  in  femblance  meet  ponr- 
The  child ifh  faces  of  old  Eol's  train  ;       [tray'd, 
I^ibs,  Notus,  Aufter  :  thcfe  in  frowns  array'd. 
How  then  would  fare  or  earth,  or  Iky,  or  main. 
Were  the  flern  god  to  give  his  flaves  the  rein  ? 
And  were  not  fhe  rebellious  breafts  to  quell, 
And  were  not  fhe  her  ftatutes  to  maintain. 
The  cot  no  more,  I  ween,  were  deem'd  the  cell. 
Where  comely  prace  of  mind,  and  decent  order 
dwell. 

A  rufi^et  dole  was  o'er  her  fiioulders  throwp : 
A  rulTet  kirtle  fenc'd  the  nipping  air; 
'Twas  fimple  ruffet,  but  it  was  her  own  ; 
'Twas  her  own  country  bred  the  flock  fo  fair ! 
'Twas  her  own  labour  did  the  fleece  prepare ; 
And,  fcoth  to  fay,  her  pupils,  rang'd  around. 
Through  pious  awe,  did  term  it  pafTing  rare  ; 
For  they  in  gaping  wonderment  abound, 
And  think,  no  doubt,  flie  been  the  greatefi  wight 
on  ground. 

Albeit  ne  flattery  did  corrupt  her  truth, 
Nc  pompous  title  did  debauch  her  ear ; 
Goody,  good-woman,  gofiip,  n'aunt,  forfooth. 
Or  dame,  the  fole  additions  flie  did  hear ; 
Yet  thefc  flie  challeng'd,  thefe  ihe  held  right; 

dear  : 
Ne  would  eflcem  him  adc  as  mought  behove. 
Who  fhould  not  honour'd  eld  with  thefe  revere : 
For  never  title  yet  fo  mean  could  prove. 
But  there  was  eke  a  mind  which  did  that  title  love. 

One  ancient  hen  flic  took  delight  to  feed. 
The  plodding  pattern  of  the  bufy  dame  ; 
Which,  ever  and  anon,  impell'd  by  need. 
Into  her  fchool,  begirt  with  chickens,  came ; 
Such  favour  did  her  pafl  deportment  claim  ; 
And,  if  ncgle6t  had  laviih'd  on  the  ground 
Fragment  of  bread,  flie  would  collcdt  the  fame; 
For  well  fhe  knew,  anil  quaintly  could  expound. 
What  fm  it  were  to  wafle  the  fmallefl;  crumb  flie 
found. 

Herbs  too  flie  kne\v,  and  well  of  each  could 

fpcak 
That  in  her  garden  fip'd  the  filverj'  dew ; 
Where  no  vain  flower  difclos'd  a  gawdy  ftreak  j 
But  herbs  for  ufe,  and  phj*lic,  rot  a  few, 
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Of  grey  renown,  withiji  thofe  borders  grew : 
The  tufted  bafli,  pun-provoking  thynie, 
Frefli  baum,  and  marygold  of  cheerful  hue  : 
The  lowly  gill,  that  never  dares  to  climb  ; 
And  more  I  fain  would  fing,  difdaining  here  to 
rhyme. 

Yet  euphrafy  may  not  be  left  unfung. 
That  gives  dim  eyes  to  wander  leagues  around  ; 
And  pungent  radifh,  biting  infants  tongue ; 
And  plantain  ribb'd,   tliat  heals   the  reaper's 

wound ; 
And  marjoram  fweet,  in  fhepherd'spofie  found; 
And  lavender,  whofe  fpikes  of  azure  bloom 
Shall  be,  ere-while,  in  arid  bundles  bound, 
To  lurk  amidft  the  labours  of  her  loom, 
And  crown  her  kerchiefs  clean,  with  mickle  rare 
perfume. 

And  hei-e  trim  rofemarine,  that  v.rhilom  crown'd 
The  daintieft  garden  of  the  proudeft  peer ; 
Ere,  driven  from  itsenvy'd  fite,  it  found 
A  facred  fnelter  for  its  brandies  here  ;       [pear. 
Where  edg'd  with  gold  its  glittering  fkirts  ap- 
Oh  walTel  days!  O  cuRoms  meet  and  well! 
Ere  this  was  banifh'd  from  its  lofty  fphere  : 
Simplicity  then  fought  this  humble  cell,  [dwell. 
•Nor  ever  would  flie  more  with  thane  and  lordling 

Here  oft  the  dame,  on  Sabbath's  decent  eve, 
Hymned  fuch   pfalms  as  Sternhold  forth  did 

mete. 
If  winter  'twere,  flie  to  her  hearth  did  cleave. 
But  in  her  garden  found  a  fummer-feat : 
Sweet  melody  !  to  hear  her  then  repeat 
How  Ifrael's  fons,  beneath  a  foreign  king. 
While  taunting  foe-men  did  a  fong  entreat. 
All,  .'or  the  nonce,  untuning  every  firing, 
Uphung  their  ufelefs  lyres — ■fmall  heart  had  they 
to  fmg. 

For  Cie  was  juft,  and  friend  to  virtuous  lore, 
And  pafs'd  much  time  in  truly  virtuous  deed  ; 
And,  in  thofe  elfins'  ears,  would  eft  deplore 
The  times,  when  truth  by  popilh  rage  did  bleed; 
And  tortious  death  was  true  devotion's  meed; 
And  fimple  faith  in  iron  chains  did  mourn. 
That  nould  on  wooden  image  place  her  creed  ; 
And   lawny  faints   in  fmouldering  flames  did 
burn:  [return. 

Ah  !  deareil  lord,  foi-efend,  thilk  days  fliould  e'er 

In  elbow-chair,  like  tli?.*  of  Scottifli  f;em 
By  the  fliarp  tooth  of  cankering  eld  defac'd. 
In  which,  when  he  receives  his  diadem. 
Our  fovei'eJgD  prince  and  liefcfl;  liege  is  plac'd, 
The  matron  fate;  and  feme  with  rank  fhe  grac'd, 
(The   fource   of    children's  and   of   couirtier's 

pride  I) 
Redrefs'd  affronts,  for  vile  affronts  there  pafs'd ; 
And  warn'd  them  not  the  fretful  to  deride. 
But  love  each  other  dear,  whatever  them  betide. 

Right  well  fhe  knew  each  temper  to  defcry  ; 
To  thwart  the  proud,  and  the  fubmifs  to  raife  ; 
Seme  with  vile  ccpper-prize  exalt  on  high. 
And  fome  entice  with  pittance  fmall  of  praife  ; 
And  other  fome  with  baleful  fprig  Ihe  'frays ; 
Ev'n  abfent,  flie  the  reins  of  power  doth  held, 
■>Vhile  with  quaint  arts  the  giddy  crowd  flie 
iwsys ; 


Forewarn'd,  if  little  bird  their  pranks  behold, 
'Twill  whifper  in  her  ear,  and  all  the  fcene  unfold. 

Lo  now  with  ftate  flie  utters  the  command  ! 
Eftfoons  the  urchins  to  their  tafks  repair ; 
Their  books  of  flature  fmall  they  take  in  hand, 
Which  with  pellucid  horn  fecurcd  are  ; 
To  fave  from  finger  wet  the  letters  fair  : 
The  work  fo  gay,  that  on  their  back  is  fecn, 
St.  George's  high  atchievements  does  declare  ; 
On  which  thilk  wight  that  has  y-gar.ing  been, 
Kens  the    forthcoming  rod,  unpleafmg  fight,  I 
ween  ! 

Ah  lucklefs  he,  and  born  beneath  the  beam 
Of  evil  flar !  it  irks  me  whilft  I  write  I 
As  erft  the  *  bard  by  MuUa's  filver  llream. 
Oft,  as  he  told  of  deadly  dolorous  plight, 
Sigh'd  as  he  fung,  and  did  in  tears  indite. 
For  brandifhing  the  rod,  fhe  doth  begin 
To  loofe  the  brogues,  the  ftripling's  late  delight  ? 
And  down  they  drop  ;  appears  his  dainty  fkin, 
Fair  as  the  furry-coat  of  wliitell  ermilin. 

O  ruthful  fcene  !  when  from  a  mock  obfcurc, 
His  little  filler  doth  his  peril  fee : 
All  playful  as  flie  fate,  flic  grows  demiu-e  ; 
She  finds  full  foon  her  wonted  fpirits  flee  \ 
She  meditates  a  prayer  to  fet  liira  free  : 
Nor  gentle  pardon  could  this  dame  deny, 
(If  gentle  pardon  could  with  dames  agree) 
To  her  fad  grief  that  fwells  in  either  eye. 
And  wings  her  fo  that  all  for  pity  ihe  could  die. 

No  longer  can  flie  now  her  flirieks  command ; 
And  hardly  file  forbears,  through  awful  fear. 
To  ruflien  forth,  and,  with  prelumptuous  hand, 
To  ftay  harlh  jullice  in  its  mid  career. 
On  thee  fhe  calls,  on  thee  her  parent  dear  I 
(Ah  !  too  remote  to  ward  the  fliameful  blow !) 
She  fees  no  kind  domcftic  vifage  near. 
And  foon  a  flood  of  tears  begins  to  flow ; 
And  gives  a  loofe  at  lafl  to  unavailing  woe. 

But  ah  !  what  pen  his  piteous  plight  may  trace  ? 
Or  what  device  his  loud  laments  explain  ? 
The  form  uncouth  of  his  difguifed  face  ? 
The  pallid  hue  that  dyes  his  locks  amain  ? 
The  plenteous  fliowsr  that  does  his  cheek  dillain  ? 
When  he,  in  abjecfl  wife,  implores  the  dame, 
Ne  hopeth  aught  of  fweet  reprieve  to  gain; 
Or  v/hen  from  high  flie  levels  well  her  aim. 
And,  thtough  the  thatch,  his  cries  each  falling 
ftroke  proclaim. 

The  other  tribe,  nghaf!:,  with  fore  difmay. 
Attend,  and  conn  their  tafks  with  mJckle  care  : 
By  turns,  aftony'd,  every  twig  furvey,  [ware ; 
And,  from  their  fellows'  h-iteful  wounds,  be- 
Knowing,  I  twill:,  how  each  the  fime  may  fhare ; 
Till  fear  has  taught  them  a  performance  meet. 
And  to  the  well-known  cheft  the  dumc  repair; 
Whence  oft  with  fugar'd  cates  fiie  doth  them 
greet,  [fweet. 

And  gingcr-brcad    y-rare  ;    now   certes,   doubly 

See  to  their  feats  they  bye  with  merry  glee, 
And  in  beleemly  order  fitten  there ; 
A  'I  hut  the  wight  of  bum  y-galled,  he,    [chair; 
A'?horrcth  bench  and   ftool,  and  fourm,  and 
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(This  hand  in  mcjth  y-Cx"d,  that   rends  his 
hair;)  '         [breaft, 

And  eke  with   fnubs  profound,   an4   he4Ying 
Convulfions  intermitting,  does  declare 
His  grievous  wrong  ;  his  dame's  unjufl:  beheil ; 
And  icorns  her  oirer'd  love,and  lliuns  to  be  c^refs'd. 

His  face  befprent  with  liquid  cryflal  fhines, 
Hisbloomirg  face  that  fecms  a  purple  flower, 
AVhich  low  to  earth  its  dropping  head  declines. 
All  frnear'd  and  fully'd  by  a  vernal  fhcwer. 
O  the  hard  bofoms  of  dtfpotic  power  ! 
All,  all,  but  ihe,  the  author  of  his  fhame, 
All,  all,  but  fhe,  regret  this  mournful  hour  : 
Yet  hence  the  youth,   and  hence  the  flower, 
fliall  claim, 
If  fo  I  deem  aright,  tranfcending  worth  and  fame. 

Behind  fome  door,  in  melancholy  thought, 
?^Iindlefs  of  food,  he,  dreary  caitiif!  pines; 
Ne  for  his  fellows  joyance  careth  aught. 
But  to  the  wind  all  merriment  refigns  ; 
And  deems  its  fhame  if  he  to  peace  inclines  ; 
And  many  a  fullen  look  afcance  is  ferjt. 
Which  for  his  dames  annoyance  he  defiyns  ; 
And  flill  the  more  to  pleafure  him  fhe's  ber.t. 
The  more  doth  he,  perverfc,  her  haviour  pafi  rc- 
fent. 

Ah  me '.   how  much  I  fear  left  pride  it  be  ! 
But  if  that  pride  it  be.  which  thus  infpires, 
Beware,  ye  dames,  with  nice  difcernment  fee, 
'Ye  quench  not  too  the  fparks  of  nobler  fires  : 
Ah  !  better  far  than  all  the  mufes'  lyres. 
All  coward  arts,  is  valour's  generous  heat ; 
The  firm  fixt  breafl  which  fit  and  right  requires, 
Like  Vernon's  patriot  foul;  more  juftly  great 
Than  craft  that  pimps  for  ill,  or  flowery  faife  de- 
ceit ; 

Yet,  nursM  with  Ikill,  what  dazzling  fruits  ap- 
pear ! 
Ev'n  now  fagacious  forefight  points  to  Ihow 
A  little  bench  of  heedlefs  bifliops  here, 
And  there  a  chancclor  in  embryo, 
Or  bard  fublune,  if  bard  may  e'er  be  fo,    [die  ! 
As  Milton,  ShaliTjjearc,    names  that  ne'er  fliall 
Though  now  he  ciawl  along  tb^  ground  fo  low. 
Nor  weeting  how  the  mufe  fhould  four  on  high, 
■Wiflieth,  poor  Ilarvcluig  elf !  his  paper  kite  may 
fly. 

And  this  perhaps,  who,  cenfuring  the  defign. 
Low  lays  the  houfe  which  that   of  cards  doth 
f^bjill  Dennis  be  !  if  rigid  fate  incline,      [build. 
And  many  an  epic  to  his  rage  Hiall  yield ; 
And  many  a  poet  quit  th'  Aonion  flcld ; 
And,  four'd  by  age,  profound  he  fiiall  appear, 
Ashe  who  bov/  with  'fdainful  fury  thrill'd 
.    Surveys  mine  work;  and  levels  many  a  fneer, 
'And  furls  his  wrinkly  front,  and  crieo,  "  What 
"  fluff  is  here  ?" 

But  now  Dan  Phoebus  gains  the  middle  !kie, 
A  nd  liberty  unbars  her  prifon-docr ; 
And  like  u  rufhing  torrent  out  they  fly, 
And  now  the  grafl'y  cirque  had  covcr'd  o'er 
With  boiftercus  revel-rout  and  wild  uproar ; 
A  tlioufand  ways  in  wanton  rings  they  ruqs 
Ikjven  fliicld  dicir  Ihcrt-livd  palliaies,  I  im- 
'       »!ore ! 


For  well  may  frcfdom  crfl  fo  dearly  won, 
Appear  to  Britiih  elf  more  gladfome  than  the  fun. 

Iinjoy,  poor  imps  1  enjoy  your  fportive  trade. 
And  cliafe  gay  flies,  and  cull  the  faireft  flowers, ; 
For  when  my  bones  in  grafs-green  fods  are  laid'; 
For  never  may  ye  tafle  more  carelefs  hours 
In  knightly  caflles  or  in  ladies'  bowers. 
O  vain  to  feek  delight  in  earthly  thing  !      [ers; 
Sut  mofl  in  courts  where  proud  ambition  tow- 
Deluded  wighc  1    who   weens  fair   peace  can 
fpring 
Beneath  the  pompous  dome  of  kefar  or  of  king. 

Pee  in  each  fprite  fome  various  bent  appear  ! 
Thefc  rudely  carol  mcfl  incondite  lay ;       [leer 
Thofe  fauntering  en   the  green,  with  jocund 
Salute  the  ftranger  pafling  on  his  way  ; 
Som»e  builden  fragile  tenements  of  clay; 
Some  to  the  itanding  lake  their  courfes  bend. 
With  pebbles  fmooth  at  duck  and  drake  to  play  ; 
Thilk  to  the  huxter's  favory  cottage  tend. 
In  paftry  kings  and  quee^is  th'   allotted  mite  to 
fpend. 

Here,  as  each  feafon  yields  a  different  flore, 
Each  feafon's  ilores  in  order  ranged  been  ; 
Apples  with  cabbage-net  y-cover  d  o'er. 
Galling  full  fore  th   unmoney'd  wight,  are  fecn; 
And  goofe-'brie  clad  in  rivery  red  or  green  ; 
And  here  of  lovely  dye,  the  Catharine  pear, 
Fine  pear  '.  as  lovely  lor  thy  juice,  I  wten  : 
O  may  no  wight  e'er  perinylefs  come  there, 
Left  fmit  v/ith  ardent  love  he  pine  with  hopckfs 
care ! 

See  !    cherries  here,  ere  cherries  yet  around, 
V.'lth  thread  fo  white  in  tempting  pofics  ty'd. 
Scattering  like  blocmuig   maid   their  glances 

round. 
With  pamper'd  look  draw  little  eyes  af.de  ; 
And  muft  be  bought,  though  penury  betide. 
The  pluniij  all  azure  and  the  nut  all  brown. 
And  here  each  feafon  do  thofe  cakes  abide, 
Whofe  honour'd  names  *  th'  inventive  city  own, 
Rendering  througli  Britain's  ifle  Salopia's  praifes 
known. 

Admir'd  Salopia  1  that  with  vcriial  pride 
Eyes  her  bright  form  in  Severn's  ambient  wave, 
lam'd  for  her  loyal  cares   in  perils  try'd, 
Her  daughters  loVely,  ai'.d  her  ftriplings  brave  -, 
Ah  1  niidft  the  reft,  may  flowers  adorn  his  eiravc , 
Whole  art  did  flrft  thefe  dulcet  cates  dil'play  '. 
A  motive  fair  to  learning's  imps  he  gave, 
Who  cheerlefio'er  her  darkling  region  itiay; 
Till  reafon's  morn  ariie,  and  light  them  on  tlicir 
way. 

E     P     I    T    A     P     Hf. 

Here,  here  flie  lies  a  budding  rofe, 

Blafted  before  its  bloom, 
Whofe  innocence  did  fweets  difclofe 

Beyond   that  flower's  perfume. 
To  thofe  who  for  her  dcati*!  are  griev'd, 

This  confolation's  given  ; 
She's  from  the  fiornis  of  life  reliev'd 

To  them  more  bright  in  heaven. 

*  Sbrnvjhury  cakes. 

+  In   Hailci-O'Maii.hurch-yariy  on  M'fi  Aiigs  Poii :.'.. 
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I.     ON  A  TABLET  AGAINST  A  ROOT- 
HOUSE. 

Here,  in  cool  grot  and  moffy  cell, 
We  rural  fay5  and  fairies  dwell  ; 
Though  rarely  feen  by  mortal  eye. 
When  the  pale  moon,  afcending  high. 
Darts  through  yon  lines  her  quivering  beams, 
We  frifk  it  near  thefe  cryftal  llreams. 

Her  beams,  refletSled  from  the  wave, 
Afford  the  light  our  revels  crave  ; 
The  turf,  with  daifies  broider'd  o'er 
Exceeds,  we  wot,  the  Parian  floor ; 
Nor  yet  for  artful  flrains  we  call, 
But  liften  to  the  water's  fall. 

Would  you  then  tafte  oiir  tranquil  fcene, 
Be  fure  your  bofoms  be  ferene  ; 
Devoid  of  hate,  devoid  of  ftrifcj 
Devoid  of  all  that  poifons  life  : 
And  much  it  'vails  you  in  their  place, 
To  graft  the  love  of  human  race. 

And  tread  with  awe  thefe  favour'd  bowers, 
Nor  wound  the  fhrubs,  nor  bruife  the  flowers ; 
So  may  your  path  with  fvveets  abound  ; 
So  may  your  couch  with  reft  be  crown'd ! 
But  harm  betide  the  wayward  fwain. 
Who  dares  our  hallow'd  haunts  profane ! 

II.     ON  AN  URN. 

INGENIO    ET    AMICITIAE 
GUILIELMI    SOMERVILE. 

And  on  the  oppfitc  fide, 

G.    S.    POSVIT, 

Debita  fpargens  lacrymi  favillam 

Vatis  amici. 

In.    TO  MR.  DODSLEY. 

Come  then,  my  friend,  thy  Sylvan  fhade  difplay, 
Come  hear  thy  Faunus  tune  his  ruftic  lay  ; 
Ah,  rather  come,  and  in  thefe  dells  difown 
The  care  of  other  ftrains,  and  tune  thine  own. 

IV.    ON  THE  BACK  OF  A  GOTHIC  SEAT. 

Shepherd,  would'ft  thou  hear  obtain 
■pleafure  unalloy'd  with  pain  ? 
Joy  that  fuits  the  rural  fphere  ? 
Gentle  fhepherd  lend  an  ear. 

Liearn  to  relifli  calm  delight, 
Verdant  vales  and  fountains  bright ; 
Trees  that  nod  on  Hoping  hills, 
Caves  that  echo  tinkling  rills. 

If  thou  canft  no  charm  difclofe 
In  the  Cmpleft  bvd  tbat  blows  j 


Go,  forfake  thy  plain  and  fold,    , 
Join  the  crowd,  and  toil  for  gold. 

Tragqui^l  pleafures  never  cloy  ; 
Banifh  each  tumultuous  joy  ; 
All  but  love— for  love  infpires 
Fonder  wifbe-:,  warmer  fires. 

Love  and  all  its  joys  be  thine — 
Yet,  ere  thou  the  reigns  refign, 
Hear  what  reafon  fecms  to  fay. 
Hear  attentive,  and  obey; 

"  Crimfon  leaves  the  rofc  adorn, 
''  But  beneath  them  lurks  a  thorn  ; 
"  Fair  and  flowery  is  the  brake 
"  Yet  it  hides  the  vengeful  fnake 

"  Think  not  fne,  whofc  empty  pride 
"  Dares  the  fleecy  garb  deride, 
"  Th'nk  not  fhe,  who,  light  and  vairi, 
"  Scorns  the  fheep  can  love  the  fwain. 

"  Artlefs  deed  and  fimple  drefs 
"  Mark  the  chofen  fliepherdefs ; 
"  Thoughts  by  decency  c'ontrol'd, 
"  Well  conceiv'd  and  freely  told. 

"  Senfe  that  Ihuns  each  confcious  air, 

"  Wit,  that  falls  ere  well  aware ; 

"  Generous  pity,  prone  to  figh 

"  If  her  kid  or  lambkin  die. 

"  Let  not  lucre,  let  riot  pride, 

"  Draw  thee  from  fuch  charms  afide  ; 

"  Have  not  thofe  their  proper  fphere  ? 

"  Gentler  paflions  triumph  here. 

"  See  to  fweeten  thy  repofe, 
"  The  bloflbm  buds,  the  fountain  flows; 
"  Lo  !  to  crown  thy  healthful  board, 
"  All  that  milk  and  fruits  afford. 

"  Seek  no  more —  the  reft  is  vain  ; 

"  Fleafure  ending  foon  in  pain  : 

"  Anguilh  lightly  gilded  o'er  : 

"  Clofe  thy  wifh,  and  feek  no  more." 


V. 


ON  THE  BACK  OF  A  GOTHIC 
ALCOVE. 


O  YOU  that  bathe  in  courtly  blylTe 
Or  toyle  in  fortune's  giddy  fphearc  ; 

Do  not  too  ralhly  deem  amylTe 
Of  him  that  bydes  contented  here. 

Nor  yet  difdeigne  the  ruflet  floale, 

Which  o'er  each  careleffe  lymb  he  flyngs ; 

Nor  yet  deryde  the  beechen  bowle. 

In  whyche  he  quaffs  the  lympid  fprings. 

Forgive  him,  if  at  eve  or  dawne, 
Devoide  of  wordlye  cark  he  ftray: 
Tt  iij 
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Or  all  befide  fome  flowery  lawiie, 
He  waftc  his  iuoffcnfive  daye. 

So  may  he  pardonne  fraud  and  ftrife, 
it  luch  in  courtlye  haunt  he  fee  : 

For  faults  there  been;  in  bufye  life, 

From  whyche  thefe  peaceful  glens  are  free. 


VJ. 


ON  A  SEAT,  UNDER  A  SPREADING 
BJiEGH. 


Hoc  erat  in  votis :  modus  agri  non  ita  majjnus, 
Hortus  ubi,  et  te^o  vicinus  jugis  aqua:  fons, 
Et  paulum  fylvse  fiiper  his  foret.     Au<flius  atque 
Uii  melius  fecere. 

VII.     ON  A  SEAT. 

109EPH0  SPENCE, 

EXIMIO  NOSTRO  CRITONi; 

CVI  DICARI  VELLET 

MVSARVM  OMNIVM  ET  GPvATIARVM  CHORVS, 

DICAT  AMICITIA. 

MDCCJLVIIl. 

Vni.     ON  THE  ASSIGNATIOJ^  SEAT. 

Nerine  Galatea  !  thymo  mihi  dulcior  Hyblse, 
Candidior  cygnis,  hedera  formofior  alba  1 
Cum  primum  pafti  repetent  prsefepia  tauri. 
Si  qus;  tui  Corydoois  habet  te  cura,  venito. 

IX.     ON  AN  ORNAMENTED  URN, 

Infiribed  to  Mifs  Bolman,  a  beaittiful  and  ami- 
able relation  of  Mr.  ^benjlonc's,  ivbo  died  of 
thefmall-pox,  about  t-ive/ity-one  years  of  age. 

PERAMABItl  SVJE  CONSOBRINJE 
M.  a. 

On  the  other  fide : 

AH   MARIA 

rVELLARVM  ELEGANTISSIMA, 

AH  FLORE  VENVSTATIS  ABREPTA, 

VALE  I     ~ 

HEV  qVANTO  MINVS  EST 

CV.M  RELIQVIS  VERSARI, 

QVAM  TVI 

MEMINISSE  ! 

X.     ON  A  SEAT, 

CELEBERRIMO  POETiE 

JACOBO  THOMSON 

PROPE  PONTES  ILLI  NON  FASTIDITOS 

G.  S. 

SEDEM  BANC  ORNAVIT. 

QuiE  tibi,  qux  tali  reddam  pro  carmine  dona  ? 
In  am  neque  me  tantum  venientis  fibilus  auftri, 
Nee  percuffa  juvant  fiuftu  tam  litora.nec  qu£ 
Saxofas  inter  decurrunt  flumina  valles. 


XI.     ON  A  SEAT,- 

At  the  bottojii  of  a  large  Root,  on  the  Side  of  a 
Slope. 

O  LET  me  haunt  this  peaceful  fhade ; 

Nor  let  ambition  e'er  invade 

The  tenants  of  this  leafy  bower 

That  ihun  her  paths,  and  flight  her  power  1 

Hither  the  peaceful  Halcyon  flies 
From  focial  meads  and  open  Ikies  ; 
Pleas'd.by  this  rill  her  courfe  to  fteer. 
And  hide  her  fapphire  plumage  here. 

The  trout,  bedropt  with  crimfon  ftains, 
Forfakes  the  river's  proud  domains ; 
Forfakes  the  fun's  unwelcome  gleajn, 
To  lurk  within  this  humble  ftream. 

And  fure  I  hear  the  Naiad  fay, 
Flow,  flow,  my  ftream,  this  devious  way. 
Though  lovely  fuft  thy  murmurs  are. 
Thy  waters  lovely  cool  and  fair. 

Flow,  gentle  ftream,  nor  let  the  vain 
Thy  fmail  unfuUy'd  ftores  difdain  : 
Nor  let  the  penlive  fage  repine, 
Whofe  latent  courfe  relciiiblcs  thine. 

XII.     ON  A  SMALL  OBELISK  IN  VIRGIL'S 
GROVE. 

p.  VIRGILIO  MAROKI 
LAPIS  ISTE  CVM  LVCO  SACER  ESTO. 

XIIL    ON  A  STONE,  BY  A  CHALYBEAT 
SPRING. 

PONS  FERRVGINEVS. 
DIV-^  qyjE.  SECESSV  ISTQ  FRVI  CONCEDIT. 

XIV.  ON  A  STONE  SEAT,  MAKING  PART 

OF  A  CAVE. 

INTVS  AQVS  DULCIS,  VIVOQ\'E  SEDILIA  SAXO  ; 
NYP.IPnARVM  DOMVS. 

XV.  ON  TWO  SEATS,  TO  TWO  OF  HIS 
MOST  PARTICULAR  FRIENDS. 

The  firft  thus : 

amiciti;e  et  meritis 

richard! graves : 

ipsie  te,  tityre,  pinvs, 

ipsi  te  fontis,  ipsa  h^c  arbvsta  tocabant, 

The  other, 

AMICITIJE  ET  MERITIS 
RICHARDI  lAGO. 

XVI.  ON  A  STATUE  OF  VENUS  DE  ME. 

DICIS. 

"  Semi  edu<5la  Venus." 

"  To  Venus,  Venus  here  retir'd, 
"  My  fober  vows  I  pay  : 
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**  Not  her  on  Paphian  plains  admir'd, 
"  The  bold,  the  pert,  the  gay. 

*'  Not  her  whofe  amorous  leer  prevail'd 
"  To  bribe  the  Phrygian  boy  ; 

"  Not  her  who,  clad  in  armour,  fuii'J 
"  To  fave  difaftrous  Troy. 

*'  Frefli  rifing  from  the  foamy  tide, 

"  She  every  bofom  warms ; 
*'  While  half  withdrawn  flie  feems  to  hide, 

"  And  half  reveals,  her  charms. 

"  Learn  hence,  ye  boaftful  fons  of  tade, 

''  Who  plan  the  rural  fliade  ; 
"  Learn  hence  to  fliun  the  vicious  walle 

"  Of  pomp,  at  large  difplay'd. 

"  Let  fvveet  concealment's  magic  art 

"  Your  mazy  bounds  inveft  ; 
"  And  while  the  light  unveils  a  part, 

"  Let  fancy  paint  the  reft. 

''  Let  coy  referve  with  coft  unite 
<'  To  grace  your  wood  Or  field ; 

*'  No  ray  obtrufive  pall  the  fight, 
"  In  aught  you  paint,  or  build. 

"  And  far  be  driven  the  fumptuous  glare 
"  Of  gold,  from  Britifh  groves ; 

"  And  far  the  meretricious  air 
"  Of  China's  vain  alcoves. 

''  'Tis  bafliful  beauty  ever  twines 

"  The  moft  coercive  chain ; 
*'  'Tis  flie,  that  fovereign  rule  declines, 

"  Who  beft  deferves  to  reign." 


XVII.  Intended  to  be  written  at  the  Begi?i>ting. 
of  a  Colleiiion  of  Floiuers,  ivhicb  Mr.  Sben- 
fio?ie  coloured  for  Mrs.  Jago. 

ELEGANTISSIMJE  PVEtLJE 
DOROTH£>E  FANCOVRT 

q^3s.  perdilecJti  svi  condiscipvli 

RICHARDI lACO 


AMORKS  MERVlf, 

D.    D. 

GVLIELMVS  SHENSTONE  ; 

DEBITiE  NYMPHIS  OPIFEX  CORONJE. 

XVIII.     Propofed  to  Mr.  Graves  by  Mr.  Sben- 
/lone,  as  a  proper  Infcription  for  hitnfelf. 

AMICITI7E  G.  S. 
QVI, 

J^AIADAS  PARITER  AC  MVSaS 

EXCOLLENDO, 

SIMUL  ET  VILLAM  EIVS   ELEGANTISSIMAJI 

NOMENQVE   SVVM 

ILLVSTRAVIT. 

"  (fortvnatvs    et    ille    decs    Qvi    Novrir 

'*    AGRESTEs) 
"    PANAQVE,      SYLVANVMQVE,       SENEM,       NYM-. 
''    PHASQy^  SORORES."       ViRG. 

XIX.      ON   AN    URN  IN  HALES-OWEN 
CHURCH, 

In  Memory  of  Shenftone. 

BY  MR.  GRAVES. 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  with  tevcrence  tread 

Thefe  facred  manfions  of  the  dead  \ 

Not  that  the  monumental  buft 

Or  fumptuous  tomb,  here  guards  the  dull 

Of  rich  or  great ; — let  Wealth,  rank,  birth 

Sleep  undiftinguifli'd  in  the  earth. 

This  fimple  urn  records  a  name 

Which  fliines  with  more  exalted  fame. 

Reader!  if  genius,  tafte  refin'd  , 

A  native  elegance  of  mind. 

If  virtue,  fcience,  manly  fenfe. 

If  wit  that  never  gave  offence, 

The  cleareft  head,  the  tendered  hean 

In  thy  efteem  e'er  cl.iim'd  a  part, 

Ah  !  fmite  thy  breaft,  and  drop  a  tear,         • 

For  know  thy  Shenftone's  dull  lies  herei, 

R.G. 


VERSES  TO  MR.  SHENSTONE. 


WRITTEN  ON  A  FERME  ORNEE, 
Near  Bmningham. 

BY  THE  LATE  LADY  LUXEOROUGH. 

'Tis  Nature  here  bids  pleafing  fcenes  arife, 
And  v,7ifely  give  them  Cynthio  to  revife  : 
To  veil  each,  blemilli ;  brighten  every  grace  ; 
Yet  ftill  preferve  the  lovely  parent's  face. 
How  well  the  bard  obeys,  each  valley  tells ; 
Thefe  lucid  ftreams,  gay  meads,  and  lonely  cells : 
"Where  modelt  art  in  lilence  lurks  concerJ'd, 
While  nature  ihinesfo  gracefully  reveal'd, 


That  Ihe  triumphant  claims  the  total  plan^ 
And,  with  frefli  pride,  adopts  the  work  of  man. 

TO  WILUAM  SHENSTONE,  ESQ^ 

At  the  Leap-jues. 

EY  MR.  CRAVES, 

"  Vellem  in  amicitia  fie  erraremus !"        HoR« 

See  '.  the  tall  youth,  by  partial  fate's  decree. 
To  affluence  born,  and  from  reftraint  fet  free. 
Eager  he  feeks  the  fcenes  of  gay  refort. 
The  mall,  the  rout^  the  clay-houfe,  and  the  court ; 
Ttiiij 
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THE     WO RRS    OFSFIENSTONE. 


Soon  for  forae  varnifti'd  nyraph  of  dubious  fame, 
Orpowder'd  peerels,  counterfeits  a.  tiame. 
Behold  him  now,  enrapturM,  iwear  and  figh, 
Drels.  dance,  drink,  revel,  all  he  knows  not  why  ; 
Till,  by  kind  '.ae  rertor'd  to  country  air, 
He  marks  the  roles  ot  fome  rural  fair  : 
Smit  with  her  unaffet-'led  native  charms, 
A  real  pallion  fcon  lusbofoai  warais: 
And  wak'd  from  idle  dreams,  he  takes  a  wife, 
And  taftes  the  gena.ne  liappinel's  of  life. 
Thus,  in  the  vacant  leafon  of  the  year. 
Some  Templar  gay  bi-gins  his  wild  career. 
From  feat  to  feat  o'er  pompous  fcenes  he  flies, 
Views  all  with  equal  wonder  and  Uirprife; 
Till,  G-.'.k  of  domes,  arcades,  ar:l  temples  grown, 
He  hies  fatigued,  not  fatislied,  to  town 
Yet  ifl'on^-  kindf-r  genms  point  his  way 
To  whei(  the  muf^s  o'er  thv  L■eafo^ves  ftray, 
Charfa'd  with  ih';  fylvan  bc.uti.s  of  the  place, 
Whcr?  ■■    ■■■  aflumes  the  fweets  of  nature's  face, 
Each  h'l.,  each  dale,  e  ich  confecratcd  grove, 
Each  inke,  and  falling  ftreani  !iis  rapture  move. 
Litcc  tiie  fdge  captive  in  Calypfo's  grott, 
The  care?,  the  pleafnres,  of  the  world  forgot, 
Of  calm  co-.itent  he  hails  the  geniiim  fphere, 
And  loiigs  to  dwell  a  blifsful  hermit  here. 

VERJES  RECEIVED  BY  THE  POST, 

.FROM  A  LADY  UNliNOM^N,    176I. 

Health  to  the  bard  in  Leafowes'  happy  groves ; 
Health ,^  and  fweet  converfe  with    the  mufe    he 

loves  I  , 

The  humbleit  votary  of  the  tuneful  Nine, 
With  trembling  hand,  attempts  her  artlefs  line, 
In  lium  lers  fuch  as  untaught  nAture  biings; 
As  flow,  fpontaneous,  like  thy  native  fprings. 
But  ah  1  what  airy  forms  around  me  rife  ? 
The  ruiiet  mountain  glows  with  rieher  dyes  ; 
In  circling  dance  a  pigmy  crowd  appear. 
And  hark  !  an  infant  voice  falutes  my  ear: 
'   Mortal,  thy  aim  we  know,  thy  t.;-.fk  approve  ; 

*  His  merit  honour,  and  his  genius  love  ; 

*  For  us  what  verdant  carpets  has  he  fpread, 

*  WTiere  nightly  we  our  myftic  mazes  tread  '. 
'  For  us,  each  (liady  grove  and  rural  feat, 

*  His  falling  ftreams  and  flowing  nMmbers  fv/eet ! 
'  Didft  thou  not  mark,  amid  the  winding  dell, 

'   What  tuneful  verfe  adoins  the  monv  cell  ? 
'   There  every  fairy  of  our  fprightly  train 

*  Refort,  to  bJefs  lie  woodland  and  the  plain. 
'  There,  as  we  move,  unbidden  beauties  glow, 

'  The  green  turf  brightens,  and  the  violets  blow  ; 
'  And  there  with  thoughts  fublime  we  blefs  the 
'  i'wain, 

*  Nor  we  infpire,  nor  he  attends,  in  vain. 

'  Go,  fimple  rhymer  I  bear  this  meflage  true  ; 
'  The  truths  that  fairies  didlate  none  fliall  rue. 

*  Say  to  the  Bard  in  Leafowes'  happy  grove, 

'  Whom  Dryads  honour,  and  whom  Fairies  love— 
"  Content  thyfelf  no  longer  that  thy  lays, 
*'  By  others  foftfrr'd,  lend  to  others  praife  ; 
"  No  longer  to  the  f  LV-)uring  world  refufe 
*'  The  welcome  treaiures  of  thy  polifli'd  m.ufe  ; 
"  The  fcatter'd  blooms,  that  boaft   thy   valued 
"  name, 
^  *|  Golleifl:,  unite,  and  give  the  wreath  to  fame  : 


'•  Ne'er  can  thy  virtues,  or  thy  verfe,  engage 
"   .More  folid  praife  than  in  this  happidi  age^ 
"  When  fenfe  and  merit 's  cherifli'd  by  the  throne, 
"   And  each  illuftrious  privilege  their  own.- 
"  Though  modeit  be  thy  gentle  mufe,  I  ween,  "^ 
"  Oh,  lead  her  blufliing  from  the  daify'd  green,  % 
'   A  lit  attendant  on  Britannia's  Queen."  j 

Ye  rportive  elves,  asfaiihml  I  relate 
Th'  intrafted  mandates  of  your  fairy  ftate, 
Vifu  thefe  wdds  again  witn  nightly  care; 
So  fliall  my  kine,  of  all  the  herd,  repair     . 
In  healthful  plight  to  fill  the  copious  pail ' 
My  flitep  lie  pent  with  fat^tyifi  the  dale: 
My  poultiy  fear  no  robber  in  the  roolf, 
My  linen  more  than  c6  n-nun  whitenefs  boaft : 
I  et  t)rder,  peace,  and  hoiifewifery  be  mine  ; 
Shtnflon,  be  fancy,  fame,  and  fortune  thine. 

COTSWOULDIA. 


ON  THE  i)ISCOVER.Y  OF  AN  EtHO  AT 
EDGBASTON. 


Ha  I  what  art  thou,  whofe  voice  unknowti 
Pours  on  thefe  plains  its  tender  moan  I 
•Tt  thou  the  nymph  in  Sheniloue's  dale, 
Who  doiL  with  plaintive  note  bf'wail 
That  he  forfakes  th'  Aonian  maids, 
To  court  inconllant  rills  and  (hades  ? 
Mourn  not,  fweet  nymphs — alas,  in  vain 
Do  they  invite   and  thou  complain — 

Yet,,  while  he  woo'd  the  gentle  throng. 
With  liquid  lay  and  melting  fong, 
The  lifteiiing  herd  around  him  (Iray'd, 
In  wanton  frifk  the  lambkins  play'd, 
And  every  Naiad  ceas'd  to  lave 
Her  azure  limbs  amid  the  wave. 
The  graces  danc'd  ;   the  rofy  band 
Of  fmiles  and  loves  went  hand  in  hand  ; 
And  purple  pleafures  ftrew'd  the  way 
With  Iweete.'^  flowers-   and  every  ray 
Of  each  fond  mufe,  with  rapture  fir'd. 
To  glowing  thought  his  breaft  infpir'd- 
The  hills  rejoic'd,  the  valleys  rang, 
All  nature  fmii'd,  while  Shenflone  fung. 

So  tharm'd  his  lay  ;  but  now  no  more— - 
Ah  !  why  doft  thou  repeat—"  no  more  ?" 
Ev'n  now  he  hies  to  deck  the  grove, 
To  deck  the  fcene  the  mufes  love  i 
And  foon  a^ain  will  own  their  fway, 
And  thou  refoufitl  tht  peerlefs  lay. 
And  with  immortal  numbers  fill 
Each  rocky  cave  and  vocal  hill. 

TO  MR.  R.  D. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  SHENSTONE. 

"  Thee,  fliepherd,  thee,  the  woods  and  defart 
"  caves,  [grown, 

"  With  wild  thyme  and  the  gladding  vine  o'er- 
"  And  all  their  echoes  mourn."         Milt. 

'Tis  paft  !  my  friend  ;  the  tranGent  fcene  isclos'dl 
The  fairy  pile,  th'  enchanted  vifion  rais'd 
By  Damon's  magic  flvill,  is  loft  in  air  I 
What  though  the  lav/iis  and  ^jendant  woods  w- 
main, 


VERSES  TO  MR.  SHENSTONE, 


fiH 


Each  tinkling  ftteam,  eicli  r.ifliing  cataraifl, 
Vv'ith  lapfe  incelFant  echoes  through  t'le  tlaie  ? 
Yet  what  ayails  the  iit'clefs  la-ndfcape  now  ? 
The  charm's  dilToiv'il  ;  the  genius  of  the  wood, 
Alas  !  is  flown— tor  Damon  is  no  more. 

As  when  from  fair  Lyceum  crown'd  with  pines, 
Or  MjeiKiliis  with  leaves  autumnal  ftrew'd, 
The  tuneful  Pan  retires  ;  the  voc,^^  hills 
Refound  no  more,  and- all  Arcadia  mourns. 

Yet  here  we  fondly  dre;imt  of  hiding  joys  : 
Here  we  had  hoViM,  frora  noily  thronjfs  retir'd. 
To  drink   hr^e   draughts  of  frienJlhip's  cordial 

ftteam  ; 
In  fweet  oblivion  Vv-rapt,  by  Damon's  verfe. 
And  focial  conver^v  many  a  fummer's  day. 

Romantic  with  1  In  vain  frail  mortals  trace 
Th'  imperfedl  (ketch  of  human  blifs— whilll  yet 
Th'    enraptur'd    live    his    well-plann'd  ihuciure 
Majeftic  rifing  'midft  his  infant  groves  .        [views, 
Sees  the  llirk  laurel  fpread  its  glofly  Ihade, 
Its  languid  bloom  the  purple  lilach  blend. 
Or  pale  laburnum  drop  its  penfile  chain  ; 
Death  fpreads  the  fatal  fliaft,  and  bids  his  heir 
Tranfplant  the  cyprefs  round  his  father's  tomb. 

Oh  !   teach  me  then,  like   you,  my  friend,  to 
raife 
To  moral  truths  my  groveling  fong  ;  for,  ah  ! 
I'oo  long,  bylawlefs  fancy  led  alfray, 
Of  nymphs  arid  groves   I've  dreamt,    and  dan- 
cing fawns, 
Or  Naiad  leaning  o'er  her  tifiklirig  uirn. 
Oh '.  could  I  learn  to  fandlify  my  ftrains 
With  hymns,  like  thofe  by  tuneful  iVIeyrickfung— 
Or  rather  catch  the  melancholy  founds 
From  Warton's  reed,  or  Mafon's  lyre— to  paint 
The  fudden  gloom  that  damps  ray  foul — But  fee  ! 
Melpomene  herfelf  has  fnatch'd  the  pipe, 
With  which  lad  Lyttelton  his  Lucia  mourn'd  ; 
And  plaintive  cries,  My  Shenftone  is  no  more  I 

R.  Graves. 

VERSES 

fVritte7i  at  the  gardens    of   Williatn   Shenjione, 
rfq.  near  Birmingham,  175^. 

'    "  Ille  terrarum  mihi  praeter  omneS 
"  Angulus  ridet."  Hor. 

Would  you  thefe  lov'd  recefles  trace, 
And  view  fair  nature's  model!  face  ? 
See  her  in  every  field-flower  bloom  ? 
O'er  every  thicket  fhed  perfume  ? 
By  verdant  groves,  and  vocal  hills. 
By  mofly  grotts,  near  purling  rills. 
Where'er  you  turn  your  wondering  eyes, 
Behold  her  win  without  difguife. 

What  though  no  pageant  trifles  here, 
As  in  the  glare  of  courts  appear  ; 
Though  rarely  here  be  heard  the  name 
Of  rank,  or  title,  power,  or  fame  } 
Yet,  if  ingenuous  be  your  mind, 
A  blifs  more  pure  and  unconfin'd 
Your  ftep  attends — Draw  freely  nigh, 
■  And  meet  the  bard's  benignant  eye  : 
On  him  no  pendant  forms  await. 
No  proud  rsferve  fliuts  up  his  gate  j 


No  fpleen,  no  party  views  coiitrou||  •  •„  ; 
That  warm  benevolence  of  foul,    ,;,.,■    .»«.   , 
Which  prompts  the  friendly  gcneroiis  part,' 
Regardlefs  of  each  venal  art ; 
Regardlefs  of  the  word's  acclaim  ; 
And  courteous  with  no  felfilh  aina. 
Draw  freely  nigh,  and  welcome  find, 
If  not  the  coltly,  yet  the  kind. 
Oh,  he  will  lead  you  to  the  ceHs' 
VVIiere  every  mule  and  virtue  dwells, 
Where  the  green  Dryads  guard  his  wood';. 
Where  the  blue.  Naiads  guide  his  floods  ; 
Where  all  the  fifter-graces  gay. 
That  fhap'd  his  walk's  meandering  way. 
Stark- naked,  6r  but  wrcath'd  with  flowers, 
Lie  flumhering  foft  beneath  his  bowers. 

Wak'd  by  the  flock-dove's  melting  ftrain, 
Bel  :ild  them  rile  !  and,  with  the  train 
Of  nymphs  that  haunt  the  tlream  or  grove, 
Or  o'er  the  flowery  champain  rove, 
Join  hand  in  hand — attentive  gaz;e — 
And  mark  the  dance's  niyftic  maze. 

''  Such  is  the  waving  line,"  they  cry, 
"  For  ever  dear  to  fancy's  eye  ! 
"  Yon  flream  that  wanders  down  the  dale, 
"  The  fpiral  v/ood,  the  winding  vale, 
"  The  path  which,  wrought  with  hidden  fkill 
"  Slov.r  twining  fcales  yon  difliant  hill 
"  With  lir  invelied— all  combine 
"  To  recommend  the  waving  line. 

"  The  wreathed  rod  of  Bacchus  fair, 
"  The  ringlets  of  Apollo's  hair, 
"  The  wand  by  Maia's  offspring  borne, 
"  The  fmooth  volutes  of  Ammon's  horn, 
"   The  Itruclure  of  the  Cyprian  dame, 
"  And  each  lair  female's  beauteous  frame, 
"  Show,  to  the  pupils  of  defign, 
"  The  triumphs  of  the  waving  line." 

Then  gaze,-  and  mark  that  union  fweet 
Where  fair  convex  and  concave  meet ; 
And  while,  quick  fhifting  as  you  flray, 
The  vivid  fceres  on  fancy  play  ; 
The  lawn,  of  afpe>f!:  fmooth  and  tnild  ; 
The  foreft-ground  grotefque  and  wild ; 
The  Ihrub  that  fcents  the  mounting  ^ale  ; 
The  ftream  rough  dafliing  down  the  dale. 
From  rock  to  rock,  in  eddies  tCif\  ; 
The  diftant  lake  in  which  'tis  loll ; 
Blue  hills  gay  beaming  through  the  glade  ; 
Lone  urns  that  folemnize  the  Ihade  ; 
Sweet  interchange  of  all  that  charms 
III  groves,  meads,  dingles,  rivulets,  farms  1 
If  aught  the  fair  ccnfufion  pleafe. 
With  lafting  health,  and  lafling  eafe, 
To  him  who  form'd  the  blifsful  bower, 
And  gave  thy  life  one  tranquil  hour  ; 
With  peace  and  freedom — thefe  pofl'eft. 
His  temperate  mind  fecurcs  the  reft. 

But  if  thy  foul  fuch  blifs  defpife. 
Avert  thy  dull  incurious  eyes  ; 
Go  fix  them  there,  where  gems  and  gold, 
Improv'd  by  art,  their  power  unfold ; 
Go  try  in  courtly  fcenes  to  trace 
A  fairer  form  of  nature's  face  : 
Go  fcorn  fimplicity-— but  know. 
That  all  our  heart-felt  joys  beloir. 
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That  all  which  virtue  loves  to  name, 
\\'hich  art  configns  to  larnii<:;  fame, 
Which  fixes  wit  or  beauty's  throne, 
Derives  its  Iburce  from  her  alone. 

Arcadio. 


TO  WILLIAM  SHENSTONE,  ESQ; 

IN  HIS  SICKNESS. 

By  Mr.  Woodhcufe. 

Ye  flowery  plains,  ye  breezy  wood?, 

Ye  bowers  and  gay  alcoves, 
Ye  falling  ftreams,  ye  filver  floods, 

Ye  grottos,  and  ye  groves  ! 

Alas :  my  heart  feels  no  delight, 

Though  1  your  charms  iurvey  ; 
While  he  confumes  in  pain  the  night, 

In  languid  fighs  the  day. 

The  flowers  difclofe  a  thoufand  blooms, 

A  thoufand  fccnt:  diffufe  ; 
Yet  all  in  vain  they  flied  perfumes. 

In  vain  difplay  their  hues. 

Reftrain,  ye  flowers,  your  thoiightlefs  pride, 

Recline  your  gaudy  heads  ; 
And  fadly  drooping,  flde  by  fide. 

Embrace  your  humid  beds. 

Tall  oaks,  that  o'er  the  woodland  (hade, 

Your  lofty  ftimmits  rear  ! 
Ah,  why,  in  wonted  charms  array 'd, 

Expand  your  leaves  fo  fair  '. 

For  lo>  the  flowers  as  gaily  fmile, 

As  wanton  waves  the  tree ; 
And  though  I  fadly  'plain  the  while, 

Yet  they  regard  not  me. 

Ah,  fhculd  the  fates  an  arrow  fend. 

And  ftrike  the  fatal  wound, 
Who,  ^\•ho  (hall  then  vour  fweets  defend, 

Or  fence  your  beauties  round  ? 

But  hark,  perhaps,  the  plumy  throng 

Have  learnt  my  plaintive  tale, 
Aiid  fome  fad  dirge,  or  mournful  fong, 

Comes  floating  in  the  gale. 

Ah,  no  !  they  chaunt  a  fpfighlly  flrain 

To  fijoth  an  amorous  male  ; 
Unmindful  of  my  anxious  pain 

And  his  uncertain  fate. 

But  fee,  thefe  little  murmuring  rills 

With  fond  repinings  rove  ; 
And  tric!:le  wailing  down  the  hills, 

Or  weep  along  the  grove. 

Oh,  mock  not,  if  befide  your  ftream, 

Ye  hear  me  too  repine  ; 
Or  aid  with  fighs  your  mournful  theme, 

And  fondly  call  him  mine. 

Ye  envious  winds,  the  caufe  difplay, 

In  whifpers  as  ye  blow. 
Why  did  your  treacherous  gales  convey 

1  he  poLfon'd  fhafts  of  woe  I 


Did  he  not  plant  the  fhady  bovfef^ 

Where  you  fo  blithely  meet  ? 
The  fcented  fhrub,  and  fragrant  flower, 

To  make  your  breezes  fweet  ? 

And  muft  he  leave  the  wood,  the  field, 

The  dear  Arcadian  reigu  ? 
Can  neither  verfe  nor  virtue  Ihield 

The  guardian  of  the  plain  ? 

Muft  he  his  tuneful  breath  refign, 

Whom  all  the  mufes  love  ? 
That  round  his  brow  their  laurels  twine, 

And  all  his  fongs  approve. 

Preferve  him,  mild  Omnipotence  I 

Our  Father,  King,  and  God, 
Who  cler.r'ft  the  paths  of  life  and  fenfe, 

Or  ftonp'ft  them  at  thy  nod. 

Bleft  power,  who  calm'ft  the  raging  deep, 

His  valued  health  reftore. 
Nor  let  the  fons  of  genius  weep. 

Nor  let  the  good  deplore. 

But  if  thy  boundlefs  wifdom  knows 

His  longer  date  an  ill. 
Let  not  my  foul  a  wifh  difclofe 

To  contradidl  thy  will. 

For  happy,  happy  were  the  change, 

For  fuch  a  godlike  mind. 
To  go  where  kindred  fpirits  range. 

Nor  leave  a  wifli  behind. 

And  though,  to  fliare  his  pleafures  here, 

Kings  might  their  flate  forego  : 
Yet  muft  he  feel  fuch  raptures  there, 

As  none  can  tafte  below. 

VERSES  LEFT  ON  A  SEAT, 

THE  HAl^D  UNKNOWN. 

O  EARTH  !  to  his  remains  indulgent  be, 
Who  fo  much  care  and  coft  beftow'd  on  tliee  I 
Wlio  crown'd  thy  barren  hills  with  ufefiil  fiiadc, 
And  cheer'd  with  tinkling  rills  each  filent  glade  i 
Here  taught  the  day  to  uear  a  thoughtful  gloom, 
And  there  enliven'd  nature's  vernal  bloom. 
Propitious  earth  ^  lie  lightly  on  his  head. 
And  ever  on  his  tomb  tby  vernal  glories  fpread  '. 

M.  S.  GULIELMI  SHENSTONE ! 

Ah  1  Gulielme, 

Hominum  digniflime, 

Amicorum  integerrime, 

Indole  optim3, 

Moribus  gratiffimis, 

Eruditione  difTusS, 

Ac  corde  quam  niasime  beflignd 

Piaedite, 

Morte,  cheu  !  prca:matur&  obreple, 

Ah  1  Gulielme, 

Vale  ! 

"  Qn.into  minus  eft, 

Cum  aliis  verfari, 

"  Ouam  tui  mcminiffc  I'' 

^  T.  H. 
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Rapt,  I  forefee  thy  Mallet's  early  aim 

Shine  in  full  worth,  and  Ihoot  at  length  to  fame. 


savage  S  WANDERER,  CANTO  1. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  MALLET. 


The  life  of  Mallet  has  been  written  by  Dr.  Johnlbn,  with  little  aftivity  of  refearch  or  accuracy 
of  intelligence.  Having  no  written  memorial,  he  contented  himfelf  with  giving  fuch  an  account 
"  as  is  fupplied  by  the  unauthorifed  loquacity  of  common  fame,  and  a  very  flight  perfonal  know- 
ledge." 

The  additional  information  which  has  been  obtained  concerning  the  early  part  of  his  life,  is  aur 
thenticated  by  his  MS.  correfpondence  with  Mr.  John  Ker,  ProfcfTor  of  Greek  in  King's  College, 
Aberdeen,  and  afterwards  Profeffor  of  Humanity  in  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh,  communicated  to 
the  prefent  writer  by  the  favour  of  James  Drummond,  Efq.  Advocate,  and  inferted,  by  his  recom- 
mendation, in  the  "  Edinburgh  Magazine"  for  1793. 

The  ferics  of  Mallet's  correfpendence  with  Mr.  Ker,  in  the  poffeflion  of  Mr.  Drummond,  com- 
menced in  06lober  1720,  and  ended  in  July  1727.  The  rernaining  part  of  the  correfpondence  was 
in  the  poffeflion  of  Mr.  Ker's  brother,  who  went  to  the  Weft  Indies,  and  is  fuppofed  to  be  loft. 
According  to  Dr.  Johnfon,  he  was,  by  his  original,  one  of  the  Macgregors,  a  clan  that  became, 
about  70  years  ago,  under  the  condud:  of  Robert  Roy,  fo  formidable  and  fo  infamous  for  violence 
"and  robbery,  that  the  name  was  annulled  by  a  legal  abolition ;  and,  when  they  were  all  to  denomi- 
nate themfelves  anew,  his  father,  he  fuppofes,  called  himfelf  Malloch. 

It  is  certain  that  his  original  name  was  Malloch,  which  was  that  of  his  family,  and  is  not  uncommoH 
in  North  Britain;  but  there  is  not  fuflicient  evidence  of  his  father  having  affumed  that  name  in  con- 
fequence  of  his  being  one  of  the  Macgregors,  whofe  enemies  procured  the  enaftment  of  an  invidi- 
ous ftatute  for  abolifhing  their  name ;  which  has  been  lately  repealed  by  the  liberaUty  of  a  Britifli 
Parliament. 

David  Mallet  was  born  about  the  beginning  of  the  prefent  century.  Of  his  birth-place,  or  the 
condition  of  his  parents,  nothing  is  certainly  known.  It  is  probable  he  was  a  native  of  Perthfhire, 
and  that  his  family  was  of  the  loweft  rank  ;  but,  if  families  are  to  be  eftimated  by  the  diftinguiftied 
jiien  they  have  produced,  that  family  is  eminent  which  produced  Mallet. 

At  what  firhcol  he  was  inftruifted  in  the  rudiments  of  grammatical  learning,  cannot  now  be  afcei'- 
tained ;  but  he  feems  to  have  received  fome  part  of  his  early  education  under  Mr.  Ker  at  Aberdeen, 
as  he  himfelf  gratefully  acknowledges. 

"  You  are  one  to  whom  I  ftand  indebted  for  all  the  advances  I  (hall  make  in  the  world,  as  having' 
laid  the  foundation  by  your  inftruiilions,  and  raifed  the  fuperftrudture  by  your  love  and  favour." 

It  is  probable  he  was  indebted  to  the  recommendation  of  Mr.  Ker  for  his  introdudion  to  the  fa- 
mily of  Mr.  Home  of  Dreghorn,  near  Edinburgh,  where  he  refided  in  1720,  as  tutor  to  his  chil- 
dren, and  profecuted  his  ftudies  at  the  Univerflty  of  Edinburgh. 

The  terms  on  which  he  informs  Mr.  Ker  he  lived  with  Mr.  Home,  fufEciently  indicate  the  pe- 
nury of  his  parents.  "  He  allows  me  my  learning,  clothes,  and  diet,  but  no  fixed  falary.  I  am 
concerned  in  no  bufinefs  but  revifing  my  pupil's  leflbns,  fo  that  I  have  enough  of  time  for  reading 
and  writing." 

According  to  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  he  was,  by  the  penury  of  his  parents,  compelled  to  be  Janiier  of  the 
High  School  at  Edinburgh,  a  mean  office,  of  which  he  did  not  afterwards  delight  to  hear."  This 
account  is  not  fufficiently  probable.  Tradition  is  flient  concerning  it,  and  immemorial  ufage  is 
againfl  the  fuppofition  of  his  eligibility  for  fuch  an  office.    The  porter  of  the  High  School  is  always  a 
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perfon  advanced  in  years,  commonly  a  married  man,  has  a  houfe  at  the  gate,  and  is  required  to  ring 
the  bell  at  the  meeting  of  the  claffes,  to  fweep  the  rooms,  and  to  perform  other  neceffary  fervices. 
It  is  probable,  if  his  pupils  attended  the  High  School,  that  he  might  be  permitted,  by  the  liberality 
of  the  mafter,  to  be  prefsnt  at  the  examination  of  the  clafs ;  but  his  performing  the  office  of  poFter 
is  incompatible  with  his  youth  and  his  profeffion  of  literature. 

He  appears  to  have  difcovered  an  early  propenfity  to  poetry,  which  was  probably  cherifhed  and 
encouraged  by  tlie  commendation  and  example  of  his  friend  and  patron  Mr.  Ker,  whofe  "  Can- 
ticum  Solomonis,"  and  other  performances  in  the  "  Poetarum  Scotoruni  Mufa  Sacrs,"  a  vols.  1759, 
are  v^^ell  known  to  the  readers  of  Latin  poetry. 

What  he  then  thought  of  poetry  was  this  :  "  1  own  'tis  my  opinion  that  poefy  gives  one  a  fprightly 
turn  of  thinking,  and  flocks  the  imagination  with  beautiful  images  that  capacitate  one  for  writing 
and  talking  agreeably ;  yet  I  am  in  too  bad  a  condition  already  to  entail  poverty  on  myfelf  by  a 
blinded  paflion  for  rhyme-" 

One  of  his  firft  compofitions  ■\\-as  a  Pjjloral  publilhed  in  the  "  Edinburgh  Mifcellany,"  of  which 
fiublication  he  gives  this  account:  "  The  Edinburgh  Mifcellany"  was  undertaken  by  an  "  Athe- 
nian Society"  here,  v.-ho  received  the  poems,  and  publiflied  all  they  thought  worthy  of  feeing  the 
\i'^\t.  The  gentleman  to  whom  I  infcribed  n.:iyjPrt/f?or(2/ is  one  of  their  number.  His  name  is  Mr.  Jofeph 
Mitchell,  author  of  the  «'  Lugubres  Cantus,"  a  poem  to  the  memory  of  Mr.  Ford,     Mr.  Callender, 

•who  is  written  C — ' r,  is  an  ingenious  young  gentleman,  and  is  author  of  the  fecond  part  of  the 

**  Lugubres  Cantus;"  who  the  ladies  are,  fcarce  any  one  knows.  The  gentleman  in  the  Univerfity 
vhofe  productions  are  marked  v.'ith  an  S.  is  one  Mr.  Symmers,  a  boy  of  fifteen,  and  very  fprightly." 
In  1 721,  he  appears  to  have  had  a  fufficient  knowledge  of  the  Latin  language  to  give  a  poetical 
verfion  of  a  "Congratulatory  poem,"  written  by  Mr.  Ker;  and  the  year  before  he  writes  him,  "  he 
was  v.'holly  e.'igaged  in  acquiring  th^  French  and  Greek  languages." 

The  next  year,  he  wrote  a  poem  on  The  Transfiguration,  in  imitation  of  Milton's  flyle,  which  has 
been  preferved  with  his  MS.  correfpondence,  and  is  now  printed  from  the  original,  in  the  pofTcflion 
of  Mr.  Drummond. 

He  was  nov/  rlfing  into  reputation,  and  eafily  obtained  the  acquaintance  of  Thomfon  his  fellow- 
collegian,  with  whom  he  was  deflined  to  be  more  intimately  connedlcd,  and  of  Mr.  Paterfon,  the 
traallator  of  "  Paterculus,"  "  Mr.  Malcolm,  author  of  the  "  Treatife  on  Mufic,"  Mr.  (afterwards 
Dr.),  Patrick  Murdoch,  and  feems  to  have  been  particularly  noticed  by  Ramfay  and  Captain  Ha- 
Toilton.  .  ^    . ' 

His  opinion' of  the  two  Scottiih  poets,  tljough  ratlier  unfavourable,  is  fufticiently  curious  to  de- 
fcrre  tranfcription : 

«  Allan  Ramfay  has  publilhed  his  poems  in  4to,  by  fubfcription,  having  got  to  the  number  of 
4CO  guineas  from  his  fubfcribers.  He  has  indeed  wrote  himfelf  into  fome  kind  of  fame,  qad  a  great 
deal  of  money,  but  his  perfonal  character  makes  me  entertain  but  a  fmall  value  for  his  writings. 
1  faw  Captain  Hamilton  fome  time  ago  in  Edinburgh.  He  has  made  public  his  "  Life  of  Wallace," 
and,  at  the  fame  time,  fo  funk  his  characfter  with  people  of  taile,  that  he  is  thought  to  have  treated 
his  hero  as  unmercifully  as  did  Edward  of  old.  *Tis  the  fate  of  Wallace  to  be  always  murdered. 
Mr.  Ramfay,  again,  afpires  no  higher  than  humble  fonnets  at  prefent :  he  has  publiflied  feveral  col- 
ledions  of  Scottifli  foiigs,  and  confiderably  obliged  the  young  creatures  of  both  fexes.  His  mifcel- 
lany fongs  arc  wrote  by  various  hands.     Thefe  are  tlie  prefent  entertainments  in  town." 

The  vacation  of  this  year  he  prudently  dedicated  to  logic  and  m.athematics.  "  I  have  fhaken 
hands,"  he  writes  Mr.  Ker,  "  with  vevfifying  for  a  feafon.  I  would  fain  wed  fome  one  of  the 
fciences  that  ordinarily  brings  a  better  portion  with'it  than  poetry  does.  When  my  inclinations  take 
the  bent  towards  rhyming,  this  melancholy  refledlion  comes  acrofs  and  damps  all  my  fire ;  the 
grafhopper  that  fung  all  fumm.er  faw  herfelf  obliged  to  ftarve  all  winter.  Although  I  have  no 
reafon  to  complain  of  fortune  hitherto,  yet  that  thought  of  dependency  quite  palls  all  my  enjoyment, 
particularly  when  'tis  edged  with  tliis  refledion,  that  my  circumflances  are  but  precarious  at  bcfl. 
If  1  were  to  leave  Mr.  Home  juft  now,  what  account  could  a  little  knowledge  of  language,  a  mo- 
derate fli  are  of  common  fenfo,  and  a  knack  of  verfifying  turn  to  ,'  1  fee  every  day  people  of  learning;^ 
and  merit  cxpofcd  to  poverty  and  contempt." 
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His  refledions  on  Mr.  Ker's  writing  to  Mr.  Scott  in  his  favour,  foon  after,  Daow  that  fpirit  of 
pidependence  andrefpe<3:  for  chaiacTtcr,  v/ithout  which  man  is  poor  indeed. 

"  Your  letter  had  fo  good  an  effed,  that  Mr.  Scott  has  made  me  a  propoful  of  changing  my  con- 
dition. I  cannot  but  inform  you  that  I  heartily  wiih  I  were  fairly  rid  of  my  prefent .charge.  You 
know  there  are  a  great  many  evils  in  life  that  vanifli  into  nothing  at  the  recital,  and  yet  are  more 
galling,  and  cut  deeper  than  afflidionsofa  more  confidcrable  name.  Nothing  is  fo  infupportable 
to  an  ingenuous  fpirit,  as  thofe  infultsand  repulfcs  one  meets  with  from  thofe  on  whom  one  is  obliged 
to  depend.  I  was^afking  one  day  for  fomething  I  wanted,  and  becaufc  I  did  it  not  with  the  air  and 
looks  of  one  that  aiks  charity  in  the  ftrects,  I  was,  upon  leaving  the  room,  called  infolent  dog  and 
fcoundrc!., 

•  Tell  me  why,  good  heaven, 


Thou  niad'fl  me  what  I  am,  with  all  the  fpirit, 
Afpiring  thoughts,  and  elegant  defires 
That  fill  the  happieft  man  ?  Ah  !  rather  why 
Didft  thou  not  form  nie  fordid  as  my  fate, 
Bafe  minded,  dull,  and  fit  to  c?,rry  burdens  ? 

"  I  frequently  wifh  it  had  pleafed  heaven  to  have  turned  my  inclinations  for  feme  boneft  me- 
chanic bufinefs,  rather  than  have  expofed  me  to  the  injuries  of  fortune  in  hunting  after  knowledge. 
And  yet  how  unaccountable  is  this  treatment  from  one  man  to  another !  How  fleeting,  how  unfub- 
{lantial  arc  thofe  enjoyments  by  which  they  diftipguifh  therafelves  from  the  hone  ft  man  of  fmall 
fortune.  Strip  this  of  a  title,  that  of  his  robes,  and  a  third  of  his  power,  and  we  find  only  the  naked 
man  tortured  with  refilefs  ungoverncd  paffions,  and  in  fubjeCfion  to  thofe  appetites  that  level  him 
with  thebeafls  of  the  field." 

He  was  now,  by  the  kindnefs  of  Mr.  Scott  and  Dr.  Drunimond,  to  exchange  his  humble  depend- 
ence  on  Mr.  Home,  for  a  fituation  thut  enabled  him  to  furmount  the  difadvaatages  of  his  birth  and 
fortune. 

"  Graham  of  Gorthy,"  he  writes  Mr.  Ker,  July  38. 1723,  "  had  a  commiffion  from  the  Duke 
of  Montrofe,  whofc  fadlor  he  is,  to  look  out  a  tutor  for  his  two  younger  fons,  and  was  defired  parti- 
cularly to  apply  to  Mr.  Scott.  He  accordingly  mentioned  the  affair  to  Dr.  Drummond,  who,  after  a 
little  thought,  propofed  me  ;  and  having  met  a  little  after  with  Mr.  Scott,  told  him  the  {lory.  He  fe- 
conded  the  Do«5i;or,  and  I  was  fent  for  into  town,  and  was  happy  enough  to  fee  the  affair  concluded 
before  I  left  it.  My  encouragement  is  30 1. ;  and,  as  the  Duke's  family  is  in  England,  I  am,  about 
the  middle  of  Augufl  to  depart  for  London,  and  from  thence  to  Winchefler.  If  it  is  impoflible  for 
me  to  fee  you,  I  lliall  write  to  you  at  large  before  I  leave  the  country,  and  take  your  advice  about 
fome  things  in  my  management.  There  is  one  favour  I  mufl  yet  beg  of  you,  and  that  is,  that  you 
would  formally  thank  both  thefe  gentlemey,  both  in  your  own  name  and  mine,  particularly  Mr. 
Scott.  I  am  under  the  greatefl  obligations  to  his  kindnefs.  He  tranfaded  the  whole  affair  ;  wrote 
for  me  to  town  ;  met  Gorthy  feveral  times  at  the  coffee-houfe,  and  in  the  midft  of  a  mofl  violent 
rain  too.  He  came  to  our  houfe  and  procured  Mr.  Home's  confent — but  fuch  favours  are  not  to 
be  difguifed  in  fuch  a  homely  recital," 

On  his  arrival  at  Shawford,  near  Y/inchefter,  where  tlie  Duke  of  Montrofe  then  reCded,  he  writes 
his  benefa(Slor  and  friend :  "  Both  my  Lord  and  Lady  received  me  very  kindly ;  and  as  for  my 
Lord  William  and  my  Lord  George,  1  never  faw  more  fprightly  or  more  hopeful  boys." 

On  his  coming  to  town  in  the  winter,  he  v/rites  Mr.  Ker  :  "  I  am  beginning  a  regular  courfe  of 
claffic  authors  in  both  languages.  1  intend  not  to  forget  any  thing  I  have  learned  in  mathematics  and 
philofophy.  My  Lord  continues  to  ufe  me  very  kindly.  He  has  no  defign  to  feud  his  fons  any 
more  abroad  to  fchool ;  and  at  the  fame  time,  he  confines  their  reading  with  me  entirely  to  two 
hours  in  the  morning  and  two  in  the  forenoon  ;  and  thus  the  afternoon  is  entirely  mine  own.  He 
fends  us  abroad  once  a-weck  to  ail  the  public  diverfions,  the  play-houfe,  &c. — I  know  not  how  to- 
go  through  with  what  I  have  got  to  fay.  I  iiave  lo£l  my  father ;  he  died  laft  month,  and  you  know 
my  fortune  hitherto  well  enough;  his  death  has  embarraffed  me  in  all.refpeiSs.  It  v/zs  neceffary 
that  I  Ibouldinake  fome  fort  of  appearance  in  this  family,  I  found  credit  for  what  I  w:aicd  t<j  furni/b 
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iBc  out  with  when  I  came  to  London  ;  the  merchant  is  not  impatient,  but  I  know  not  how  to  be  in 
debt,  efpecially  at  my  firft  appearance  ;  and  I  cannot  with  a  good  grace  afk  any  money  from  my 
Lord.  1  am  afliamed  to  apply  to  my  ordinary  acquaintances  (for  there  are  feveral  Edinburgh 
gentlemen  here).  It  is  the  firft  time  ever  I  alked  any  thing,  and  I  am  aihamed  to  trouble  even  you. 
The  funi  I  want  is  lo  1.  for  fome  months,  till  I  receive  money  of  my  Lord.  I  fhall  uie  no  intieaties; 
my  want  is  real;  I  amn-ither  to  fquande?  it  away,  noi-  out  qf  a  condition  to  repay  it  in  fomc 
ijme." 

It  appears  from  a  note  in  the  hand-writing  of  Mr.  Ker,  on  the  back  of  Malkt's  letter,  that  th^ 
money  wa§  lent;  and  the  payment  is  noticed  in  a  fubfequent  part  of  the  correfpondence. 

On  his  return  to  the  country,  in  fumnier,  he  tranflated  "  Boffuct's  Difcours  fur  L'Hiftoire  Uni- 
verfelle,"  for  the  ufe  of  Lord  V\"illiam ;  and,  refuming  his  poetical  iludies,  which  he  had  difcontinued 
for  fome  time,  he  planned  the  tragedy  ol  Eurydke,  whicji  he  finiflied  in  1731,  and  wrote  his  inimi- 
table ballad  of  WUllam  and  Margaret,  which  was  printed  in  Hill's  "  Plain  Dealer,"  No.  36,  July 
44.  1724.  "  The  letter  to  the  "  Plain  Dealer,"  he  writes  Mr.  Ker,  "  i?  in  the  paper  enclofed,  but 
it  was  printed  without  my  privacy,  and  is  altered  in  feme  places  for  the  worfe."  In  its  original  ftate, 
it  was  very  different  from  what  it  is  in  the  laft  edition  of  his  works.  The  hint  was  taken  from 
the  fiift  ftanza  of  a  ballad  written  before  1662,  quoted  In  Fletcher's  play  of  the  "  Knight  of  the 
ftnming  Peftie,"  under  the  title  of  "  Fair  Margaret  and  Sweet  William ;"  which  might  alfo  be 
taken  from  one  publifhed  in  Ramfay's  "  Collejftion/'  called  "  Sweet  William's  Ghoft."  Of  this 
ballad,  Mallet  has  been  envied  the  reputation;  and  attempts  have  been  made  to  rob  him  of  his 
juftly  acquired  fame.  Its  authenticity  is  doubted  in  *'  The  Friends,"  1  vols.  i2mo,  1773;  and 
plagiarifm  has  been  boldly  charged,  but  net  proved,  by  Captain  Thompfon,  in  his  preface  to  "  Mar- 
vdi's  Works,"  3  vols.  4to.  1776.  The  internal  teftimony  is  totally  againft  him,  and  amply  fuff.cient 
to  overthrow  all  his  frefumpt'i've  evidence  of  its  being  the  produftion  of  that  powerful,  mafcuhne, 
and  witty  writer.  -         ■       .  ' 

The  tame  year  he  wrote  a  copy  O^  Verjis  occaficncd  b\i  Dr.  Frazer^j  rebuilding  part  of  the  Univerfityi, 
ef  Aberdeen,  probably  at  the  inftigation  of  Mr.  Ker,  who  fuggefted  many  hints  for  its  improvement. 
The  -uerfes  in  the  lafl  edition  of  His  works,  are  very  different  from  the  original  copy,  which  is  now  print- 
ed from  the  MS.in  thepoffeffionof  Mr.  Drumrnond.  "  I  find  by  experience,"  he  writes  his  frjend,"  that 
it  is  very  difficult  to  write  an  hilloricalor  narrative  poem  of  this  kind.  The  feverity  of  the  fubjedl  hin- 
ders one  fropi  making  many  cmbellifhrnents  that  are  admitted  into  other  writings.  And  yet  I  have  fome 
imagery  purely  poetical,  fuch  as  that  of  Time  fijaking  your  arches,  an4  mouldering  your  piles;  as 
alfo  Ruin,  with  his  imaginary  companion.  Silence.  I  have  made  Charity  addrefs  a  coniblatory  fpcech 
to  Learning,  in  which,  by  way  of  prophecy,  I  have  made  her  relate  Mr.  Frazer's  bounty  to  your 
UniverCty.  The  meaning  and  beauty  of  thefe  fhort  allegories  will  be  obvious  to  every  reader  of  to- 
lerable tafte.  I  have  taken  notice  of  the  books  that  Mr.  Frazer  haa  gifted  tp  your  library ;  and,  if 
I  have  gaeffed  right,  the  lines  are  perhaps  the  bell  in  the  whole  poeru  " 

It  is  probable  he  rtceivid  fome  academical  diflindlion  for  this  panegyrical  poem;  for,  in  a  fubfe- 
quent letter,  he  writes  Mr.  Ker :  "  I  never  took  any  degree  at  Edinburgh,  nor  ever  alked  for  any  5 
when  your  fociety  befiows  tliLt  honour  upon  nic,  I  will  return  tliem  niy  thanks  in  a  letter  addrefle  J 
to  the  whole  body." 

"  Since  I  came  to  to\yn/'  he  writes  Mr.  Ker,  "  I  v^-fis  made  acquainted  with  Dr.  Young,  and 
Barnham  Goods,  to  whom  Dr.  Sewell  dedicated  his  tranflations  of  "  Ovid's  Metamorphofes."  Thc^ 
tragedy  which  I  am  writing  is  built  on  a  fiory  in  the  ninth  book  of  Herodotus,  concerning  Xerxe? 
and  his  brother  Mafiftes.  I  had  a  meffage  from  Mr.  Hill  to  meet  him ;  the  occafion  of  writing  to 
him  was  the  ancient  tragedy,  v/hich,  from  a  paffage  In  "  Ariftotle's  Politics,"  I  guefs  to  have  been  fet 
to  mufic,  and  repeated  like  the  recitative  part  of  an  opera.  Mira,  you  think,  takes  up  my  thoughts  ; 
were  it  not  vain  and  light,  I  would  fend  you  fome  of  her  letters,  and  leave  you  to  judge  whether  (ho 
does  notdefervc  them  all.  The  poetn  on  her  that  you  liked,  was  got  out  of  her  hands,  and  publifhed 
here  in  a  new  "  Mifcellany,"  without  my  knowledge,  at  which  I  am  heartily  vexed  ;  as  alfo,  another 
•f  a  diff:;rent  kind,  which  makes  a  pcrfe6l  contraft  to  it." 

Mira,  to  whom  he  addrcffed  an  amorous  poem/row/^^  Country,  was  probably  the  ndtitious  name  of 
a  lady  "  once,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  too  well  known ;"  who  afterwards  joined  with  Hill  and  Mallet 
Wi  poetical  praifcs  of  Thomfon's  "  Winter," 
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The  fame  year,  at  the  requeft  of  Mr.  Ker,  he  tranflated  his  Latin  verfes,  on  the  death  of  Sir  Wil- 
liam Scott,  and  his  "  Donaides."  Thefe  verfions,  with  which  he  appears  to  have  been  highly  pleafed, 
are  probably  loft. 

«  I  am  glad  to  hear,"  he  writes  Mr.  Ker,  «  that  your  brother  is  provided  for ;  it  is  diffictilt  to 
find  a  right  fettlement  here  ;  for  the  number  of  expedants  is  incredible.  Our  country  pours  forth 
her  annual  fwarms,  unceafin^',  inexhauftible.  Good  Lord !  what  ftrange  unfeemly  creatures  they 
are  too  !  I  have  feen  three  and  twenty  of  my  own  acquaintances,  who,  I  believe,  will  not  be  provided 
fo'r  thefe  three  and  twenty  years.  But  all  the  poor  fervice  that  I  can  do  Ihali  never  be  wanting.  I 
cannot  fliow  myfelf  thankful  to  Heaven  a  better  way." 

In  1727,  he  writes  Mr.  Ker :  "  I  agreed  with  a  lady  in  London  to  fend  my  brother  an  apprentice 
to  her's,  who  is  a  rich  merchant  in  Jamaica;  and  wrote  to  my  brother  to  come  up  hither,  in  order 
to  be  fent  fome  months  to  an  academy,  where  he  might  learn  writing  and  accounts.  But  juft  as 
he  was  preparing  to  fet  out,  we  had  a  letter  from  Madeira  that  this  merchant  would  not  need  an  ap- 
prentice for  a  year  or  fo,  which  broke  all  my  meafures.  But  as  I  incline  to  do  my  brother  all  the 
fervice  in  my  power,  I  wrote  to  his  friends  to  fend  him  to  Perth,  and  ordered  what  money  1  could 
fpare  to  be  paid  him  at  Edinburgh ;  for  I  hope,  by  Mr.  Paton's  affiftance,  to  fettle  him  advantageoufly, 
notwithftanding  this  difappointment." 

Of  his  brother,  whom  he  exerted  himfelf  fo  kindly,  though  inefFeftually,  to  fcrve,  no  farther  ac- 
count is  given;  but  it  is  known  that  he  afterwards  procured  him  an  advantageous  office  at  Greenock, 
where  he  was  called  Malloch.  Of  Mr.  Paton,  on  whofe  affiftance  he  depended,  he  writes  Mr. 
Ker :  "  You  have  undoubtedly  heard  of  Mr.  Paton  my  eoufm,  that  went  to  fea  when  I  was  born  ; 
he  has  made  a  confiderable  fortune,  lives  in  Briftol,  and  has  wrote  to  me  feveral  times." 

Mr.  Ker  having  fent  him  a  copy  of  his  "  Canticum  Solomonis,"  publilhed  this  year,  he  writes 
him  •-  "  I  have  read  over  your  poem  with  a  great  deal  of  pleafure,  and  think  yotir  ftyle  is  accurate 
and  elegant.  Your  profe  I  prefer  even  before  Burman's,  becaufe  it  is  more  perfpicuous,  and  not  en- 
cumbered with  tliofe  parenthefes  and  laboured  inverfions  of  conftrudlion  which  obfcure  and  ftiffen 
his.  Your  poetical  paraphrafe  is  true  to  the  meaning  of  the  original,  if  I  may  be  judge  of  it  by  our 
literal  tranflation  in  profe,  and  preferves  every  where  thofe  beauties  that  diftinguifli  this  divine  fong. 
I  have  neither  Beza's  nor  Johnftdn's  verfion  of  this  poem,  but  I  prefer  your's  before  that  of  Bor- 
lem's,  which  is  loofe  and  rambling,  in  which  he  has  very  often  explained  away  Solomon's  meaning, 
and  given  us  his  own  fancies  inftead  of  it." 

"  I  have  now  finiftied,"  he  adds,  "  and  am  preparing  for  the  prefs  againft  winter,  a  poem,  in 
two  books,  which  1  began  laft  year  in  the  country.  The  firft  book  has  been  perufed  by  Mr.  Moli- 
neux,  the  Prince's  Secretary,  by  Mr.  Hill,  Dr.  Young,  and  Sir  John  Clerk,  whofe  acquaintance  I 
had  the  good  lortune  to  obtain  while  he  was  in  London.  It  is  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Dennis ;  and,  as 
foon  as  that  dread  critic  has  condemned  or  approved  it,  it  fhall  wait  on  you  by  the  way  of  Edin- 
burgh." 

On  his  leaving  town,  foon  after,  he  writes  Mr.  Ker  :  "  I  fold  the  copy  of  my  poem  to  a  book- 
feller  for  25  guineas.  Mr.  Dennis,  the  fevereft  of  all  our  Engliffi.  critics,  has  read  and  approved 
of  it,  as  you  will  find  by  his  letter  which  I  fend  you,  and  defire  you  will  return  it  in  your  firft  an  j 
fwer  to  this." 

It  was  publiflied  in  1728,  under  the  title  of  the  Excurfwn,  a  defultory  and  capricious  view  of  fuch 
fcencs  of  nature  as  his  fancy  led  him,  or  his  knowledge  enabled  him  to  defcribe.  It  has  the  beau- 
ties and  faults  of  the  "  Seafons"  of  his  friend  Thomfon,  which  were  then  in  their  full  bloflbm  of 
reputation.  , 

Alluding  probably  to  his  poem  called  A  Winter's  Day,  which  Mr.  Ker  had  fuppofed  to  be 
Thomfon's,  he  writes  him :  "  Mr.  Thomfon's  "  Winter"  is  a  very  different  poem,  of  confiderable 
length,  and  agreeing  with  mine  in  nothing  but  the  name.  It  has  met  with  a  great  deal  of  dc- 
ferved  applaufe,  and  was  written  by  that  dull  fellow  whom  Malcolm  calls  the  jeft  of  our  club. 
The  injuftice  I  did  him  then,  in  joining  with  my  companions  to  ridicule  the  firft  imperfedl  eflays  of 
an  excellent  genius,  was  a  ftrong  motive  to  make  me  adlive  in  endeavouring  to  encourage  him  ;  and 
1  believe  I  ftiail  never  repent  it.  He  is  now  fettled  in  a  very  good  place,  and  will  be  able  to  requite 
all  the  fervices  his  friends  have  done  him,  in  time.  The  fecond  edition  of  his  poem  is  now  in  the 
prefs,  and  fhall  be  fent  you  as  foon  as  it  is  publifhed.  I  am  fure  you  will  like  it ;  for  it  is  filled  with 
Vol.  IX.  ,  .  Utt 
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i^gte&t  many  moral  reflciftions,  as  well  as  with  a  fine  fpirit  of  poetry.     You  will  find  before  it  three 
.    copies  of  recommendatory  verfes,  one  written  by  Mr.  Hill,  the  fecond  by  a  very  fine  woman,  at  nay 
rcqueft,  and  the  third  by  myfelf." 

In  1 731,  he  brought  on  the  ftage,  at  Drury-Lane,  his  Eurydhe,  a  tragedy,  which  was  favourably 
received.  The  prologue  and  epilogue  v.ere  furnilhed  by  his  friend  Hill.  It  was  revived  at  Drury- 
Lane,  with  alterations,  1760,  and  republilhed  the  fame  year.  Its  fuccefs  was  not  great,  though  the 
princ  pal  parts  were  performed  by  Garrick  and  Mrs.  Gibber.  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  that  he  had 
"  heard  it  mentioned  as  a  mean  performance." 

About  this  time,  or  before,  he  conducSled  his  pupils  round  the  common  circle  of  modifb  travels; 
and,  on  bis  return,  the  influecce  of  the  family  in  which  he  refided,  and  his  poetical  reputation,  natu- 
rally procured  him  admiflion  to  many  perfons  of  the  highefl.  rank,  and  the  higheft  charadter,  to  wits, 
nobles,  and  flatefmen,  the  Prince  of  Wales,  Lyttleton,  Ghefterfield,  Bolingbroke,  Pope,  Young,  &c. 
In  1733,  he  publifhed  his  poem  on  ferkal  Criticifm,  defigned  to  pay  court  to  Pope,  by  ridiculing 
Theobald,  Bentley,  Dennis,  Cooke,  and  other  editors,  collators,  commentators,  and  verbal  critics. 
It  is  little  mere  than  an  improvement,  or  rather  expanCon  of  a  fragment  which  Pope  printed  in  a. 
Mifcellany  long  before  he  ingrafted  it  into  a  regular  poem.  The  call  of  didlion,  and  conllruftion 
of  the  verfe,  feem  to  be  copied  from  Pope.  The  execution  is  better  than  the  defign,  which  cannot 
be  commended. 

Dr.  Johnfon  farcaftically  obferve?,  that  having  cleared  his  tongue  from  his  native  pronunciation 
fo  as  to  be  no  longer  diftinguifhed  as  a  Scot,  he  feemed  inclined  to  difencumber  himfelf  from  all  ad- 
herenccs  of  his  original,  and  took  upon  him  to  change  his  name  from  Scotch  Mallocb  to  Englifh  Mallety 
without  any  imaginable  rcafon  of  preference  which  the  eye  or  the  ear  can  difcover.  "  What  other 
proofs  he  gave  of  difrefpedb  to  his  native  country,''  he  fays,  "  I  know  not ;  but  it  was  remarked  of 
him,  that  he  was  the  only  Scot  whom  Scotchmen  did  not  commend." 

In  juflice  to  Mallet,  it  ought  to  be  mentioned,  that  this  alteration  did  not  originate  in  any  difre- 
fpeA  to  his  native  country,  but  was  fuggefted  to  him  by  his  coufin  Paton,  in  1724,  as  appears  from 
the  following  poflfcript  to  his  letter  to  Mr.  Ker  of  that  date :  "  My  coufin  Mr.  Paton  would  have 
me  write' my  name  MalUt ;  for  there  is  not  one  Englilhman  that  can  pronounce  it."  He  continued, 
however,  to  write  his  name  MaUocb  down  to  the  year  1738,  and  probably  fome  time  longer.  An 
Englifliman  accuilomed  to  pronounce  Mallocb,  as  if  it  were  written  Mallock,  cannot  eafily  difcover 
any  imaginable  reafon  of  preference  in  changing  it  to  Mallet,  unlefs  he  had  an  opportunity  of  hearing 
the  laft  fyllable  pronounced  by  a  Scotchman.  The  lafl  obfervation  is  fufficiently  difproved  by  the 
tenor  of  his  correfpondence  with  Mr.  Ker,  his  readinefs  to  do  good  ofiices  to  his  countrymen,  and 
his  friendfhip  with  Thomfon,  which  was  never  once  diilurbed  by  any  cafual  miftake,  envy,  or  jea- 
loufy  on  either  fide. 

The  following  anecdote  is  related  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  whofe  intelligence  on  fome  few  occafions  may 
be  queftioned,  and  whofe  opinion  of  Mallet  is  rather  unfavourable. 

"  About  this  time.  Pope,  whom  he  vifited  familiarly,  p'ublifhed  his  "  Effay  on  Man,"  but  con- 
cealed the  author ;  and  when  Mallet  entered  one  day,  Pope  afked  him  flightly  what  there  was  new  \ 
Mallet  told  hiin  the  neweft  piece  was  fomething  called  an  "  Eflay  on  Man,"  which  he  had  infpedted 
idly ;  and  feeing  the  utter  inability  of  the  author,  who  had  neither  fkill  in  writing  nor  knowledge 
of  his  fobjeoT:,  had  tofled  it  away.     Pope,  to  punifh  his  felf-conceit,  told  him  the  fecret." 

When  the  Prince  of  Wales  fet  himfelf.  at  the  head  of  the  oppofition,  and  kept  a  feparate  court, 
he  endeavoured  to  increafe  his  popularity  by  the  patroriage  of  literature,  and  made  Mallet  his  under 
Secretary,  with  a  falary  of  300  1.  a-year.     Thomfon  likewife  had  a  penfion. 

In  1734,  he  attended  the  Prince  of  Orange  on  his  vifit  to  Oxford,  and  wrote  the  congratulatory 
verfes  prefented  to  him  by  the  Univerfity,  which  breathe  the  nobleft  fentiments  of  liberty.  On  this- 
occafion,  he  was  admitted  to  the  degree  of  Mafter  of  Arts  at  St.  Mary-Hall. 

In  1 739,  he  brought  on  the  flage,  at  Drury-Lane,  his  Mufapba,  a  tragedy,  which  was  honoured  by 
the  recommendation  of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  and  performed  with  fuccefs,  but  was  never  revived.  It 
was  dedicated  to  the  Prince.     The  prologue  was  written  by  Thomfon. 

In  1740,  he  was  employed  by  Millar,  the  bookfeller,  to  prefix  a  Lift  of  Bacon  to  a  new  edition  of 
his  works,  in  4  vols,  folio, ;  which  he  has  written  with  great  elegance  and  judgment ;  though  per- 


THE   LIFE   OF   MALLET.  '675 

iiaps'With  more  'knowledge  of  hlftory  tlian  otfclence.  ,  It  ranks  with  the  befi;  pieces  of  biography  in 
our  language.  . 

The  fame  year,  he  Was  afibciated  with  Thomfon  in  the  conipofition  of  tHe  Mafqiie  of  Alfred,  which 
•was  performed  on  the  ift  of  Auguft  in  the  gardens  of  ClieTden,  in  commemoration  of  the  acceflion 
of  George  I.;  and  in  honour  of  the  birth-day  of  the  Princefs  of  Brunfwick.  It  was  aft.rv/ards  al- 
mofl  wholly  changed  by  Mallet,  and  brought  on  the  ftage,  at  Drury-Lane,  in  17^1,  but  with  no 
great  fuccefs. 

In  174I,  he  married  Mifs  Elftob,  a  lady  of  great  merit  and  beauty;  upon  which  occafion  Hill 
■writes  him  :  "  You  have  fired  my  cufiofity  to  fee  and  hear  this  lady,  who  has  had  fo  llrong  and 
fwift  an  influence  upon  an  heart  fo  firm  and  fo  impreffed  as  yours  was  by  the  memory  of  a  former 
fweetnefs.  The  luftre  muft  be  amiably  fevere  and  fparkling,  that  had  the  power  to  attra(ft  unto 
itfclf  a  flame  fo  generous  as  your  firfl,  and  which  your  pen  delighted  to  defcribe'  with  fuch  a  manly 
and  unmodifh  tendernefs." 

Hill  afterwards  fent  him  the  following  verfes  on  his  marriage.  The  thought  is  borrowed  froffk 
Bouhours,  "  a  little  poetical  flream  drawn  from  a  French  fountain." 

TaRe,  fald  I,  and  deep  difcerning, 

Grace  and  virtue  toothrown  in, 
Air-like  eafe,  and  fun-like  learning, 

All  are  claims  not  worth  a  pin. 
No,  faid  Truth,  and  frov/n'd  her  nod  to'tj 

Fortune  lives  with  none  of  thefe  ; 
Fools — and  there  flie  fwore  by  G — d  to't. 

Fools  are  thofe  Ihe  woi'ks  to  pleafe. 
How,  cry'd  Wit !  behold  a  MalUt 

In  oar  Elfob's  bofomblefs'd  : 
Once,  faid  Truth,  I'm  out — recal  it, 

Miracles  mufifiand  oonffs'd. 

From  this  time  he  refided  at  Strand-Green,  and  afterv/ards  at  Putney  ;  and  lived  in  the  llyle  of  a 
gintleman. 

In  1747,  after  a  long  interval,  he  publlfned  his  Apzynlor  and  Thndora  ;  his  greatefl  work,  addrefTed 
to  Lord  Chefterfield,  and  prefaced  with  a  beautiful  copy  of  Ferfa  to  Mrs,  Mallet.  He  fold  this 
poem  to  Vaillant  the  bookfeller  for  lao  1. 

After  the  death  of  Pope,  when  it  was  found  that  he  had  clandeflinely  printed  an  unauthoriffE 
number  of  Eolingbroke's  "  Idea  of  a  Patriot,  King,"  iScc.  his  "  guide,  philofopher,  and  friend,"  in  a 
fit  of  ufelefs  fury,  refolved  to  blaft  his  memory,  and  employed  Mallet  as  the  executioner  of  his  ven- 
geance. 

Mallet,  from  his  dependence  on  the  Prince,  was  content  to  court  Bolingbroke,  then  high  in  his 
confidence,  by  prefixing  an  Advertifement  to  the  "  Idea  of  a  Patriot,  King,"  and  other  trads  publiflied 
in  1749  ;  in  which  he  charged  Pope  with  "  having  been  guilty  of  a  breach  of  trull,  and  of  having 
taken  upon  him  further  to  divide  the  fubjed,  and  to  alter  and  omit  paflages  according  to  the  fag- 
geftions  of  his  own  fancy." 

The  charge  was  enforced  with  fo  unfriendly,  and  fo  vindictive  a  feverity,  thatWarburton  thought, 
it  proper  for  him  to  interpofe,  not  indeed  to  vindicate  the  adtion,  for  breach  of  truil  has  ahvays 
fomethjng  criminal,  but  to  extenuate  it  by  an  apologetical  "  Letter  to  the  Editor,"  &c.  in  which  he 
fuppofesjwith  great  appearance  of  reafon,that  the  irregularity  of  Pope's  conduct  proceeded  wholly  from 
his  zeal  for  Bolingbroke,  who  might  perhaps  have  deftroyed  the  pamphlet,  which  he  thought  it 
his  duty  to  preferve,  even  v/ithout  its  author's  approbation.  To  this  apology  an  anfvver  was  written 
by  Mallet,  in  a  Letter  to  the  mojl  impudent  Man  liiiing. 

For  this  acft,  which,  it  is  hoped.  Mallet  unv/illingly  performed,  he  was  rewarded,  not  long  after, 
with  the  legacy  of  Eolingbroke's  works. 

In  1754,  by  the  help  of  Miliar  the  T5ookfelier,  and,  in  oppofition  to  the  remonftrance  of  Lord 
Hyde,  he  publilhed  the  "  Works"  of  Bolingbroke,  in  5  vols.  4to. ;  in  which,  it  feems,  he  confulted 
his  own  profit,  which  was  very  much  below  his  expecSation,  more  than  his  benefactor's  fame,  as 
appears  from  a  prefentment  of  the  Grand  Jury  of  Wellminfter,  061.  16.  1754,  of  thefe  five  vo- 
lumes, "  as  tending,  in  the  general  fcopc  of  ftveral  pieces  therein  contained,  as  well  as  many  parti- 
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cular  exprefllons  which  had  been  laid  before  them,  to  the  fubverfion  of  religion,  government,  an<i 

fnorality ;  and  being  alfo  againft  his  Majefty's  peace." 

Many  of  the  poiicical  pieces  had  been  written  during  the  oppofition  to  Walpole,  and  given  to 
Franklin  the  printer,  as  he  fuppofed  in  perpetuity.  Thefe,  among  the  refl;,  were  claimed  by  the 
will.  The  queftion  was  referred  to  the  arbitration  of  Mr.  Draper  and  Mr.  Wotton  ;  but,  foon  after 
the  arbitrators  had  declared  their  award.  Mallet  fent  them  notice  that  he  retracted  and  revoked  his 
fubmiflion,  and  that  he  difcharged  them  from  proceeding  to  make  any  award.  Franklin  fubmitted 
«'  A  State  of  the  Cafe,"  &c.  to  the  public,  in  1754. 

The  life  of  tlie  Duke  of  Marlborough  having  been  left  unwritten  by  Lord  Molefworth,  who  had 
been  his  favourite  in  Flanders,  and  Steele,  to  whom  the  papers  fuppofed  to  contain  the  neceffary  in- 
formation, had  been  fuccefiively  delivered,  the  old  Duchefs,  in  her  will,  affigned  the  talk  to  Glover 
and  Mallet,  with  a  reward  of  looo  1.  and  a  prohibition  to  infert  any  verfes.  Glover  rejeded  the 
legacy,  and  devolved  the  whole  work  upon  Mallet,  who  had  a  penfion  from  the  late  Duke,  to  pro- 
mote his  induftry,  and  who  talked  much  of  the  difcoveries  which  he  made  in  Holland,  and  of  the 
diligence  he  was  exerting  upon  this  work ;  but  left  not,  when  he  died,  the  finalleil  vcftige  of  any 
hiftorical  labour  behind  him. 

In  1755,  his  Mafque  of  Britannia  was  adled  at  Drury-Lane,  with  fuccefs.  The  prologue,  in  the 
chara(fter  of  a  drunken  failor  reading  a  play-bill,  was  written  in  conjundlion  with  Garrick,  and 
fpoken  by  the  latter,  with  fo  much  applaufe,  that  it  was  called  for,  and  infifted  on  by  the  audience 
ftiany  nights  in  the  feafon,  when  the  piece  itfelf  was  not  performed. 

In  1756,  when  the  nation  was  exafperated  by  the  ill  fuccefs  of  the  war  againft  France,  he  was  cm- 
ployed  to  turn  the  public  vengeance  upon  Byng,  and  wrote  a  letter  of  accufation,  under  the  cha- 
racSler  of  a  Plain  Man.  The  paper  was  circulated  and  difperfed  with  great  induftry ;  and  he,  for 
his  feafonable  intervention,  had  a  confiderable  penfion  beftowed  upon  him,  which  he  retained  to  his- 
death. 

In  1759,  he  publiflied  a  coUedlion  of  his  Works,  in  Profe  and  Ferfe,  in  3  vols.  lamo.  with  a  dedica- 
tion to  Lord  Mansfield. 

The  fame  year,  he  publiflied  a  poem,  called  Tyturn,  to  the  Marine  Society,  a  fuppofed  remonftrance 
of  the  gallows  at  Tyburn,  to  that  patriotic  inftitution,  on  account  of  the  fervice  which  it  had  ren- 
dered the  nation  fince  the  commencement  of  the  French  war. 

In  1760,  he  publiflied  his  heauuiulha\\?id  oi  Ed-win  and  Emma,  which  was  elegantly  printed  at 
Birmingham,  by  Bafkerville,  in  4to.  The  profits  arifing  from  the  fale  were  intended  for  a  chari- 
table ufe. 

In  176.,  he  publiflied  a  fmall  colledlion  ef  Poems  on  Several  Occafions,  with  a  dedication  to  the  Duke 
of  Marlborou"-h,  in  which  he  "  hopes  foon  to  prefent  his  Grace  with  fomething  more  folid,  more 
deferving  his  attention,  in  the  "  Life  of  the  firft  Duke  of  Marlborough;"  which  has  not  yet  ap- 
peared. 

In  the  political  difputes  which  commenced  at  the  beginning  of  the  prefent  reign,  he  took  part  with 
Ills  countryman  Lord  Bute,  to  ferve  whom,  he  publifhed  T^ruth  in  Rhyme,  in  1 76Z  ;  and  wrote  his  tra- 
gedy of  Elvira,  in  imitation  of  De  la  Motte's  tragedy,  founded  on  a  Portuguefe  ftory,  taken  from 
the  "  Lufiad"  of  Camoens,  which  was  adied  at  Drury-Lane,  in  1763,  with  little  fuccefs,  as  it  was 
brought  on  at  a  critica-1  time,  and  looked  upon  by  many  as  a  minifterial  play.  He  was  rewarded 
with  the  office  of  Keeper  of  the  Book  of  Entries  for  Ships  in  the  Port  of  London,  to  which  he  was 
appointed  in  1763. 

Towards  the  latter  end  of  his  life,  he  went  with  his  wife  to  France ;  but  after  a  while,  finding  his 
heahh  declining,  he  returned  alone  to  England,  and  died  in  April  1765. 

He  was  twice  married ;  and,  by  his  firft  wife,  had  feveral  children.  Dne  daughter,  who  married 
a  Genoefe  gentleman  named  Celefia,  who  formerly  refided  in  London  in  a  public  charatfter; 
wrote  a  tragedy  called  "  Almida,"  aiSled  at  Drury-Lane,  1771 ;  and  «  Indolence,"  a  poem,  4to.  1772. 
His  fecond  wife  was  the  daughter  of  a  nobleriian's  fteward,  who  had  a  confiderable  fortune,  which 
ftie  took  care  to  retain  m  her  own  hands. 

His  Plays  and  Poems  have  been  frequently  reprinted ;  and  his  poems  were  coUedted  in  the  fifty 
third  volume  of  the  ««  Works  of  the  Englifh  Poetr,"  1779- 
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The  charafter  of  Mallet  has  been  varioufly  reprefented  by  his  friends,  and  by  his  enemies.  Ac- 
cording to  Hill,  who  knew  him  well,  his  manners  were  as  amiable  as  his  abilities  were  refpedlable. 
With  Young,  .Pope,  Thomfon,  and  Lyttleton,  he  lived  in  habits  of  familiar  intimacy  ;  and,  it  is  but 
juftice  to  add,  that  no  man  maintained  his  fliare  in  converfation  more  happily  than  Mallet.  His 
behaviour  to  Pope  after  his  death  has  drawn  upon  him  the  univerfal  accufation  of  ingratitude;  but 
if  he  had  not  virtue,  or  had  not  fpirit  to  refufe  the  office  affigned  him  by  Bolingbroke,  it  ought  to 
be  remembered  that  Pope  was  not  innocent,  and  that  he  had  fome  dependence  on  the  favour  of 
Bolingbroke,  a  man  whofe  pride  and  petulance  made  his  kindnefs  difficult  to  gain,  or  keep.  He  is 
faid  to  have  adopted  the  peculiar  fentiments  of  his  patron  with  regard  to  religion  ;  but  of  this  there 
js  no  better  evidence  than  the  publication  of  his  pofthumous  works,  in  which  he  feems  to  have  aded 
from  confiderations  of  gain  rather  than  zeal  for  the  propagation  of  his  opinions.  His  integrity  in 
bufinefs  and  in  life  is  unimpeached.  Vanity,  the  mod  innocent  fpecies  of  pride,  feems  to  have  been 
his  predominant  paffion.  Pathos  was  a  quality  which  he  conceived  to  be  fo  much  the  ch3ra(fterifl;ic 
of  his  own  poetry,  that  he  once  quarrelled  with  Jones,  author  of  the  "  Earl  of  EiTex,"  for  pre- 
tending to  it.  The  difpute  ended  by  his  turning  the  poor  bricklayer  out  of  the  room  where  they 
were  fpending  the  evening  together.  As  a  political  writer,  he  feems  to  have  been  of  that  numerous 
clafs  of  men  of  letters,  who  think  it  no  difhonour  to  be  minifterial  hirelings. 

"  His  flature,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  ♦'  was  diminutive;  but  he  was  regularly  formed;  his  appear- 
ance, till  he  grew  corpulent,  was  agreeable,  and  he  fuffered  it  to  want  no  recommendation  that  drefs 
could  give  it.  His  converfation  was  elegant  and  eafy.  The  reft  of  his  chara61:er  may,  without  in- 
jury to  his  memory,  fink  into  filence."  This  laft  obfcrvation  cannot  be  generally  allowed ;  his  gra- 
titude to  Mr.  Ker,  his  kindnefs  to  his  brother,  his  fervices  to  Hill  and  Thomfon,  his  benefience  to 
Derrick  (Letters,  Z  vols.  1767),  and  his  exemplary  tendernefs  in  the  difcharge  of  the  relative  duties 
of  hufband  and  parent,  command  our  efteem  for  his  characfter,  and  confer  a  lading  honour  on  his 
memory. 

As  a  poet,  though  he  may  not  be  altogether  fecure  from  the  obje(fl;ions  of  the  critic,  he  has  very 
little  to  fear  from  the  ftridleft  moral  or  religious  cenfure ;  his  works  are  not  only  the  produ6tions 
of  a  genius  truly  poetical ;  but  they  are  friendly  to  the  beft  interefts  of  morality  and  liberty  ;  they 
infpire  virtue,  truth,  and  patriotifm  ;  and  inculcate  the  neceffity  of  goodnefs  to  the  prefent  and 
future  happinefs  of  mankind.  His  compofitions  are  charadterized  by  elegance  of  didlion,  and  cor- 
redlnefs  of  judgment,  rather  than  vigour  of  expreffion  or  fublimity  of  fentiment,  neither  of  which 
are  wanting.  His  powers  have  had  every  aid  that  laborious  cultivation,  that  ufeful  and  polite  learn- 
ing could  liive ;  he  poffeffes  a  judgment  critically  exadt,  but  has  not  an  highly  creative  imagina- 
tion.    He  is  an'elegant  and  pleafing  writer,  a  fmooth  and  corredl  verfifier,  but  not  a  firft-rate  poet. 

His  Excurjion  is  not  devoid  of  poetical  fpirit  and  pidlurefque  defcription.  Many  of  the  images 
are  ftriking,  and  many  of  the  paflages  are  elegant.  He  obferves  clearly,  and  defcribes  forcibly ;  but 
he  errs  by  endeavouring  to  imprefs  his  fubjedt  on  the  mind  with  a  pomp  and  reduplication  of  ex- 
preffion. In  his  Verbal  Critkifm,  there  is  more  pertnefs  than  wit,  and  more  confidence  than  know- 
ledge. Horace  and  Shakfpeare  are  flcilfully  delineated.  The  three  concluding  couplets  are  excellent. 
The  verfincation  is  tolerable,  nor  can  criticifm  allow  it  a  higher  praife.  Amyntor  and  Theodora, 
his  moft  elaborate  performance,  though  fomewhat  tedious  and  diffufe,  abounds  in  ftriking  images, 
jwthetic  incidents,  and  moral  reflexions.  "  The  naufeous  affedlation  of  expreffing  every  thing 
pompoufly,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  "  is  no  were  more  vifible  than  in  a  poem  lately  publiftied,  intitled 
Amyntor  and  Theodora.  The  following  inftance  maybe  alleged,  among  many  others.  Amyntor  having 
a  pathetic  tale  to  difcoijer,  being  choked  with  forrow,  and  at  a  lofs  for  utterance,  ufes  thefe  prnar 
mental  unpatural  images : 


O  could  I  fteal 


From  harmony  her  fofteft  warbled  ftrain 
Of  melting  air  !  or  Zephyr's  vernal  voice, 
Or  Philomela's  fong,  when  love  diffolves 
To  liquid  blandifament  his  evening  lay^ 
I  All  nature  fmilihg  round——" 

There  is  In  this  paffage,  it  muft  be  acknowledged,  an  attempt  at  dignity  above  the  occafion.     Pa? 
tjios  feems  to  have  been  intended,  but  affedation  only  is  produced.    It  cannot,  however,  be  denied^ 
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tli^t  there  is  in  this  poem  copiou&efs  and  elegance  of  language,  vigour  of  fcntiment,  and  imagery- 
well  adapted  to  take  poflefllon  of  the  fancy.  His  poem  on  the  Death  of  Lady  An/on,  addreffed  to 
her  father,  Lord  Har-vvicke,  deferves  great  praife.  It  is  ferious,  pathetic,  and  poetical  in  the 
highefl  degree.  The  diftrefs  of  Cicero  for  the  death  of  TulUa,  is  happily  introduced,  and  rendered 
very  applicable  by  a  fimilitude  of  feme  circumftances.  None  of  his  poems  do  him  greater  honour, 
-  or  give  us  a  higher  idea  of  his  poetical  powers. 

His  I'ruth  in  Rhyme  is  a  pretty  court  compliment,  in  which  his  patron.  Lord  Bute,  makes  ahnoft 
as  good  a  figure  as  his  Majefly.  It  is  chiefly  remarkable  for  the  extraordinary  inftance  of  vanity 
in  thfc  imtrima'.ur  prefixed  to  it. 

It  has  no  faults,  or  I  no  faults  can  fpy  ; 
It  is  all  beauty,  or  all  blindnefs  I. 

Imprimatur,  meo periculo,  Chester  FIELD. 

If  Chefterfield,  fo  juftly  celebrated  for  the  elegance  of  his  tafle  and  wit,  ftill  retained  fo  much  of 
the  courtier  as  to  give  fuch  a  teftimony  to  this  poem,  as  no  poem  ever  deferved.  Mallet  ouo-ht  not  to 
have  been  fo  far  tranfported  by  it  as  publicly  to  triumph  in  fo  extravagant  a  compliment,  even  ad- 
mitting that  it  was  fincere,  which  may  be  reafonably  doubted.  Zephyr,  or  the  Stratagem,  is  a  tale 
in  the  manner  of  Prior,  told  with  eafe  and  humour.  There  is  fome  wit  and  fpirit  in  it ;  but  it  is 
unfit  for  a  modeft  ear.  Cupid  and  Hymen,  the  Bifco-very,  the  Re-ward,  are  written  with  eafe  and 
fprightlinefs,  and  may  be  read  with  pkafure.  His  Prologue  to  Thomfon's  "  Agamemnon"  is  fu- 
perior  to  that  v/hick  he  received  from  Thomfon  for  Mvjlapba.  His  Funeral  Hymn  opens  with  a  be- 
coming fokmnity  and  grandeur  of  espreflion  ;  but  is  totally  fpoilcd  by  a  number  of  fliort  rhymes, 
which  are  fo  far  from  conveying  any  idea  fuitable  to  the  folen-m  dignity  of  a  funeral  hymn,  that  they 
turn  the  whole  into  a  burlefque.  The  Fragment,  beginning,  Fair  morn  afcends,  life,  is  remarkably 
fine.  It  is  of  a  ftrain  m.ore  exalted  than  any  of  his  other  pieces.  He  has  no  where  difcovered 
more  poetical  enthuCafm.  His  Epitaphs  deferve  particular  commendation.  His  ballads  of  Wil- 
liam and  Margaret,  Ediuin  and  Emma,  and  The  Biris  of  Endermay,  rank  with  the  beft  compofltions 
of  that  kind  in  our  language.  IVilliam  ar.d  Margaret  is  fully  entitled  to  the  favourable  reception  it 
met  with. .  It  is  the  moft  pleafing  of  all  his  poetical  compofiticns.  It  is  plaintive,  pathetic,  and 
iimplc  ;  both  the  fcntiment  and  the  expreffion  are  equally  captivating.  Dr.  Johnfon  is  almoft 
fmgular  in  thinking  that  "  it  contains  nothing  very  ftriking  or  difficult."  Ed-win  and  Emma  is  an 
imitation  of  William  and  Margaret ;  though  cartainly  not  altogether  equal  to  it.  An  unfortunate 
amour  is  the  fubjecft  of  both.  The  ftory  of  the  haplefs  pair  is  added  in  profe,  and  averred  to  be 
matter  of  fa<a.  The  father  of  Ed-win  is  dcfcribed  in  the  following  paflage,  by  a  Cmile  immediately 
arifing  from  the  fubjed  itfelf,  which  conveys  a  diredt  and  unequivocal  illuflration,  with  a  concife- 
iicfs  and  expreffion  truly  admirable  : 

The  father  too,  a  fordid  man. 

Who  love  nor  pity  knew, 
Was  all  unjeelintr  as  the  clod 

From  -ZL-Lence  his  riches  cre-w. 

His  charadlrer,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  cannot  be  generally  allowed,  without  doing  great  in- 
juflice  to  his  literary  and  poetical  merit. 

«  As  a  writer,  he  cannot  be  placed  in  any  high  clafs.  There  is  no  fpecies  of  compofition  in  wliich 
he  was  eminent.  His  dramas  had  their  day,  a  fliort  day,  and  arc  forgotten  ;  his  blank  verfe  feems 
to  my  ear  the  echo  of  Thomfon.  His  Lf/e  of  Bacon  is  known,  as  it  is  appended  to  Bacon's  volumes, 
but  it  is  no  longer  mentioned.  His  works  are  fuch  as  a  writer  bufliing  in  the  world,  fhowing  him- 
felf  in  public,  and  emerging  occafionally  from  time  to  time  into  notice,  might  keep  alive  by  his 
perfonal  influence ;  but  which  conveying  little  information,  and  giving  no  great  pleafure,  muft  foon 
give  way,  a$  the  fucceflion  of  things  produces  new  topics  of  converfaticn,  and  other  modes  of  a- 
mufcmcnt " 


THE  WORKS  OF  MALLET. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

WILLIAM,    LORD    MA1S3SFIELD, 

LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE  OF  ENGLAND. 


jANUAny  I,  1759- 


No  man,  in  ancient  Rome,  my  Lord,  would  have 
been  fiirprifed,  I  believe,  to  lee  a  poet  infcribe 
his  vvforks,  either  to  Cicero,  or  the  younger  Pliny  : 
not  to  mention  any  more  amongd  her  moft  cele- 
brated names.  They  were  both,  it  is  true,  public 
magiftrates  of  the  firft  diftuiAion,  and  had  applied 
themfelves  feverely  to  the  ftudy  of  the  laws ;  in 
which  both  eminently  excelled.  They  were,  at 
the  fame  time,  illuftrious  orators,  and  employed 
their  eloquence  in  the  fervice  of  their  clients  and 
their  country.  But,  as  they  had  both  embcUuh- 
ed  their  other  talents  by  early  cultivating  the 
finer  arts,  and  which  has  fpread,  wc  fee,  a  peculiar 
light  and  grace  over  all  their  produdtions  ;  no 
fpecies  of  polite  literature  could  be  foreign  to 
their  tafte  or  patronage.  And,  in  effedl,  we  find 
they  were  the  friends  and  proteClors  of  the  beit 
poets  their  refpecftivc  ages  produced. 

It  is  from  a  parity  of  chara6ter,  my  Lord,  and 
which  will  occur  obvioufly  to  every  eye,  that  I  am 
induced  to  place  your  name  at  the  head  of  this 
colledion,  fuch  as  it  is,  of  the  diflerent  things  I 
have  written. 

"  Nee  Phoebo  gratior  ulla 
"  Quamfibiquse  Vari  picefcripfit  pagina  nomen." 

And  were  I  as  fure,  my  Lord,  that  it  is  deferviug 
of  your  regard,  as  I  am  that  thefe  verfes  were  not 
applied  with  more  propriety  at  hrlt  than  they  are 
now;  the  puMic  would  univerfallyjuftify  my  am- 
bition in  prelenting  it  to  you.  But,  of  that,  the 
public  only  mult  and  will  judge,  in  the  laft  ap- 
peal. There  is  but  one  thing,  to  befpeak  theii 
favour  and  your  frienddiip,  that  I  dare  be  politive 
in :  without  which,  you  are  the  laft  perLon  ii. 
Britain  to  whoni  I  fliould  have  thought  of  addref- 
fing  it.    And  this  any  man  may  afKrm  of  himitlfj 


without  vanity ;  becaufe  it  is  equally  in  every 
man's  power.  Of  all  that  I  have  written,  on  any 
occafion,  there  is  not  a  line,  which  I  am  afraid  to 
own,  either  as  an  honeft  man,  a  good  fubje<ft,  or 
a  true  lover  of  my  country. 

I  have  thus,  my  Lord,  dedicated  fome  few  mo- 
ments, the  tirft  day  of  this  new  year,  to  tend 
you,  according  to  good  old  cuftom,  a  prefent.  -fVn 
humble  one,  I  confefs  it  is;  and  that  can  have  lit- 
tle other  value  but  what  arifes  from  the  difpofi- 
tion  of  the  fender.  On  that  account,  perhaps,  it 
may  not  be  altogether  unacceptable  ;  for  it  is  in- 
deed an  offeiing  rather  of  the  heart  than  thfc 
head  ;  an  effufionof  thole  fentiments,  which  great 
merit,  employed  to  the  bell  puipofes,  naturally 
creates. 

May  you  enjoy,  my  Lord,  through  the  whole 
courl'e  of  this  and  many  more  years,  that  found 
health  of  mind  and  body,  which  your  important 
labours  for  the  public  fo  much  want,  and  lo  jultly 
merit !  And  may  vou  foon  have  the  fatistadlion  to 
fee,  what  1  know  you  fo  ardently  wifli,  this  de- 
'ltru£live  war,  however  neceflary  on  our  part,  con« 
ckidtd  by  a  fafe  and  lafting  peace  '.  Then,  and 
not  till  then,  all  the  noble  arts,  no  lefs  uleful  thati 
ornamental  to  human  life,  and  that  now  ianguilTi, 
Hiay  again  fiourilh,  under  the  eye  and  encourage- 
ment of  thofe  few,  who  think  and  feel  as  you  do, 
tor  the  advantage  and  honour  of  Great  liru»in» 
I  am,  with  the  fxnceieft  attachment, 

My  Lord, 

Your  moft  faithful 
humble  fervant. 

U  u  iiij 


OF  VERBAL  CRITICISM. 


ADVERTISEMENT  TO  THE  FIRST  AND  SECOND  EDITIONS. 

Aithe  defign  of  the  fbllowing  poero  is  to  rally  the  abufe  of  Verbal  Criticifm,  the  author  could  not  with- 
out maniteft  partiality,  overlook  the  editor  of  Milton,  and  the  reftorer  of  Shakfpeare.  With  regard 
to  the  later,  he  has  read  over  the  many  and  ample  fpecim'ens  with  which  that  fcholiaft  has  already 
obliged  the  pubhc  :  and  of  thele,  and  thefe  only,  he  pretends  to  give  his  opinion.  But,  whatever 
he  may  think  ot  the  critic,  not  bearing  the  leaft  ill.wiU  to  the  man,  he  deferred  printino-  thefe  verfes 
thouah  written  feveral  months  ago,  till  he  heard  that  the  fubfcription  for  a  new  edmon  of-  ShakI 
fpeare  was  clofed. 

He  begs  leave  to  add  likewife,  that  this  poem  was  undertaken  and  written  entirely  without  the  know, 
ledge  ot  the  gentleman  to  whom  it  is  addreffed.  Only  as  it  is  a  public  teftimony  of  his  inviolable 
ef.'eem  lor  Mr.  Pope,  on  that  account,  particularly,  he  wifties,  it  may  not  be  judged  to  increafe  the 
number  of  mean  performances,  with  which  the  town  is  almoft  daily  peftcred. 

Pride  of  his  own,  and  wonder  of  this  age 
Who  firft  created,  and  yet  rules,  the  ftage, ' 
Bold  to  defign,  all-powerful  to  exprefs, 
Shakfpeare  each  paflion  drew  in  every  drefs : 
Great  above  rule,  and  imitating  none  ; 
Rich  without  borrowing,  nature  was  his  own; 
Yet  is  his  fenfe  debas'd  by  grofs  allay  : 
As  gold  in  mines  lies  mix'd  with  dirt  and  clay. 
Now,eagle-wing'a,his heavenward  flight  hetakes- 
The  big  Itage  thunders,  and  the  foul  awakes  :      ' 
Now,  low  on  earth,  a  kindred  reptile  creeps  ; 
Sad  Hamlet  quibbles,  and  the  hearer  Ueeps.  * 

Such  was  the  poet :  next  the  Scholiaft  view ; 
Faint  through  the  colouring,  yet  the  features  true. 

Condenni'd  to  dig  and  dung  a  barren  foil, 
Where  hardly  tares  will  grow  with  care  and  toil. 
He,  with  low  mduftry,  goes  gleaning  on 
From  gGod,from  bad,  irom  mean, negledting  none*. 
His  brother  book-worm  fo,  in  (helf  or  ftall 
Will  feed  alike  on  Woolfton  and  on  Paul.  * 
%  living  clients  hopelefs  now  of  bread. 
He  pettyfogs  a  fcrap  from  authors  dead  : 
See  him  on  Shakfpeare  pore,  intent  to  fteal 
Poor  farce,  by  fragments,  for  a  third-day  meal.    ' 
Such  that  grave  bird  in  northern  feas  is  found. 
Whofe  name  a  Dutchman  only  knows  to  found. 
Where'er  the  king  of  filh  moves  on  before, 
This  humble  friend  attends  from  iliore  to  Ihoie  j 
With  eye  ftiU  earnell,  and  with  bill  inclin'd. 
He  picks  up  what  his  patron  drops  behind  ; 
With  thofe  choice  cates  his  palate  to  regale, 
And  is  the  careful  Tibbald*  ot  a  whale. 

Blelt  genius  I  who  bellows  his  oil  and  pains 
On  each  dull  pallage,  each  dull  book  contains  • 
I'he  toil  more  grateful,  as  the  talk  more  low:* 
So  carrion  is  the  quarry  of  a  crow. 

*  This  reiKarkahle  biid  is  called  the  StrundU 
Jager.  Here  you  fee  how  he  purchafes  his  food  : 
and  the  fame  author,  from  ivhom  this  account  is 
taken,  tells  us  Jarther  hoiv  he  comes  by  his  drink. 
Ton  may  fee  htm,  adds  the  Lutchtnan,  frequently 
purfuing  a  fort  of  fea-tneiv,  called  Kulge-Gehef, 
whom  he  torments  iiiceffantly  to  make  him  'void 
an  excrement;  which  being  liquid,  fer'ves  hitn, 
J  imagine,  for  drink.'  See  a  (olltiiion  ot  Voyasex 
totheJNorth,  ''      "^  * 


Among  the  numerous  fools,  by  fate  defign'd 

Oft  to  dillurb,  and  oft  divert,  mankind, 

The  reading  coxcomb  is  of  fpecial  note, 

By  rule  a  poet,  and  a  judge  by  rote  : 

Grave  fon  of  idle  indultry  and  pride, 

Whom  learning  but  perverts,  and  books  mifguide. 

Ofam'd  for  judging,  as  for  writing  well. 
That  rareft  fcience,  where  lb  few  excel  • 
Whofe  life,  feverely  frann'd,  tranfcends  thy  lays, 
For  wit  fupreme  is  but  thy  fecond  praife  : 
•'Tis  thine,  O  Pope,  who  choole  the  better  part, 
To  tell  how  falfe,  how  vain,  the  Scholiaft's  art, 
IVhich  nor  to  tafte,  nor  genius  has  pretence, 
And,  if  tis  learning,  is  not  common  fenfe. 

In  error  obftinate.  in  wrangling  loud, 
For  trifles  eager,  pofitive,and  proud; 
Deep  ir.  the  darknefs  of  dull  authors  bred. 
With  all  their  refuie  lumber'd  in  his  head. 
What  every  dunce  from  every  dunghill  drew 
Of  literary  offals,  old  or  new, 
Forth  fteps  at  lafl  the  felf-applauding  wight. 
Of  points  and  letters  chaff  and  ftraws,  to  write  ; 
Sagely  rclqly'd  to  fwell  each  bujkj  piece 
With  venerable  toys,  from  Rome  and  Greece  • 
How  oft.  in  Homer,  Paris  curl'd  his  hair ; 
If  \riftotle's  cap  were  round  or  fquare  ; 
If  in  the  cave,  where  Dido  firjt  was  Iped, 
•To  Tyre  (be  turn'd  her  heels,  to  I'roy  her  head. 
Such  the  choice  anecdotes,  profound  and  vain 
Th^t  Itore  a  Bentley's  and  a  Burman's  brain  : 
Hence.  Plato  quoted,  or  the  Stagyrite, 
■To  prove  that  flapie  afcends,  and  fnow  is  white  : 
Jien-e.much  hard  iludy,witliout  fenfe  or  breeding^ 
<And  i-U  the  grave  impeitinence  of  reading.  > 

If  Sh:.kfpeare  fays,  the  noon-day  fun  is  bnjht, 
His  fcholiaft  will  remark,  it  then  v  as  light; 
Tun,  Caxton.  Wiiikin,  each  old  Goth  and  Hun, 
To  testify  t)ie  reading  of  a  pun.  ■    ' 
Thus,  nicely  trifling,  accurately  dull, 
Hou-  one  (^  ay  toil,  end  toil—to  be  a  fool  1 
But  is  fhtre  then  no  honour  due  to  age  .' 
No  reverence  to  great  Sh.-ikfpeare's noble  page? 
And  he,  wh(i  hair  a  Hfe  has  read  him  o'er. 
His  mangled  point?  and  commas  to  rellore. 
Meets  he  fuch  flight  regard  in  namelefs  lays, 
.yviiom  Bufo  treats,  and.Lady  Would-be  pays  ? 


POEMS. 
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Where  his  fam'J  author's  page  is  flat  and  poor, 
There,  moft  exadl  the  reading  to  reftore  ; 
By  dint  of  plodding,  and  by  fweat  of  face> 
A  bull  to  change,  a  blunder  to  replace  : 
Whate'er  is  refufe  critically  gleaning. 
And  mending  nonfenfe  into  doubtful  meaning. 
For  this,  dread  Dennis  *  (and  who  can  forbear. 
Dunce  or  not  Dunce,  relating  it,  to  Itare  ?) 
His  head  though  jealous,  and  his  years  fourfcore, 
Ey'n  Dennis  \  praifes,  who  ne'er  prais'd  before  '. 
For  this,  the  Scholiaft  claims  his  fliare  of  fame, 
And,   modeft,    prints  his  own  with  Shakfpeare's 

name : 
How  juftly.  Pope,  in  this  Oiort  ftory  view  ; 
Which  may  be  dull,  and  therefore  fliould  be  true. 

A  prelate,  fam'd  for  clearing  each  dark  text, 
Who  fenfe  with  found,  and  truth  with  rhetoric 

mixt, 
Once,  as  his  moving  theme  to  rapture  warm'd, 
Infpir'd  himfelf,  his  happy  hearers  charm'd. 
The  fermon  o'er,  the  crowd  remain'd  behind. 
And  freely,  man  or  woman,  fpoke  their  mind  : 
All  faid  ttey  lik'd  the  ledlure  from  their  foul, 
And  each,  remembering  fomething,  prais'd  the 

whole. 
At  laft  an  honeft  fexton  join'd  the  throng 
(For  as  the  theme  was  large,  their  talk  wasflong)  ; 
Neighbours,  he  cry'd,  my  confcience  bids  me  tell. 
Though  'twas  the  Dodlor  preach'd— I  toU'd  the  bell. 

In  this  the  critic's  folly  moft  is  Ihown : 
Is  there  a  genius  all-unlike  his  own. 
With  learning  elegant,  with  wit  well  bred. 
And,  as  in  books,  m  men  and  manners  read  ; 
Himfelf  with  poring  erudition  blind. 
Unknowing,  as  unknown  of  human  kind  ; 
That  writer  he  feledls,  with  awkward  aim 
His  fenfe,  at  once,  to  mimic  and  to  maim. 
So  Florio  is  a  fop,  with  half  a  nofe  : 
So  fat  Weft  Indian  planters  drefs  at  beaux. 
Thus,  gay  Petronius  was  a  Dutchman's  choice. 
And  Horace,  ftrange  to  fay,  tun'd  Bentley's  voice. 

Horace,  whom  all  the  graces  taught  to  pleafe, 
Mix'd  mirth  with  morals,  eloquence  with  eafe  ; 
His  genius  focial,  as  his  judgment  clear : 
When  frolic,  prudent ;  fmiling  when  fevere ; 
Secure,  each  temper,  and  each  tafte  to  hit, 
His  was  the  curious  happinefs  of  wit. 
Skill'd  in  that  nobleft  fcience,  how  to  live  ; 
Which  learning  may  dire(fl,but  heaven  muft  give; 
Grave  with  Agrippa,  with  Maecenas  gay  ; 
Among  the  fair,  but  juft  as  wife  as  they  : 
Firft  in  the  friendfhips  of  the  great  enroU'd, 
The  St.  Johns,  Boyles,  and  Lyttletons,  of  old. 

While  Bentley,  long  to  wrangling  fchools  con^- 
fin'd. 
And,  but  by  books,  acquamted  with  mankind, 
Dares,  in  the  fuUnefs  of  the  pedant's  pride, 
Rhyme  tho'  no  genius  ,  though  no  judge,  decide. 
Yet  he,  prime  pattern  of  the  captious  art, 
Out-tibbalding  poor  Tibbald,  tops  his  part : 
Holds  high  the  fcourge  o'er  each  fam'd  author's 
Nor  are  their  graves  a  refuge  for  the  dead,  [head  ; 


^uis  taliq  fando 


Mynnidomim,  Dolopumve^''  id'c.         Virg. 
f  See   the   Dedication  of  his  Remarks  on  the 
Dmciaii  to  Mr.  Lewis  Theobald. 


To  Milton  lending  fenfe,  to  Horace  wit. 

He  makes  them  write  v.hat  never  poet  writ  i 

The  Roman  mufe  arraigns  hi^  mangling  pen; 

And  Paradife  *,  by  him,  is  loft  agniu. 

Such  was  his  doom  inijjos'd  by  Heaven's  decrecj 

With  ears  that  hear  not,  eyes  that  lliall  not  fee» 

The  low  to  fweli,  to  level  the  fublinie, 

To  blaft  all  beauty,  and  beprofc  all  rhyme. 

Great  eldeft  born  of  duUnefs, blind  and  boldt 

Tyrant  1  more  cruel  than  Piocruftes  old; 

Who,  to  his  iron-bed,  by  torture,  fits, 

Their  nobler  part,  the  fouls  of  luffering  wits. 

Such  is  this  man,  who  heaps  his  head  with  bays. 
And  calls  on  human  kind  to  found  his  pra.ife. 
For  points  traiifplac'd  with  curious  want  of  Ikiil, 
For  flattened  founds,  and  fenfe  amended  ill. 
So  wife  Caligula,  in  days  of  yore. 
His  helmet  fill'd  with  pebbles  on  the  fliore. 
Swore  he  had  rifled  ocean's  richeft  fpoils. 
And  claim'd  a  trophy  for  his  martial  toils. 

Yet  be  his  merits,  with  his  faults,  confeft : 
Fair-deahng,  as  the  plaineft,  is  the  beft. 
Long  lay  the  critic's  work,  with  trifles  ftor'd, 
Admir'd  in  Latin,  but  in  Greek  ador'd. 
Men  fo  well  read,  who  confidently  wrote. 
Their  readers  could  have  fworn,were  men  of  note: 
To  pafs  upon  the  crowd  for  great  or  rare, 
Aim  not  to  make  them  knowing,  make  them  ftare. 
For  thefe  blind  votaries  good  Bentley  griev'd, 
Writ  Englilh  notes — and  mankind  undeceiv'd: 
In  fuch  clear  light  the  ferious  folly  plac'd, 
Ev'n  thou,  Brown  Willis,  thou  may'ft  fee  the  jeft. 

But  what  can  cure  our  vanity  of  mind. 
Deaf  to  reproof,  and  to  difcovery  blind  ? 
Let  Crooke,  a  brother-fcholiaft  Shakfpeare  call, 
Tibbald,  to  Hefiod-Cooke  returns  the  ball. 
So  runs  the  circle  ftill :  in  this,  we  fee 
The  lackies  of  the  great  and  learn'd  agree. 
If  Britain's  nobles  mix  in  high  debate. 
Whence  Europe,  in  fufpenfe,  attends  her  fate ; 
lu  mimic  feffion  their  grave  footmen  meet, 
Reduce  an  army,  or  equip  a  fleet : 
And,  rivalling  the  critic's  lofty  ilyle, 
Mere  Tom  and  Dick  are  Stanhope  and  Argyll. 

Yet  thofe,  whom  pride  and  duUnefs  join  to  blind, 
To  narrow  cares  in  narrow  fpace  confia'd. 
Though  with  big  titles  each  his  fellow  greets. 
Are  but  to  wits,  as  fcavenger's  to  ftreets ; 
The  humble  blackguards  of  a  Pope  or  Gay, 
To  brufh  ofFduft,  and  wipe  their  fpots  away. 

Or,  if  not  trivial,  harmful  is  their  art; 
Fume  to  the  head,  or  poifonto  the  heart. 
Where  ancient  authors  hint  at  things  obfcene. 
The  Scholiaft  fpeaks  out  broadly  what  they  mean. 

*  This/agacious  Scholia^  is  pleafed  to  create 
an  imaginary  editor  of  Milton;  ivho,  he  fays,  by 
his  blunders,  interpolations,  and  vile  alterations, 
loji  Paradife  afccond  time.  This  is  a  poflulatum 
tubich  furely  none  of  his  readers  can  have  the 
heart  to  deny  him ;  becaufe  otherivife  he  nvouli 
have  ivanted  a  fair  opportunity  of  calling  Mil- 
t07t  himfelf,  in  the  perfon  of  this  phantom,  fool, 
ignorant,  idiot,  and  the  like  critical  cotnpellations, 
which  he  plentifully  bejloivs  on  him  But,  though 
be  had  //o  r  fte  i't  poetry,  he  ivas  otheriuife  a  mint 
ufverj'  confide  raule  abilities,  and  of  great  erudition^ 
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Difclofine  each  dark  vice,  well  loft  to  fame, 

And  adding  tuel  to  redundant  flrirae, 

He,  fober  pimp  to  Ic^chery,  explains 

What  Caprtjea's  ifle,  or  V — 's  altove  contains: 

Whv  Pauliis.  tor  his  fordid  temper  k^iown, 

Was  lavifh.  to  his  lather's  wife  alone  : 

Why  thufe  fond  female  vilits  duly  paid 

To  tuneful  Incuba ;  and  what  her  trade: 

How  M  odern  love  has  made  fo  many  martyrs, 

And  which  keeps  oftenelt,  Lady  C— ,  or  Chartres. 

But  who  their  various  follies  c-in  explain? 
The  tale  is  infinite,  the  talk  were  vain. 
Twereto  read  new-year  odes  in  fearch  of  thought; 
Tu  lum  the  libels  Pryn  or  Withers  wrote ; 
To  guei's,  ere  one  epiftle  *  faw  the  lighg 
How  many  dunces  met,  and  clubh'd  their  mite  ; 
To  vouch  for  truth  what  Welfted  prints  of  Pope, 
Or  from  the  brother-boobies  fteal  a  trope. 
That  be  the  part  of  perieverinjc  Wallef, 
With  pen  of  lead  ;  or,  Arnali,  thine  of  brafs; 
A  text  for  Henley,  or  a  glols  for  Hearne, 
W^ho  loves  to  teach,  what  no  man  cares  to  learn. 

How  Little.knowledge  reaps  from  toiLlikethcfe '. 
Too  doubtful  to  diicfft,  too  poor  to  pleafe. 
Yet,  critics,  would  your  tribe  deferve  a  name, 
And,  fairly  ufeful,  rife  to  honeft  fame; 
Firrt,  from  the  head,  a  load  of  lumber  move. 
And,  from  the  volume,  all  yourfelves  approve  : 
For  patch'd  and  pilfer'd  fragments,  give  us  fenfe, 
Or  ienrning,  clear  from  learn'd  impertinence, 
Where  moral  meaning,  or  where  talle  preiides. 
And  wit  enlivens  but  what  reafon  guides  : 
Great  without  fweliing,  without  meanncfs  praife, 
Serious,  not  fnly  ,  fportivc,  but  not  vain  ; 
On  trifles  flight,  on  things  of  ufe  profound, 
In  quoting  fobcr,  and  in  judging  found. 

VERSES 

Trejented  to  the  Prince  of  Orange,  on  his  wfiting 
Oxford, 

IN  THK  YEAR  M,DCC,XXXIV. 

Receive,  lov'd  prince,  the  tribute  of  our  praife, 
Thishafty  welcome,  in  unfinilh'd  lays. 
At  belt,  the  pomp  offong,  the  paint  of  art, 
Difpiay  the  genius,  but  not  Ipeak  the  heart; 
And  oft,  as  ornament  muft  truth  fupply, 
Are  but  the  fplendid  colouring  of  a  lie. 
Thefe  need  not  here  ;  for  to  a  foul  like  thine,         . 
Truth,  plain  and  fim,  le,  will  more  lovely  fliine. 
The  true,y  good  but  wifli  the  verfe  fincere  . 
They  court  no  flattery,  who  no  cenfure  fear. 
Such  Naffau  is.  the  fairelt,  gentldt  mind. 
In  blooming  youth  the  Titus  of  mankind. 
Crowds,  who  to  hail  thy  wilird  appearance  ran, 
For<'Ot  the  prince,  to  praife  and  love  the  man. 
Such  fenfe  with  fweetnels,grandeurmix'dwitheafe! 
Our  nobler  youth  will  learn  of  thee  to  pleafe  : 

*  See  a  poem  publijhed  fome  tiine  ago  under 
that  title, /aid  to  be  theprodi.awn  of  federal  inge- 
nious and  prolific  hcaus  ;  one  contributing  a  fi~ 
mile,  another  a  churuilcr,  and  a  certain  gentle- 
man four  jtjrenjud  Hues  uholly  made  up  ofafterifks. 

\  See  the  prej  ace  to  his  edition  of  Sullijl ;  and 
read,  if  you  are  abie,  the  iicholia  (tf  Jixtcen  anno- 
tatort  by  him  colkfitd,  befdes  his  own. 


Thy  bright  example  (hall  our  world  adorn. 
And  charm,  in  gracious  princes,  yet  unborn. 

Nor  deem  this  verfe  from  venal  art  proceeds. 
That  vice  of  courts,  the  foil  for  baneful  weeds. 
Here  candour  dwells;  here  honeft  truths  are  taught, 
To  guide  and  govern,  not  difguife,  the  thought. 
See  thefe  enli^hten'd  fages,  who  prefide 
0"er  learnmg's  empire  ;  lee  the  youth  they  guide  : 
Behold,  all  laces  are  in  tranfport  dreft  1 
But  thofe  moft  wonder,  who  difcern  thee  beft. 
\t  fight  of  thee,  each  free-born  heart  receives 
A  joy,  the  fight  of  princes  rarely  gives ; 
From  tyrants  fprung,  and  oft  themfelves  defign'd, 
By  fate,  the  future  Neroes  of  their  kind: 
But  tho'  thy  blood,  we  know,  tranfmitted  fprings 
From  laurell'd  heroes,  and  from  warrior  kings. 
Through  that  high  feries,  we,  delighted,  trace 
I  he  friends  of  liberty,  and  human  race  I 
Oh,  born  to  glad  and  animate  our  ifle  1 
For  ihee,  our  heavens  look  pleas'd,  our  feafons 
For  thee,  late  objedl  of  our  tender  fears,    [fmile  : 
When  thy  life  droop'd,  and  Britain  was  in  tears, 
All-cheering  health,  the  goddefs  roly-fair, 
Attended  by  foft  funs,  and  vernal  air,  [hour. 

Sought  thofe  *fam'd  fprings,  where,  each  afflidlive 
D'feafe,  and  age,  and  pain,  invoke  her  power  : 
She  came  ;  and,  while  to  thee  the  current  flows, 
Pour'd  all  herfelf,  and  in  thy  cup  arofe. 
Hence,  to  thy  cheek,  that  initant  bloom  deriv'd  : 
H:nce,  wiih  thy  health,  the   weeping  world  re- 
Proceed  to  emulate  thy  race  divine  :       [viv'd  ! 
A  life  of  artion,  and  of  praife  be  thine. 
Aflert  the  titles  genuine  to  thy  blood. 
By  nature,  daring ;  but  by  reafon,  good. 
So  great,  fo  glorious  thy  forefathers  (hone. 
No  fon  of  t-heirs  muft  hope  to  live  unknown  : 
Their  deeds  will  place  thy  virtue  full  in  fight ; 
Thy  vice,  if  vice  thou  haft,  in  ftronger  light. 
li  to  thy  fair  beginnings  nobly  true,  [do  ! 

Think  what  the  world  may  claim,  and  thou  muft 
1  he  honours,  that  already  grace  thy  name. 
Have  fixt  thy  choice,  and  force  thee  into  fame. 
Ev'n  flic,  bright  Anna,  whom  thy  worth  has  won, 
Infpires  thee  what  to  feek  and  what  to  fliun  : 
Rich  in  all  outward  grace,  th'  exalted  fair 
?/Iakes  the  foul's  beauty  her  peculiar  care, 
(),  be  your  nuptials  crown'd  with  glad  increafe 
Of  Ion's  in  war  renown'd,  and  great  in  peace  ; 
Ot  daughters,  fair  and  faithful,  to  fupply 
The  patriot-race,  till  nature's  fclf  fliall  die ! 

ORIGINAL  COPY 

Of  the  "vcrfes  occafioned  by  Dr.  Fnizer'j  rebuilding  pdrt 

of  the  Uniuerfity  of  Aberdeen. 

In  ancient  times,  ere  wealth  was  learning's  foe, 
And  dar'd  defpife  the  worth,  he  would  not  know  ; 
Ere  ignorance  look'd  lofty  in  a  peer,. 
And  Imil'd  at  wit,  call;  back  in  fortune's  rear. 
The  pious  prelate  f,  truly  good,  and  great, 
Courted  the  mufes  to  this  happy  feat , 
friend  to  inftrucSlivc  arts,  he  knew  to  prize. 
His  bounty  bade  tlie  miglity  pile  arife.  • 

Spi-ndour  adorn'd  whatlcnowing  fkill  defign'd, 
And  theiair  flirudure  fpoke  his  noble  mind. 


«  Sath. 


•j-  Bifhop  Elpl>inf}«nt 


POEMS. 
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The  fabric  finifli'd,  to  fccure  the  fame, 

He  ftyl'd  it  Royal,  from  the  fov'reign's  name  *. 

Hereby  fucccffive  worthies,  well  was  tai;ght 
All  that  enlightens,  and  exalts  the  thought. 
With  labour  planted,  and  improv'd  with  care. 
Long,  every  cherifti'd  fcience  flourifh'd  fair. 
Thus,  without  cloud,  ferene  the  feafons  roll'd  : 
Thus,  learning  faw  rcnew'd  the  age  of  geld. 

But  now  the  years  revolving  backward  ran, 
And  a  dark  feries  of  worfe  time  began. 
Vile  avarice,  in  Gordon's f  form,  arofe  ; 
Arts,  unefteem'd,  were  govern'd  by  their  foes ; 
Zeal,  pious  to  a  crime,  reform'd  the  age. 
And  Gothic  purity,  and  prieflly  rage. 
Then  fell,  to  low  contempt,  th'  inflructing  trade. 
And  every  mufe's  portion  was  unpaid  ! 

Now,  a  lone  wafle  the  mufe's  feat  appears, 
By  focial  foes  defac'd,  and  length  of  years. 
O'er  her  declining  roofs,  with  mofs  o'erfpread, 
See !    Time    flow-creeping,    walks   with   hoflile 
Silent,  and  fure,  with  unremitting  toil,      [tread  : 
He  Ihakes  each  wall,  and  moulders  every  pile. 
Ruin  hangs  hov'ring  o'er  the  deftin'd  place ; 
And  folitary  filence  comes  apace  ! 

Learning  beheld  with  all  a  father's  fear. 
And  mourn'd  the  total  defolation  near  ; 
He  faw  the  niufes  (Iretch  the  wing  to  fly, 
And  fpoke  his  filent  forrow  in  a  figh  ! 
From  heav'n,  in  that  fad  hour,  commiflion'd  came 
Fair  Charity,  in  heaven  the  foremofi  name. 
Compaffion  flew  before  her,  fweetly  bright ; 
And  her  meek  eyes  effulg'd  unclouded  light. 

"  Hear,  and  rejoice,  the  fmiling  power  begun, 
"    Full  of  my  deity,  thy  befl  lov'd  fon  |: ; 
"  Thy  injur'd  rights,  regardful,  fhall  affert, 
"  and  nobly  take  his  fuffering  parent's  part. 
"  He,  thy  firft  favourite,  and  thy  dearefl  friend, 
"  Shall  bid  thy  walls  arife,  thy  roofs  afcend. 
♦'  I  fee,  all  charm'd,  I  fee  the  future  frame, 
"  Arifing,  emulate  its  ancient  name  ! 
"  1  fee  thy  long  lofl  pomp  fiiine  out  again, 
*'  And  every  mufe,  returning,  claim  her  reign  ! 
"  Nor  ends  the  bounty  here  ;  by  himbeflow'd, 
"  Learning's  rich  flores  fhall  tky  mufeum  load 
"  Whate'er,  deep-hid  philofphy  has  found ; 
"  Or  the  mufe  fung,  with  living  laurel  crown'd; 
"  Or  hiflory  defcry'd,  far-looking  fage  ! 
"  In  the  dark  doubtfnlnefs  of  diftant  age  :    [bin'd, 
"  Thefe,   thy   well  chofen  treafures,  there  coni- 
"  Unwafling,  fhall  enrich  the  youthful  mind  : 
"  But  teach  thy  fons  the  gentle  arts  of  peace  ; 
"  Let  fadtibn  lofe  his  rule,  and  difcord  ceafe. 
»«  Rivals,  alone,  in  love,  and  doing  well, 
"  Be  their  fair  emulation  to  excell. 
"  Then  fhall  encpurag'd  arts  fucccfsful  thrive, 
«'  And  all  the  glory  of  thy  name  revive !" 

PPvOLOGUE 

TO    THI    SIEGE    OF    DAMASCUS. 

Spoken  by  Lord  Sandivich. 

Whzn  arts  and  arms,  beneath  Eliza's  fmile, 
Spread  wide  their  influence  o'er  this  happy  ifle ; 
A  golden  reign,  uncurfl;  with  party  rage, 
That  foe  to  tafte,  and  tyrant  of  cur  age  ; 

*  Jamu  IV.  f  Bifiop  Wniiam  Gordon. 

I  Jams  prater  J  Voiior  of  Ldivt, 


Ere  all  our  learning  in  a  libelJay, 

And  all  our  talk,  in  politics  or  play  I 

1  he  llatcfman  oft  would  footh  his  toils  with  wit. 

What  Spenfer  lung.and  nature's  Shakfpeare  v/rit ; 

Or  to  the  laurell'd  grove,  at  times,  retire, 

There,  woo  the  mnfe,  and  wake  the  moving  lyre. 

As  fair  examples,  like  afcetjding  morn^ 
The  world  at  once  enlighten  and  adorns  ; 
From  tliem  diftus'd,  the  gentle  arts  of  peace 
Siiot  brightening  o'erthe  land,  with  fwiftincreafe: 
Rough  nature  foften'd  in  grace  and  eafe  • 
Senfe  grew  polite,  and  fcience  fought  to  pleafe. 

Recliev'd  from  yon  rude  fcene  of  party  din. 
Where  open  bafenefs  vies  with  fecret  fin. 
And  fafe  embower'd  in  *  Woburn's  airy  groves, 
Let  us  recall  the  times  our  tafte  approves; 
Awaken  to  our  aid  the  mourning  mule; 
Through  every  bofom  tender  thought  infufe  ; 
Melt  angry  fadtion  into  moral  fenfe. 
And  to  his  guefts  a  Bedford's  foul  difpenfe. 

And  now,  while  fpringextends  her  fmilingreign. 
Green  on  the  mountain,  Howery  in  the  plain; 
While  genial  nature  breathes,  from  hill  and  dale, 
Heahh,  fragrance,  gladnefs,  in  the  living  gale; 
The  various  foftnefs,  ftealing  through  the  heart, 
Iraprenions  fweetiy  focial,  will  impart. 
When  fad  Eudocia  pours  her  hopelefs  woe. 
The  tear  of  pity  will  unbidden  flow  ! 
When  erring  Fhocyas,  whom  wild  paflions  blind. 
Holds  up  himfelf,  a  mirror  for  mankind; 
An  equal  eye  on  our  own  hearts  we  turn. 
Where  frailties  lurk,  where  fond  affeftions  burn  : 
And,  confcious,  nature  is  in  all  the  fame, 
We  mourn  the  guilty,  while  the  guilt  we  blame  1 

EPILOGUE  TO  THE  BROTHERS, 

A  TRAGEDY,  BY  DR.  YOUNG. 

To  woman,  fure,  the  moft  fevere  affliiftion 
Is,  from  thefe  fellows,  point-blank  contradidlion. 
Our  bard,  without — I  wi(h  he  would  appear— 
Ud  I  I  would  give  it  him — but  you  fliall  hear- 
Good  Sir  I  quoth  I — and  curtfey'd  as  I  fpoke— 
Our  pit,  you  knov/,  espedls  and  loves  a  joke — 
■"Twere  fit  to  humour  them  :  for,  right  or  wrong. 
True  Britons  never  like  the  fame  thing  long. 
To-day  is  fair — theyftrut,  hufF,fwear,  harangue:—- 
To-morrow's  foul — they  fneak  afide,  and  hang, 
Is  there  a  war— peace  \  peace  I  is  all  their  crj' : 
The  peace  is  mude — then,  blood  !  they'll  fight 
and  die. 
Gallants,  in  talking  thus,  I  meant  no  treafon: 
I  would  have  brought,  you  fee,  the  man  to  reafon* 
But  with  fome  folks,  'tis  labour  loft  to  ftrive  : 
A  reafoning  mule  will  neither  lead  nor  drive, 
Ht  hum'd,  and  haw'd;  then,  waking  from  his  dream 
Cry'd,  1  muft  preach  to  you  his  moral  fcheme. 
A  fcheme,  forfooth  I  to  benefit  the  nation  ? 
Some  queer,  odd  whim  of  pious  propagation  I  f 

*  Thejiege  ofDavwfcus  nuas  a£ied  at  Wohuntt 
by  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  the  Earl  of  Sandnvicb, 
and  fome  other  perfons  of  diJlinSiion,  in  ths 
m07ith  of  May,  1743. 

f  7he  profits  arifing  from  this  play  ivere  ifi' 
tefided  to  be  given,  by  the  Author,  to  the  Socistj 
for  propagating  Chriflian  Kmivledge., 
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Lord  !  talkfi.here — the  man  muft  be  a  widgeon: — 
Drury  may  propagate — but  not  religion. 

Yet,  alter  ill.  to  give  the  devil  his  due, 
Our   outhor's   i.  he  lif",  though  ftrange, is  wholly 

new ; 
Well,  fliall  the  novelty  then  recommend  it  ; 
If  ,  t  iuir.  .'ikinof   t'rcm  taprice.  btfri  nd  it. 
For  drums  and  routs,  make  him  a  while  your  paf- 
A  little  while  let  virtue  be  the  fafhion  :         [fion  : 
A'd,  fpite  of  real  or  'magm'-j  blunders, 
Ev'n  let  him  live,  nine  days,  like  other  wonders. 

PROLOGUE 

TO  MR.  THOMSON'S  AGAMEMNON. 

When  this  decifive  night,  at  length,  appears, 
The  night  of  every  author's  hopes  avio  fears. 
What  fliifts  to  bribe  applaufe,  poor  poets  try  I 
In  all  the  forms  of  wit  they  court  and  lie  : 
Th-fe  meanly  beg  it,  as  an  alms ;  and  thofe, 
By  boaftful  blufter  dazzle  and  impafe. 

Nor  poorly  fearful,  nor  fecurely  vain, 
Ours  would,  by  honeft  ways,  that  grace  obtain  ; 
Woulfl,  as  a  free-born  wit,  be  fairly  try'd  : 
And  then — let  candour,  fairly  too,  decide. 
He  courts  no  friend,  who  blindly  conies  to  praife  ; 
He  dreads  no  foe — but  whom  his  fauhs  may  r^ife. 

Indulge  a  generous  pride,  that  bids  him  own, 
He  aims  to  pleafe,  by  noble  means  alone ; 
By  v-hat  may  win  the  judgment,  wake  the  heart, 
Infniring  nature,  and  directing  art ; 
Ey'fcenes,  fo  wrought,  as  may  applaufe  command 
More  from    the  judging  head,  than   thundering 
hand. 

Important  is  the  moral  we  would  teach — 
Oh  may  this  ifland  pradtife  what  we  preach — 
Vice  in  its  firtt  approach  with  care  to  (hun  ; 
The  wretch,  who  once  engages,  is  undone. 
Crimes  lead  to  greater  crimes,  and  link  ft)  ftraight, 
WTiat  firft  was  accident,  at  laft  is  fate  : 
Guilt's  haplefs  fervant  finks  into  a  flave  ; 
And  virtue's  laft  fad  ftrugglings  cannot  fave- 

"  As  fuch  our  fair  attempt,  we  hope  to  fee 
"  Our  judges, — here  atlealt — from  influence  free: 
•*  One  place. — unbias'd  yet  by  party-rage,--- 
•'  Where  only  honour  votes — the  Briiifli  ftage. 
»*  We  a(k  for  juftice,  for  indulgence  fue  : 
"  Our  laft  beit  licence  muft  proceed  from  you." 

liMPROMPTU, 

On  a  Lady,  who  had  pajed  fame  time  in  playuig 
ivith  a  very  young  Child. 

Why,  on  this  leaft  of  little  miffes, 
Pid  Celia  wafte  fo  many  kifies  ? 
Quoth  Love,  who  flood  behind  and  fmil'd^ 
She  kifs'd  the  father  in  the  child. 

EPIGRAM, 

On  Jet  ing  tnvo  perfons  pafs  by  in  very  different 
equipages. 

In  modern,  as  in  ancient  days, 
See  what  the  mufes  have  to  brag  on  ; 
The  player  in  his  own  poft-chaife  ; 
"JThe  poet  in  a  carrier's  waggon  i 


EPIGRAM, 

On  a  certain  Lord's  pajjiunfor  ajingerk 

Nerina's  angel-voice  delights; 

Nerma's  devil-face  affrights : 

How  whimfical  her  Strephon'sfate, 

Coudemn'd  at  once  to  like  and  hate  \ 

But  be  ftie  cruel,  be  fire  kind. 

Love  1  ftrike  her  dumb,  or  make  himlillnd. 

A  SIMILE  IN  PRIOR, 

APPLIED  TO  THE  SAME  PERSON 

Dear  Thomas  didft  thou  never  pop 
Thy  head  into  a  tin-man's  Ihop  ? 
There,  Thomas,  didft  thou  never  fee—- 
"lis  but  by  way  of  fimile — 
A  fquirrel  fpend  its  little  rage. 
In  jumping  round  a  rolling  cage  ? 
Mov'd  in  the  oi  b,  pleas'd  with  the  chimeSj 
The  loolilh  creature  thinks  it  climbs  ; 
But  here  or  thei-e,  turn  wood  or  wire. 
It  never  gets  two  inches  higher. 

So  fares  it  with  this  little  peer. 
So  bufy  and  fo  buttling  here  ; 
For  ever  flirting  up  and  down, 
And  frilkiiig  round  his  cage,  the  town. 
A  \yorId  of  nothing  in  his  chat. 
Of  who  laid  this,  and  who  did  that: 
With  fimiles,  that  never  hit ; 
Vivacity,  that  has  no  wit; 
Schemes  laid  this  hour,  the  next  forfaken  } 
Advice  oft  alk'd,  but  never  taken  : 
Still  whirl'd,  by  every  rifing  whim, 
From  that  to  this,  from  her  to  him  ; 
And  when  he  hath  his  circle  run, 
He  ends— jult  where  he  firft  begun.        '- 

ON  AN  AMOROUS  OLD  MAN. 

Still  hovering  round  the  fair  at  fixty-four, 

Unfit  to  love,  unable  to  give  o'ev; 

A  flefli-fly,  that  juft  flutters  on  the  wing, 

Awake  to  buz,  bat  not  alive  to  fting  ; 

Briik  where  he  cannot,  backward  where  he  can; 

The  teazing  ghoft  of  the  departed  man. 

ON  L  H.  ESQ^ 

The  youth  had  wit  himfelf,  and  could  afford 

A  witty  neighbour  his  good  word. 
Though  fcandal  was  his  joy,  he  would  not  fwear  % 

An  oath  had  made  the  ladies  ftare, 
At  them  he  duly  drefs'd,  but  without  paffion : 

His  only  miftrefs  was  the  fafhion. 
Herverfe  with  fancy  glitter'd,  cold  and  faint ; 

His  profe,  with  fenfe,  corre£lly  (Quaint. 

Trifles  he  lov'd  ;  he  tafted  arts : 
At  once  a  fribble,  and  a  man  of  parts. 

A  FRAGMENT, 


Fair  morn  afcends :  foft  zephyr's  wing 
O'er  hill  and  vale  renews  the  fpring  : 
Where,  fown  profufely,  herb  and  flower^ 
Of  balmy  fweU,  of  healing  power, 
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Their  fouls  in  flagrant  dews  exhale, 
And  breathe  frefh  life  in  every  gale. 
Here,  fpreads  a  green  expanfe  of  plains, 
Where,  fweetly  penlive,  filence  reigns  y 
And  there,  at  utmoft  ftretch  of  eye, 
A  mountain  fades  into  the  fky  ; 
While  winding  round,  diffus'd  and  deep, 
A  river  rolls  with  founding  fweep. 
Of  human  art  no  traces  near, 
I  feem  alone  with  nature  here  '. 

Here  are  thy  walks,  O  facred  Health  I 
The  moHarch's  blifs,  the  beggar's  wealth  ; 
The  feafoning  af  all  good  below  I 
The  fovereign  friend  in  joy  or  woe  ! 
O  thou,  moft  courted,  moft  defpis'd, 
And  but  in  abfcnce  duly  priz'd  '. 
Power  of  the  foft  and  rofy  face'. 
The  vivid  pulfe,  the  vermil  grace. 
The  fpirits  when  they  gayeil  fhine. 
Youth,  beauty,  pleafure,  all  are  thine  '. 
Of  fun  of  life  I  whofe  heavenly  ray 
Lights  up  and  cheers  our  various  day. 
The  turbulence  of  hopes  and  fears. 
The  ftorm  of  fate,  the  cloud  of  years, 
Till  nature,  with  thy  parting  light, 
Repofes  late  in  death's  calm  night : 
Fled  from  the  trophy'd  roofs  of  ftate, 
Abodes  of  fplendid  pain  and  hate  ; 
Fled  from  the  couch,  where,  in  fweet  fleep, 
Hot  riot  would  his  anguilh  fteep, 
But  tofles  through  the  midnight-fhade, 
Of  death,  of  life,  alike  afraid  } 
For  ever  fled  to  (hady  cell. 
Where  temperance,  where  the  mufes  dwell ; 
Thou  oft  art  feen,  at  early  dawn, 
Slow-pacing  o'er  the  breezy  lawn : 
Or  on  the  brow  of  mountain  high. 
In  filence  feafting  ear  and  eye. 
With  fong  and  profpedl,  which  abound 
From  birds,  and  woods,  and  waters  round. 

But  when  the  fun,  with  noon-tide  ray. 
Flames  forth  intolerable  day  ; 
While  heat  fits  fervent  on  the  plain. 
With  thirft  and  languor  in  his  train  : 
All  nature  fickening  in  the  blaze  : 
Thou,  in  the  wild  and  woody  maze. 
That  clouds  the  vale  with  umbrage  deep, 
Impendent  from  the  neighbouring  fteep, 
Wilt  find  betimes  a  calm  retreat, 
Where  breathing  coolnefs  has  her  feat. 

There,  plung'd  amid  the  fhadows  brown, 
Imagination  lays  him  dov^'n  ; 
Attentive,  in  his  airy  mood. 
To  every  murmur  of  the  wood  : 
The  bee  in  yonder  flowery  nook  ; 
The  chidings  of  the  headlong  brook  ; 
The  green  leaf  fhivering  in  the  gale  ; 
'The  warbling  hill,  the  lowing  vale  ; 
The  diftant  woodman's  echoing  ftroke  ; 
The  thunder  of  the  falling  oak. 
From  thought  to  thought  in  vilion  led, 
He  holds  high  converfe  with  the  dead  ; 
Sages,  or  poets.     See  they  rife  1 
And  fliadowy  fkim  before  his  eyes. 
Hark  1   Orpheus  ftrikes  the  lyre  again. 
That  foftens  favages  to  men  : 


Lo  !  Socrates,  the  fent  of  heaven, 
To  whom  Its  moral  will  was  given. 
Fathers  and  friends  of  human  kind. 
They  form'd  the  nations,  or  refin'd  ; 
With  all  that  mends  the  head  and  heart. 
Enlightening  truth,  adorning  art. 

While  thus  I  mus'd  beneath  the  fliade, 
At  once  the  founding  breeze  was  laid: 
And  nature,  by  the  unknown  law. 
Shook  deep  with  reverential  awe. 
Dumb  filence  grevv  upon  the  hour ; 
A  browner  night  involv'd  the  bower: 
When  ifluing  from  the  inmoft  wood, 
Appear'd  fair  freedom's  genius  good. 
O  Freedom  1  fovereign  boon  of  heaven  ; 
Great  charter,  with  our  being  given; 
For  which  the  patriot,  and  the  fage, 
Have  plann'd,  have  bled  through  every  age  1 
High  privilege  of  human  race, 
Beyond  a  mortal  monarch's  grace  : 
who  could  not  give,  nor  can  reclaim. 
What  but  from  God  immediate  came  ? 


CUPID  AND  HYMEN: 

OR  THE  WEDDING-DAY. 

The  rifing  morn,  ferenely  ftill, 

Had  brightening  fpread  o'er  vale  and  hill. 

Not  thofe  loofe  beams  that  wanton  play,  . 

To  light  the  mirth  of  giddy  May  ; 

Nor  fuch  red  heats  as  burn  the  plain, 

In  ardent  Summer's  feverifti  reign  ; 

But  rays,  all  equal,  foft  and  fober. 

To  fuit  the  fecond  of  Odlober  ; 

To  fuit  the  pair,  whofe  wedding-day 

This  fun  now  gilds  with  annual  ray. 

Juft  then,  where  our  good-natur'd  Thames  is 
Some  four  fhort  miles  above  St  James's, 
And  deigns,  with  filver-ftreaming  wave, 
Th'  abodes  of  earth-born  pride  to  lave. 
Aloft  in  air  two  gods  were  foaring; 
While  Putney-cits  beneath  lay  fnoring, 
Flung'd  deep  in  dreams  of  ten  per  cent. 
On  fums  to  their  dear  country  lent: 
Two  gods  of  no  inferior  fame. 
Whom  ancient  wits  with  reverence  name  ; 
Though  wifer  moderns  much  difparage — 
I  mean  the  gods  of  love  and  marriage. 

But  Cupid  firft,  his  wit  to  fhow, 
AflTuming  a  mere  modern  beau, 
Whofe  utmoft  aim  is  idle  mirth, 
Look'd — juft  as  coxcombs  look  on  earth: 
Then  rais'd  his  chin,  then  cock'd  his  hat. 
To  grace  this  common-place  chit-chat ; 

How  I  on  the  wing,  by  break  of  dawn  I 
Dear  brother— there  he  forc'd  a  yawn- 
To  tell  men,  funk  in  fteep  profound. 
They  muft,  ere  night,  be  gag'd  and  bound ! 
Who,  having  once  put  on  thy  chain, 
'Tis  odds,  may  ne'er  fleep  found  again. 
So  fay  the  wits  :   but  wifer  folks 
Still  marry,  and  contemn  their  jokes  : 
They  know,  each  better  blifs  is  thine, 
Pure  nedlar,  genuine  from  the  vine  1 
And  Love's  own  hand  that  nedlar  pourSj 
Which  neycr  fails,  nor  ever  fours  j 
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Well,  be  it  fo  :  yet  there  are  fools, 
Who  dare  denaur  to  former  rules ; 
Who  laugh  profanely  at  their  betters, 
And  find  no  freedom  plac'd  in  fetters ; 
But,  well  or  ill,  jog  on  through  life 
Without  that  fov'reign  blifs,  a  wife. 
Leave  thefe  at  leaft,  thefe  fad  dogs  free, 
To  ftroll  with  Bacchus  and  with  me  ; 
And  fup,  in  Middlefex,  or  Surrey, 
Oncoarfe  cold  beef,  and  Fanny  Murrar. 

Thus  Cupid— and  with  fnch  a  leer. 
You  would  have  fworn  'twas  Ligonier, 
While  Hymen  foberly  reply'd, 
Yet  with  an  air  of  confcious  pride  : 

Juft  come  from  yonder  wretched  fcene, 
"Wliere  all  is  venal,  falfe,  and  mean, 
(Looking  on  London  as  he  fpoke  ) 
I  marvel  not  at  thy  dull  joke  ; 
Nor,  in  fuch  cant,  to  hear  thee  vapour, 
Thy  quiver  lin'd'with  South-fea  paper  ; 
Thine  arrows  feather'd,  at  the  tail, 
With  India-bonds,  for  hearts  on  fale ; 
Their  ether  ends  too,  as  is  meet, 
Tipp'd  with  gold  points  from  Lombard-ftreet, 
But  cculd'ft  thou  for  a  moment  quit 
Thefe  airs  of  fashionable  wit. 
And  re-affuoie  thy  nobler  name— - 
J.ook  that  way,  where  I  tarn  my  flame- 
He  faid,  and  held  his  torch  inclin'd, 
"Wliich,  pointed  fo,  ftill  brighter  ihin'd— 
Behold  yon  couple,  arm  in  arm, 
Whom  I,  eight  years,  have  known  to  charm ; 
And,  while  they  wear  my  willing  chains, 
A  god  dares  fwear  that  neither  feigns. 
This  morn  that  bound  their  mutual  vow. 
That  bleft  them  firft,  and  blelies  now. 
They  grateful  hail  1  and,  from  the  foul, 
With  thcufands  o'er  both  heads  may  roll; 
Till,  from  life's  banquet,  either  gueit. 
Embracing,  may  retire  to  reft. 
Come  then,  all  raillery  laid  afide. 
Let  this  their  day  ferenely  glide  : 
With  mine  thy  ferious  aim  unite. 
And  both  feme  proper  guefts  invite  ; 
That  not  one  nnnutc's  running  faud 
May  find  their  pleafures  at  a  Itar.d. 

At  this  feverc  and  fad  rebuke. 
Enough  to  make  a  coxcomb  puke  ; 
Poor  Cupid,  bluihing,  ihrugg'd  and  w:nc"u, 
Not  yet  confenting,  though  convinc'd  : 
For  'tis  your  witling's  greateft:  terror, 
Ev'n  when  he  feels  to  own  his  error. 
Yet,  with  a  look  of  arch  grimace, 
He  took  his  penitential  face  : 
Said,  'twas  perhaps,  the  furer  play. 
To  give  your  grave  good  fouls  their  way  : 
That,  as  trje  humour  was  grown  fcarce. 
He  chofe  to  fee  a  fober  farce  ; 
For,  of  alt  cattle  and  all  fowl. 
Your  folemn-Iooking  afs  and  owl 
Rais'd  nnuch  more  mirth,  he  durft  aver  it, 
Than  thofe  jack-puddings,  pug  and  parrot. 

He  faid,  and  eaftward  fpread  his  wing, 
From  London  fome  few  friends  to  bring. 
His  brother  too,  with  fober  cheer. 
For  the  fame  end  did  weftward  fteer: 


But  firft,  a  penfive  love  fo/Iorn, 
Who  three  long  weeping  years  has  borne 
His  torch  revers'd,  and  all  around. 
Where  once  it  flam'd,  with  cyprefs  bound; 
Sent  off,  to  call  a  neighbouring  friend, 
On  whom  the  mournful  train  attend : 
And  bid  him,  this  one  day,  at  leaft. 
For  fuch  a  pair,  at  fuch  a  fcaft. 
Strip  off  the  fable  veil,  and  wear 
His  once-gay  look  and  happier  air. 

But  Hymen,  fpeeding  forward  ftill, 
Obferv'tt  *  a  man  on  kichmoiid-hill, 
Who  now  firft  tries  a  country  life  ; 
Perhaps,  to  fit  him  for  a  wife. 
But,  though  not  much  on  this  he  reckon'd. 
The  palling  god  lodk'd  in  and  beckon'd  : 
He  knows  him  rich  in  focial  merit. 
With  independent  tafte  andfpirit; 
Though  he  will  laugh  with  men  of  whim, 
For  fear  fuch  men  Ihould  laugh  at  him. 

But  lo,  already  on  his  way. 
In  due  obferv^uce  of  the  day, 
A  friend  and  favourite  of  the  nine. 
Who  can,  but  feldom  cares  to  fhine, 
And  one  fole  virtue  would  arrive  at — 
To  keep  his  many  virtues  private. 
Who  tends,  well  pleas'd,  yet  as  by  ftcalth, 
His  lov'd  companions  eafe  and  health : 
Or  in  his  garden,  barring  out 
The  noife  of  every  neighbouring  rout, 
At  penSve  hour  of  eve  and  prime, 
Marks  how  the  various  hand  of  time 
Now  feeds  and  rears,  now  Itarves  and  flaughtcfsj 
His  vegetable  fons  and  daughters. 

While  thefe  are  on  their  way,'  behold  ! 
Dan  Cupid,  from  his  London-fold, 
Firft  feeks  and  fends  his  new  Lord  Warden  -f 
Of  all  the  nymphs  in  Covent-Garden  : 
Brave  as  the  fword  he  wears  in  fight  j 
Sincere,  and  briefly  in  the  right; 
Whom  never  minifter  or  king 
Saw  meanly  cringing  in  their  ring. 

A  fecond  fee  !  of  fpecial  note. 
Plump  Comus  |  in  a  colonel's  coat ; 
Whom  we,  this  day,  expedl  from  far, 
A  jolly  firft-rate  man  of  war  ; 
On  whom  we  boldly  dare  repofe. 
To  meet  oiir  friends,  or  meet  our  foes. 

Or  comes  a  brother  in  his  ftead  ? 
Strong-body'd  too,  and  ftrong  of  head  : 
Who,  in  whatever  path  he  goes, 
Still  looks  right  on  before  his  nofe; 
And  holds  it  little  lefs  than  treafon, 
To  baulk  his  ftomach  or  his  reafon. 


*  A.  Mitchell,  Efq.  Minifsr  at  the  Court  of 
PruJJia. 

\  The  late  General  Skelton.     He  hadjuji  then 
purchafed  a  Houfe  in  Henrietta-Jlreet. 

I  The  late  Col.  Caroline  Scott ;  nvho  though 
extremely  corpulent,  luas  uncommonly  aiiive ; 
and  luho,  to  muchjkill,fpirit,  and  braijcry,  as  an 
officer,  joined  the  great cjl  gentlenefs  of  manners 
as  a  companion  and  friend.  He  died  a  facrifice  to 
the  public,  inthe  fervice  of  the  Eajl-India  Compa- 
ny, at  Bengal,  in  the  year  1755. 
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True  to  his  miftrefs  and  his  meat, 

He  eats  to  love,  and  loves  to  eat. 

Lad  comes  a  virgin — pray  admire  her  I 

Cupid  himfelf  attends,  to  fquire  her  : 

A  welcome  giiels'd  !  we  much  had  mill  her ; 

For  'tis  our  Kitty,  or  his  filler. 

But,  Cupid,  let  no  knave  or  fool 

Snap  up  this  lamb,  to  Ihear  her  wool; 

No  teague  of  that  unbluihing  band, 

Juft  landed,  or  about  to  land  ; 

Thieves  from  the  womb,  and  train'd  at  nurfe, 

To  rteal  an  heirefs  or  a  purfe. 

No  fcraping,  faving,  faucy  cit, 

Sworn  foe  of  breedmg,  worth,  and  wit ; 

No  half  form'd  infedl  of  a  peer. 

With  neither  land  nor  confcience  clear  ; 

Who  if  he  can,  'tis  all  he  can  do, 

Juft  fpell  the  motto  on  his  landau. 

From  all,  from  each  of  thefe  defend  her; 

But  thou  and  Hymen  both  befriend  her, 

With  truth,  tafte,  honour,  in  a  mate, 

And  much  good  fenfe,  and  fome  eltatc. 
But  now,  fuppofe  th'  aflembly  met, 

And  round  the  table  cordial  fet ; 

While  in  fair  order,  to  their  wifh. 

Plain  neatnefs  fends  up  every  difh. 

And  Pleafurc  at  the  fide-board  ftands, 

A  necflar'd  goblet  in  his  hands. 

To  pour  libations,  in  due  meafure, 

As  reafon  wills  when  join'd  with  pleafure— > 

Let  thefe  white  moments  all  be  gay. 

Without  one  cloud  of  dim  allay  : 

In  every  face  let  joy  be  feen. 

As  truth  fincere,  as  hope  ferene  : 

Let  friendlhp,  love,  and  wit  combine, 

To  flavour  both  the  meat  and  wine, 

M'ith  that  rich  relilh  to  each  fenfe, 

Which  they,  and  they  alone,  difpenfe  ; 

Let  mufic  too  their  mirth  prolong, 

With  warbled  air  and  feftive  fong  : 

Then,  when  at  eve,  the  ftar  of  love 

Glowt  with  foft  radiance  from  above, 


And  each  companionable  gueft 
Withdraws,  replenilh'd,  not  oppreft. 
Let  each,  well-pleas'd,  at  parting  fay— 
My  life  be  fuch  a  wedding-day  I 

EPIGRAM : 

WRITTEN  ATTUNBRIDGt  WELLS,  M,DCC,IX» 

When  Churchill  led  his  legions  on, 
Succefs  ftill  follow'd  where  he  Ihone. 
And  are  thofe  triumphs,  with  the  dead, 
All  from  his  houfe,  for  ever  fled  ? 
Not  fo:   by  fofter  furer  arms, 
They  yet  furvive  in  beauty's  charms  ; 
For,  look  on  blooming  Pembroke's  face, 
Even  now  he  triumphs  jn  his  race. 

AN  ODE  IN  THE  MASqUE  OF  ALFRED: 

Sung  by  a   Shepherdefs  who  has  lo/l  her  lover  in 
the  ivars. 

A  YOUTH,  adorn'd  with  every  art. 
To  warm  and  win  tlie  coldcft  heart. 

In  fecret  mine  polVeft. 
The  mornirw  bud  that  faireft  blows. 
The  vernal  oak  that  ftraighteft  grows, 

His  face  and  Ihape  exprelt. 

In  moving  founds  he  told  his  tale. 
Soft  as  the  fighings  of  the  gale, 

That  wakes  the  flowery  year. 
What  wonder  he  could  charm  with  eafe. 
Whom  happy  nature  taught  to  pleafe, 

Whom  honour  made  lincere.  . 

At  morn  he  left  me— fought — and  felli 
The  fatal  evening  heard  his  knell,       ♦ 

And  faw  the  tears  I  Ihed  : 
Tears  that  muft  ever,  ever  fall ; 
For  ah  I  no  lighs  the  paft  recall. 

No  cries  awake  the  d.ead  ! 


THE    EXCURSION;    A    POEM. 


IN    TWO    CANTOS, 


CONTENTS. 


Invocation,  addreffed  to  Fancy.  Subjedl  propofed;  a  fliort  cxcurfive  furvey  of  the  Earth  and 
Heavens.  The  poem  opens  with  a  defcription  of  the  face  of  Nature  in  the  different  fccncs  of  morn- 
ing, fun-rife,  noon,  with  a  thunder-ftorm,  evening,  night,  and  a  particular  night-piece,  with  the, 
charadler  of  a  friend  deceafed. 

With  the  return  of  morning  Fancy  continues  her  excurfion,  firft  northward — A  view  of  the  arftic 
continent  and  the  deferts  of  1  artary— From  thence  fouthv  ard:  a  genera^  profped  of  the  globe,  fol- 
lowed by  another  of  the  mid-land  part  of  Europe,  fuppofe  Italy.  A  city  there  upon  the  point  of 
being  fwallowed  up  by  an  earthquake  .  Cgns  that  ufher  it  in-:  defcribed  in  its  caufes  and  effeifts  at 
length— Eruption  of  a  burning  mountain,  happening  at  the  fame  time  and  from  the  fame  caufes, 
Ukewife  defcribed. 
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CANTO    II. 


Contains,  on  the  fame  plan,  a  furvey  of  the  folar  fyftem,  and  of  the  fixed  ftars. 

This  poem  Is  among  the  author's  earlieft  performances.     Wheth.;r  the  writing  may,  in  fome  degree, 

atone  for  the  irregularity  of  the  compofition,  which  he  confeffes,  and  does  not  even  attempt  to 

«xcufe,  is  fubmitted  entirely  to  the  candour  of  the  reader. 


CANTO  I. 

Companion  of  the  mufe,  creative  power, 

Imagination  !  at  whofe  great  command 

Aiife  unnumber'd  images  of  things, 

Thy  hourly  offspring :   thou,  who  canft  at  will 

People  with  air-born  fliapes  the  filent  wood, 

And  folitary  vale,  thy  own  domain, 

Where  contemplation  haunts ;  oh  come,  invok'd, 

To  waft  me  on  thy  many-tintftur'd  wing. 

O'er  earth's  extended  fpace :   and  thence,  on  high, 

Spread  to  fuperior  worlds  thy  bolder  flight, 

Excurfive,  unconfin'd.     Hence  from  the  haunts 

Of  vice  and  folly,  vanity  and  man^ 

To  yon  expanfe  of  plains,  where  truth  delights, 
Simple  of  heart ;  and  hand  in  hand  with  her. 
Where   blamelefs  virtue   walks.      Now   parting 
Parent  of  beauty  and  of  fong,  has  left        [fpring. 
His  mantle,  flower-embroider 'd  on  the  ground. 
While  fummer  laughing  comee,    and   bids  the 

months 
Crown  his  prime  feafon  with  their  choicefl.  ftores ; 
Frefli  rofes  opening  to  the  folar  ray, 
And  fruits  flow-fwelling  on  the  loaded  bough. 

Here  let  me  frequent  roam,  preventing  morn, 
Attentive  to  the  cock,  whofe  early  throat, 
Heard  from  the  diftant  village  in  the  vale. 
Crows   cheerly   out,    fal-  founding   through"  the 
gloom.  [&y5 

Night  hears  from  where,  wide-hovering  in  mid- 
She  rules  the  fable  hour:  and  calls  her  train 
Of  vifionary  fears ;  the  ftirouded  ghoft. 
The  dream  diftrefsful,  and  th'  encumbent  hag. 
That  rife  to  fancy's  eye  in  horrid  fornis, 
While  reafon  flumbering  lies.    At  once  they  fly, 
As  {hadows  pafs,  nor  is  their  path  beheld. 

And  now,  pale-glimmermg  on  the  verge  of 
heaven. 
From  caft  to  north  in  double  twilight  feen, 
A  whitening  luftre  fhoots  its  tender  beam; 
While  {hade  and  filence  yet  involve  the  ball. 
Now  facred  morn,  afcending,  fmiles  ferene 
A  dewy  radiance,  brightening  o'er  the  world. 
Gay  dau;::hter  of  the  air,  for  ever  young, 
For  ever  pleafmg  !  lo,  (he  onward  comes, 
In  fluid  gold  and  azure  loofe-array'd, 
Sun-tindlur'd,  changeful  hues.    At  her  approach, 
The  weftern  gray  of  yonder  breaking  clouds 
Slow-reddens  into  flame  :  the  rifing  mills. 
From  off" the  mountain's  brow,  roll  blue  away 
In  curling  fpires  ;  and  open  all  his  woods. 
High  waving  in  the  flcy :  th'  uncolour'd  i^ream. 
Beneath  her  glowing  ray  tranflucent  fliines. 
Glad  nature  feels  her  through  her  boundlefs  realms 
Of  life  and  fenfc  :  and  calls  forth  all  her  fweets, 
Fragrance  and  fong.    From  each  unfolding  flower 
Tranfpires  the  balm  of  life,  that  zephyr  wafts, 
De'icic'.is,  on  his  rofy  wing:   each  bird. 
Or  high  in  air,  or  fccret  in  the  fliade, 
Re  oiring  warbles  wild  his  matin  hymn. 
While  bcafts  of  chafe,  by  fecrct  inftind  mov'd, 


Scud  o'er  the  lawns,  and  plunging  into  night. 
In  brake,  or  cavern,  flumber  out  the  day. 

Invited  by  the  cheerful  morn  abroad. 
See,  from  his  humble  roof,  the  good  man  comes 
To  tafte  her  freflinefs,  and  improve  her  rife 
In  holy  mufing.     Rapture  in  his  eye. 
And  kneeling  wonder  fpeak  his  filent  foul. 
With  gratitude  o'erflowing,  and  with  praife! 

Now  induftry  is  up.     The  village  pours 
Her  ufeful  fons  abroad  to  various  toil : 
The  labourer  here,  with  every  inflrument 
Of  future  plenty  arm'd;  and  there  the  fwain, 
A  rural  king  amid  his  fubjecSl-flocks, 
Whofe  bleatings  wake  the  vocal  hills  afar. 
The  traveller  too,  purfues  his  early  road. 
Among  the  dews  of  riiorn.     Aurora  calls: 
And  all  the  living  landfcape  moves  around. 

But  fee,  the  flufti'd  horizon  flames  intenfe 
With  vivid  red,  in  rich  profufion  ftream'd 
O'er  heaven's  pure  arch.    At  once  the  clouds  af- 

fume 
Their  gayeft  liveries ;  thefe  with  filvery  beams 
Fring'd  lovely,  fplendid  thofe  in  liquid  gold : 
And  fpeak  their  fovereign's  ftate.     He  comes,  be- 
hold! 
Fountain  of  light  and  colour,  warmth  and  life  ! 
The  king  of  glory !  round  his  head  divine, 
Diffufive  Ihowers  of  radiance  circling  flow. 
As  o'er  the  Indian  wave  up-rifmg  fair 
He  looks  abroad  on  nature,  and  invefts, 
Where-e'er  his  univerful  eye  furveys. 
Her  ample  bofom,  earth,  air,  fea,  and  flcy, 
In  one  bright  robe,  with  heavenly  tinftures  gay. 

From  this  hoare  hill,   that  climbs   above  the 
plain,  [woods 

Half-way    up    heaven    ambitious,    brown    with 
Of  broadefl:  fliade,  and  terrafs'd  round  with  walks. 
Winding  and  wild,  that  deep  embowering  rife. 
Maze  above  maze,  through  all  itsftielter'd  height; 
From  hence,  th'  aercal  concave  without  cloud, 
Tranflucent,  and  in  pureft  azure  dreft  ; 
The  boundlefs  fcene  beneath,  hill,  dale,  and  plai> 
The  precipice  abrupt ;  the  diftant  deep, 
Whofe  fliores  remurmur  to  the  founding  furge; 
The  nearcft  foreft  in  wide  circuit  fpread, 
Solemn  recefs,  whofe  folitary  walks. 
Fair  truth  and  wifdom  love ;  the  bordering  lawn 
With  flocks  and  herds  enrich'd;  the  daify'd  vale 
The  river's  cryftal,  and  the  meadows  green- 
Grateful  diverfity !  allure  the  eye 
Abroad,  to  rove  amid  ten  thoufand  charms. 

Thefe  fcenes,  where  every  virtue,  every  mufe 
Delighted  range,  ferene  the  foul,  and  lift. 
Borne  on  devotion's  wing,  beyond  the  pole. 
To  highefl;  heaven  her  thought ;  to  nature's  God 
Firft  fource  of  all  things  lovely,  all  things  good. 
Eternal,  infinite  !  before  whofe  throne 
Sits,  fovf reign  bounty,  and  through  heaven  and 
CareleJs  diffnfes  plenitude  of  blifs  [earth 

Hun  all  things  own :  he  fpcaks,  and  it  is  day. 


«       THE  EX 
Obedient  to  his  nod,  alternate  night 
Obfcures  the  world.     The  feafons  at  his  call 
Succeed  in  train,  and  lead  the  year  around. 

While  reafon  thus  and  rapture  fill  the  heart ; 
Friends  of  mankind,  good  angels,  hovering  near, 
Their  holy  influence,  deep-infufmg,  lend ; 
And  in  flill  whifpers,  foft  as  zephyr's  breath 
When  fcarce  tlie  green  leaf  trembles,  through  her 

powers 
Infpire  new  vigour,  purer  light  fupply, 
And  kindle  every  virtue  into  flame. 
Celeflial  intercourfe  !  fuperior  blifs,  [foul, 

Which  vice  ne'er  knew  !  health  of  th'  enliven'd 
And  heaven  on  earth  begun  !  Tlius  ever  fix'd 
In  folitude,  may  I,  obfcurely  fafe, 
Deceive  mankind,  and  fteal  through  life  along, 
As  Aides  the  foot  of  time,  unmark'd,  unknown  ! 

Exalted  to  hisjioon  the  fervent  fun. 
Full-blazing  o'er  the  blue  immenfe,  burns  out 
With  fierce  effulgence.     Now  th'  embowering 

maze 
Of  vale  fequefter'd,  or  the  fir-crown'd  fide 
Of  airy  mountain,  whence  with  lucid  lapfe 
Falls  many  a  dew-fed  flream,  invites  the  ftep 
Of  muCng  poet,  and  fecures  repofe 
To  weary  pilgrim.     In  the  flood  of  day, 
Opprellive  brightnefs  deluging  the  world, 
Sick  nature  pants :  and  from  the  cleaving  earth 
Light  vapou'-s,  undulating  through  the  air, 
Contagious  fly,  engendering  dire  difeafe. 
Red  plague,  and  fever ;  or,  in  fogs  aloft 
Condenling,  fhow  a  ruffling  tempcfl  nigh. 

And  fee,  exhaling  from  th'  Atlantic  lurge, 
Wild  world  of  waters,  diflant  clouds  afcend 
In  vapoury  confluence,  deepening  cloud  on  cloud  : 
Then  rolling  dufk  along  to  eaft  and  north, 
As  the  blaft  bears  them  on  his  humid  wing, 
Draw  total  night  and  tempefl  o'er  the  noon  ! 
Lo,  bird  and  beafl,  imprefs'd  by  nature's  hand 
In   homeward    warnings    through    each   feeling 

nerve, 
Hafle  from  the  hour  of  terror  and  of  ftorm. 
The  thunder  now,  from  forth  his  cloudy  fhrine, 
Amid  conflidting  elements,  where  dread 
And  death  attend,  the  fervants  of  his  nod, 
Firll,  in  deaf  murmurs,  founds  the  deep  alarm, 
Heard  from  afar,  awakening  awful  thought. 
Dlimb  fadnefs  fills  this  nether  world :  the  gloom 
With  double  blacknefs  lours;  the  tempefl;  fwells, 
And  expcdiation  fhakes  the  heart  of  mr.n. 

When  yonder  clouds  in  dufky  depth  extend 
Broad  o'er  the  fouth ;  fermenting  in  their  womb, 
Pregnant  with  fate,  the  fiery  tempefl;  fwells, 
Sulphureous  fleam  and  nitrous,  late  exhal'd 
From  mine  or  unftuous  foil:   and  lo,  at  once. 
Forth  darted  in  flant  flream,  the  ruddy  flafli, 
Quick-glancing,  fpreads  a  moment's  horrid  day. 
Again  it  flames  expanfive  ;  fheets  the  flcy. 
Wide  and  more  wide,  with  mournful  light  around, 
On  all  fides  burning;  now  the  face  of  things 
Difclofing  ;  fwallowed  now  in  tenfold  night. 
Again  the  thunder's  voice,  with  pealing  roar. 
From  cloud  to  cloud  continuous  roll'd  along, 
Amazing  burfls  !  Air,  fea,  and  fliore  refound. 
Horror  fits  fhuddering  in  the  felon-breaft, 
And  f  els  the  deathful  flafli  before  it  flies: 
Each  fleepjng  fin,  excited,  fi:arts  to  view  ; 
And  all  is  ftorm  within.    The  muidci-er,  pale 
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With  confcious  guilt,  though  hid  in  deepefl:  Ihade, 
Hears  and  flies  wild,  purfued,  by  all  his  fears: 
And  fees  the  bleeding  fliadow  of  the  flain 
Rife  hideous,  glaring  on  him  through  the  gloom ! 

Hark!  through  th'  aerial  vault,  the  fl:orm  in- 
flam'd 
Comes  nearer,  hoarfely  loud,  abrupt  and  fierce. 
Peal  hurl'd  on  peal  incefiant,  burft  on  burft  : 
Torn  from  its  bafe,  as  if  the  general  frame 
Were  tumbling  into  chaos — There  it  fell, 
With  whirlwind-wing,  in  red  diffufion  fljfli'd. 
De/lru(ftion  marks  its  path,  yon  riven  oak 
Is  hid  in  fmouldering  fires :  furpris'd  beneath, 
The  traveller  ill-cmen'd  proflrate  falls, 
A  livid  corfe.     Yon  cottage  flames  to  heaven ; 
And  in  its  farthefl:  cell,  to  which  the  hour. 
All-horrible,  had  fped  their  fleps,  behold  ! 
The  parent  breathlefs  lies  ;  her  o^han-babes 
Shuddering  and  fpeechlefs  rouncT — O  Power  di- 
vine! 
Whofe  will,  unerring,  points  the  bolt  of  fate  ! 
Thy  hand,  though  terrible,  fhall  man  decide 
If  punlfliment,  or  mercy,  dealt  the  blow  ? 

Apppas'd  at  laft,  the  tumult  of  the  flcies 
Subfides,  the  thunder's  failing  roar  is  hufh'd  : 
At  once  the  clouds  fly  fcattering,  and  the  fun 
Breaks   out   with   boundlefs   fplendour   o'er   the 

world. 
Parent  of  light  and  joy  !  to  all  things  he 
New  life  reftores,  and  from  each  drooping  field 
Draws  the  redundant  rain,  in  chmbing  mills 
Faft-rifing  to  his  ray  ;  till  every  flower 
Lift  up  its  head,  and  nature  fmjles  reviv'd. 

At  firfl.  'tis  awful  filence  over  all, 
From  fenfe  of  late-felt  danger  ;  till  confirm' d. 
In  grateful  chorus  mixing,  beafl.  and  bird 
Rejoice  aloud  to  heaven  :   on  either  hand. 
The  woodlands  warble,  an<J  the  valleys  low. 
So  pafs  the  fongful  hours :  and  now  the  fun, 
Declin'd,  hangs  verging  on  the  wcftern  main, 
Whofe  fludtuating  bofom,  blufliing  red, 
The  fpace  of  many  feas  beneath  his  eye. 
Heaves  in  foft  fwellings  murmuring  to  the  fhore, 
A  circling  glory  glows  around  his  difk 
Of  milder  beams :  part,  ftreaming  o'er  the  flcy. 
Inflame  the  diftant  azure  :  part  below 
In  level  lines  flioot  through  the  waving  wood. 
Clad  half  in  light,  and  half  in  pleafing  fliade, 
That   lengthens    o'er    the    lawn.     Yon   evening 
Lucid  or  dufk,  with  flamy  purple  edg'd,   [clouds, 
Float  in  gay  pomp  the  blue  horizon  round, 
Amufive,  changeful,  fliifting  into  ftiapes 
Of  vifionary  beauty,  antique  towers 
With  fhadowy  domes  and  pinnacles  adorn'd; 
Or  hills  of  white  extent,  that  rif^i  and  fink 
As  fportful  fancy  lifl:s:  till  late,  the  fun 
From  human  eye,  behind  earth's  fliading  orb 
Total  withdrawn,  th'  aerial  landfcape  fades. 

Difliindlion  fails :  and  in  the  darkening  weft, 
The  laft  light  quivering,  dimly  dies  away. 
And  now  th'  illufive  flame,  oft  fecn  at  eve. 
Up-borne  and  blazing  on  the  light-wing'd  gale, 
Glides  o'er  the  lawn  betokening  night's  approach 
Arifing  awful  o'er  the  eaftern  fky, 
Onward  fhe  comes  with  filent  ftep  and  flow. 
In  her  brown  mantle  wrapt,  and  brings  along 
The  fl,ill,  the  mild,  t'ne  melancholy  hour. 
And  meditation,  v/ith  his  eye  on  heaven. 
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Mufmg,  in  lober  mood,  of  time  and  life, 
That  fly  with  unreturning  wing  away 
To  that  dark  world,  untravell'd  and  unknown, 
Eternity !  through  defert  ways  I  walk  ; 
Or  to  the  cyprefs-groye,  at  twilight  fliun'd 
By  pafling  fwains.  The  chill  breeze  murmurs  low, 
And  the  boughs  ruftle  round  me  whei-e  I  ftand, 
-v\''ith  fancy  all-arous'd. — Far  on  the  left, 
Ghoots  up  a  fhapelefs  rock  of  dufky  height, 
The  raven's  haunt :  and  down  its  woody  fteep 
A  daftiing  flood  in  headlong  torrent  hurls 
His  founding  waters  ;  white  on  every  cliff 
Hangs  the  light  foam,  and  fparltles  through  the 

Behind  me  rifes  huge  a  reverend  pile     [gloom. 
Sole  on  his  blaflecf  heath,  s.  place  of  toinbs, 
Waflc,  defolate,  where  ruin  dreary  dwells. 
Brooding   o'er    Cghtlefs    fkuils,    and   crumbling 

bones, 
fjhaftful  he  fits,  and  eyes  with  fledfafl:  glare. 
(Sad  trophies  of  his  power,  where  ivy  twines 
Its  fatal  green  around)  the  falling  roof, 
The  time-fhook  arch,  the  column  gray  with  mofs. 
The  leaning  wall,  the  fculptur'd  flcne  defac'd. 
Whole  monumental  flattery,  mix'd  v>/ith  dull, 
Kow  hides  the  name  it  vainly  rneant  to  raife. 
All  is  dread  filence  here,  and  undillurb'd, 
^aye  what  the  wind  fighs,  and  the  wailing  owl 
Screams  folitary  to  the  mournful  moon, 
Glimmering  her  weftern  ray  through  yonder  iflc. 
Where  the  fad  fpirit  walks  with  fhadowy  foot 
His  \yonted  round,  or  lingers  o'er  his  grave. 

Hail,  midnight-fiiades  I  hail,  venerable  dome  ! 
By  age  more  venerable;  facred  Ibore, 
Beyond  time's  troubled  fea,  where  never  wave, 
Where  never  wind  of  paflion,  or  of  guilt, 
Of  fufFering  or  of  forrov/,  fhal!  invade 
The  calm  found  night  of  tholc  who  refl  below. 
The  weary  are  at  peace :  the  fmall  and^rcat. 
Life's  voyage  ended,  meet  and  mingle  here. 
Here  fleeps  the  prifoner  fafe,  nor  feels  his  chain, 
Nor  hears  th'  opprefibr's  voice.  The  poor  and  old, 
With  all  the  fons  of  mourning,  fearlcfs  now 
Of  want  or  woe,  find  unularm'd  repofc. 
Proud  greatnefs,  too,  the  tyranny  of  power, 
The  grace  of  beauty,  and  the  force  of  youth, 
And  name  and  place,  are  here — for  ever  loft  ! 

But,  at  near  diflancc,  on  the  mouldering  wall 
Beh.old  a  monument,  with  emblem  grac'd, 
And  fair  infcription  :  where  with  head  decUn'd, 
And  folded  arms,  the  virtues  weeping  round 
Lean  o'er  a  beauteous  youth  vv^ho  dies  below. 
Thyrfis— 'tishe!  the  wifeftand  the  bell  ! 
Lamented  Hiade  !  whom  every  gift  of  heaven 
Profufely  bieft :  all  learning  was  his  own. 
Plea'ing  his  fpeech,  by  nature  taught  to  flow, 
Perfuafive  fcnfe  and  Ttrong,  finctrc  and  clear. 
His  manners  greatly  plain  ;  a  noble  grace, 
belf-taught,  beyond  the  reach  of  mimic  art, 
Adprn'd  him :  his'calm  temper  wiiming  mild  ; 
Nor  pity  fofter,  nor  was  truth  more  bright. 
Conftant  in  doing  well,  he  neither  fought 
Nor  fliunn'd  appiaufe.     No  baihful  merit  figh'd 
Near  him  neglcded :  fympathizing  he 
Wip'd  off  the  tear  from  furrow's  clouded  eye 
With  kindly' hand,  and  taught  her  heart  to  fmile. 

'Tis  morning  ;   and  the  fun,  his  welcome  light, 
Swift,  from  beyond  dark  ocean's  orient  ftream, 
tafts  through  the  air,  renewiijg  nature's  face 


With  heaven-born  beauty.  O'er  her  ample  brcaft. 
O'er  fea  and  fhore,  lightr  fancy  fpceds  along, 
Quick  as  the  darted  beam,  from  pole  to  pole, 
Excurfive  traveller.     Now  beneath  the  north. 
Alone  with  winter  in  his  inmoft  realm. 
Region  of  horrors  !   Here,  amid  the  roar 
Of  winds  and  waves,  the  drifted  turbulence 
Of  hail-mix'd  fnows,  reftdes  th'  ungenial  power. 
For  ever  filent,  Ihivering,  and  forlorn  ! 
From  Zembla's  cllifs  on  to  the  flraits  furmis'd 
Of  Anian  eaftward,  where  both  worlds  oppofe 
Their  lliores  contiguous,  lies  the  polar  fea. 
One  glittering  wafte  of  ice,  and  on  the  morn 
Cafts  cold  a  chcerlefs  light.     Lo,  hills  of  fnow. 
Hill  behind  hill,  and  Alp  on  Alp  afcend, 
Pil'd  up  from  eldeft  age,  and  to  the  fun 
Impenetrable ;  rifing  from  afar 
In  mifty  profpedl  dim,  as  if  on  air 
Each  floating  hill,  an  azure  range  of  clouds. 
Yet  here,  ey'n  here,  in  this  difaftrous  clime. 
Horrid  and  harbourlefs,  where  all  life  dies. 
Adventurous  mortals,  urg'd  by  thirff  of  gain. 
Through  floating  ifles  of  ice,  and  fighting  ftorms. 
Roam  the  wild  waves,  in  fearch  of  doubtful  lliores, 
By  weft  or  eail ;  a  path  yet  unexplor'd. 

Hence  eaftward  to  the  I'artar's  cruel  coaft, 
By  utmoft  ocean  wafh'd,  on  v.'hofe  laft  wave 
The  blue  flcy  leans  her  breail,  diffus'd  immenfe 
In  folitary  length  the  defert  lies. 
Where  defolation  keeps  his  empty  court. 
No  bloom  of  fpring,  o'er  all  the  tlurfty  vail. 
Nor  fpiry  grafs  is  found  ;  but  lands  inftead 
In  fteril  hills,  and  rough  rocks  rifing  gray. 

A  land  of  fears !  where  vifionary  forms. 
Of  griefly  fpedlres,  from  air,  flood,  apd  fire. 
Swarm  :  and  before  them  fpeechlefs  horror  flalks }' 
Here,  night  by  night,  beneath  the  ftarlefs  dulk, 
'I  he  fecret  hag  and  forcercr  unblcfl 
Their  Sabbath  hold,  and  potent  fpells  compofc, 
Spoils  of  the  violated  grave :  and  now. 
Late,  at  the  hour  that  fevers  nigiit  from  morn, 
When  fleep  has  filenc'd  every  thought  of  man, 
TJiey  to  their  revels  fall,  infernal  throng  ! 
And  as  they  mix  in  circling  dance,  or  turn 
To  the  four  winds  of  heavens  with  haggard  gaze; 
Shpt  ftreaming  from  tlie  bofom  of  the  north, 
Opening  the  hollow  gloom,  red  meteors  blaze, 
To  lend  them  light,  and  diflant  thunders  roll, 
i  leard  in  low  murmurs  through  tlie  lowering  flcy. 

From  thefe  fad  fcenes,  the  wafte  abodes  of  death, 
With  devious  wing,  to  fairer  climes  remote 
Southward  I  ftray  ;  where  Caucafus  in  view, 
Bulv/ark  of  nations,  in  broad  eminence 
Upheaves  from  realm  to  realm  a  hundred  hills, 
On  from  the  Cnfpian  to  the  Euxlne  ftretch'd, 
Pale-glittering  with  eternal  fnows  to  heaven. 
From  this  chill  fleep,  which  midnight's  hlgheft 
fliadcs  [v;oods. 

Scarce  climb  to  darken,  rough  with  murmuring 
Imagination  travels  with  quick  eye 
Unbounded  o'er  the  globe,  and  wondering  view? 
Her  rolling  feas  and  intermingled  ifles  ; 
Her  mighty  continents  out-ilrctch'd  immenfe, 
Where  Europe,  Afia,  Afric,  of  old  fame. 
Their  regions  numberlefs  extend  :   and  where 
To  fartheft  point  of  weft,  Columbus  hue. 
Through  untry'd  oceans  borne  to  fliores  unknowi;, 
Moc«''d  his  firfl  keel  adveruuf  ou?,  and  beheld 
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■A  WfeW,  a  fair,  a  fertile  Worlil  arife ! 
But  nearer  fcenes  of  happy  rural  view, 
Green  dale,  and  level  down,  and  blciomy  hill. 
The  Mufe's  walk,  on  which  the  fiio's  bright  eye 
Propitious  looks,  invite  her  willing  flep. 
Here  fee,  around  me  fmiling,  myrtle  groves. 
And  mountains  crown'd  with  aromatic  woods 
Of  vegetable  gold,  with  vales  amidll, 
Lavifh    of  flowers  and    fragrance ;    where    foft 
3Lord  of  the  year,  indulges  to  each  field     [fpring, 
'I"he  fanning  breeze,  live  fpring,  and  Iheltering 
grove. 
In  thefe  bleft  plains,  a  fpaclous  city  fpreads 
Its  round  extent  magnificent,  and  feems 
The  feat  of  empire.     Dazzling  in  the  fky, 
With  far-feen  blaze  her  towery  ftrudures  fliine, 
Elaborate  works  of  art  I  each  opening  gate 
Sends   forth   its   thoufands :    peace    and    plenty 
Environ  her.     In  each  frequented  fchoo'l     [round 
Learning  exalts  his  head  :  and  commerce  pours 
Into  her  arms  a  thoufand  foreign  realms. 
How  fair  and  'ortunate  !  how  worthy  all 
Of  lafl;ing  blifs  fecure  f  Yet  sU  muft  fail,      [found, 
O'erturn'd   and   loft — nor    Ihall    their    place   be 

A  fullen  calm  imufual,  dark  and  dead, 
Arifes  inaufpicious  o'er  the  heavens. 
The  beamlefs  fun  looks  wan ;  a  fighing  cold 
Winters  the  fiiadow^d  air  ;  the  birds  on  high. 
Shrieking,  give  fign  of  fearful  change  at  hand  : 
And  now,  within  the  bofom  of  the  globe. 
Where  fulphur  ftor'd,  and  nicre  peaceful  flept, 
For  ages,  in  their  fubterranean  bed,  [ftreams, 

Ferments    th'    approaching    tempefh.      Vapoury 
Inflammable,  perhaps  by  winds  fublim'd. 
Their  deadly  breath  appiy.     1  h'  enkindled  mafs. 
Mine  fir'd  by  mine  in  train,  with  boundlefs  rage, 
With  horror  unconceiv'd,  difploded  burfls 
Its  central  prifon — Shook  from  fliore  to  ihore, 
Reels  the  broad  continent  with  all  its  load, 
Hills,  forefts,  cities.     The  lone  defert  quakes  : 
Her  favagc  fons  howl  to  the  thunder's  groan, 
And  lightning's  ruddy  glare :  while  from  beneath. 
Deaf  diftant  roarings,  through  the  wide  profound. 
Rueful  are  heard,  as  when  defpair  complains. 

■Gather'd  in  air,  o'er  that  prowd  capital. 
Frowns  an  involving  cloud  of  gloomy  depth, 
Calling  dun  night  and  terror  o'er  the  heads 
Of  her  inhabitants.     Aghaft  they  ftand, 
Sad-gazing  on  the  mournful  Ikies  around  ; 
A  moment's  dreadful  filence  !    Then  loud  fcreacis 
And  eager  fupplications  rend  the  fkies. 
Lo,  crowds  on  crowds,  in  hurry'd  flream  along. 
From  ftreet  to  ftreet,  from  gate  to  gate  roll'd  on, 
'I  his,  tiiat  v/ay  burft  in  waves,  by  horror  wing'd 
To  diftant  hill  or  cave  ;  while  half  the  globe, 
Her  frame  convulfive  rocking  to  and  fro. 
Trembles  with  fecond  agony.     Upheav'd 
in'furges,  her  vext  furface  rolls  a  fea. 
Ruin  enfues ;  towers,  temples,  palaces, 
^j    Flung  from  their  deep  foundations,  roof  on  roof 
P  t^rufn'd  horrible,  and  pile  on  pile  o'erturn'd, 
•all  total — In  that-univerfal  groan, 
V'ounding  to  heaven,  expir'd  a  thoufand  lives, 
O'erv/helm'd  at  once,  one  undiftinguifh'd  wreck! 

Sight  full  of  fate!  up  from  the  centre  torn. 
The  ground  yawns  horrible  a  hundred  mouths, 
Fiafliing   pale    flames— down  throi'gh   the  gulfs 
profound, 


Screaming,  whole  crowds  of  every  age  and  rank, 
With  hands  to  heaven  rais'd  high  imploring  aid. 
Prone  to  th'  abyfs  defcend  ;  and  o'er  their  heads 
Earth  ftiuts  her  ponderous  jaws.    Part  loft  in  night 
Return  no  more  :  part  on  the  wafting  wave, 
Borne  through  the  darknefs  of  th'  infernal  world, 
Far  diftant  rile,  emerging  with  the  flood  ; 
Pale  as  afccnding  ghofts  caft  back  to  day, 
A  fliuddering  band  !  Diftratflion  in  each  eye 
Stares  wildly  motionlefs  :  they  pant,  they  catch 
A  gulp  of  air,  a:id  grafp  with  dying  aim 
The  wreck  tlnit  diives  along,  to  gain  from  fate, 
Slwrt  interval !  a  moment's  doubtful  life. 
For  now  earth's  folid  fphere  afunder  rent 
With  final  diffolution,  the  huge  mafs 
Fails  undermin'd — down,  down  th'  extenfive  feat 
Of  this  fair  city,  down  her  buildings  fink! 
Sinks  the  full  pride  her  ample  walls  enclos'd. 
In  one  wild  havoc  crafli'd,  with  burft  beyond 
Heaven's  loudeft  thunder  !  Uproar  unconceiv'd! 
Image  of  nature's  general  frame  deftroy'd ! 

How  greatly  terrible,  how  dark  and  deep 
The  purpofes  of  Heaven  !  At  once  o'erthrown, 
White  age  and  youth,  the  guilty  and  the  juft, 
O,  fecmingly  fevere  !  promifcuous  fall. 
Reafon,  whofe  daring  eye  in  vain  explores 
The  fearful  providence,  confus'd    fubdu'd 
To  filence  and  amazement,  with  due  praife 
Acknowledges  th'  Almighty,  and  adores 
His  will  unerring,  wifeft,  jufteft,  beft  ! 

The  country  mourns  aroiuid  with  alter'd  look. 
Fields,  where  but  late  the  many-colour'd  fpring 
Sat  gaily  dreft,  amid  the  vernal  breath 
Of  rofes,  and  the  long  of  nightingales, 
Soft-Vv'arbled,  filent  languifh  now  and  die. 
Rivers  ingulf 'd  their  ample  channels  leave 
A  fandy  traifl ;  and  goodly  mountains,  hurl'd 
In  whirlwind  from  their  feat,  obftrudt  the  plain 
With  rough  encumbrance ;  or  through  depths  of. 

earth 
Fall  ruinous,  with  all  their  woods  immers'd. 

Sulphureous  damps  of  dark  and  deadly  power, 
Steam'd  from  th'  abyfs,  fly  fccret  over-head, 
Wounding  the  healthful  air ;  whence  foul  difeafe, 
Murrain  and  rot,  in  tainted  herds  and  flocks: 
In  man  fore  ficknefs,  and  the  lamp  of  life 
Dimm'd  and  diminifh'd  ;  or  more  fatal  ill 
Of  mind,  unfettling  reafon  overturn'd. 
Here  into  madnefs  work'd,  and  boiling  o'er 
Outrageous  fancies,  like  the  troubled  fea 
Foaming  out  mud  and  filth  :  here  downward  fuHk 
To  folly,  and  in  idly  mufing  wrapt ; 
Now  chafing  with  fond  aim  the  flying  cloud  : 
Now  numbering  up  the  drops  of  falling  Tain. 

A  while  the  fiery  fpirit  in  its  cell 
Infidious  flumbers,  till  fome  chance  unknown, 
Perhaps  fome  rocky  fragment  from  the  roof 
Detach'd,  and  roll'd  with  rough  coUufion  down 
Its  echoing  vault,  ftrikes  out  the  fatal  fpark 
That  blows  it  into  rage.     Shakes  earth  again, 
Wide  through   her   entrails  torn.     To  all  fides 

flafli'd. 
The  flames  bear  downward  on  the  central  deep, 
Immeafurable  fource,  whence  ocean  fills     [globe, 
His  numerous  feas,    and  pours  them  round  the . 
The  liquid  orb,  through  all  its  dark  expanfe. 
In  dire  commotion  boili  ;  andburfting  way 
Up  througli  th',  unfounded  bottoms  of  the  mjia, 
Xxij 
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Where  cerer  tempeft  ruffled,  lifts  the  deeps. 
At  once,  in  billowy  mountains  to  the  flcy, 
With  raving  violence.     And  now  their  fhores, 
Rebellowing  to  the  furge,  they  fwallow  fierce, 
O'erfwelliug  mound  and  cliff:    now   fwift   and 

ftrange, 
With  refluent  wave  retreating,  leave  the  beach 
A  naked  vvafte  of  fands— Meantime,  behold! 

Yon  neighbouring  mountain  riling  bleak  and 
Its  double  top  in  fleril  alhes  hid,  [bare, 

But  green  around  its  bale  with  oil  and  wine, 
Gives  fign  of  ftorm  and  defolation  n;ar  : 
Storehoufe  of  fate  !  from  whofe  infernal  womb. 
With  fii ;y  minerals  anci  metalHc  ore 
Pernicious  fraught,  afcends  eteraial  fmoke : 
Now  V. avering  loofe  in  air;  now  borne  on  high, 
A  duiky  column  heighcenmg  to  tlie  fun  ! 
Imapna.ion's  eye  looks  down  difmay'd 
The  fteepy  gulf,  pale-flanging  and  profound, 
Wit'->.  hourly  tumult  vext,  but  now  incens'd 
To  fcvenfold  fury.     Firft,  difcordant  founds, 
As  of  a  clamouring  multitude  enrag'd. 
The  rlafh  of  floods  and  hollow  howl  of  wIhos 
Through  wmtery  woods  or  cavern'd  ruins  heard, 
Rife  from  the  diftant  depth  where  uproar  reigns. 
Anon,  with  black  eruption,  from  its  jaws, 
A  night  of  fmoke,  thick-driving,  wave  on  wg-ve, 
In  ftormy  flow,  and  cloud  involving  cloud. 
Rolls  furging  forth,  extinguilhing  the  day  ; 
With  vollied  fparkles  mix'd,  and  whirhng  drifts 
Of  ftones  and  cinders  rattling  up  the  air. 
Infiant,  in  one  broad  Burfl,  a  fiream  of  fire, 
Red-ilTuing,  floods  the  hemifphere  around. 
Nor  paufe,  nor  refl ;  again  tlic  mountain  groans. 
Ajnazinf,  from  its  inmoil  cavern  Ihook: 
Again,   with  loudening  rage,  intenfely  fierce, 
Dif^orges  pyramids  of  quivering  flame, 
Spire  after  fpire  enormous,  and  torn  rocks, 
flung  out  in  thundering  ruins  to  the  flcy. 

But  fee,  in  fecond  pangs,  the  roaring  hill 
From  forth  its  depth  a  cloudy  pillar  flioots. 
Gradual  and  va'ft,  in  one  afcending  trunk 
Of  If  ngth  immenfe,  heav'd  by  the  force  of  fire. 
On  its  own  bafe  direct,  aloft  in  air. 
Beyond  the  fearing  eagle's  funward  flight. 
Still  as  it  fwells,  through  all  the  dark  extent. 
With  wonder  feen  !  ten  thoufand  lightnings  play 
In  flafii'd  vibrations ;  and  from  height  to  height 
Inceflant  thunders  roar.     No  longer  now 
Protruded  by  the  £.xplouve  breath  below. 
At  once  the  ihadow  fummit  breaks  away 
To  ail  fides  round,  in  billows  broad  and  black, 
As  of  a  turbid  ocean  ftirr'd  by  winds, 
A  vapory  deluge  hiding  earth  and  heaven. 

Thus  all  day  long  :  and  now  the  beamlefs  fun 
Sets  as  in  blood.     A  dreadful  paufe  cnfues; 
Deceitful  calm,  portending  fiercer  ftorm. 
Sad-night  at  once,  with  all  her  deep-dy'd  fliades, 
Fall?  back  and  boundlefs  o'er  the  fcene.     Sufpenfe 
And  terror  rale  the  liour.     Behold,  from  far, 
Imploririp-  hea^'en  with  fupplicating  hands 
And  fi reaming  eyes,  in  mure  amazement  $x'd, 
"Yon  peopled  city  flands;  each  fadden'd  face 
Turn'd  toward  the  hill  of  fears  :  and  hark  i  once 

mere 
The  rifmg  tempeft  fhakes  its  founding  vaults, 
Nov   faint  in  diftant  ratirmiirs,  now  more  near 
Rebounding  horrible,  with  all  the  rear 


Of  winds  and  feas ;  or  cnglaes  big  with  deatlt. 
That,  planted  by  the  wonderous  hand  of  war 
To  fiiake  the  round  of  fome  proud  capital. 
At  once  difplodcd,  in  one  burfl:ing  peal 
Their  mortal  thunders  mix.     Along  the  {kj, 
From  eaft  to  fouth,  a  ruddy  hill  of  fmoke 
Extends  its  ridge,  with  difmal  light  infl  m'd. 
Meanwhile,  the  fluid  lake  that  works  below, 
Bitnmen,  fulphur,  fait,  and  iron-fcum. 
Heaves  up  its  boiling  tide.     The  labouring  mount 
Is  torn  with  agonizing  throes^— at  once, 
Forth  from  its  fide  difparted,  blazing  pours 
A  m.ighty  river,  burning  in  prone  waves, 
That  glimmer  through  the  night,  to  yonder  plain. 
Divided  there,  a  hundred  to  rent-flreams, 
Each  ploughing  up  its  bed,  roll  dreadful  on, 
Refifllefs.     Villages,  »nd  woods,  and  rocks. 
Fail  flat  before  their  fweep.     The  region  round, 
Where  myrtle  walks  and  groves  of  golden  fruit 
Rofe  fair,  where  harvefl  wav'd  in  all  its  pride. 
And  where  the  vineyard  fpread  her  purple  fl;ore. 
Maturing  into  Nedlar,  noiv  defpoil'd 
Of  herb,  leaf,  fruit,  and  flower,  from  end  to  end 
Lies  buried  under  fire^  a  glowing  fea  ! 

Thus  roaming  with    adventurous  wing    the 
globe. 
From  Icene  to  fcene  excurfive,  I  behold 
In  all  her  workings    beauteous,  great,  or  new. 
Fair  nature,  and  in  all  with  v^'onder  trace 
The  fovereign  Maker,  firfk,  fupreme,  and  bcft. 
Who  acSuates  the  whole  :  at  whofe  command, 
Obedient  fire  a  ijood  tremendous  rife. 
His  miniflers  of  vengeance,  to  reprove, 
And  fcourge  the  nations.     Holy  are  his  ways. 
His  works  unnumber'd,  and  to  all  proclaim 
Unfathom'd  wifdom,  goodnefs  uuconfin'd. 

CANTO  II. 

Endless  the  wonders  of  creating  power. 

On  earth,  but  chief  on  high  through  heaven  dif- 

play'd. 
There  fhines  the  full  magnificence  unveil'd 
Of  majefty  divine  ;  refulgent  there 
Ten  thoufand  funs  blaze  forth,    with  each  his 

train 
Of  worlds  dependent,  all  beneath  the  eye 
And  equal  rule  of  one  eternal  Lord. 
To  thofe  bright  climes,  awakening  all  her  powers, 
And  fpreading  her  unbounded  wing,  the  mufe 
Afcending  foars  on,  through  the  fluid  fpace. 
The  buoyant  atmofphere ;  whofe  vivid  breath. 
Soul  of  all  fublunary  hfe,  pervades 
The  realms  of  nature,  to  her  inmofl  depths 
Lifius'd  v.'ith  quickening  energy.     Now  Hill, 
F;-om  pole  to  pole  th'  aerial  ocean  fleeps, 
One  limpid  vacancy  :  now  rous'd  to  rage 
By  bluflering  meteors,  wind,  ha;l,  rain,  or  cloud 
With  thunderous  fury  charg'd,  its  billows  rife. 
And  iliakc  the  nether  orb.     Still  as  I  mount, 
A  path  the  vulture's  eye  hath  not  obferv'd. 
Nor  foot  of  eagle  trod,  th'  ethereal  fpherc 
RecedJr.g  flies  approach  ;  its  circling  arch 
Ahke  remote,  tranfiucent,  and  fetene. 
Glorious  expanfion  !  by  th'  Alhiighty  fpread, 
■  Whofe  limits  who  hath  feen  !  or  v/ho  with  hint 
Hath  walk'd  the  fun-pa v'd  circuit  from,  old  time. 
And  vifited  the  hoft  of  heaven  around !  " 
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Gkaming  a  torrow'd  light,  whence  how  fmali 
The  fpeck  of  earth,  and  dim  air  circumfui'd  ! 
Mutable  region,  vext  with  hourly  change. 
But  here,  unrufRed  calm  her  even  re<gn 
Maintains  external :  here  the  lord  of  >!ay. 
The  neighbouring  fun,  fhines  out  in  all  its  flrength, 
Noon  without  night.     Attracted  by  his  beam, 
I  thither  bend  my  flight,  tracing  the  fource 
Where  morning  fprings;    whence  her  innume- 

rous  ftreams 
Flow  lucid  forth,  and  roll  through  tracklefs  ways 
Their  white  v.-aves  o"er  the  {ky.  The  fountain-orb. 
Dilating  as  I  rife,  beyond  the  ken 
Of  mortal  eye,  to  which  earth,  ocean,  air, 
Are  but  a  central  point,  expands  immenfe, 
A  fhorelefs  fea  of  flu<ftuating  fire. 
That  deluges  all  ether  with  its  tide. 
What  poM'er  is  that,  which  to  its  circle  bounds 
The  violence  of  flame  !  in  rapid  wliirls 
Conflicting,  floods  with  floods,  as  if  to  leave 
Their  place,  and,  biirfling,  overwhelm  the  world! 
Motion  incredible  !  to  which  the  ra-e 
Of  oceans,  when  whole  winter  blows  at  once 
In  hurricane,  is  peace.     But  who  fhall  tell 
That  radiance  beyond  meafure,  on  the  fun 
Pour'd  out  tranfcendant !  thofe  keen-flafliing  rays 
Thrown  round  his  ftate,  and  to  yon  worlds  afar 
Supplying  days,  and  feafons,  life  and  joy  ! 
Such  virtue  he,  the  majey  of  heaven, 
Brightnefs  original,  all-bounteous  king. 
Hath  to  his  creature  lent,  and  crov/n'd  his  fphere 
With  matchlefs  glory      Yet  not  all  alike 
Refplendent :  in  thefe  liquid  regions  pure, 
Thick  mills,  condenfing,  darken  into  fpots. 
And  dim  the  day.     Whence  that  malignant  light, 
When  Csefar  bled,  which  fadden'd  all  the  year 
With  long  echpfe.     Some  at  the  centre  rife 
In  fhady  circles,  like  the  moon  beheld 
From  earth,  when  fhe  her  unenlighten'd  face 
Turns  thitherward  opaque  :  a  fpace  they  brood 
In  congregated  clouds ;  then  breaking  float 
To  all  fides  round.     Dilated  fome  and  denfe. 
Broad  as  earth's  furface  each,  by  flow  degrees 
Spread  from  the  confines  of  the  lig'it  along, 
Ufurping  half  the  fphere,  and  fwim  obfcure 
On  to  its  adveile  coafl ;  till  there  ihey  fet. 
Or  vanifh  fcatter'd  :  meafuringthus  the  time, 
That  round  itj  axle  whirls  the  radiant  orb. 

Fairefl  of  beings  !  firfl:-creatcd  light ! 
Prime  caufe  of  beauty  !  for  from  thee  alone, 
The  fparkling  gem,  riie  vegetable  race,    [charms. 
The  nobler  worlds   that  live  and  breathe,  their 
The  lovely  hues  pecular  to  each  tribe. 
From  thy  unfailing  fource  of  fplendour  draw  ! 
In  thy  pure  fhine,  with  tranfport  1  furvey 
This  firmament,  and  thefe  her  rolling  worlds, 
Their  magnitudes,  and  motions :   thofe  how  vail  ! 
How  rapid  thefe  !  v.'ith  fwiftnefs  unconceiv  d, 
From  wefl:  to  eaft;  in  folemn  pomp  revolv'd. 
Unerring,  undiflurb'd  ;  the  fun's  bright  train, 
FrcgreCive  through  the  fky's  light  fluent  borne 
Around  their  centre.     Mercury  the  firft, 
Near  bordering  on  the  day,  with  fpeedy  wheel 
Fiifs  iv.iftefl  on,  inflaming  where  he  conies, 
With  fevenfoid  fplendour,  all  his  azure  road. 

NesLt  Venus  to  the  weftv.-ard  of  the  fun, 
Full  orb'd  her  face,  a  golden  plain  of  light, 
Circles  her  larger  round.     Fair  morning-flar ! 


That  leads  on  dav/ningday  to  yonder  world, 
The  feat  of  man  hu'g  in  the  heavens  renioe, 
Whofe  northern  hem  fjhe.e,  dcfcending,  fees 
The  fun  arife;  as  through  the  iicdiac  roll'd. 
Full  in  the  middle  path  oblique  flic  winds 
K;r  annual  orb  :  and  by  her  fide  the  ♦.loon, 
Compan'on  of  her  flight,  whofe  folemn  beams, 
Nodlurnul,  to  her  daiken'd  globe  fupply 
A  fofter  day-light ;  whofe  attraclive  power 
Swells  all  her  fcas  and  oceans  into  tides, 
From  the  mid-deeps  o'erflowing  to  their  fliores. 

Beyond  the  fphere  of  Mars,  in  dift;int  dies, 
Revolves  the  mighty  magnitude  of  Jove, 
With  kingly  f'ate,  i|he  rival  of  the  fun. 
About  him  round,  fqur  planetary  moons. 
On  earth  with  wonder  all  night  long  beheld. 
Moon  above  moon,  his  fair  attendants,  dance, 
■Jhefe,  in  th'  horizon,  flow-afcending  climb 
The  fleep  of  heaven,  and  mingling  in  foft  flow 
Their  filver  radiance,  brigliteu  as  thi"y  rife. 
Thofe  oppofite  roll  downward  from  their  noon 
To  v/here  the  fhade  of  Jove,  outflretch'd  in  length 
A  dufky  cone  Immenfe,  darkens  tlie  fky 
Through  many  a  region.  To  thefe  bounds  arriv'd, 
A  gradual  pale  creeps  dim  o'er  each  fad  orb, 
Failing  their  lufl.ie  ;  till  they  fink  involv'd 
In  total  night,  and  difappcar  eclips'd. 
By  this,  the  fage,  who,  ft udious  of  the  flcies. 
Heedful  evplotec  thefe  late-difcover'd  v/orlds, 
ry  this  obferv'd  the  rapid  progr^  fs  finds 
Of  light  itfclf :    how  fwift  the  headlong  ray 
Shoots  from  the  fun's  Jieight  through  unbounded 

fpace. 
At  once  enhghtening  air,  and  earth,  and  heaven. 

Laft,  outmoft  Saturn   walks  his  frontier-round. 
The  bounda.  y  of  r,  orids ;  with  his  pale  moon:-, 
Faint-glimmering  tfirough  the  darkncfs  night  has 

throvn, 
Deep-dy'd  and  dead,  o'er  this  chiil  globe  forlorn  ; 
An  endiefs  d  jfert,  wliere  extreme  of  coid 
rternal  fits,  as  in  his  native  feat. 
On  v.'intry  hills  of  never-thav/ing  ice  ! 
Such  Saturn's  earth;  and  yet  ev'n  heiethe  fight, 
Amid  thele  doleful  fcenes,  new  matter  finds 
Of  wonder  and  delight !  a  mighty  ring, 
On  each  fide  rifing  from  th'  horizon's  verge 
Self-iiois'd  in  air,  with  its  bright  circle  round 
Encompafleth  his  orb.     As  night  comes  on, 
Saturn's  Iroad  fiiade,  caft  on  irs  eaiieiii  arch, 
Climbs  flowly  to  its  height :   and  at  th'  approach 
Of  morn  returning,  with  like  flealthy  pace 
J)raws  weftward  off;  till  through  the  lucid  round, 
In  diflant  view  th   illumin'd  flaes  are  feen. 

Beauteous  appearance  !  by  th'  Almighty's  hand 
Peci.;,ar  faihion'd. — Thine  thei'o  r.oble  works, 
Great,  univerfal  ruler !'  earth  and  heaven  _ 
Are  thine,  fpontaneous  offspring  of  thy  will, 
Seen  with  tranfcendent  ravifhmerxt  fublime, 
'I  hat  hfts  tlie  foul  to  thee !   a  holy  joy. 
By  reafon  prompted  and  by  reafon  fwcll'd 
Beyond  ail' height — for  thou  art  infinite! 
7"hy  virtual  energy  the  frame  of  things 
Pervading  ndlnatcs  :  as  at  firft  thy  hand 
D  iffus'd  through  endiefs  fpace  this  limpid  fky, 
Vail   ocean   without   llorm,     where   thefe   huge 

glches    ' 
Sail  undiilurb  d,  a  rounding  voyage  each; 
Obfcrvan'  .--11  of  one  ur^Lhanging  law. 
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Siihplicity  divine  I  by  tliis  fole  rule, 

The  Maker's  great  eflablifliment,  thefe  worlds 

Revolve  harmonious,  world  attracting  world 

With  mutual  love,  and  to  their  central  fun 

All  gravitating  :  now  with  quicken'd  pace 

Defcendins;  tow'rd  the  primal  orb,  and  now 

Receding  flo^',  excurfive  from  his  bounds. 

Thisfpring  of  motion,  this  hid  power  infus'd 

Through  univerfal  nature,  firft  was  known 

To  thee,  great  Newton  !  Britain's  jufleft  pride, 

The    boaft    of    human    race ;    whofe    towering 

thought, 
In  her  amazing  progrefs  unconP.n'd, 
From  truth  to  truth  afcending,  gain'd  the  height 
Offcience,  whither  mankind IVom  afar 
Gaze  up  aftonilli'd.     Now  beyond  that  height. 
By  death  from  frail  mortality  let  free, 
A  pure  intelligence,  he  wings  his  way 
Through  wondrousfcenes,  new-open'din  the  world 
.Invifible,  amid  the  general  quire 
Of  faints  and  angels,  rapt  with  joy  divine. 
Which  fills,  o'erflows,  and  ravillies  the  foul  ! 
His  mind's  clear  vifion  from  all  darknefs  purg'd, 
For  God  himl'elf  fliines  forth  immediate  there. 
Through  thofe  eternal  climes,  the  frame  of  things, 
la  its  ideal  harmony,  to  him 
Stands  all  reveal'd. — 

But  how  llial!  mortal  wing 
Attempt  this  blue  profundity  of  heaven. 
Unfathomable,  endlefs  of  extent  1 
Where  unknown  fans  to  unkndwn  fyllems  rife, 
Whofe  numbers  who  (hall  tell?  ftupenduoushoft  : 
In  flaming  millions  through  the  vacant  hung. 
Sun  beyond  fun,  and  world  to  world  unfeen, 
Meafurelefs  diftance,  unconceiv'd  by  thought  I 
Awful  their  order;  each  the  central  fire 
Of  his  furrounding  irars,  whofe  whirling  fpeed. 
Solemn  and  filent,  through  the  p^thlefs  void. 
Nor  change,  nor  error  knows.     But,  their  ways. 
By  realon,  bold  adventurer,  unexpior'd, 
Inflruded  can  declare  !   What  fearch  Ihall  find 
Their  times  and  feafons  I  their  appointed  laws, 
Peculiar  1  their  inhabitants  of  life. 
And  of  intelligence,  from  fcale  to  fcalc 
Harmonious  rifing  and  in  fix'd  degree  ; 
Numberlefs  orders,  each  refembling  each. 
Yet  all  diverfel-.-Tremendous  depth  and  height 
Of  wifdom  and  of  power,  that  this  great  whole 
Fram'd  inexprefiible,  and  ftill  preferves, 
An  infinite  of  wonders  !— Thou,  fupreme, 
Fint,  Independent  Caufe,  whofe  prefence  fills 
Nature's  vaft  circle,  and  whofe  pleafure  moves, 
Father  of  human  kind  1  the  Mule's  wing 
Suftaining  guide,  while  to  the  heights  of  heaven. 
Roaming  th'  interminable  vaftof  ipace. 
She  rifes,  tracing  thy  almighty  hand 
In  its  dread  operations.     Where  is  now 
The  feat  of  mankind,  earth?  where  her  great  fcenes 
Of  wars  and  triumphs  ?  empires  fam'd  of  old, 
AlTyrian,  Roman?  or  of  later  name, 
Peruvian,  Mexican,  in  that  new  world, 
Beyond  the  wide  Atlantic,  late  difclos'd  ? 
Where  is  their  place  ? — Let  proud  Ambition  paufe. 
And  ficken  at  the  vanity  th?t  prompts 
His  little  deeds— With  earth,  thofe  nearer  orbs, 
Surrounding  planets,  late  fo  glorious  fecn. 
And  each  a  world,  are  now  for  fi^ht  too  fmall  j 
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>*  re  almoft  loft,  to  thought.     The  fun  himfeij^ 

Ocean  of  flame,  but  twinkles  from  afar, 

A  glimmering  ftar  amid  the  train  of  night  ! 

\^'hile  in  thefe  deep  abyfles  of  the  Iky, 

Spaces  incomprehenfible,  new  funs, 

Crown'd  with  unborrow'd  beams,  iiluftriousfliincj 

Arcturus  here,  and  here  the  Pleiades, 

Amid  the  northern  holt :    r.or  with  lefs  ftate. 

At  lumlefs  diftance,  huge  Orion's  orbs, 

Each  in  his  fphere  refulgent,  and  the  noon 

Of  Syrius,  burning  through  the  fouth  of  heaven. 

Myriads  beyond,  with  blended  rays,  inflame 
The  milky  way,  whofe  ftream  of  vivid  light, 
Pour'd  from  innumerable  fountains  round. 
Flows  trembling,  wave  on  wave,  from  fun  to  fuir,, 
And  whitens  the  long  path  to  heaven's  extreme: 
Diftinguilh'd  tracfl  1   But  as  with  upward  flight, 
Soaring,  I  gain  th'  immenfurable  fteep, 
Con'iguous  ftars,  in  bright  profufion  fown 
Through  thele  wide  fields,  all  broaden  into  funs, 
Amazing,  fever'd  each  by  gulfs  of  air, 
In  circuit  ample  as  the  folar  heavens. 

From  this  dread  eminence,  where  endlefe  day» 
Day  without  cloud  abides,  alone  and  fiU'd 
With  holy  horror,  trembling  I  furvey 
Now  downward  through  the  univerfal  fphere 
Already  paft;  vow  up  to  the  heights  untry'd. 
And  of  th'  enlarging  profped;  find  no  bound! 
About  me  on  each  hand  new  wonders  rife 
In  long  fuccelfion  ;  here  pare  fcenes  of  light. 
Dazzling  the  view  ;  here  namelefs  worlds  afar. 
Yet  undifcover'd  :  there  a  dying  fun. 
Grown  dim  with  age,  whofe  orb  of  flame  extinfT, 
Incredible  to  tell  I  thick,  vapoury  mills. 
From  every  Ihore  exhaling,  mix  obfcure 
Innumerable  clouds,  difpreading  flow. 
And  deepening    fliade  on   Ihade ;    till  the  faint 

globe, 
Mourntul  of  afpe£t,  calls  in  all  his  beams. 
Millions  of  lives,  that  live  but  in  his  light. 
With  horror  fee,  from  diftant  fpheres  around. 
The  fource  of  day  expire,  and  all  his  worlds 
At  once  involv'd  in  everlafting  night ! 

Such  this  dread  revolution  :  heaven  itfelf, 
Svibjecft  to  change,  fo  feels  the  waft*-  of  years. 
So  this  cerulian  round,  the  work  divine 
Of  God's  own  hand,  fliall  fade  ;  and  empty  night 
Reign  folitary,  where  thefe  ftars  now  roll 
From  weft  to  ealt  their  periods  :  where  the  traif. 
Of  comets  wander  their  eccentric  ways, 
With  infinite  excurfion,  through  th'  immenfe 
Of  ether,  traverfing  from  Iky  to  fky 
Ten  thoufand  regions  in  their  winding  road, 
Whofe  length  to  trace  imagination  fails  ! 
Various  their  paths ;  without  refiftance  all 
Through  thefe  free  fpaces  borne  :  of  various  face  ; 
Enkindled  this  with  beams  of  angry  light. 
Shot  circling  from  its  orb  in  fanguine  Ihowers : 
That,  through  the  fliade  of  night,  projedling  huge. 
In  horrid  trail,  a  fpire  of  dufliy  flame, 
Embody'd  milts  and  vapours,  whofe  fir'd  mafs 
Keen  vibrates,  ftreaming  a  red  length  of  air. 
While  diftant  orbs  with  wonder  and  amaze, 
Mark,  its  approach,  and  night  by  night  alarm'd 
Its  dreaded  progrefs  watch,  as  of  a  foe 
Whofe  march  is  ever  fatal ;  in  whofe  train 
Famine,  and  war,  and  defolating  plague, 
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Each  on  His  palfe  horfe  rides  ;  the  minifters 
Of  angry  heaven,  to  fcourge  offending  worlds  '. 
But  lo  :  where  one,  from  fome  far  world  re- 
turn'd. 
Shines  out  with  fudden  glare  thfough  yonder  fky, 
Region  of  darkriefs,  where  a  fun's  loft  globe. 
Deep  overwheim'd  with  night,  extinguilh'd  lies. 
By  fome  hid  power  attracted  from  his  path. 
Fearful  commotion  '.  into  that  dulk  tradl. 
The  devious  comet,  fteep  defcending,  falls 
With  all  his  flames,  rekindling  into  life 
Th'  exhaufted  orb  :  and  fwift  a  flood  of  light 
Breaks  forth  diff'ufive    through   the    gloom,   and 

fpreads 
In  orient  ftreams  to  his  fair  train  afar 
Of  moving  fires,  from  night's  dominion  won. 
And  wondering  at  the  morn's  uiihop'd  return. 
In  (till  amazement  loft,  th'  awaken'd  mind 
Contemplates  this  great  view,  a  fun  reftor'd 
With  all  his  worlds  '.  while  thus  at  large  her  flight 
Ranges  thefe  untrac'd  fcenes,  progreiflve  borne 
Far  through  ethereal  ground,  the  bonndlefs  walk 
Of  fpirits,  daily  travellers  from  heaven  ; 
Who  pafs  the  myitic  gulf  to  journey  here. 
Searching  th'  Almighty  maker  in  his  works 
From  worlds  to  worlds,  and,  in  triumphant  quire 
Of  voice  and  harp,  extoUing  his  high  praife. 

Immortal   natures '.    cioth'd    with    brightnefs 
round, 
Empyreal,  from  the  fource  of  light  effiis'd, 
More  orient  than  the  noon-day's  ftainlefs  beam. 
Their  will  unerrihg;  their  aftedions  pure, 
And  glowing  fervent  warmth  of  love  divine, 
Whofe  obje«£l  God  alone :  for  all  things  elfe. 
Created  beauty,  and  created  good, 
lUufive  all,  can  charm  the  foul  no  more. 
Sublime  their  intelledt,  and  without  fpot, 
Enlarg'd  to  draw  truth's  endlefs  profpetl  in, 
Ineffable,  eternity  and  time  ; 
The  train  of  beings,  all  by  gradual  fcale 
Defcending,  fumlefs orders  and  degrees; 
Th'  unfounded  depth,  which  mortals  dare  not  try. 


Of  God's  perfeflioiis;   how  thefe  heavens  firft 

fprung 
From  unprolific  night ;  how  mov'd  and  rul'd 
In  number,  weight  and  meafure  ;  what  hid  laws 
Inexplicable,  guide  the  moral  world. 

Aflive  as  flame,  with  prompt  obedience  all 
The  will  of  heaven  fulfil :  fome  his  fierce  wrath 
Bear  through  the  nations,  peftilence,  and  war  : 
His  copious  goodnefs  fome,  life,  light,  and  blifs. 
To  thoufands.  Some  the  fate  of  empires  rule, 
CommiHion'd,  Iheltering  with  their  gujirdian  wings 
The  pious  monarch,  and  the  legal  throne. 

Nor  is  the  lovereign  nor  th'  illuftrious  great, 
Alone  their  care.     To  every  leffening  rank 
Of  worth  propitious,  thefe  bleft  minds  embrace 
With  iiniverf.tl  love,  the  juft  and  good. 
Wherever  found  ;  unpriz'd,  perhaps  unknown, 
Depreft  by  fortune,  and  with  hate  purfued, 
Or  infult  from  the  proud  oppreflbr's  brow. 
Yet  dear  to  heaven,  and  meriting  the  watch. 
Of  angels  o'er  his  unambitious  walk. 
At  morn  or  eve,  when  nature's  faireft  face, 
Calmly  magnificent,  infpires  the  foul 
With  virtuous  raptures,  prompting  to  forfake 
The  fin-born  vanities,  and  low  purfuits, 
That  bufy  human  kind  ;  to  view  their  ways 
With  pity;  to  repay,  for  numerous  wrongs, 
Meeknefs  and  charity.     Or,  rais'd  aloft, 
Fir'd  with  ethereal  ardour,  to  llirvey 
The  circuit  of  creation,  all  thefe  funs 
With  all  their  worlds  :   and  ttill  from  height  t3 

height. 
By  things  created  rifing,  laft  afcend 
To  that  fiift  caufe,  who  made,  who  governs  all, 
Fountain  of  being,  felf-cxiftent  power. 
All-wife,  all-good,  who  from  eternal  age 
Endures,  and  fills  th'  immenfity  of  fpace  ; 
That  infinite  diffufion,  where  the  mind 
Conceives  no  limits  ;  undiftinguifh'd  void, 
Invariable,  where  no  land-marks  are. 
No  paths  to  guide  imagination's  flight. 


AMYNTOR   AND    THEODORA 


OR, 


THE   HERMIT. 

ADDRESSED  TO  THE  EARL  OF  CHESTERHELD. 


PREFACE. 


The  following  poem  was  originally  intended  for 
the  ftage,  and  planned  out,  feveral  years  ago,  m- 
to  a  regular  tragedy.  But  the  author  found  it 
neceffary  to  change  his  firft  defign,  and  to  give 
his  work  the  form  it  now  appears  in  ;  for  reafons 
with  which  it  might  be  impertinent  to  trouble 
rhc'  public:  though,  to  a  man  who  thinks  and 
3 


feels  in  a  certain  manner,  thoTe  reafons  were  in» 
viucibly  ftrong. 

As  the  fcene  of  the  piece  is  laid  in  the  moft  re- 
mote and  unfrequented  of  all  the  Hebrides,  or 
weftern  ifles  that  funou.-J  one  part  of  Great  Bri-^ 
tain  ;  it  may  not  be  improper  to  inform  the  read- 
er, that  he  will  find  a  particular  account  of  k,  iti 
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a  little  treatife  publlfhed  near  half  a  century  ago, 
under  the  title  of  a  voyage  to  St.  Kilda.  The 
author,  who  had  himfelt  been  upon  the  fpot,  de- 
fcribes  at  length  the  Gtuation,  extent,  and  pro- 
duce of  that  folitary  iflaiid ;  Iketches  out  the  na- 
tural hiftory  of  the  birds  of  feafon  that  tranfrni- 
grate  thither  annually,  and  relates  the  fingular 
cuftums  that  ftiil  prevailed  among  the  inhabitants: 
3  race  of  people  then  the  moft  uncorrupte<l  in 
their  manners,  and  therefore  the  leaft  unhappy  in 
their  lives,  of  any,  perhaps,  on  the  face  of  the 
whole  earth.  To  whom  might  have  been  applied 
what  an  ancient  hiftorian  fays  of  certain  barba- 
rous nations,  wlien  he  compares  them  with  tkeir 
more  civilized  neighbours:  "  plus  valuit  apud 
'*  hos  ignorantia  vitiorura,  quam  apud  Grascos 
"  omnia  philofophorura  praicepta." 

They  live  together,  as  in  the  greateft  fimplicity 
of  heart,  fo  in  the  molt  inviolable  harmony  and 
union  of  fentiments.  They  have  neither  filver 
tior  gold ;  but  barter  among  themfelves  for  the 
few  necellaries  they  may  reciprocally  want.  To 
ftrangers  they  are  extremely  hofpitable,  and  no 
lefs  charitable  to  their  own  poor  ;  for  whofe  re- 
lief each  family  in  the  ifland  contiibiUes  its  fliare 
monthly,  and  at  every  feftlval  fends  them  befides 
a  portion  of  mutton  or  beef  Both  feses  have  a 
genius  to  poetry  ;  and  compofe  not  only  fongs, 
but  pieces  of  a  more  elevated  turn,  in  their  own 
Ian  (ua^-e,  which  is  very  emphatical.  One  of 
thofe  iilanders,  having  been  prevailed  with  to  vi- 
fit  the  greateft  trading  town  in  North-Britain, 
was  infinitely  aftonilhed  at  the  length  of  the  voy- 
age, and  at  the  mighty  kingdoms,  for  fuch  he 
reckoned  the  larger  ifles,  by  which  they  failed. 
He  would  not  venture  himfelf  into  the  ftreets  of 
that  city  without  being  led  by  the  hand.  At  fight 
of  tlie  great  church,  he  owned  that  it  was  indeed 
a  lofty  rock  ;  but  infifted,  that  in  his  native  coun- 
try of  St.  Kilda,  there  were  others  ftill  higher. 
However,  the  caverns  formed  in  it,  fo  he  named 
the  pillars  and  arches  on  which  it  is  raifed,  were 
hollowed,  he  faid,  more  commodiouily  than  any 
he  had  ever  feen  there.  At  the  (hake  occafioned 
in  ti'ie  rteeple,  and  the  horrible  din  that  fuunded 
in  his  ears  upon  tolling  out  the  great  bells,  he  ap- 
peared under  the  utm.oft  confternation,  believing 
the  frame  of  nature  was  falling  to  pieces  about 
him.  He  thought  the  peri'ons  who  wore  mafks, 
not  di'linguifliing  whether  they  were  men  or  wo- 
men, had  been  guilty  of  fome  ill  thing,  for  which 
they  did  not  dare  to  fliow  their  faces.  The  beau- 
ty and  ftatelinefs  of  the  trees  which  he  faw  then 
for  the  firil  time,  as  in  his  own  ifland  there  crrows 
not  a  Ihrub,  equally  furprifed  and  delighted  him  : 
but  he  ohi'erved,  with  a  kind  of  terror,  that  as 
he  pafied  among  their  branches,  they  pulled  him 
back  again.  He  had  been  perfuaded  to  drink  a 
pretty  large  dofe  of  ftrong  waters  ;  and  upon  find- 
ing himfelf  drowfy  after  it,  and  ready  to  fall  into 
a  ilamber,  which  he  fancied  was  to  be  his  laft. 


he  exprcfled  to  his  companions  the  g*"eat  fatisfac- 
tion  he  felt  in  fo  eafy  a  paflage  out  of  this  world  : 
for,  laid  he,  it  is  attended  with  no  kind  of  pain. 

Among  fuch  fort  of  men  it  was  that  Aurelius 
fought  refuge  from  the  violence  and  cruelty  of  his 
enemies. 

The  time  appears  to  have  been  towards  the  lat- 
ter part  of  the  reign  of  King  Charles  the  fecond  s 
when  thofe  who  governed  Scotland  under  him, 
with  no  lefs  cruelty  than  impolicy,  made  the  peo- 
ple of  that  country  defperatc ;  and  then  plunder- 
ed, impnfoned,  or  butchered  them,  for  the  natu- 
ral effedls  of  fuch  defpair.  The  belt  and  worthiell 
men  were  eft  the  ohjeCls  of  their  moft  unrelent- 
ing fury.  Under  the  title  of  fanatics,  or  leditious, 
they  affedted  to  herd,  and  of  courie  perfecuted, 
whoever  wiflied  well  to  his  country,  or  ventured 
to  ftand  up  in  defence  of  the  laws  and  a  legal  go- 
vernment. I  have  now  in  my  hands  the  copy  of 
a  warrant,  figned  by  King  Charles  himfelf,  for 
military  execution  upon  them  without  procefs  or 
convi<flion  t  and  I  know  that  the  original  is  ftiU 
kept  m  the  fecretary's  office  for  that  part  of  the 
united  kingdom.  Thus  much  I  thought  it  necef- 
lary  to  fay,  that  the  reader  may  not  be  mifled  to 
lOok  upon  the  relation  given  by  Aurelius  in  the 
fecond  canto,  as  drawn  from  the  wantonnefs  of 
imagination,  when  it  hardly  arifes  to.ftridl  hiito- 
rical  truth. 

What  reception  this  poem  may  meet  xvith,  the 
author  cannot  forefee  :  and,  in  his  humble,  but 
happy  retirement,  he  needs  not  be  over  anxious 
to  know.  He  has  endeavoured  to  make  it  one  re- 
gular and  confident  whole  ;  to  be  true  to  nature 
in  his  thoughts,  and  to  the  genius  of  the  language 
in  his  manner  of  exprefiing  them.  If  he  has  fuc- 
Qeeded  in  thefe  points,  but  above  all  in  efTedtual- 
ly  touching  the  pafiions,  which,  as  it  is  the  ge- 
nuine province,  fo  it  is  the  great  triumph,  of  po- 
etry ;  the  candour  of  his  more  difcerning  readers 
will  readily  overlook  miftakes  or  failures  in  things 
of  lefs  importance. 

,  TO  MRS.  MALLET. 

Thou  faithful  partner  of  a  heart  thy  own, 
Whofe  pain,  orpieafure,  fpringsfrum  thine  alone  ; 
Thou,  true  as  honour,  as  compalljon  kind, 
That,  in  I'weet  union,  harmonife  thy  mmd  : 
Here,  while  tliy  eyes,  for  fad  Amyntor's  woe. 
And  Theodora's  wreck,  with  tears  o'crflow, 
O  may  thy  friend's  warm  wifli  to  heaven  preferr'd 
For  thee,  for  him,  by  gracious  heaven  be  heard  I 
So  her  fair  hour  of  fortune  fliall  be  thine, 
Unmix'd  ;  and  all  Amyntor's  fondnels  mine. 
So,  through  long  vernal  life,  with  blended  ray, 
Shall  love  light  up,  and  fricndlhip  dole  our  day  : 
Till,  fummon'd  late  this  lower  heaven  to  leave. 
One  figh  fliall  end  iii,  and  one  earth  receive. 
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CANTO  I. 

Far  in  the  watery  wafte,  where  his  broad  wave 

From  world  to  world  the  vaft  Atlantic  rolls, 

On  from  the  piny  (hores  of  Labrador 

To  frozen  Tliuie  eaft,  her  any  height 

Aloft  to  heaven  remoteft  Kilda  lifts  ; 

Laft  of  the  fea-girt  Hebrides,  that  guard, 

In  filial  train,  Britannia's  parent-coaft. 

Thrice  happy  land  !  though  freezing  on  the  verge 

Of  arcflic  fkies ;  yet,  blamelefs  Hill  of  arts 

That  poliQi  to  deprave,  each  fofter  clime, 

With  fimple  nature,  iunple  virtue  bleft  ! 

Beyond  Ambition's  walk:   where  never  War 

Uprear'd  hisfanguine  ftandard  ;  nor  undieath'd, 

For  wealth  or  power,  the  defolating  fword. 

Where  luxury,  foft  fyren,  who  around 

To  thoufand  nations  deals  her  nedlar'd  cup 

Of  pleafing  bane,  that  foothes  at  once  and  kills, 

Is  yet  a  name  unknown.     But  calm  content 

That  lives  to  reaibn  ;  ancient  faith  that  binds 

The  plain  community  of  gullelefs  hearts 

In  love  and  union  ;  innocence  of  ill 

Their  guardian  genius :  thefe,  the  powders  that  rule 

This  Httle  world,  to  all  its  fons  fecure 

Man's  happieft  life  ;  th»  foul  ferene  and  found 

From  paffion's  rage,  the  body  from  difeafe. 

Red  on  each  cheek  behold  the  rofe  of  health  ; 

Firm  in  each  linew  vigour's  pliant  fpring. 

By  temperance  brac'd  to  peril  and  to  pain, 

Amid  the  floods  they  ftera,  or  on  the  fteep 

Of  upright  rocks  their  draining  fteps  furmount. 

For  food  or  paftime.     Thefe  light  up  their  morn, 

Andclofe  their  eve  in  (lumbers  fweetly  deep, 

Beneath  the  north,  within  the  circling  fvvell 

Of  ocean's  raging  found.     But  laft  and  beft. 

What  avarice,  what  ambition  lliall  not  know. 

True  liberty*is  theirs,  the  heaven-fert  gueft. 

Who  in  the  cave,  or  on  th'  uncultur'd  wild, 

With  independence  dwells  ;   and  peace  of  mind, 

In  youth,  in  age,  their  fun  that  never  iets. 

Daughter  of  heaven  and  nature,  deign  thy  aid. 
Spontaneous  mufe  !     O  whether  from  the  depth 
Of  evening  foreft,  brown  with  broadeft  fliade  ; 
Or  from  the  brow  fubllme  of  vernal  Alp 
As  morning  dawns;  or  from  the  vaie  at  noon. 
By  fome  fott  ftre^ra  that  Aides  wiili  hquid  foot; 
Through  bowery  grove%  whe;e  impiration  (its 
And  lillens  to  thy  lore,  aufpicious  come  ! 
O'er  thefe  wild  waves,  o'er  this  unhnrbour'd  (bore. 
Thy  wing  high-hovering  ipread  ;  and  to  the  gale, 
The  boreal  Ipirit  breathing  liberal  round 
From  echoing  hill  to  hill,  the  lyre  attune 
With  anfwenng  cadence  free,  as  belt  befeems 
The  tragic  theme  my  plaintive  verfe  unfolds. 

Heie,  good  Aurelius--  and  a  fcene  more  wild 
The  world  around,  or  deeper  foiitude, 
AffliAion  could  not  find-— Aurelius  here. 
By  fate  unequal  and  the  crime  of  war 
Expell'd  his  native  home,  the  facred  vale 
That  faw  him  ideft,  now  v^-retched  and  unknown, 
Wore  out  the  (low  remains  of  letting  life 
In  bitternefs  of  th'jught :  and  with  the  furge, 
And  with  the  founding  (>orm,  his  murmur'd  moan, 
Would  often  mix— Oft  as  remembrance  fad 
Th'  unhappy  paft  recall'd;  a  faithful  wife, 


Whom  love  fird  chofe,  whom  reafon  long  endear'd, 
His  foul's  companion  and  his  fofter  iriend  ; 
With  one  fair  daughter,  in  her  rofy  prime. 
Her  dawn  of  opening  charms,  defencelefs  left 
Within  a  tyrant's  grafp  1  his  foe  profefs'd, 
By  civil  raadnefs,  by  intemperate  zeal     *-. 
For  dift'ering  rites,  embitte'-'d  into  hate. 
And  cruelty  remoifelefs  I— Thus  he  liv'd  : 
L*  this  was  life,  to  load  the  blaft  with  lighs;^ 
Hung  o'er  its  edge,  to  fwell  the  flood  with  tears  I 
At  liiidnight  hour  ;  for  midnight  frequent  heard 
The  lonely  mourner,  defolate  of  heart. 
Pour  all  the  hulband,  all  the  father  forth 
In  unavailing  angui(h;  fliretch'd  along 
The  naked  beach  ;  or  fliivering  on  the  clift. 
Smote  with  the  wintery  pole  in  bitter  (torm, 
Hail,  fnow,  and  (hower,  dark-drifting  round  his 
head.  [friend. 

Such  were  his  hours;  till  time,  the   wretch's 
Life's  great  phylician,  (kiil'd  alone  to  ciofe, 
Wiiere  forrow  long  has  wak'd,  the  weeping  eye. 
And  from  the  brain,  wit'u  baleful  vapours  black. 
Each  fullen  fpedlre  chafe,  his  balm  at  length, 
Lenient  of  pain,  through  every  fever'd  pulie 
With  gentled  hand  infus'd.     A  penfive  calm 
Arofe,  but  unalTur'd  :   as,  after  winds 
Of  ruffling  wing,  the  fea  fubfiding  (low 
Still  trembles  from  the  ftorm.     Now  Reafon  firft. 
Her  throne  refuming,  bid  Devotion  raife 
To  heaven  his  eye  ;  and  through  the  turbid  mifl:. 
By  fenfe  dark-drawn  between,  adoring  own. 
Sole  arbiter  of  fate,  one  caufe  fupreme, 
All-jnft,  all-wife,  who  bids  what  (till  is  be(t, 
In  cloud  or  funfhine  ;  whofe  fevereft  hand 
Wounds  but  to  heal,  and  chaltens  to  amend. 

Thus,  in  his  bofom,  every  weak  txcefs, 
The  rage  of  grief,  the  ttUuefs  of  revenge. 
To  healthful  meafure  temper'd  and  reduc'd 
By  Virtue's  hand  ;  and  in  her  brightening  beam 
Each  error  clear'd  away,  as  fen-born  fogs 
Befu-  e  th'  afcending  fun  ;  through  faith  he  lives 
Beyond  Time's  bounded  continent,  the  walks 
Of  Sin  and  Death.     Anticipating  heaven 
In  pious  hope,  he  feems  already  there, 
Safe  on  her  facred  fliorc ;  and  fees  beyond, 
In  radiant  view,  the  world  of  light  and  love. 
Where  Peace  delights  to  dwell ;  where  one  fair 

morn 
Still  orient  fmiles,  and  onedifFulive  fpring. 
That  fears  no  ftorm  and  fliall  no  winter  know, 
Th'  immortal  year  empurples.     If  a  ligh 
Yet  murmurs  from  his  breait ;  'tis  for  the  pangs 
Thoie  deareft  names,  a  wife,  a  child  muft  feel. 
Still  fuffering  in  his  fate  :  'tis  for  a  foe, 
vVho,  deaf  himfeif  to  mercy,  may  of  heaven 
That  mercy,  when  moft  wanted,  a(k  in  vain. 

The  fun-,  how  Itation'd  with  the  lucid  Twins, 
O'er  every  fouthern  clime  had  pour'd  piofufe 
Tht  rofy  year;   and  in  each  pleafiiig  hue. 
That  greens  the  leaf,  or  through  the  blo^lbm  glows 
With  florid  light,  hisfaireft  month  array'd  : 
While  Zephyre,  while  the  filver-footed  dews. 
Her  foft  attend'ants,  wide  o'er  field  and  grove 
Freih  fpirit  breathe,  and  (bed  perfuming  balm. 
Nor  here,  in  this  chill  region,  on  the  brow 
Of  winter's  wafte  dominion,  isunfelt 
The  ray  e;her3al,  or  unhail'd  the  rife 
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Of  her  mild  reign.     From  warbling  vale  and  hill, 
With  wild-thyme  flowering,  betony,  and  balm. 
Blue  lavender  *  and  carmel'sfpicy  root. 
Song,  fragrance,  health,  ambroiiate  every  breeze. 

But,  high  above,  the  feafon  full  exerts 
Its  vernal  force  in  yonder  peopled  rocks. 
To  whofe  wild  folitude,  from  worlds  unknown, 
The  birds  of  palTage  tranfraigrating  come, 
Unnumber'd  colonies  of  foreign  wing, 
At  Nature's  fummons  their  aereaJ  ilate 
Annual  to  found  ;   and  in  bold  voyage  fteer. 
O'er  this  wide  ocean,  through  yon  pathlefs  fKv, 
One  certain  flight  to  one  appointed  fliore  : 
By  heaven's  diredlive  fpirit,here  to  raife 
Their  temporary  realm  ;  and  form  fecure, 
"Where  food  awaits  them  copious  from  the  wave. 
And  ftielter  from  the  rock,  their  nuptial  leagues : 
Each  tribe  apart,  and  all  on  talks  of  love. 
To  hatch  the  pregnant  egg,  to  rear  and  guard 
Their  helplefs  infants,  pioully  intent. 

Led  by  the  day  abroad,  witli  lonely  ftep, 
And  ruminating  fweet  and  bitter  thought, 
Aurelms,  from  the  weftern  bay,  his  eye 
Now  rais'd  to  this  amuGve  fcene  in  air. 
With  wonder  matk'd  j  now  cart  with  level  ray 
Wide  o'er  the  moving  wildernefs  of  waves, 
From  pole  to  pole  through  boundlefs  fpace  diffus'd, 
IMagnificently  dreadful  '.  where,  at  large, 
Leviathan,  with  each  inferior  name 
Of  fea-born  kinds,  ten  thoufand  thoufand  tribes, 
Finds  endlefs  range  for  pafture  and  forfport, 
Amaz'd  he  gazes,  and  adoring  owns 
The  hand  Almighty,  wlu)  its  channell'd  bed 
Immeafurable  funk,  and  pour'd  abroad, 
Fenc'd  with  eternal  mounds,  the  fluid  fphere  ; 
With  t   ery  wir.d  to  waft  large  commerce  on, 
Join  pole  to  pole,  confociate  fever'd  worlds, 
And  link  in  bonds  of  intercourfe  and  love 
Earth's  univerfal  family.     Now  rofe 
Sweet  evening's  folemn  hour.     The  fun  declin'd 
Hung  golden  o'er  this  nether  firmament : 
WhoCe  broad  cerulean  mirror,  calmly  bright, 
Gave  back  his  beamy  vifage  to  the  Iky 
With  fplendour  undiminifli'd  ;  and  each  cloud. 
White,  azure,  purple,  glowing  round  his  throne 
In  fair  aerial  landfcape.     Here,  alone 
On  earth's  remoteft  verge,  Aurelius  breata'd 
The  healthful  gale,  and  felt  the  fmiling  fcene 
With  awe-mix'd  pleafure,  mufing  as  he  hung 
In  filence  o'er  the  billows  hufti'd  beneath. 
Wheu  lo  !  a  found,  amid  the  wave-worn  rocks, 
Deaf-murmuring  rofe,  and  plaintive  roU'd  along 
From  cliff  to  cavern  :  as  the  breath  of  winds, 
At  twilight  hour,  remote  and  hollow  heard 
Through  wintery  pines, high-waving  o'er  the  Iteep 
Of  Iky-crown'd  Apenme.     The  fea-pye  ceas'd 
At  once  to  warble.     Screaming  from  his  ne(t 
The  fulmar  foar'd,  and  fliot  a  weftward  flight 
From  fliore  to  fea.     On  came,  before  her  hour, 
Iijvading  night,  and  hung  the  troubled  Iky 
With  fearful  blacknefs  round  \.     Sad  ocean's  face 


*  The  root  of  this  plant,  otherivife  named 
"  arg^utilis  fylvaticus"  is  aroTnatic  ;  and  by  the 
natii:es  reckoned  cordial  to  the  Jlomach.  See 
Martin  s  Wejlern  IJles  of  Scotland,  p.  iSo. 

I  See  Martinis  "voyage  to  St.  Kilda,p.  ^8. 


A  curling  undulation  fliivery  f-.vept 
From  wave  to  wave :   and  now  impetuous  rofe. 
Thick  cloud  and  ftorm  and  ruin  on  his  winu. 
The  raging  fouth,  and  headlong  o'er  the  deep 
Fell  horrible,  with  broad-defcending  blaft. 
Aloft,  and  fafe  beneath  a  flieltering  cliff. 
Whole  mofs-grown  fumrait  on  the  diftant  flood 
Projecled  frowns,  Aurelius  flood  appall'd  : 
Hisftunn'd  earfmote  with  all  the  thundering  main  I 
His  eye  with  mountains  furging  to  the  Itars ; 
Commotion  infinite.     Where  yon  laft  wave 
Blends  with  the  fky  its  foam,  a  Ihip  in  view 
Shoots  fudden  forth,  fteep- falling  from  the  clouds: 
Yet  diftant  teen  and  dim,  till  onward  borne 
Before  the  blafl:,  each  growing  fail  expands. 
Each  mail  afpires,  and  all  th'  advancing  frame 
Bounds  on  his  eye  diftindl.     With  fliarpen'd  ken 
Its  courfe  he  watches,  and  in  awful  thought 
I'hat  power  invo'iies,  whofe  voice  the  wild  winds 

hear, 
Whofe  nod  the  furge  reveres,  to  look  from  heaven. 
And  fave,  who  elfe  muit  perilli,  wretched  men, 
In  this  dark  hour,  amid  the  dread  abyfs. 
With  fears  amaz'd,  by  horrors  compafs'd  round. 
But  O,  ill-omen'd,  death-devoted  heads  I 
For  death  beltrides  the  billow,  nor  your  own. 
Nor  others'  offer'd  vows  can  Itay  the  flight 
Of  in'itant  fate.     And,  lo  I  his  fecret  feat. 
Where  never  fun-beam  glimmer'd,  deep  amidft 
A  cavern's  jaws  voraginous  and  vaft. 
The  fl:ormy  genius  of  the  deep  forfakes  : 
And  o'er  the  waves,  that  roar  beneath  his  frowo^ 
Afcending  baleful,  bids  the  tempeft  fpread. 
Turbid  aixl  terrible  with  hail  and  rain, 
Its  blackefl:  pinion,  pour  its  loudening  blafts 
In  whirlwind  forth,  and  from  their  loweft  depth 
Upturn  the  world  of  waters.     Round  and  round 
The  tortur'd  fhip,  at  his  imperitruscall. 
Is  wheel'd  in  dixzy  whirl :  her  guiding  helm 
Breaks  fliort;    her  mafts  in  crafhing  ruin  fall; 
And  each  rent  lail  flies  loofe  indiltant  air. 
Nov.',  fearful  moment !  o'er  the  foundering  hull. 
Half  ocean  heav'd,  in  one  broad  billowy  curve. 
Steep  from  the  cloudswith  horrid  fliade  impends-— 
Ah  I  fave  them,  heaven  !  it  burfts  in  deluge  dow» 
With  boundlefs  undulation.    Shore  and  fky 
Rebellow  to  the  roar.     At  once  engulf'd, 
Veflel  and  crew  beneath  its  torrent  fweep 
Are  funk,  to  nfe  no  more.     Aurelius  wept: 
The  tear  unbidden  dew'd  his  hoary  cheek. 
He  turn'd  his  itep  ;  he  fled  the  fatal  fcene, 
And  brooding,  in  fad  filence,  o'er  the  fight 
To  him  alone  difclos'd,  his  wounded  heart 
Pour'd  out  to  heaven  in  fighs  :  Thy  will  be  done, 
Not  mine,  fupreme  difpofer  of  events  '. 
But  death  demands  a  tear,  and  man  muft  feel 
For  human  woes  :  the  reft  fubmiflion  checks. 

Not  diftant  far,  where  this  receding  bay  * 
Looks  northward  on  the  pule,  a  rocky  arci\ 
E.xpands  its  felf-pois'd  concave  ;  as  the  gate. 
Ample,  and  broad,  and  pillar'd  mafly-proof. 
Of  fome  unfolding  temple.     On  its  height 
Is  heard  the  tread  of  daily-climbing  flocks,    [fooil 
That,  o'er  the  green   roof  fpread,  their  fragrant 
Ui>tended  crop.     As  through  this  cavern'd  path, 


•  See  Martin's  voyage  to  St.  Kilda,  p.  20. 
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Involv'J  in  penfive  thought  Aurellus  paft, 
Struck  with  fad  echoes  from  the  founding  vault 
Remurmur'd  flirill,  he  ftopt,  he  rais'd  his  head  ; 
And  faw  th'  affenibled  natives  in  a  ring, 
With  wonder  and  with  pity  bending  o'er 
A  fhipwreck'd  man.     All  motionlefs  on  earth 
He  lay.     The  living  lultre  from  his  eye. 
The  vermal  hue  extinguiflid  from  his  cheek  : 
And  in  their  place,  on  each  chill  feature  fpread, 
The  (hadowy  cloud  and  ghaftlinefs  of  death 
With  pale  fuffufion  fat.     So  looks  the  moon, 
So  faintly  wan,  through  hovering  mifts  at  eve, 
Grey  autumn's  train.     Faft  from  his  hairs  diftill'd 
The  briny  wave  :  and  dole  within  his  grafp 
Was  clench'd  a  broken  oar,  as  one  who  long 
Had  ftemm'd  the  flood  with  agonising  brealt, 
And  ftruggled  ftrong  for  life.     Of  youthful  prime 
He  feem'd,  and  built  by  nature's  nobleft  hand  ; 
Where  bold  proportion,  and  where  foftening  grace, 
Mix'd  in  each  limb,  and  harmonis'd  his  frame. 

Aurelius,  from  the  breathlefs  clay,  his  eye 
To  heaven  imploring  rais'd  :  then,  for  he  knew 
That  life,  within  her  central  cell  retir'd. 
May  lurk  unfeen,  diminirti'd  but  not  quench'd. 
He  bid  tranfport  it  fpeedy  through  the  vale, 
To  his  poor  cell  that  lonely  flood  and  low, 
S?.fe  from  the  north  beneath  a  floping  hill; 
An  antique  frame,  orbicular,  and  rais'd 
On  columns  rude  ;  its  roof  with  reverend  mofs 
Light-fhaded  o'er  ;  its  front  in  ivy  hid. 
That  mantling  crept  aloft.     V/ith  pious  hand 
They  turn'd,  they  chaf'd  his  frozen  limbs,  and 
The  vapoury  air  with  aromatic  fmells  :       [fum'd 
Then,  drops  of  fovereign  efficacy,  drawn 
From  mountain  plants,  within  his  h'ps  infus'd. 
Slow,  from  the  mortal  trance,  as  men  from  dreams 
Of  direful  rifion,  fhuddering  he  awakes  : 
While  life,  to  fcarce-felt  motion,  faintly  lifts 
His  fluttering  pulfe,  and  gradual  o'er  his  cheek 
The  rofy  current  wins  its  refluent  way. 
ivecovering  to  new  pain,  his  eyes  he  turn'd 
Severe  on  heaven,  on  the  furrounding  hills 
With  twilight  dim,  and  on  the  crowd  unknown 
DifTolv'd  in  tears  around  :  then  cios'd  a8;ain. 
As  loathing  light  and  life.     At  length  in  founds 
Broken  and  eager,  from  !-is  heaving  breafl 
Diftracflion  fpoke — down,  down,  with  every  fail. 
Mercy,  fweet  heaven  '. — Ha  !  now  while  ocean 

fweeps 
In  tempeft  o'er  our  heads — My  foul's  laft  hope  1 
We  will  not  part — help,  help  !  yon  wave,  behold  I 
That  fvvells  betwixt,  has  borne  her  from  my  fight. 
O,  for  a  fun  to  light  this  black  abyfs '. 
Gone — lolt — for  ever  loft  !  He  ceas'd.     Amaze 
And  trembling  on  the  pale  afliftants  fell : 
Whom  now,  with  greeting  and  the  words  of  peace, 
Aurelius  bid  depart.     A  paufe  enfued, 
Mute,  mouinful,  folemn.     On  the  ftranger's  face 
Obfervant,  anxious,  hung  his  fix'd  regard  : 
Watchful  his  ear,  each  murmur,  every  breath, 
Attentive  feiz'd;  now  eager  to  begin 
Confoling  fpeech  ;  now  doubtful  to  invade 
The  facred  filence  due  to  grief  fupreme. 
Then  thus  at  laft  :   O  from  devouring  leas, 
By  miracle  efcap'd  1  if,  with  thy  life, 
Thy  fenfe  return'd,  can  yet  difcern  the  hand 
Ali-wondevful,  thattbro.igh  voniaging  lea, 


Yon  whirling  weft  of  tempeft,  led  thee  fafe  ; 
That  hand  divine  with  grateful  awe  confefs. 
With  proftrate  thanks  adore.     When  thou,  alas ! 
Walt  number'd  with  the  dead,  and  cios'd  withir: 
Th'  unfathom'd  gull;    when  human  hope   was 

fled, 
And  human  help  in  vain — th'  Almighty  voice. 
Then  bade  deftrudlion  fpare,  and  bade  the  deep 
Yield  up  its  prey  :  that,  by  his  mercy  fav'd, 
That  mercy,  thy  fair  life's  remaining  race, 
A  monument  of  wonder  as  of  love, 
May  juftify  ;  to  all  the  fons  of  men. 
Thy  brethren,  ever  piefent  in  their  need. 
Such  praife  delights  him  moft — 

He  hears  me  not. 
Some  fecret  anguidi,  fome  tranfcendent  woe, 
Sits  heavy  on  his  heart,  and  from  his  eyes, 
Throaigb  the  cios'd  lids,  now  rolls  in  better  ftrfeam,' 

Yet,  fpeak  thy  foul,  afiliefled  as  thou  art ! 
For  know,  by  mournful  privilege  'tis  mine, 
Myfelfmoft  wretched  and  in  forrow's  ways 
Severely  train'd,  to  lliare  irf  every  pang 
The  wretched  feel ;  to  footh  the  fad  of  heart ; 
To  number  tear  for  tear,  and  groan  for  groan' 
With  every  fon  and  daughter  of  diftrefs. 
Speak  then,  and  give  thy  labouring  bofom  vent : 
My  pity  is,  my  friendflrip  Ihall  be  thine ; 
To  calm  thy  pain,  and  guide  thy  virtue  back, 
Through  reafon's  paths,  to  happinefs  and  heaven. 

The  hermit  thus  :  and,  after  fome  lad  paufe 
Of  mufmg  wonder,  thus  the  man  unknown. 

What  have  I  heard  ?— On  this  untravell'd  fliore, 
Nature's  laft  limit,  hemm'd  with  oceans  roimd 
Howling  and  harbourlefs,  beyond  all  faith 
A  comforter  to  find  '.  %vhofe  language  wears 
The  garb  of  civil  life  ;  a  friend,  whofe  breaft 
The  gracious  meltings  of  fweet  pity  move  ! 
Amazement  all !  my  grief  to  filence  charm'd 
Is  lolt  in  wonder — but,  thou  good  unknown. 
If  woes,  for  ever  wedded  to  defpair. 
That  wifh  no  cure,  are  thine,  behold  in  me 
A  meet  companion  ;  one  whom  earth  and  heaven 
Combine  to  curfe  ;  whom  never  future  morn 
Shall  light  to  joy,  nor  evening  with  repofe 
Defcending  fhade— O,  fon  of  this  wild  world'. 
From  focial  converfe  though  for  ever  barr'd. 
Though  chill'd  with  endlefs  winter  from  the  pole, 
Yet  warm'd  by  goodnefs,  form'd  to  tender  fenfe 
Of  human  woes,  beyond  what  milder  chraes. 
By  fairer  funs  attemper'd,  courtly  boaft  ; 
O  fay,  did  e'er  thy  bread:,  in  youthful  life, 
Touch'd  by  a  beam  from  beauty  all-divine  ' 
Did  e'er  thy  bofom  her  fweet  influence  own. 
In  plcafing  tumult  pour'd  through  every  vein. 
And  panting  at  the  heart,  whenfirft  our  eye 
Receives  impreffion  !  Then,  as  pafiion  grew, 
Did  heaven  confenting  to  thy  wifli  indulge 
That  blifs  no  wealth  can  bribe,  no  power  beftow 
That  blifs  of  angels,  love  by  love  repaid  ?  ' 

Heart  ftrearaing  full  to  heart  and  mutual  flow 
Of  faith  and  frieiidfliip,  tendernefs  and  truth— 
If  thefe  thy  fate  dillinguifli'd,  thou  wilt  then, 
My  joys  conceiving,  image  my  defpair, 
How  total  I  how  extreme  I  For  this,  all  this. 
Late  my  fair  fortune,  wreck'd  on  yonder  flood 
Lies  loft  and  bury'd  there — O,  awful  heaven  '.' 
Who  to  the  wind  and  to  the  whelming  wave 
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H"'  b!anielers  head  devoted,  thou  alone 
Can'ft  cell  what  I  have  loft — O,  ill-ftarr'd  niaid  ! 
O  moft  undone  Amyntor  1 — Sighs  and  tears, 
Anc'   heart-heav'd  groans,   at  tiiis,  his  voice  fup- 
The  reft  was  agony  anddnmh  deipair.      [prefs'd  : 

Now  o'er  their  heads  damp  night  her  ftormy 
gloom 
Spread,  ere  the  glimmering  twilight  was  expir'd, 
With  huge  and  heavy  horror  clofing  round 
In  doubling  clouds  on  clouds.  The  mournful  fcene, 
The  moving  tale,  Aurelius  deeply  felt : 
And  thusreply'd,  as  one  in  nature  Ikill'd, 
With  foft  aflenting  forrow  in  his  look, 
And  words  lo  footh,  not  combat  hopelefs  love. 

Amyntor,  by  thut  heaven  who  fees  thy  tears  I 
By  faith  and  friendfliip's  fympathy  divine  1 
Could  I  the  forrows  heal  1  more  than  ftiare, 
This  rofom,  truft  me,  fliould  from  thine  transfer 
Its  fliarpeft  grief.     Such  grief,  alas  !  how  juft? 
How  long  in  filent  anguifh  to  defcfend, 
When  reafon  and  when  fondnefs  o'er  the  tomb 
Are  fellow-mourners  ?  tie,  v^-ho  can  refign, 
Has  never  lov'd  :  and  wert  thou  to  the  fenfe, 
The  facred  feeling  of  a  lofs  like  thine, 
Cold  and  infenfible,  thy  breaft  were  then 
No  manfion  for  humanity,  or  thought 
Of  noble  aim.     Their  dwelling  is  with  love. 
And  tender  pity  ;   whofe  kind  tear  adorns 
The  clouded  cheek,  and  fandlifies  the  foul 
They  foften,  not  fubdue.     We  both  will  mix, 
For  her  thy  virtue  lov'd,  thy  truth  laments, 
Ourfocial  fighs  :  and  Itill,  as  morn  unveils 
The  brightening  hill,  or  evening's  mifty  (hade 
Its  brow  obfcures,  her  gracefulnefs  of  form. 
Her  mind  all-lovely,  each  ennobling  each. 
Shall  be  our  frequent  theme.     Then  flialt  thou 
From  tne,  in  fad  return,  a  tale  of  woes,  [hear 

So  terrible — Amyntor,  thy  pain'd  heart 
Amid  its  own,  will  fliudder  at  the  ills 
That  mine  has  bled  with-  -but  behold  1  the  dark 
And  drowfy  hour  fteals  faft  upon  our  talk. 
Here  break  we  off:  and  thou,  fad  mourner,  try 
Thy  weary  limbs,  thy  wounded  mind,  to  balm 
With  timely  fleep.  Each  gracious  wing  from  heaven 
Of  thofe  that  minifter  to  erring  man. 
Near-hovering,  hufli  thy  paflion  into  calm  ; 
Serene  thy  (lumbers  with  preferred  fcenes 
Of  brighteft  vifions ;  whifper  to  thy  heart 
That  holy  peace  which  goodnefs  ever  fliares : 
And  to  us  both  be  friendly  as  we  need. 

CANTO  XL 

Nov/  midnight  rofe,  and  o'er  the  general  fcene, 
Air,  ocean,  earth,  drew  broad  her  blackeft  veil, 
Vapour  and  cloud.     Around  th'  unfleeping  ifle 
Yet  howl'd  the  whirlwind,  yet  the  billow  groan'd ; 
And,  in  mix'd  horror,  to  Aniyntor's  ear 
Borne   through   the   gloom,   his  flirieking   fenfe 

appall'd. 
Shook  by  each  blaft,  and  fwept  by  every  wave, 
Again  pale  memory  labours  in  the  ftorm  : 
Af^ain  from  her  is  torn,  whom  more  than  life 
His  fondnefs  lov'd.     And  now  another  ftiower 
Of  fonow,  o'er  the  dear  unhappy  maid, 
Eftufive  ftream'd;  till  late,  through  every  power 
Xhe  foul  fubdued  funk  fad  to  flow  repofe  s 


And  all  her  darkening  fcenes,  by  dim  degrees, 
Were  quench'd  in  total  night      A  paufe  from  pain 
Not  long  to  laft  :  for  fancy,  oft  awake 
While  reafon  fleeps,  from  her  illulive  cell 
Call'd  up  wild  fliadcs  of  vifionary  fear, 
Of  vifionary  hlifs.  the  hour  of  rell 
To  mock  with  mimic  fliows.     And  lo  !  the  deeps 
In  airy  tumult  fwell      Beneath  a  hill 
Amyntor  heaves  of  overwhelming  feas ; 
Or  rides,  with  dizzy  dread,  from  cloud  to  cloud, 
The  billows  back.     Anon,  the  Ihadowy  world 
Shifts  to  fome  boundlefs  continent  unknown. 
Where  folitary,  o'er  the  ftarlefs  void,         [length, 
Dumb  filence  broods.     Through  heaths  of  dreary 
Slow  on  he  drags  his  ftaggeiing  ftep  infirm 
With  breathlefs  toil ;  hears  torrent  floods  afar 
Roar  through  the  wild ;  and,  plung'd   in  central 
Falls  headlong  many  a  fathom  into  night,   [caves. 
Yet  there,  at  once,  in  ail  her  living  charms. 
And  brightening  with  their  glow  the  brown  abyfs, 
Rofe  Theodora.     Smiling  in  her  eye 
Sat,  without  cloud,  the  foft-confenting  foul, 
That,  guilt  unknowing,  had  no  with  to  hide. 
A  fpring  of  Hidden  myrtles  llowering  round 
Their  walk  embower'd;    while  nightingales  be- 
neath 
Sung  fpoufals,  as  along  tii'  enamell'd  turf 
They  feem'd  to  fly,  and  interchang'd  their  fouls. 
Melting  i-.i  mutual  foftnefs.     Thrice  his  arnss 
The  fair  encircled  :  thrice  flie  fled  his  grafp, 
And  fading  into  darknefs  mix'd  with  air — 
Oturn  I  O,  ftay  thy  flight  1— -fo  loud  he  cry'd, 
Sleep  and  its  train  of  humid  vapours  fled. 
He  groan'd,  he  gaz'd  around:   his  inward  fenfe 
Yet  glowing  with  the  vifion's  vivid  beam. 
Still,  on  his  eye,  the  hovering  fliadou-  blaz'd  ; 
Her  voice  ftill  murmur'd  in  his  tinlding  ear ; 
Grateful  deception  I  till  returning  thought 
Left  broad  awake,  amid  th'  incumbent  lour 
Of  mute  and  mournful  night,  again  he  felt 
His  grief  inflam'd  throb  frelli  in  every  vein. 
To  frenzy  ftung,  upftarting  from  his  couch, 
The  vale,  the  fliore,  with  darkling  ftep  he  roam'd, 
Like  lome  drear  fpedlre  from  the  grave  unbound: 
Then,  fcaling  yonder  cliff,  prone  o'er  its  brow 
He  hung,  in  adb  to  plunge  amid  the  flood    [voice 
Scarce  from  that  height  difcern'd.     Nor  reafon's 
Nor  aw'd  fubmiffion  to  the  will  of  heaven, 
Reftraiiishim  ;  but,  as  paflion  whirls  his  thought. 
Fond  espedlation,  that  perchance  efcap'd, 
Though  pafllng  all  belief,  the  frailer  ikiff. 
To  which  himfelf  had  borne  th'  unhapy  fair. 
May  yet  be  feen.     Around,  o'er  fea  and  (hore, 
He  roll'd  his  ardent  eye  ;  but  nought  around 
On  lind  or  wave  within  his  ken  appears. 
Nor  flciff,  nor  floating  corfc,  on  which  to  flied 
The  laft  fad  tear,  and  lay  the  covering  mold  '. 

And  now,  wide  open'd  by  the  wakeful  hours 
Heaven's  orient  gate,  forth  on  her  progrefs  comes 
Aurora  fmiling,  and  her  purple  lamp 
Lifts  high  o'er  earth  and  fea  :   while,  all-unveil'd, 
The  vaft  horizon  on  AmyiUor's  eye 
Pours  full  its  fcenes  of  wonder,  wildly  great, 
Magnificoiitly  various.     From  this  fteep, 
DifTus'd  immenfe  in  rolling  j-rofpect  lay 
The  northern  deep.     Amidft,  from  fpace  to  fpac e 
Her  numerous  ifles,  rich  gems  of  Albion's  crown, 
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As  (low  th'  afcending  mifts  difperfe  in  air, 
Shoot  gradual  from  her  bofom  :   and  beyond. 
Like  diftant  clouds  blue-floating  on  the  verge 
Of  evening  Ikies,  break  forth  the  dawning  hills. 
A  thoufand  landlcapes  !  barren  ibnie  and  bare, 
Rock  pil'd  on  rock,  amazing,  up  to  heaven. 
Of  horrid  grandeur  :  fome  with  founding  afli, 
Or  oak  broad-fliadowing.or  the  fpiry  growth 
Of  waving  pine  high-plum'd,  and  all  beheld 
More  lovely  in  the  fun's  adorning  beam  ; 
Who  now,  fair-iifing  o'er  yon  eailern  clifF, 
The  vernal  verdure  tindluies  gay  with  gold. 

Meanwhile  Aurelius,  wak'd  from  fvveet  repofe, 
Repofe  that  temperance  flieds  in  timely  dews 
On  all  who  live  to  her,  his  mournful  gueft 
Came  forth  to  hail,  as  hofpltable  rites 
And  virtue's  rule  enjoin  :  bur  f^rlt  to  him, 
Spring  of  all  charity,  who  gave  the  heart 
With  kindly  fenfe  to  glow,  his  matin-fong, 
Superior  duty,  thus  the  fage  addreft  : 

Fountain  of  light  I  from  whom  yon  orient  fun 
Firft  drew  his  fplendour;  fource  of  life  and  love  I 
Whofefmile  now  wakeso'erearth's  rekindling  face 
The  boundlefs  blufli  of  fpring  ;  O,  firft  and  belt ! 
Thy  effence,  though  frora  human  fight  and  fearch. 
Though  from  the  climb  of  all  created  thought, 
Inetfably  remov'd  ;  yet  man  himfelf, 
^'hy  loweft  child  of  reafon,  man  may  read 
ynbounded  power,  intelligence  fapreme, 
The  IVIaker's  hand,  on  all  his  works  impreft, 
In  charaflers  cotval  with  the  fun, 
And  with  the  fun  at  lail ;  from  world  to  world. 
From  age  to  age,  in  every  clime,  difclos'd, 
Sole  revelation  through  all  time  the  fame. 
Hail,  univerfal  Goodnefs  1  with  full  ftream 
For  ever  flowing  from  beneath  the  throne 
Through  earth,  air,  fea,  to  all  things  that  have  life : 
From  all  that  live  on  earth,  in  air  and  fea, 
The  great  community  of  nature's  fons, 
To  thee,  firft  Father,  ceafelefs  praife  afcend  1 
And  in  the  reverent  hymn  my  grateful  voice 
Be  duly  heard,  among  thy  works  not  lealt. 
Nor  lovvcft  ;  with  intelligence  inform'd, 
To  know  thee,  and  adore  ;  with  free-will  crown'd, 
Where  virtue  leads,  to  follow  and  be  bleft. 
O,  whether  by  thy  prime  decree  ordain'd 
To  days  of  future  life  ,   or  whether  now 
The  mortal  iiour  is  inilant,  ftill  vouchfafe, 
Parent  and  friend,  to  guide  me  blamelefs  on 
Through  this  dark  fcene  of  error  and  of  ill, 
Thy  truth  to  light  me,  and  thy  peace  to  cheer. 
Air  elie,  of  me  unafk'd,  thy  will  fupreme 
Withhold  or  grant:   and  let  that  will  be  done. 
This  from  the  foul  in  filence  breath'd  fmcere, 
The  hills  fteep  lide  with  firm  elaftic  ftep 
He  lightly  fcal'd  :  fuch  health  the  frugal  board, 
The  morn's  frefh  breath  that  exercife  refpires 
In  mountain-walks,  and  confcience  free  from  blame. 
Our  lift's  bed  cordial,  can  through  age  prolong. 
There,  loft  in  thought,  and  felf-abandon'd,  lay 
The  man  unknown  ;  not  heard' approach  his  hoft, 
Nor  raib'd  his  drooping  head.     Aurelius  mov'd 
By  foft  compafiion,  which  the  favage  fcene. 
Shut  lip  and  barr'd  amid  furrounding  feas 
From  human  commerce,  quicken'd  into  fenfe 
Qf  (harj)er  forrow,  thus  apart  began:. 
P  fightj  thru  froni  the  eve  o*''T:alih  or  pride, 


Ev'n  in  their  hour  of  vaineft  thought,  might  draw 
A  feeling  tear  ;  whom  yefterday  beheld 
By  love  and  fortune  crown'd,  of  all  poffeft 
That  fancy,  trauc'd  in  faireft  vifion,  dreams ; 
Now  loft  to  all,  each  hope  that  foftens  life. 
Each  blifs  that  cheers ;  there,  on  the  damp  earth 

fpread, 
Beneath  a  heaven  unknown,  behold  him  now  ! 
And  let  the  gay,  the  fortunate,  the  great. 
The  proud,  be  taught, what  now  the  wretchedfecl. 
The  happy  have  to  fear.     O  man  forlorn. 
Too  plain  I  read  thy  heart,  by  fondnefs  drawn 
To  this  fad  fcene,  to  fights  that  but  inflame 
Its  tender  anguilh — 

Hear  me,  heaven  '.  esclaira'd 
The  frantic  mourner,  could  that  angui/h  rife 
To  madnefs  and  to  mortal  agony, 
I  yet  wSuld  blifs  my  fate ;  by  one  kind  pang. 
From  what  I  feel,  the  keener  pangs  of  thought 
For  ever  freed.     To  me  the  fun  is  loft : 
To  me  the  future  flight  of  days  and  y^ars 
Is  darknefs,  is  defpair — But  who  complains 
Forgets  that  he  can  die.     O,  fainted  maid  '. 
For  fuch  in  heaven  thou  art,  if  from  thy  feat 
Of  holy  reft,  beyond  thefe  changeful  Ikies, 
If  names  on  earth  moll  facred  once  and  dear, 
A  lover  and  a  friend,  if  yet  thefe  names 
Can  wake  thy  pity,  dart  one  guiding  ray 
To  light  me  where,  in  cave  or  creek,  are  thrown 
Thy  lifelefs  limbs :  that  I  --0  grief  fupreme  I 
O  fate  remorfelcfs  !  was  thy  lover  fav'd 
For  fuch  a  talk  ? — that  I  thofe  dear  remains. 
With  maiden-rites  adorn'd,  at  laft  may  lodge 
Beneath  the  hallow'd  vault ;  and,  weeping  there 
O'er  thy  cold  urn,  await  the  hour  to  dole 
Thefe  eyes  in  peace,  and  mix  this  duft  with  thine 

Such,  and  fu  dire,  reply'd  the  cordial  friend 
In  pity's  look  and  language,  fuch,  alas  ! 
Were  late  my  thoughts.  Whate'er  the  humanheart 
Can  mod  aifliilil,  grief,  agony,  defpair. 
Have  all  been  mine,  and  with  alternate  war 
This  bofom  ravaged.    Hearken  then,  good  youth  ; 
My  flory  mark,  and  from  another's  fate, 
Pre-eminently  wretched,  learn  thy  own. 
Sad  as  it  feems,  to  balance  and  to  bear. 

In  me,  a  man  behold,  whofe  morn  ferene, 
Whofe  noon  of  better  life,  with  honour  fpent, 
In  virtuous  purpofe,  or  in  honeft  adt, 
Drew  fair  diftindlion  on  my  public  name. 
From  thofe  among  mankind,  the  nobler  few. 
Whole  praife  is  fame  :  butthere,  inthattruefource 
Whence  happinefs  with  pureft  ilream  defcends, 
In  home  found  peace  and  love,  fupremely  bleft. 
Union  of  hearts,  confent  of  wedded  wills. 
By  friendfltip  knit,  by  mutual  faith  fccur'd 
Our  hopes   and  fears,  our  earth   and  heaven  the 
At  laft,  Amyntor,  in  my  failing  age,  [fame  ! 

Fallen  from  fuch  height,  and  with  the  felon-herd. 
Robbers  and  outlaws,  number'd— thought    that 
ftill  [ftjame  I 

Stings  deep  the  heart,  and  clothes  the  cheek  with 
Then  doom'd  to  feel  what  guilt  alone  lliouldfear, 
The  hand  of  public  vengeance  :  arm'd  by  rage, 
Not  juftice ;  rais'd  to  injure,  not  redrefs  ; 
To  rob,  not  guard  ;  to  ruin,  not  defend  : 
And  all,  O  fovereign  reafon  1   all  deriv'd 
From  power  that  ckiras  thy  warr«at  to  do  wrong ! 
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A  right  divine  to  violate  unblam'd 
iach  lr.w,  each  rule,  that,  by  himfelf  obferv'd, 
The  God  prefcnbes  whofe  fandlion  kings  pretend. 
O  Charles  1   O  monarch  '.  in  long  exile  train'd, 
Whole  hopelefs   years,   th'   oppreflbr's  hand   to 

know 
How  hateful  and  how  hard  ;  thyfelf  reliev'd, 
Now  hear  thy  people,  groaning  under  wrongs 
Of  equal  luad,  adjure  thee  by  thole  days 
Of  want  and  woe,  of  danger  and  defpair, 
As  heaven  has  thine,  to  pity  their  diftrefs  '. 

Yet,  from  the  plain  good  meaning  of  my  heart, 
Be  far  the  unhallow'd  licence  of  abufe; 
Be  far  th'  bitternefs  of  faintly  zeal, 
That  impious  hid  behind  the  patriot's  name 
Mafks  hate  and  malice  to  the  legal  throne, 
In  juftice  founded,  circumfcrib'd  by  laws. 
The  prince  to  guard — but  guard  the  people  too : 
Chief,  one  prime  good  to  guard  inviolate, 
Soul  of  all  worth,  and  fum  of  human  blifs, 
Tair  freedo.'n,  birthright  of  all  thinking  kinds, 
Reafon's  great  charter,  from  no  king  deriv'd. 
By  none  to  be  reclaim'd,  man's  right  divine. 
Which  God,  who  gave,  indelible  pronounc'd. 

But  if,  difclaiming  this  his  heaven-own'd  right. 
This  firft  beft  tenure  by  which  monarchs  rule ; 
If,  meant  the  blefling,  he  becomes  the  bane, 
The  wolf,  not  fliepherd,  of  his  fubjedl-fiock. 
To  grind  and  tear,  not  (helter  and  protect, 
Wide-wafting  where  he  reigns — to  fuch  a  prince. 
Allegiance  kept  were  treafon  to  mankind  ; 
And  loyalty,  revolt  from  virtue's  law. 
For  fay,  Amyntor,  does  juft  heaven  enjoin 
That  we  fhould  homage  hell  ?  or  bend  the  knee 
To  earthquake,  or  volcano,  when  they  rage, 
Rend  earth's  firm  frame,  and   in  one  boundlefe 

grave 
Ingulf  their  thoufands '.  Yet,  O  grief  to  tell ! 
Yet  fuch,  of  late,  o'er  this  devoted  land. 
Was  public  rule.     Our  fervile  ftripes  and  chains, 
Our  fighs  and  groans  refounding  from  the  fteep 
Of  wintery  hill,  or  wafte  untravell'd  heath, 
Laft  refuge  of  our  wretchediiefs,  not  guilt, 
Proclaim'd  it  loud  to  heaven  :  the  arm  of  power 
Extended  fatal,  but  to  crufli  the  head 
It  ought  to  fcreen,  or  with  a  parent's  love 
Reclaim  from  error  ;  not  with  deadly  hate. 
The  tyrant's  law,  exterminate  who  err. 

In  this  wide  ruin  were  my  fortune  funk: 
Myfelf,as  one  contagious  to  his  kind, 
"U^hom  nature,  whom  the  fecial  life  renounc'd, 
tinfummon'd,  unimpleaded  was  to  death, 
'l\  (hameful  death  adjudg'd;  againft  my  head 
The  price  of  blood  proclaim'd,  and  at  my  heels 
Let  loofe  th'e  murderous  cry  of  human  hounds. 
And  this  blind  fury  of  commiflion'd  rage, 
Of  party-vengeance,  to  a  fatal  foe, 
Known  and  abhorr'd  for  deeds  of  direft  name. 
Was  given  in  charge  :  a  foe,  whom  blood-ftaln'd 

zeal 
For  what — 0  hear  it  not,  all-righteous  heaven  I 
Left  thy    rous'd    thunder   burft — for    what   was 
Religion's  caufe,  had  favag'd  to  a  brute,    [deera'd 
More  deadly  fell  than  hunger  ever  ftung 
To  prowl  in  wood  or  wild.     His  band  he  arm'd, 
Sons  of  perdition,  mifcjeants  with  all  guilt 
FiOiiliar,  and  iaeachdire  art  of  death 


Train'd  ruthlefs  up.     As  tigers  on  their  ptef% 
On  my  defencelefs  lands  thofe  fiercer  beafts 
Devouring  fell :  nor  that  fequefter'd  fliade, 
That  fweet»recefs,  where  love  and  virtue  long 
In  happy  league  had  dwelt,  which  war  itfelf 
Beheld  with  reverence,  could  their  fury  'fcape  ; 
Defpoil'd, defac'd,  and  wrapt  in  warteful  flame: 
For  flame  and  rapine  their  confuming  march, 
From  hill  to  vale,  by  daily  ruin  mark'd. 
So,  borne  by  wmds  along,  in  baneful  cloud, 
Embody'd  locufts  from  the  wind  defcend 
On  herb,  fruit, flower,  aud  kill  the  ripening  year: 
While,  wafte  behind, deftrudlion  on  their  track 
And  ghallly  famine  wait.     My  wife  and  child 
He  dragg'd,  the  ruffian  dragged — O  heaven  1  do  I, 
A  man,  furvive  to  tell  it  ?  At  the  hour 
Sacred  to  reft,  amid  the  fighs  and  tears 
Of  all  who  law  and  curs'd  his  coward-rage. 
He  forc'd,  unpitying,  from  their  midnight-bed. 
By  menace,  or  by  torture,  from  their  fears 
My  laft  retreat  to  learn  ;  and  ftill  detains 
Beneath  his  roof  accurft,  that  beft  of  wives  ! 
Emelia,  and  our  only  pledge  of  love, 
My  blooming  Theodora  ! — Manhood  there. 
And  nature  bleed— Ah  '.  let  not  bufy  thought 
Search  thither,  but  avoid  the  fatal  coaft  : 
Difcovery,  there,  once  more  my  peace  of  mind 
Might  wreck  ;  once  more  to  defperation  fink 
My  hopes  in  heaven.     He  faid  :  but  O  fad  mufe  '. 
Can  all  thy  moving  energy,  of  power 
To  fliake  the  heart,  to  freeze  th'  arrefted  blood. 
With  words  that  weep,  and  ftrains  that  agonize ; 
Can  all  this  mournful  magic  of  thy  voice 
Tell  what  Amyntor  feels?  O  heaven  1  art  thou-— 
What  have  I  heard  ?— Aurelius  !  art  thou  he  ? — 
Contufion  '.  horror  I — that  moft  wrong'd  of  men  1 
And,  O  moft  wretched  too  !  alas',  no  more, 
No  more  a  father — On  that  fatal  flood, 
Thy  Theodora --At  thefe  words  he  fell. 
A  deadly  cold  ran  freezing  through  his  veins  : 
And  life  was  on  the  wing  her  loath'd  abode 
For  ever  to  forfake.     Asonhisway 
The  traveller,  from  heaven  by  lightning  ftruck. 
Is  fix'd  at  once  immoveable  ;  his  eye 
With  terror  glaring  wild  ;  his  ftiffening  limbs 
In  fudden  marble  bound  I  fo  ftood,  fo  look'd 
The  heart-fmote  parent  at  this  tale  of  death. 
Half-utter'd,  yet  too  plain.     No  fign  to  rife, 
No  tear  had  force  to  flow  ;  his  fenfes  all, 
Through  all  their  powers,  fufpended,  and  fubdued 
To  chill  amazement.     Silence  for  a  fpace— 
Such  diimal  filence  f^ddens  earth  and  iky 
Ere  firft  the  thunder  breaks — on  either  fide 
Fiird  up  this  interval  fevere.     At  laft. 
As  from  fome  vifion  that  to  frenzy  fires 
The  fleeper's brain,  Amyntor  waking  wild, 
A  poinard,  hid  beneath  his  various  robe. 
Drew  furious  forth— -Me,  mc,  he  cry'd,  on  me 
Let  all  thy  wrongs  be  vifited  ;  and  thus 
My  horrors  end---th!^n  madly  would  have  plung'd 
The  weapon'b  hoftiie  point. -—His  lifted  arm, 
Aurelius,  tliough  with  deep  difmay  and  dread 
And  anguilh  Iliook,  yet  his  fuperior  foul 
Colledting,  and  refuming  all  himfelf, 
Seiz'd  fudden  :  then  perufing  with  ftrift  eye, 
And  beating  h'.-ait,  Amjntov's  blooming  form  ; 
j  Nor  from  his  air  or  feature  gathering  aught 
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To  w&ke  remembrance,  thus  at  length  befpoke:     j 

O  dire  attempt'.    Whoe'er  thou  art,  yet  ftay 
Thy  hand  fell- violent  ;   nor  thus  to  guilt, 
]f  guilt  is  thine,  accumulating  add 
A  crime  that  nature  flirinks  from,  and  to  which 
Heaven  has  indulg'd  no  mercy.  Sovereign  Judge  '. 
Shall  man  firft  violate  the  law  divine, 
That  plac'd  him  here  dependent  on  thy  nod, 
Refign'd,  unmurmuring,  to  await  his  hour 
Of  fair  difmiffion  hence;  Ihall  man  do  this, 
•Then  daxe  thy  prefence,  rufli  into  tffy  fight. 
Red  with  the  fin,  and  recent  from  the  ftain, 
Of  unrepented  blood  ?  Call  home  thy  fenfe  ; 
Kno\y  what  thou  art,  and  own  his  hand  mofl  juft, 
Rewarding  or  affli6ling — But  fay  on. 
My  foul,  yet  trembling  at  thy  frantic  deed. 
Recalls  thy  words,  recalls  their  dire  import : 
They  urge  me  on  ;  they  bid  me  afl^;  no  more— 
What  would  I  afli  .>  My  'J'heodora's  fate, 
Ah  nie  I  is  known  too  plain.     Have  I  then  finn'd. 
Good  heaven!  beyond  ail  grace— But  fliall  I  blame 
His  rage  of  grief,  and  in  myfelf  admit 
Its  wild  excefs  ?  Heaven  gave  her  to  my  wifli ; 
That  gift  Heaven  hasrefum'd:  righteous  in  both. 
For  both  his  providence  be  ever  blefl  ! 

Ey  fliame  repreis'd,  with  rifing  wonder  fill'd, 
Amyntor,  flow  recovering  into  thought, 
Submiflive  on  his  knee,  the  good  man's  hand 
Grafp'd  clofe,  and  bore  with  ardour  to  his  lips. 
jHis  eye,  where  fear,  confufton,  reverence  fpoke, 
I'hro'  fwelling  tears,  what  language  cannot  tell, 
J^sTow  rofe   to   meet,   now  flmnn'd   the   hermit's 

glance, 
Shot  awful  at  him  :  till,  the  various  fwell 
.Of  paffion  ebbing,  thus  he  faultering  fpoke  : 

What  haft  thou  done  ?  why  fav'd  a  wretch  un- 
known ? 
Whom  knowing  ev'n  thy  goodnefs  muft  abhor. 
Miftaken  man!  the  honour  of  thy  name. 
Thy  love,  truth,  duty,  all  muft  be  my  foes. 
I  am---Aurelius  !  turn  that  look  afide, 
That  brow  of  terror,  v\'hile  this  wretch  can  fay. 
Abhorrent  fay,  he  is-— forgive  me,  heaven  I 
Forgive  me,  virtue  1   if  I  would  renounce 
Whom  nature  bids  me  reverence — by  her  bond, 
R.olando's  fon  :  by  your  more  facred  ties. 
As  to  his  crimes,  an  alien  to  his  blopd  ; 
For  crimes  like  his~- 

Rolando's  fon  ?  Juft  heaven ', 
Hal  here?  and  in  my  power  .'  A  war  of  thoughts. 
All  terrible  arifing,  Ihakes  my  frame 
With  doubtful  conflidl.     By  one  ftroke  to  reach 
Thp  father's  heart,   though  feas  are  fpread  be- 
tween, [whom  ? 
Were    great    revenge  !---Away  :    revenge  .•■    on 
Alas  !  on  my  own  foul ;  by  rage  betray'd 
Ev'n  to  the  crime  my  reafonrooft  condemns 
In  him  who  ruin'd  me.     Deep-mov'd  he  fpoke  ; 
And  his  own  poniard  o'er  the  proftrate  youth 
Sufpended  held.     But,  as  the  welcome  blow, 
With  arms  difplay'd,  Amyntor  feeni'd  to  court, 
Behold,  in  fudden  confluence  gathering  round 
The  natives  ftood  ;  whom  kindnefs  hither  drew. 
The  man  unknown,  with  each  relieving  aid 
Of  love  and  care,  as  ancient  rites  ordain, 
To  fuccour  and  to  ferve.     Before  them  came 
^lontano,  venerable  fage,  whofe  head 
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The  liand  of  time  with  twenty  winters'  fnow 

Had  (bowcr'd ;  and  to  vvhofe  intellecflual  eye 

Futurity,  behind  her  cloudy  veil. 

Stands  in  fair  light  difclos'd.     Him,  after  paufe, 

Aurelius  drew  ap?.rt,  and  in  his  care 

Amyntor  plac'd;  to  lodge  him  and  fecure; 

To  fave  him  from  himfelf,  as  one,  with  grief 

Tempeftuous,  and  with  rage,  diftemper'd  deep. 

This  done,  nor  waiting  for  reply,  alone 

He  fought  the  vale,  and  his  calm  cottage  gain'J. 

CANTO  III. 

Where  Kilda's  fouthern  hills  their  fummit  lift 

With  triple  fork  to  heaven,  the  mounted  fun 

Full  from  the  midmoft  fliot  in  dazzling  ftream 

His  noon-tide  ray.     And  now,  in  lowing  train. 

Were  feen  flow-pacing  wefl;ward  o'er  the  vale 

The  milky  mothers,  foot  purfuing  foot, 

And  nodding  as  they  move  ;  their  oozy  meal. 

The  bitter  healthfnl  herbage  of  the  fliore. 

Around  its  rocks  to  graze  :  *  for,  ftrange  to  tell  1 

The  hour  of  ebb,  though  ever  varying  found, 

As  yon  pale  planet  wheels  from  day  to  day 

Her  courfe  inconftant,  their  fure  inftindl  feels. 

Intelligent  of  times  ;  by  heayen's  own  hand, 

To  all  its  creatures  equal  in  its  care. 

Unerring  mov'd.    Thefe  figns  obferv'd,  that  guide 

To  labour  and  repofe  a  fimple  race, 

Thefe  native  figns  to  due  repaft  at  noon. 

Frugal  and  plain,  had  warn'd  the  temperate  ifle  ; 

All  but  Aurelius.     He,  unhappy  man, 

By  nature's  voice  folicited  m  vain, 

Nor  hour  obferv'd,  nor  due  repafl:  partook. 

The  child  no  more  !  the  mother's  fate  untold '. 

Both  in  black  profpedl  rifing  to  hi;:  eye— 

Twas    anguifti    there;    'twas   here    diftraAing 

doubt  1 
Yet,  after  long  and  painful  confli<fl  borne. 
Where  nature,  reafon,  oft  the  doubtful  fcale 
Inclin'd  alternate,  fummoning  each  aid 
That  virtue  lends,  and  o'er  each  thought  infirm  . 
Superior  rifing,  in  the  might  of  Him,  [light, 

WUo  itrength   from  weaknefs,  as  from  darknefs 
Omnipotent  can  draw  ;  again  refign'd. 
Again  he  facrlfic'd,  to  heaven's  high  will, 
Each  Toothing  weaknefs  of  a  parent's  breaft  ; 
The  figh  ibfi  memory  prompts  ;  the  tender  tear. 
That,  ftreaming  o'er  an  objecfl  lov'd  and  loft, 
With  mournful  tragic  tortures  and  delights, 
Relieves  us,  while  its  fweet  oppreffion  loads. 
And,  by  admitting,  blunts  the  fting  of  woe. 
As  reafon  thus  the  mental  ftorm  feren'd. 
And  through  the  darknefs  fliot  her  fun-bright  ray 
That  llrengthens  while  it  cheers;  behold  from 
Amyntor  flow-approaching  !  on  his  front,         [far 
O'er  each  funk  feature  forrow  had  diff'us'd 


*  The  coivs  often  feed  on  the  alga  marina  :  and 
they  can  dijli?iguifjj  exaaiy  the  tide  of  ebb  from 
the  tide  of  flood ;  though,  at  the  fame  time,  they 
are  not  ivitbin  'view  of  the  fjore.  When  the  tide 
has  ebbed  about  two  hours,  then  theyjieer  their 
courfe  directly  to  the  nearcf.  fljore,  in  their  iifual 
order,  one  after  another.  I  bad  otcafion  to  make 
this  obfervatidn  thireeen  times  in  one  'week- 
Marti'fs  IVcJlern  IJlei  (^ Scotland,^.  \j^6. 
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Attraaion,  fweetly  fad.     Kis  noble  port, 
Majeftic  in  diftrefs,  Aurelius  mark'd  ; 
And,  unrefifting,  felt  his  bofom  flow 
With  focial  foftnefs.  Strait  before  the  door 
Of  his  mofs-filver'd  cell  they  fat  thera  down 
In  counterview  :  and  thus  the  youth  began. 

With  patient  ear,  with  calm  attention,  mark 
Amyntor's  ftory  :  then,  as  juRice  fees, 
On  either  hand,  her  equal  balance  weigh, 
Abfolve  him,  or  condemn— But  oh,  may  I, 
A  father's  name   when  truth  forbids  to  praife, 
Unblam'd  pronounce  '  t'^at  name  to  every  fon 
By  heaven  made  facred  ;  and  by  nature's  hand. 
With  Honour,  Duty,  Love,  her  triple  pale, 
Fenc'd  ftrongly  round,  to  bar  the  rude  approach 
Of  each  irreverent  thought. — Thefe  eyes,  alas '. 
The  curs'd  effcdts  of  fanguinary  zeal 
Too  near  beheld  :  its  madnefs  how  extreme ; 
How  blind  its  fury,  by  the  prompting  prieft, 
Each  tyrant's  ready  inftrument  of  ill, 
Train'd  on  to  holy  mifchief.     Scene  abhorr'd  ! 
Tell  Cruelty  let  loofe  in  Mercy's  name: 
Intolerance,  while  o'er  the  free-born  mind 
Her  heavieft  chains  were  caft,  her  iron  fcourge 
Severeft  hung,  yet  daring  to  appeal 
That  Power  whofe  law  is  mceknefs;  and,  for  deeds 
That  outrage  heaven,  belying  heaven's  command. 

Flexile  of  will,  misjudging,  though  fincere, 
Rolando  caught  the  fpreadnieftion,  plung'd 
Iraphcit  into  guilt,  and  headlong  urg'd 
His  courfe  unjuft  to  violence  and  rage. 
Unmanly  cage  \  when  nor  the  charm  divine 
Of  Beauty,  nor  the  Matron's  facred  age. 
Secure  from  wrongs,  could  innocence  fecure, 
found  reverence  or  diftmdlion.     Yet  fuftain'd 
By  confcious  worth  within,  the  matchlels  pair 
Their  t'nreatening  fate,  imprifonment  and  Icorn 
And  death  denounc'd,  UHfhrinking,  unfubdued 
To  murmur  or  complaint,  fuperior  bore,^ 
With  patient  hope,  with  fortitude  refign'd, 
Nor  built  on  pride,  nor  counting  vain  applaufe  ; 
But  cal.mly  conftant,  without  effort  great. 
What  reafon  didates,  and  what  heaven  approves. 

But  how  proceed,  Aurelius  ?  in  what  founds 
Of  gracious  cadence,  of  affuafive  power. 
My  further  ftory  clothe  ?     O  could  I  fteal 
From  Harmony  her  fofteft-warbled  Itrain 
Of  melting  air  !  or  Zephyr's  vernal  voice  I 
Or  Philomela's  fong,  when  love  diffolves 
To  liquid  baniftiment  his  evening- lay, 
All  nature  fmiling  round  I  then  might  I  fpeak  ; 
Then  might  Amvnto?-,  unoffending,  tell, 
How  unperceiv'd  and  fecrct  through  his  breaft, 
As  morning  rifes  o'er  the  midnight-fliade, 
What  firft  was  ew'd  humanity  to  both, 
Afllfting  piety  and  tender  thought, 
Grew  fwift  and  filent  into  love  tor  ofie : 
My  fole  offence— if  love  can  then  offend, 
When  virtue  lights  and  reverence  guards  its  flame. 

O  Theodora  1  who  thy  world  of  charms. 
That  foul  of  fweetnefs,  that  foft  glow  of  youth, 
Warm  on  thy  cheek,  and  beaming  from  thine  eye, 
Unmov'd  could  fee  ?  that  dignity  of  eafe. 
That  grace  of  air,  by  happy  nature  thine  ! 
For  all  in  thee  was  native  ;  from  within 
Spontaneous  flowing,  as  fome  equal  ftream 
From  its  unfailing  fource  ;  and  then  too  feen 


In  milder  lights;  by  forrow's  leading  hand 
Toucb'd  into  power  more  exquifitcly  foft. 
By  tears  adorn'd,  intender'd  by  diftrefs. 
O  fweetnefs  without  name  I  when  love  looks  on 
With  pity's  melting  eye,  that  to  the  foul 
Endears,  ennobles  her,  whom  fate  afBidts, 
Or  fortune  leaves  unhappy  !  Paffion  then 
Refines  to  virtue  :  then  a  purer  train 
Of  heaven-infpir'd  emotions,  undebas'd 
By  felf-regard,  or  thought  of  due  return. 
The  breall  expanding,  all  its  powers  exaft 
To  emulate  what  reafon  beft  conceives 
Of  love  celeftial;  whofe  prevenient  aid 
Forbids  approaching  ill ;  or  gracious  draws, 
When  the  lone  heart  with  anguifli  inly  bleeds, 
From  pain  its  fling,  its  bitternefs  from  woe  ! 
By  this  plain  courtfhip  of  the  honeft  heart 
.  To  pity  mov'd,  at  length  my  pleaded  vows 
The  gentle  maid  with  unreludlant  ear 
Would  oft  admit ;  would  oft  endearing  crown 
With  fmiles  of  kind  affent,  with  looks  that  fpoke, 
In  blufhing  foftnefs,  her  chafte  bofom  touch'd 
To  mutual  love.     O  fortune's  faireft  hour  '. 
O  feeii,  but  not  enjoy'd,  jull  hail'd  and  loft 
Is  flattering  brightnels  1  Theodoi  a's  form. 
Event  uiifear'iJ  !   bad  caught  Rolando's  eye: 
And  Love,  if  wild  Defiie,  of  Fancy  born. 
By  furious  paffions  nurs'd,  that  facred  name 
Profanes  not.  Love  his  ftubborn  breaft  diHblv'd 
To  tranfient  goodnefs.     But  my  thought  (brinks 
Reluclant  to  proceed  :   and  filial  awe,  [back, 

With  pious  hand,  would  o'er  a  parent's  crime 
I  he  veil  of  filence  and  oblivious  night 
Permitted  throw.     His  impious  fuit  repell'd, 
Aw'd  from  her  eye,  and  from  her  lip  fevere 
Dafh'd  with    indignant   fcorn ;    each   harbour'd 
Of  foft  emotion  or  of  focial  fenfe,  [thought 

Lcve,  pity,  kindnefs,  alien  to  a  foul 
That  Bigut-rage  embofoms,  fled  at  once  : 
And  ail  the  favage  reairum'd  his  breaft. 
'  lis  juft,  he  cry'd  :  who  thus  invites  difdain, 
Deferves  repuU'e  ;  he  who,  by  flave-like  arts, 
Would  meanly  fteal  what  force  may  nobler  take. 
And,  greatly  daring,  dignify  the  deed. 
When  next  we  meet,  cur  mutual  blufh  to  fpare. 
Thine  from  diffembling,  from  bafe  flattery  mine. 
Shall  be  my  care.     This  threat,  by  brutal  fcorn 
Keen'd  and  embitter'd,  terrible  to  both, 
To  one  prov'd  fatal.     Silent-wafting  grief. 
The  mortal  worm  that  on  Emilia's  frame 
Had  prey'd  unfeen,   now  deep   through  all  hev 

powers 
Its  polfon  fpread,  and  kili'd  their  vital  growth. 
Sickening,  Ihe  funk  beneath  this  double  weight 
Of  fliame  and  horror. — Dare  I  yet  proceed? 
Aurehus,  O  moft  injur'd  of  mankind  ! 
Shall  yet  my  tale,  esafperating,  add 
To  woe,  new  anguifli  ?  and  to  grief,  defpair— 
She  is  no  more — 

O  Providence  fevere  ! 
Aurelius  fmote  his  breaft,  and  groaning  ciy'd  ; 
But  curb'd  a  fecoiid  groan,  repell'd  the  voice 
Of  froward  grief:  and  to  the  Will  fupreme, 
In  juftice  awful,  lowly  bending  his, 
Nor  figh  nor  murmur,  nor  repming  plaint, 
By  all^be  war  of  nntiire  though  affail'd,      [grace 
Efcao'd  his  lips.     What  1  ftiall  we  from  heaven's 


Efcap'd 


POEMS. 


;0y 


Witli  life  receiving  !iappiner«,  our  fhare 

Of  ill  refiile  ?     And  ar^  aiKidions  auglit 

But  mercies  in  difguife  ?  th'  alternate  cup, 

Medicinal  tiiough  bitter,  and  piepar'd 

By  love's  own  hand  for  falutary  ends. 

But  were  they  ills  indeed  ?  Can  fond  comp'aint 

Arreft  the  v/ing  of  time  ?     Caii  grief  command 

This  noon-day  fun  to  roll  his  flaming  orb 

Back  to  yon  eaftera  coa<\,  and  bring  again 

The  hours  of  yefterday  ?  or  from  the  womb 

Of  tliat  unfounded  deep  the  bury'd  corfe 

To  light  and  life  rellore  ?  Bleft  pair,  farewell! 

Yet,  yet  a  fev.'  fuort  days  of  erring  grief, 

Of  human  fondnefs  fighing  in  the  breaft, 

And  forro^v  is  no  more.     Novi',  gentle  youth, 

And  let  me  call  thee  fon  (for  O  that  name 

Thy  faith,  thy  friendlhip,  thy  true  portion  borne 

Of  pains  for  me,  too  fadly  have  defer  ved) 

On  with  thy  tale.  'Tis  mine,  when  heaven  afBidls, 

To  hearken  and  adore.     The  patient  man 

Thus  fpoke  ;   Amyntor  thus  his  ftory  clos'd. 

As  dumb  with  anguifh  round  the  bed  of  death 
Weeping  we  knelt,  to  mine  (be  faintly  rais'd 
Her  doling  eyes ;  then  fixing,  in  cold  gaze. 
On  Theodora's  face — O  lave  my  child! 
She  faid  ;  and,  ftirinking  from  her  pillow,  flept 
Without  a  groan,  a  pang.     In  hallow'd  earth 
I  faw  her  flirouded ;  bade  eternal  peace 
Her  fliade  receive,  and,  with  the  trueft  tears, 
Afifetftion  ever  wept,  her  duft  bedew'd. 

What  then  remain'd  for  honour  or  for  love  ? 
What,  but  that  fcene  of  violence  to  fly. 
With  guilt  profan'd,  and  terrible  with  death, 
Rolando's  fatal  roof.     Late  at  the  hour, 
When  Ihade  and  filence  o'er  this  nether  orb 
With  drowfieft  influence  reign,  the  waning  moon 
Afcending  irtournful  in  the  midnight  fphere  ; 
On  that  drear  fpot,  within  wliofe  cavern'd  womb 
Emilia  fleeps,  and  by  the  turf  that  veils 
Her  honour'd  clay,  alone  and  kneeling  there 
I  found  my  Theodora  !   thrill'd  with  awe, 
With  facred  terror,  which  the  time,  the  place, 
Pour'd  on  us,  fadly-foleran,  I  too  bent 
My  trembling  knee ;  and  lock'd  in  her's  my  hand 
Acrofs  her  parent's  grave.     By  this  dread  fcene  ! 
By  night's  pale  regent !     By  yon  glorious  train 
Of  ever-moving  fires  that  round  her  burn  ! 
By  death's  dark  empire  !  by  the  fheeted  duft 
That  once  was  man,  now  mouldering  here  below  : 
But  chief  by  her's,  at  whofe  nodlurnal  tomb. 
Reverent  we  kneel !  and  by  her  nobler  part, 
Th'  unbody'd  fpirit  hovering  near,  perhaps, 
As  witnefs  to  our  vows !  nor  time,  nor  chance. 
Nor  aught  but  death's  inevitable  hsnd, 
Shall  e'er  divide  our  loves.— -I  led  her  thence : 
To  where,  fafc-flation'd  in  a  fecret  bay. 
Rough  of  defcent,  and  brown  with  pendent  pines 
Tharmurmur'd  to  the  gale,  our  bark  was  nioor'd. 
We  fail'd — But,  O  iny  father !  can  1  {peak 
What  yet  remains  ?  yon  ocean  black  with  florm ! 
Its  ufelefs  fails  rent  from  the  groaning  pine  ! 
The  fpeechlefs  crew  aghait !  and  that  loft  fair  ! 
Still,  ft  ill  I  fee  her!  feel  her  heart  pant  thick ! 
And  hear  her  voice,  in  ardent  vows  to  heaven 
For  me  alone  prcferr'd,  as  on  my  arm. 
Expiring,  finking  with  her  fears,  fhe  hung  ! 
1  kifs'd  her  pale  cold  cheek!  with  tears  adjur'd. 
And  won  at  laft,  with  fums  of  proffer 'd  gold, 
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The  bold  eft  mariners,  this  precious  charge 

Inftantto  fave  ;  and,  in  the  flcifffecur'd. 

Their  oars  acrofs  the  loamy  flood  to  ply 

With  unremitting  arm.     I  then  prepar'd 

To  follow  her — I'hat  moment,  from  th6  deck, 

A  fcafwell'd  o'er,  and  plung'd  me  in  the  gulf. 

Nor  me  alone  :   its  br^ad  and  billowing  fweep 

Murt  have  involv'd  her  too.     Myfterious  heiiven ! 

My  fatal  love  on  her  devoted  head. 

Drew  ddwn — it  muft  be  fo !  the  judgment  due 

To  me  and  mine  :  or  was  Amyntor  fav'd 

For  its  wliole  quiver  of  remaining  wrath  .'' 

For  ftorms  more  iiLrce  .?  for  pains  of  fharper  fting  ? 

And  ytars  of  death  to  come  ? — Nor  furtiier  voice, 

Nor  flov,ring  tear  his  hlg'n-wrought  grief  fupply'd-: 

With  arms  outfpread,  with  eyes  in  hopelefs  gaze 

To  heaven  unlifted,  mofionlefb  and  mute 

He  ftood,  the  mournful  femblance  of  Jcfpair. 

The   lamp  of  day,  though  from  mid-noon  de- 
Still  flaming  with  full  ardor,  ftot  on  earth  [clin'dj 
Oppreffive  brightnefs  round;  till  in  fott  flream, 
From  ocean's  bofdm  his  light  vapours  drawn, 
With  grateful  intervention  o'er  the  fky,. 
Their  vale  diffufive  fpread;  the  fcene  abroad      .  . 
Soft-fhadowhig,  vale  and  plain,  and  dar.zling  hill. 
Ayrelius,  with  his  gueft,  tlie  -.veftern  cliff 
Afcending  flow,  beneath  its  marble  roof, 
From  whence  in  double  ftream  a  lucid  fource 
Roird  founding  forth,  and,  where  with  dewy  wing 
Frefh  breezes  p.iay'd,  fought  refuge  and  repofe. 
Till  cooler  liours  arife.     The  fubiecft  ifte 
Her  village  capital,  .where  health  and  peace 
Are  tutelary  gods ;  her  friiali  domain 
Of  arable  and  pafture,  vein'd  v.ich  ftreams 
That  branching  bear  refreftiful  moifture  on     , 
To  field  and  mead ;  her  ftraw-roof  'd  temple  rudcj 
Where  iaiety,  not  pride,  adoring  kneels, 
Lay  full  in  view.     From  fcene  to  fcane  around 
Aurellus  gaz'd  ;  and,  figliing,  thus  began: 

Not  we  alone  ;  alas  !   in  every  clime, 
The  hum3n  race  are  fons  of  forrow  borp. 
Heirs  of  tranfmltted  labour  and  difeafe,  ^  . 
Of  pain  r.nd  grief,  from  fire  to  fon  deriv'dj_ 
All  have  their  mournful  portion;  all  muft  beat 
Th'  impob'd  condition  of  their  mortal  ftate, 
VicilTitude  of  fuflering.     Caft  thine  eye 
Where  yonder  vale,  Amyntor,  flop  ng  fpreads 
Full  to  the  noon-tide  beam  its  primrofe-lap,      _. 
From  hence  dae  eaft.     Amyntor  look'd,  and  faw, 
Nf>t  without  wonder  at  a  fight  fo  ftrange,   [arm'd 
Where    thrice   three    females,    earneft    each   and 
Witii  rural  inftruinents  the  foil  prepar'd 
For  future  harveft.     Thefe  the  trenchant  fpade. 
To  turn  the  mold  and  break  th'  adiicfive  clods, 
Employ'd  afliduous.     Thofe,  with  ec.ual  pace, 
And  arm  alternate,  ftrew'd  its  frefti  lap  v,liite_ 
With  fruit  fruitful  Cere*:  whle,  in  train  bchindj 
Tliree  more  th'  incumbent  harrow  heavy  on 
O'er  labour  d  drew,  and  clcfs'd  the ,:oilll'nte  talk. 

Behold  !  Aurelius  thus  his  fpeech  renew'd. 
From  th?t  Xoft  fex,  too  delicately  trum'd 
For  toils  like  thefe,  the  talk  of  rougher  man, 
What  yet  neceflity  .demands  fevere  ?       ,  .     ._  i. 
Twelve  funs  have  purplcl  thefe  euclrchrigKina 
With  orient  beams,  as  niary  nights  along 
Their  dewy  fummits  drawn  th'  alternate  veil 
Of  darknefs,  fince,  in  unpropitious  hmir, 
The  hufbandsor  th»fe  widow 'd  mates,  who  nr^ 
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For  both  muft  labour,  launcli'd,  in  quefl;  of  food, 
Their  -fland-flcifFadvent'rous  on  the  deep. 
Them,  while  the  fw.-eping  net  fecure  they  plung'd 
The  finny  race  to  fnare,  whofe  foodful  Ihoals 
Each  creek  and  bay  innumerable  crowil, 
As  annual  on  from  fliore  to  fhore  they  move 
In  watery  caravan  •;  them,  thus  intent, 
Dark  from  the  fouth  a  gufl  of  furious  wing, 
Up-fpringing,  drove  to  fea  :   and  left  in  tears, 
This  little  v/orld  of  brothers  and  of  friends ! 
But  when,  at  evening  hour,  disjointed  planks. 
Borne  on  the  furging-tide,  and  broken  oars, 
To  fight,  with  fatalcertainty,  reveal'd 
The  wreck  before  furmis'd  ;  one  general  groan, 
To  heaven  afcending,  fpoke  the  general  breaft 
"With   fharpeft   anguifh  pierc'd.      Their  ceafelefs 
plaint,  "  [fhore, 

Through  thefe  hoarfe  rocks,  on  this  refound^ng 
At  morn  was  heard:   at  midnight  too  were  feen, 
Difconfolate  on  each  chill  mountain's  height, 
The  mourners  fpread,  exploring  land  and  fea 
"With  eager  gaze — till  from  yon  leffer  ifle, 
Yon  round  of  mofs-clad  hills,  Borera  nam'd — • 
Full  north,  behold  !  above  the  foaring  lark. 
Its  dizzy  cliffs  afpire,  hung  round  and  white 
With  curling  mills — at  lait  from  yon  hoar  hills, 
Inflaming  the  brown  air  with  fudden  blaze, 
And  ruddy  undulation,  thrice  three  fires, 
Like  meteors  waving  In  a  moonlcfs  Iky, 
Our  eyes,  yet  unbelieving,  faw  diilinifr, 
Succeffive  kindled,  and  from  night  to  night 
Renew'd  continuous.     Joy,  with  wild  excefs, 
Took, her  gay  turn  to  reign  ;  and  nature  now 
From  rapture  wept :  yet  ever  and  anon 
By  fad  conjedlure  damp'd,  and  anxious  thought 
How  from  yon  rocky  prifon  to  releafe 
Whom  the  deep  fea  immures  (their  only  boat 
Deftroy'd)  and  whom  th'  Inevitable  fiege 
Of  hunger  muft  afiault.     But  hope  fuflains 
The  human  heart :  and  now  their  faithful  wives. 
With  love-taught  Ikill  and  vigour  not  their  own, 
0>-  yonder  field  th'  autumnal  year  prepare  '*^. 

Amyntor,  who  the  tale  diftrefsful  heard 
With  fympathifing  forrow,  on  himfelf, 
On  his  feverer  fate,  now  pondering  deep 
Wrapt  by  fad  thought  the  hill  unheeding  left  \ 
Artd  reach'd,  withfwerving  flep,  the  dillant  llrand. 
Abcv;,  around,  in  cloudy  circles  wheel'd, 
Or  fuiiing  level  on  the  polar  gale 
Thr.t  cool  v.'Ith  evening  rofe,  a  thoufand  wings. 
The  fummer-nations  of  thefe  pregnant  cliffs, 
Play'd  fportive  round,  and  to  the  fun  outfpread 
Their  various  plumage  ;  or  In  wild  notes  hail'd 
His  parent-beam  that  animates  and  cheers 
All  living  kinds.     He,  glorious  from  amidft; 
A  pomp  of  golden  clouds,  th'  Atlantic  flood 
Beheld  oblique,  and  o'er  Its  azure  breail: 
Wav'd  one  unbounded  blulh  :  a  fcene  to  ftrike 
Both  ear  and  eye  with  wonder  and  delight ! 
But,  loft  to  outward  fenfe,  Amyntor  pals'd 
Regardiefs  on,  through  other  walks  convcy'd 
Of  baleful  profped  ;  which  pale  fancy  rais'd 
Inceflant  to  herfelf,  and  fabled  o'tr 
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With  darkelt  night,  meet  reglcra  for  defpair  ! 
Till  northward,  where  the  rock  its fsa-walh'd bale 
Projects  athwart  and  fhuts  the  boiinded  fcene, 
Routiding  its  point,  he  rais'd  his  eyes  and  faw, 
At  dilta.'ice  faw,  defcending  on  the  ftiore. 
Forth  from  their  anchor'd  boat,  of  mea  unknown 
A  double  band,  who  by  their  geftures  ftrange 
There  fix'd  with  v.-ondering :  for  at  once  they  knelt 
With  hands  uph-.kl ;  at  once,  to  heaven,  as  feem'd. 
One  general  hy>ir.i  pour'd  .orth  of  vocal  praife. 
Then,  flowly  rifiiig,  forward  mov'd  their  fteps  : 
Slow  as  they  mov'd,  behold  !  amid  the  train, 
On  either  fide  fupported,  onv/ard  came 
Pale  and  of  piteous  look,  a  penfive  maid  ; 
As  one  by  wafting  (kknefs  fore  afl"uird, 
Or  plung'd  in  gi-ief  profound — O,  all  ye  powers! 
Ani/ntor  ftirting,  cry'd,  and  fhot  his  foul 
In  rapid  glance  before  him  on  her  face. 
Illufion  1  no— i-it  cannot  be.     My  blood 
Runs  ch  il :  my  feet  are  rooted  here — and  fee  I 
To  mock  my  hopes,  it  wears  her  gracious  form. 
The  fplrits  who  this  ocean  wafte  and  wild 
Still  hover  rcxxnd,  or  'valk  thefe  ifles  unfeen, 
Pr':f  nting  oft  in  pltftur'd  vifion  ftrange 
The  dead  or  abfent,  have  on  yon  fhape  adorn'd, 
So  like  my  love,  of  unfubftantial  air, 
Enibody'd  featur'd  it  with  all  her  charms-^ 
And  lo  !  behold  !  Its  eyes  are  fix'd  on  mine 
With  gaze  tranfported— Ha  !   fhe  faints,  flie  falls ! 
He  ran,  he  flew  :  his  clafping  arms  receiv'd 
Her  finking  weight— -O  earth,  and  all,  and  fea! 
'Tis  file  !  'tis  Theodora !   Power  divine, 
Whofe  goodnefs  knows  no  bounds,  thy  hand  is  here, 
Omaipotent  in  mercy  !  As  he  fpoke, 
Adown  his  cheek,  through  fhivering  joy  and  doubt. 
The  tear  faft-falling  ftream'd.  My  love  !   my  life  ! 
Soul  of  my  wilhes  !  fav'd  beyond  all  faith  ! 
Return  to  life  and  me.     O  fly,  my  friends, 
Fly,  and  from  yon  tranflucent  fountain  bring 
The  living  ftream.     Thou  dearer  to  my  foul 
Than  all  the  fumlefs  v.^ealth  this  fea  entombs, 
My  Theodora,  yet  awake  :    'tis  I, 
'  ris  poor  Amyntor  calls  thee  !  At  that  name. 
That  potent  name,  her  fpirit  from  the  verge 
Of  death  recall' ',  fhe  trembling  rais'd  her  eyes  j 
Trembling,  his  neck  with  eager  grafp  entwin'd, 
And  murmur'd  out  his"  nam.e  :  then  funk  again  ; 
Then  fwoou'd  upon  his  bofom,  through  excefs 
Of  b'ifs  unhop'd,  too  mighty  for  her  frame. 
The  rofe-bud  thus,  that  to  the  beam  ferene 
Of  morning  glad  unfolds  her  tender  charms, 
Shrinks  and  expires  beneath  the  noon-day  blaze. 

Moments  of  dread  fufpenfe — but  foon  to  ceafc  ! 
For  now,  while  on  her  face  thefe  men  unknown 
The  ftream,  with  cool  afperfion,  bufy  caft. 
His  eyes  beheld,  with  wonder  and  amaze. 
Beheld  in  them — his  friends!  th'  advent'rousfew, 
Who  bore  her  to  the  fkiff !  whofe  daring  fkiU 
Hid  fav'd  her  from  the  deep !  As,  o'er  her  cheek 
Rekindling  life,  like  morn,  its  light  difFus'd 
In  dawning  purple  ;  from  their  lips  he  Icarn'd, 
How  to  yon  ifle,  yon  round  of  mofs-clad  hills, 
Borea  nam'd,  before  the  tempcft  borne, 
Thefe  iflanders,  thrice  three,  then  prifori'd  there, 
(So  heaven  ordain'd)  with  utmoft  peril  run. 
With  toil  Invincible,  from  ftielve  and  rock 
Tlieir  boat  preferv'd,  and  to  this  happy  coaft 
Its  prow  dlre<&ed  fafe — He  heard  no  more : 
The  reft  already  known,  his  every  feule^ 
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iiis  full  colleJlcd  foul,  on  her  alone 
Was  fix'd,  was  hung  enrapfur'd,  while  thefe  founds, 
This  voice,  as  of  an  angel,  pierc'd  his  ear. 
Amyntor !    O  my  life's  recover'd  hope  ! 
My  foul's  defpair  and  rapture  ! — can  this  be  ? 
Am  I  on  earth  ?  and  do  thefe  arms  indeed 
Thy  reiil  form  enfold  ?     Thou  dreadful  deep  ! 
Ye  fhores  unknown  !  ye  wild  impending  hills  ! 
Dare  I  yet  trull  my  fenfe  ? — O  yes,  'tis  he! 
'Tis  he  himfelf !     My  eyes,  nly  bounding  heart, 
Confefs  their  living  lord  !     What  fliall  I  fay  ? 
How  vent  the  boundlefs  tranfport  that  expands 
My  labouring  thought  ?  th'  unutterable  blifs, 
Joy,  wonder,  gratitude,  that  pain  to  death 
The  breaft  they  charm  ? — Amyntor,  O  fupport 
Thisfwimming  brain  :   I  would  not  now  be  toin 
Again  from  life  and  theo  ;  nor  caule  thy  heart 
A  fecond  pang.     At  this,  dilated  high 
The  fwell  of  joy,  moft  fatal  where  its  force 
Is  felt  mod;  exquifite,  a  timely  vent 
Now  found,  and  broke  in  tender  dews  away 
Of  heart-relieving  tears.     As  o'er  its  charge, 
With  ihcltering  wing,  folicitoufly  good, 
The  guardian  genius  hovers,  fo  the  youth, 
On  her  lov'd  face,  afliduous  and  alarm'd, 
In  filent  fondnefs  dwelt:   while  all  his  foul, 
With  trembling  tendernefs  of  hope  and  fear 
Pleafmgly  pain'd,  was  all  employ 'd  for  her^ 
The  rous'd  emotions  warring  in  her  bread, 
Attempering,  to  compofe,  and  gradual  fit 
For  further  joy  her  foft  imprefli  ve  frame. 

O  happy  !  though  as  yet  thou  know'ft  not  iialf 
The  blifs  that  waits  thee  !  but,  thou  gentle  mind, 
Whofe  figh  is  pity,  and  whofe  finile  is  love, 
For  all  who  joy  or  forrow,  jirm  thy  breaft 
With  that  bell  temperance,  which  from  fond  excefs, 
M'^hen  rapture  lifts  to  dangerous  height  its  poweis, 
Refle<5live  guards.  Know  then — and  let  calm 
;  ■  i    , , thought 

On  wonder  wait — fafe  refug'd  in  tliis  ifie. 
Thy  godlike  father  lives  !  and  lo — but  curb, 
Reprefs  the  tranfport  that  o'erheaves  thy  heart ; 
"l-is  he — look  yonder—he,  whofe  reverend  fleps 
The  mountain's  fide  defcend  ! — Abrupt  from  his 
Her  hand  fhe  drew ;  and,  as  on  wings  iipborise. 
Shot  o'er  the  fpace  between.     He  faw,  he  knew, 
Aftonifh'd  knev/,  before  him,  on  her  knee, 
His  Theodora  !  To  his  arms  he  rais'd 
The  lofl.  lov'd  fair,  and  in  his  bofom  prefs'd. 
My  father  ! — O  my  child  !  at  once  they  cry'd  ; 
Nor  moi-e.     The  refl  ecfiatic  filence  fpoke, 
And  nature  from  her  inmcrG:  feat  of  fenfe 
Beyond  all  utterance  mov'd.     On  this  blefl  fcene, 
\Vhere  emulous  in  either  bofom  ftrove 
Adcitiiig  gratitude,  earth,  ocean,  air,    • 
Around  with  foftenin*  afpe6t  feem'd  to  fmile  ; 
And  heaven,  approving,  look'd  deligiited  down. 

Nor  theirs  alone  this  blifsful  year :  the  joy, 
With  inflant  flow,  from  fiiore  to  Ihore  along 
Diffufive  ran  ;  and  alJ  the  e.-^ulting  ifle 
About  the  new-arriv'd  was  pour'd  abroad, 
To  hope  loug  loft,  by  miracle  regain'd  ! 
In  each  plain  bofom  love  and  nature  wept : 
While  each  a  hre,  a  hufband,  or  a  friend, 
Embracing  held  and  kifs'd. 

Now,  while  the  fong, 
The  choral  hymn,  in  wildly-warbled  notes. 
What  nature  diiJlates  v/hcn  the  full  heart  prompts, 


•Beft  harmony,  they  grateful  fouls  effus'd 

Aloud  to  heaven  ;  Montano,  reverend  feer, 

( Whofe  eye  prophetic  far  through  time's  abyfs 

Could  fhoot  its  beam,  and  there  the  births  of  fate. 

Yet  immature  and  in  their  caufes  hid, 

lllumin'd  fee)  a  fpace  abftracfled  Rood  : 

His  frame  with  fhivery  horror  flirr'd,  his  eyes 

From  outwa.d  vifion  held,  and  all  the  man 

Entranc'd  in  wonder  at  th'  unfolding  fcene. 

On  fluid  air,  as  in  a  mirror  feen. 

And  glowing  radiant,  to  his  mental  fight. 

They  fly!  he  cry'd,  they  melt  in  air  away, 
The  clouds  that  long  fair  Albion's  heaven  o'ercaft  I 
With  tempefl  delug'd,  or  with  flame  devour'd 
Her  drooping  plains:  while  dawning  rofy  round 
A  purer  morning  lights  up  all  her  Ikies  ! 
He  comes,  behold  !  the  great  deliverer  comes! 
Immortal  William,  borne  triumphant  on. 
From  yonder  orient,  o'er  propitious  feas, 
'  White  with  th'i  fuils  of  his  imnumber'd  fleet, 
A  floating  foreft,  flretch'd  from  fliore  to  Ihore  ! 
See  !  with  fpread  wings  Britannia's  genius  flies. 
Before  his  prow ;  commands  the  fpeeding  gales 
To  waft  him  on  ;  and,  o'er  the  hero's  head, 
Inwreath'd  with  olive  bears  the  laurel-crown, 
Blefl:  emblem,  peace  with  liberty  reftor'd  ! 
And  hark  !  from  either  ftrand,  which  nations  hide. 
To  welcome-in  true  freedom's  day  renew'd 
What  thunders  of  acclaim  !    Aurelius,  man 
By  heaven  belov'd,  thou  too  that  facred  fun 
Shalt  live  to  hail ;  fli.dt  warm  thee  in  his  fhine ! 
I  fee  thee  on  the  flowery  lap  difFus'd 
Of  thy  lov'd  vale,  amid  a  fmiling  race 
From  this  blefl  pair  to  fpring  ;  whom  equal  faith, 
And  equal  fondnefs,  in  foft  league  fliall  hold 
From  youth  to  reverend  age ;  the  calmer  hours 
Of  thy  lall  day  to  fweeten  and  adorn  ; 
Through  life  thy  comfort,  and  in  death  thy  crown, 

TRUTH  IN  RYME. 

10    THE    DUKE    OF    MARLBOROUGH  *. 

Your  Grace  has  given  leave,  that  thefe  few 
poems  fliould  appear  in  the  world  under  the  pa- 
tronage of  your  name.  But  this  leave  would  have 
been  r^fufed,  I  know,  had  your  expedied  to  find 
your  own  praifes,  however  juft,  in  any  part  ©f  the 
prefent  addrefs.  .  1  do  not  fay  it,  my  Lord,  in  the 
llyle  cf  compliment.  Genuine  modefly,  the  com- 
panion and  the  grace  of  true  merit,  may  be  furely 
diflinguifiied  from  the  affetftation  of  it ;  as  furely 
as  the  native  glowing  of  a  fine  complexion  from 
that  artificial  colouring,  which  is  ufed,  in  vain,  to 
fupply  whatnature  had  denied,  or  hasrefumed. 

Yet,  permit  me  jull  to  hint,  my  Lord,  while  I 
reftrain  my  pen  from  all  enlargement,  that  if  the 
faireft  public  charadter  muft  be  raifed  upon  private 
virtue,  as  furely  it  muft,  your  Grace  has  laid  al- 
ready the  fecureft  foundation  of  the  former  in  the 
latter.  The  eyes  of  mankind  are  therefore  turned 
upon  you  :  and,  from  what  you  are  known  to  have 
done,  in  one  way,  they  reafonably  look  for  what- 
ever can  be  expelled  from  a  great  and  good  man, 
in  the  other. 

The  author  of  thefe  lighter  amufements  hopes 

*   T/jis  dedication   zvas  prefixed  ly  the  author,  te  4 
fmall  colLiiion  of  his  paems,  fublijhed  in  1^63, 
Yyij 
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foon  to  prcfent  your  Grace  with  fomething  more 
iblid,  more  dclerving  your  attention,  in  the  life  of 
the  firfl  Duke  of  Marlborough. 

You  will  then  fee,  that  fuperior  talents  for  war 
have  been,  though  they  rarely  are,  accompanied 
with  equal  abilities  for  negotiation :  and  that  the 
lame  extenuve  capacity,  which  could  guide  all  the 
tumultuous  fcenes  of  the  camp,  knew  how  to  di- 
rea,  with  equal  Ikill,  the  cahner  but  more  per- 
plexing operations  of  the  cabinet. 

In  the  mean  while,  that  you  may  live  to  adorn 
the  celebrated  and  difficult  title  you  wear ;  that 
you  may  he,  like  him,  the  defender  of  your  coun- 
try in  days  of  public  danger;  and  in  times  of 
peace,  what  is  perhaps  lefs  frequently  found,  the 
friend  and  patron  of  thofe  ufeful  and  ornamental 
urts,  by  which  human  nature  is  exalted  and  hu- 
man fociety  rendered  more  happ^^  ;  this,  my  Lord, 
is  refpeclfully  the  wifh  of 

Your  Grace's 

mcft  obedient 

humble  fervant. 


interefling  objecl  to  the  confideration  of  parlia* 
ment,  in  order  that  fuch  farther  provifion,  as 
Ihall  be  mofl  expedient,  may  be  made,  for  ficuring 
the  judges  in  the  enjoyment  of  their  offces,  during  their 
good  behavioury  mtividjlauding  any  fuch  deviife. 


TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  THE  FOLLOWING 
POEM. 

««  It  has  no  faults,  or  I  no  faults  can  fpy : 
*«  It  is  all  beauty,  or  in  blindnefs  I." 
■Imprimatur 

meo  pcriculo. 

Chesterfield. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


"The  following  extract  from  his  majefty's  fpeech 
to  both  houfes  of  parhament,  which,  by  every 
man  in  his  dominions,  would  be  thought  the 
nobleft  introdu(ftion  to  a  poem  of  the  firfi  merit, 
is  peculiarly  fuitable  to  introduce  this.  However 
unequal  thefe  vcrfes  may  be  to  the  fubjeft  they 
attempt  to  adorn,  this  fingirlar  advantage  will  be 
readily  allowed  them.  It  will,  at  the  fame  time, 
be  the  fulleft  and  beft  explanation  of  the  author's 
meaning,  On  a  theme  fo  interefling  and  uncom- 
mon.    The  words  are  thefe  : 

MARCH  3, 1761. 
*  *  •  In  confequcnce  of  the  z6t  paffed  in  the  reign 
of  my  late  glorious  predeceffor,  King  William  the 
Third,  for  fettling  the  focceffion  to  the  crown  in 
my  family,  the  comniifTions  of  the  judges  have 
been  made  during  their  good  behaviour.  But  not- 
■withftanding  that  wife  provifion,  their  offices  have 
detemiined  upon  the  demife  of  the  crown,  or  at 
the  expiration  of  fix  months  afterwards,  in  every 
inftance  of  that  nature  which  has  happened. 

I  look  upon  the  irnlcpendency  and  uprightnefs 
of  the  judges  of  the  land  as  eflential  to  the  impar- 
tial adminiftnition  of  jullice;  as  one  of  the  beft 
fecurities  of  the  rights  and  liberties  of  my  loving 
lBbJ£<5ls;  and  as  moft  conducive  to  the  honour  of 
the  cioT/n,    And  1  come  now  to  recommend  this 


AsTREA,  eldeft  born  of  Jove, 
Whom  all  the  gods  revere  and  love, 
Was  fent,  while  man  deferv'd  their  care, 
On  earth  to  dwell,  and  govern  there  : 
Till  finding  earth  by  heaven  unaw'd, 
Till  lick  of  violence  and  fraud. 
Abandoning  the  guilty  crew. 
Back  to  her  native  flcy  fhe  flew. 
There,  ftation'd  in  the  Virgin-lign, 
She  long  has  ceas'd  on  earth  to  fhuie ; 
Or  if,  at  times  (he  deigns  a  fmile, 
'Tis  chief  o'er  Britain's  favour'd  ifle. 

For  there — her  eye  with  wonder  fix'd  1 
That  wonder  too  with  pleafure  mix'd  ! 
She  now  beheld,  in  blooming  youth. 
The  patron  of  all  worth  and  truth ; 
(Not  where  the  virtues  moft  refort. 
On  peaceful  plains,  but  in  a  court ! 
Not  in  a  cottage,  all  unknown ; 
She  found  him  feated  on  a  throne  ! 
What  fables  paint,  what  poets  fing. 
She  found  in  fadl — a  patriot-king  ! 
But  as  a  ught,  fo  nobly  new, 
Deferv'd,  Ihe  thought,  a  nearer  view ; 
To  where,  by  filver-ftreaniing  Thames, 
Afcends  the  palace  of  St.  James, 
Swift  through  furrounding  fhades  of  night 
The  goddefs  fhot  her  beamy  flight. 
She  itopp'd ;  and  the  revealing  ray 
Blaz'd  round  her  favourite,  where  he  lay. 
In  fweet  repofe  :  o'er  all  his  face, 
Repofe  filed  fbfter  bloom  and  grace  ! 
But  fearful  left  her  fun-bright  glare 
Too  foon  might  wake  him  into  care, 
(For  fplendid  toils  and  weary  ftate 
Are  every  monarch's  envy'd  fate) 
The  ftream  of  circling  rays  to  fhroud, 
She  drew  an  interpofing  cloud. 
In  all  the  filence  of  furprifc, 
She  gaz'd  him  o'er.     She  faw  arife. 
For  gods  can  read  the  human  breaft. 
Her  own  ideas  there  impreft  ! 
And  that  his  plan,  to  blefs  mankind. 
The  plan  now  brightening  in  his  mind,- 
May  ftory's  whitcft  page  adorn, 
May  ftiine  through  nations  yet  unborn,- 
She  calls  Urbania  to  her  aid. 

At  once  tlie  fair  ethereal  maid. 
Daughter  of  Memory  and  Jove, 
Defcending  quits  her  laurcl'd  grove  : 
Loofe  to  the  gale  her  azure  robe ; 
Borne  in  her  left,  a  ftarry  globe. 
Where  "each  fuperior  fon  of  fame 
Will  find  infcribed  his  deathlefs  name,- 
Her  right  fuftains  th'  immortal  lyre, 
To  praife  due  merit,  or  infpire. 
Behold — Aftrea  thus  began — 
The  friend  of  virtue  and  of  man  I 
Calm  reafon  fee,  in  early  youth ! 
'  Sec,  in  a  priace,  the  foul  of  truth  ! 
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With  !ovc  of  judice,  tender  fenfe 
For  fuffering  wortli  and  innocence  ! 
Who  means  to  build  his  happy  reign  ! 
On  this  bleil;  maxim,  wife  and  plain — 
Though  plain,  how  feldom  underllood! 
That,  to  be  great,  he  mull  be  good. 
His  breaft  is  open  to  your  eye  ; 
Approach,  Urania,  mark,  and  try. 
This  bofom  needs  no  thought  to  hide : 
This  virtue  dares  our  fearch  abide. 

The  facred  fountains  to  fecure 
Of  juftice,  undillurb'd  and  pure 
From  hopes  or  fears,  from  fraud  or  force, 
To  ruffle,  or  to  ftain  their  courfe  ; 
That  thefe  may  flow  ferene  and  free. 
The  law  muff  independent  be : 
Her  minifters,  as  in  my  fight, 
And  mine  alone,  difpenfmg  right ; 
Of  piercing  eye,  of  judgment  clear, 
As  honour,  juft,  as  truth,  iincere. 
With  temper,  firm,  with  fpirit,  fa-ge. 
The  Mansfields  of  each  future  age. 

And  this  prime  blefling  is  to  fpring 
From  yoiith  in  purple  !    from  a  king  ! 
Who,  true  to  liis  imperial  truft. 
His  greatnefs  founds  in  being  juft  ; 
Prepares,  like  yon  afcending  fun. 
His  glorious  race  with  joy  to  run, 
And,  where  his  gracious  eye  appears, 
To  blefs  the  world  he  lights  and  chears ! 

Such  worth  with  equal  voice  to  fing, 
Urania,  ftrike  thy  boMell  firing  ; 
And  truth,  whofe  voice  alone  is  praife 
That  here  inipires,  fnall  guide  the  lays. 
Begin  !  awake  his  gentler  ear 
With  founds  that  monarchs  rarely  hear. 
He  merits,  let  him  know  our  love, 
And  you  record,  what  1  approve. 

She  ended :   and  the  heaven-born  maid. 
With  foft  furprife,  his  form  furvey'd. 
She  faw  what  chadity  of  thought. 
Within  his  Itainlefs  bofom  wrought ; 
Then  fix'd  on  earth  her  fober  eye, 
And,  paufing,  offer'd  this  reply. 
Nor  pomp  of  fong,  nor  paint  of  art, 
Such  truths  fiiould  to  the  world  impart- 
My  talk  is  but  in  fimple  verfe, 
Thefe  promis'd  wonders  to  rehearfe  :  , 
And  when  on  thefe  our  verfe  we  raife. 
The  plaineft  is  the  nob  left  praife. 

Yet  more  ;  a  virtuous  doubt  remains  : 
Would  fuch  a  prince  permit  my  ftrains  ? 
Deferving,  but  ftill  ftiunning  fame, 
The  homage  due  he  might  dlfclaim. 
A  prince  who  rules  to  fave  mankind, 
His  praife  would  in  their  virtue  find  ; 
Would  deem  their  ftridl  regard  to  laws. 
Their  faith  and  worth,  his  beft  aplaufe. 
Then,  Britons,  your  juft  tribute  bring. 
In  deeds,  to  emulate  your  king  *, 
In  virtues,  to  redeem  your  age 
From  venal  views  and  party-rage. 
On  his  example  fafely  reft  ; 
He  calls,  he  courts  you,  to  be  bleft  ; 
As  friends,  as  brethren  to  unite 
In  one  firm  league  of  juft  and  right. 

My  part  is  laft ;  if  Britain  yet 
A  lovgr  boafts  of  truth  and  wit. 


To  him  thefe  grateful  lays  to  fend, 
The  monarch's  and  the  mufe's  friend  ; 
And  whofe  fair  name,  in  facred  rhymes. 
My  voice  may  give  to  lateft  times. 

She  faid  ;  and,  after  thinking  o'er 
The  men  in  place  near  half  a  fcore. 
To  ft.-ike  at  once  all  fcandal  mute. 
The  goddefs  found,  and  fi;^'don  Bute. 


TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  THE  PRECEDING 

POEM. 


BY  S.  J.  ESQUIRE, 

Well — now,  I  think,  we  Ihall  be  wifer. 
Cries  Grub,  who  reads  the  Advertifer, 
Here's  Truth  in  Rhyme — a  glorious  treat ! 
It  furely  mult  abufe  the  great ; 
Perhaps  the  king  ; — without  difpute 
'Twill  fall  moft  devilifli  hard  on  Bute. 

This  he  reviews  his  parting  ftiilling. 
At  iafh  refolves,  though  much  unwilling, 
To  break  all  rules  imbib'd  in  youth, 
And  give  it  up  for  Rhyme  and  Truth  : 
He  reads — he  frowns — Why,  what's  the  matter  f 
Damn  it — here's  neither  fenfe  nor  I'atire— 
Here,  take  it,  boy,  there's  nothing  in't : 
Such  fellows ! — to  pretend  to  print ! 

Blame  not,  good  cit,  the  port's  rhymes, 
The  fault's  not  his,   but  in  the  times  : 
The  times,  in  which  a  monarch  reigns, 
Form'd  to  mike  happy  Britain's  plains ; 
To  ftop  in  their  deftrucftive  courfe, 
Domeitic  frenzy  foreign  force, 
To  bid  war,  fadiion,  party  ceafe, 
And  blefs  the  weary'd  world  with  peace. 
The  times  in  which  is  feen,  ftrange  fight  I 
A  court  both  virtuous  and  polite, 
Where  merit  beft  can  recommend 
And  fcience  finds  a  conftant  friend. 

How  then  fhould  fatire  dare  to  fport,  ; 

V/itli  fuch  a  king  and  fuch  a  court. 
While  truth  looks  on  with  rigid  eye, 
And  teili  her  every  line's  a  lie  ? 

THE  DISCOVERY. 

UPON   READING    SOME    VERSES,    WRITTEN     BT    A. 
YOUNG  LADY  AT  A  BOARDING  SCHOOL. 

September  1760. 

Apollo  lately  fent  to  know. 

If  he  had  any  fons  below  : 

For,  by  the  trafii  he  long  had  feen 

In  male  and  female  magazine, 

A  hundred  quires,  not  worth  a  groat. 

The  race  muft  be  extind,  he  thought. 

His  meffenger  to  court  repairs  ; 
Walks  foftly  with  the  crowd  up  iiairs  : 
But  when  he  had  his  errand  told. 
The  courtiers  fneer'd, both  young  and  old, 
Auguftus  knit  his  royal  brow, 

And  bade  him  let  Apollo  know  it. 
That  from  his  infancy  till  now, 
Y  y  i!| 
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He  lov'd  nor  poetry  nor  poet. 

His  next  adventure  was  the  Park, 
"When  it  grew  fafhionably  dark : 
There  beauties,  boobbie?,  ftrumpets,  rakes, 
Talk  much  of  commerce,  whift,  and  flakes ; 
Who  tips  the  wink,  who  drops  the  card : 
But  not  one  word  of  verfe  or  bard. 
The  ftage,  Apollo's  old  domain, 
Where  his  true  fons  were  wont  to  reign. 
His  courier  now  paft  frowning  by  : 
Ye  modern  Durfeys  tell  u?  why. 

Slow,  to  the  city  laft  he  went : 
There,  all  was  profe,  of  cent,  per  cent. 
There,  alley-omnium,  fcript,  and  bonus, 
(I^atin,  for  which  a  mufe  would  ft'one  us. 
Yet  honeft  Gideon's  cla/Iic  flyle) 
Made  our  poor  Nuncio  flare  and  fmile. 

And  now  the  clock  had  flruck  eleven : 
The  mefTenger  muft  back  to  heaven  ; 
But  juft  as  he  his  wings  had  try'd, 
Look'd  up  Queen-fquare,  the  north-eafc  fide. 
A  blooming  creature  there  he  found. 
With  pen  and  ink,  and  books  around. 
Alone,  and  writing  by  a  taper  : 
He  read  unfeen,  then  flole  her  paper. 
It  much  amus'd  him  on  his  way  ; 
And  reaching  heaven  by  break  of  day, 
He  fhow'd  Apollo  what  he  flole. 
The  god  perus'd,  and  lik'd  the  whole  : 
Then,  calling  for  his  pocket-book, 
Some  right  celellial  vellum  took ; 
And  what  he  with  a  fun-beam  there 
Writ  down,  the  mufe  thus  copies  fair  : 
"  If  I  no  men  my  fons  mufl  call, 
"  Here's  one  fair  daughter  worth  them  all : 
•'  Mark  then  the  facred  words  that  follow, 
"  Sophia's  mine's — fo  fign'd  Apollo. 

THE  TRANSFIGURATION. 

IN   IMITATION  or  MILTON's  STYLE. 

Not  printed  in  arty  former  edition  of  his  icorli 

Celestial  Dove  1  the  mufe  heaven-born  infpire 
Through  all  her  pow'rs,   while  witn  extended 

Aving 
She  feeks  the  myflic  hill,  and  wond'ring  views 
Her  Lord  transtigur'd.     He  on  earth  below 
<^bfcu:  ely  liv'd,  eclips'd  in  human  form. 
And  hid  the  Deity  :  with  ills  converfant. 
The  rage  of  fate  in  ev'ry  threat'nirg  fhape 
Awful  he  combated,  and  vidlor  ftill. 
To  heil  and  earth,  his  reftlefs  foes,  oppos'd 
Meeknefs,  and  patient  innocence,  and  pray'r 
That    befl  defence !    that  golden   chain,    whofe 

pow'r 
Magnetic  links  the  diftant  heaven  and  earth 
With  occult  charm  !  as  the  remotefl  parts 
Of  nature,  each  to  other  gravitate 
In  bonds  of  llridlefl  love.     The  fervent  pray'r 
Refifllefs     climbs    heav'n's    awful    height,    and 

flands 
Befo-e  t\i  eternal  throne,  with  filent  tears 
And  foul-brejith'd  fighs  attended ;  Mercy  fmiles. 
While    the  vidlorious    fuppliant    fweetly    o'er- 

comes 
Cod  inaccclTable  to  other  violence. 


And  thus  th'  ethereal  Lamb,  Redeemer  meek^ 

Convers'd  with  the  great  Father,  where  he  fits 

Enthron'd  in  glory.     He  the  Son  beheld 

High  on  a  mountain,  from  the  world  fequefler'd, 

In  holy  rapture  wing  to  heaven  his  foul. 

His  pray'r  is  heard — And,  lo  !  Celcflial  light, 

Sun-bright  meridian  glory,  beamful  breaks 

From   forth   his   facred   looks.     All   heav'n    un- 

veil'd 
Is  open'd  in  his  face,  and  Godhead  blazes 
Effulgent  round  :  while  ting'd  with  orient  light 
His  garments    fhine,    pure    as  the  new    fallen 

fn  ow 
That  clothes  the  Alpine  ridge  or  Appenine. 
Soft  gales  of  fragrance  breath'd  around  the  place 
Ambrofial,  and,  to  grace  the  wond'rous  change, 
Mofes  apd  Elias,  the  realms  of  light 
Forfaking,  dart  precipitant  from  high, 
Invefted  with  pure  ether,  all  refin'd 
Their  liquid  texture,  or  compa<fted  light 
Empyreal  cov'ring  !  Thus  from,  heaven  equipt, 
All  pure  as  innocence,  celeftial  bloom 
Smil'd  glowing  in  tjieir  looks,  and  every  limb 
Adorn'd  with  heavenly  beauty,  dazzling  fhot 
Fair  glories,  only  to  ihe.'r  Lord  inferior. 
Their  garments  fplendid,  as  the  folar  ray 
Of  noontide   fhines,    blaz'd  bright  with  orient 

gold. 
Such  as  impurples  heaven,  when  rifing  morn 
Walks  o'er  the  fkies  with  all  her  rofy  train 
Of  fmiles  and  blufhes.     Humbly  the  bkfl  pair, 
In  deep  proflration,  flre'tch'd  before  their  Lord, 
Recount  his  fufFerings,  and  adore  his  paflion. 

How  unappall'd  this  meek  and  patient  Lamb, 
Encoimters  all  the  rage  of  earth  and  hell ! 
His  armour,  innocence  and  white-eye'd  faith. 
Flow,  bleeding  with  rich  life,  his  facred  wounds 
Run  purple,  and  expand  their  ruddy  mouths, 
Dropping  with  cordial  balm  to  heal  a  world  ! 
How  the  triniriphant  vi<5tim  yields  his  breath 
Cheerful  amidfl  the  fharpefl  pangs  of  torture  ! 
While  trembling  nature  own'd  her  dying  Lord, 
And  fhook  th'  eternal  cen*^re  :  the  pale  fun. 
As  confcious  of  the  guilt,  obf'ciir'd  his  head. 
And  left  the  world  in  univerfal  ir.ourning. 
Hov/  in  the  grave's  encircling  gloom  he's  laid 
Environ'd  v^-ith  cold  «ight ;  th'  infatiate  grave. 
Unable  to  (ijtr.in  his  heavenly  guefl, 
Relu6lant  opes  his  pcnd'rous  jaws!,  and  yields 
The  fscred  pledge  of  peace  to  man  reflor'd. 
His  fetters  broke,  freJh  as  the  face  of  morn 
That  now  had  thrice  renew'd  her  fmiling  tour 
Through  heaven,  he  fpurns  the  banded  pow'rs  of 

hell,  .... 

And  rifing,  Phoenix-like,  fhakes  off  the  gloom 
Contraded  from  the  grave.     Now  in  his  throne 
Seated,  on  the  right  hand  of  glory  fliines 
With  Godhead  blazing  awful  Deity. 
Amazing  colloquy !  where  heaven  and  earth, 
Sweetly  united,  hold  the  conference 
Sublime  !  a  world  rello-'d  and  man  redeem'd. 
But  while  the  wond'rous  interview  prolong'd 
Detains  the  gazing,  fun  from  heaven  appears 
An  orient  cloud,  that  fecms  another  fun 
Refplerdent  through  the  fkies,  from  whence  was 

heard. 
As  thunder  terrible,  the  Father's  voice. 
Awful  proclaiming  from  the  fulgent  fliade, 
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;^? 


to  !    MY  BELOVED    SON,    IN   WHOM  I  AM 


WELL   PLEAS  D  ! 


VERSES. 

WRITTEN     FOR,     AND    GIVEN    IN    PRINT    TP    A 
BEGGAR. 

O  MERCY,  heaven's  firfl  attribute, 
Whofe  care  embraces  man  and  brute  ! 
Behold  me  where  I  fliivcrino;  (land  ; 
Bid  gentle  pity  ftretch  her  hand 
To  want  and  ag;e,  difeafe  and  pain, 
That  ail  in  one  iad  objed:  reign. 
Still  feeling  bad,  ftill  fearing  v^orfe, 
Exiflence  is  to  m?  a  curfc  : 
Yet,  how  to  clofe  this  weary  eye  ? 
By  my  own  hand  I  dare  not  die : 
And  death,  the  friend  of  human  woes, 
Who  brings  the  lafl;  and  found  rcpofe  ; 
Peath  does  at  dreadful  diftance  keep, 
And  leaves  one  wretch  to  wake  and  weep  i 

THE  REWARD : 

CR,  ^FOLLO'S  ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS  TQ 
CHARLES  STANH05E. 

Written  in  1 75  7. 

AroLLo,  from  the  fouthern  fky. 
O'er  liondon  lately  glanc'd  his  eye, 
Jufl  fuch  a  glance  our  courtiers  throw 
At  fuitors  whom  they  fhun  to  know  : 
Or  have  you  mark'd  the  averted  mien, 
The  cheft  ere(Sl,  the  freezing  look, 
Of  Bumbo,  when  a  bard  is  feen 
Charg'd  with  his  dedication-book  .' 

But  gods  are  never  in  the  wrong : 
What  the^n  difpleas'd  the  power  of  fong  ? 

The  cafe  was  this :  where  noble  arts 
Once  flourlfh'd,  as  our  fathers  tell  us, 
He  nov/  can  find,  for  men  of  parts. 
None  but  rich  blockheads  and  mere  fellows ; 
Since  drums  and  dice  and  diffipation 
Have  chac'd  ail  taile  fi  om  all  the  nation. 
for  is  there,  now,  one  table  fpread. 
Where  feiife  and  fcience  may  be  fed  ? 
Where,  with  a  fmile  en  every  face, 
Invited  iTierit  takes  his  place  .'' 
Thefe' thoughts  ptit  PlKsbus  in  the  fpleen, 
(For  gods,' like  men,  can  feel  chagrin) 
And  left  him  on  thi;  point  to  fhroud 
His  head  in  one  eternal  cloud  ; 
When,  lo!  his  all-difcerning  eye 
Chanc'd  one  remaining  friend  to  fpy, 
Jufl  crept  abroad,  as  is  his  way. 
To  bafk  him  in  the  noon-tide  ray. 

This  Phoebus  noting,  call'd  aloud 
To  every  interpofing  cloud  ; 
And  bade  their  gather'd  mifls  afcend, 
That  he  might  warm  his  good  old  friend : 
Then,  as  his  chariot  roll'd  along, 
Tun'd  to  his  lyre  this  grateful  long. 

"  With  talents,  fuch  as  God  has  given 
To  common  mortals,  fix  in  feven  ; 
Who  yet  have  titles,  ribbons,  pay, 
^nd  goKfirn  whom  they  fnould  obey ; 


With  no  more  frailitics  than  are  found 
In  thoufand  others,  count  them  round; 
Witii  much  good-will,  inflead  of  parts, 
Fxprefs'd  for  artifls  and  fcr  arts  ; 
Who  imiles,  if  you  have  f'martly  fpoke  ; 
Or  nods  applaufe  to  his  own  joke  ; 
This  bearded  child,  this  grey-hair'd  boy. 
Still  plays  with  life,  as  with  a  toy; 
Still  keeps  amufement  full  in  view: 
Wife  ?  Now  and  then— but  oftener  new; 
His  coach,  this  hour,  at  Watfon's  door ; 
The  next,  in  waiting  on  a  whore. 

Whene'er  the  welcome  tidings  ran 
Of  mon Her  fl range,  or  flranger  man, 
A  Selkirke  from  his  defcrt  ifle 
Or  Alligator  from  the  Nile  ; 
Ho  faw  the  monUer  in  its  fhrine, 
And  had  the  man,  next  day,  to  dine. 
Or  was  it  an  hermaphrodite  .' 
You  found  him  in  a  twofold  hurry ;  , 

Neg!e(5ting  for  this  he-fhe  fight. 
The  fingie  charms  of  Fanny  Murray. 
Gathering,  from  fuburb  and  from  city, 
Who  v/ere,  who  would  be,  wife  or  witty ; 
The  full-wigg'd  fons  of  pills  and  potions ; 
The  bags,  of  maggot  and  new  motions ; 
The  fage,  of  microfcopic  eye, 
Who  reads  him  leftures  on  a  fly ; 
Grave  antiquaries,  with  their  fiams ; 
And  poets,  fquirting  epigrams: 
"W  itli  fome  itw  lords — of  thofe  that  think, 
And  dip,  at  times,  their  pen  in  ink  : 
Nay,  ladies  too,  of  diverfe  fame. 
Who  are,  and  are  not,  of  the  game. 
For  he  has  look'd  the  world  around, 
And  pleafure,  ii)  each  quarter,  found. 
Now  young,  now  old,  now  grave,  now  gay. 
He  finks  from  life  by  foft  decay; 
And  fees  at  hand,  without  affrighr, 
'I'h'  inevitable  hour  of  night." 

But  here,  fome  pillar  of  the  flate, 
Whofe  life  is  one  long  dull  debate; 
Some  pedant  oi  the  fable  gown. 
Who  fpares  r;o  failings  but  his  own. 
Set  up  at  once  their  deep-mouth'd  hollow; 
Is  this  a  fubjecl:  for  Apollo  ! 
What  J  can  the  god  of  wit  and  verfe 
Such  trifles  in  our  ears  rehearfe  } 

"  Know,  puppies;  this  man's  eafy  life, 
Serene  from  cares,  unvex'd  with  Urife, 
Was  oft  employ'd  in  doing  good; 
A  fcience  you  ne'er  unnerilood: 
And  charity,  ye  fons  of  pride, 
*  A  multitude  of  faults  will  hide. 
I,  at  his  board,  more  fenfe  have  found, 
Than  at  a  hundred  dinners  round. 
Tafle,  learning,  mirth,  my  wefiern  eye 
Could  often,  there,  colledled  fpy  : 
And  I  have  gone  well-pleas'd  to  bed. 
Revolving  what  was  fung  or  faid. 

"  And  he,  who  entertam'd  them  ?,\\ 
With  much  good  liquor  flrong  and  fmall ; 
With  food  in  plenty,  and  a  welcome. 
Which  would  become  my  Lord  of  Mekombe  *, 

*    This  poem  ivas  eerlaiidy  ivrittcn  in  1 75  7;  but 
the  reader  has  only  to  remember^  that  Apollo  is  the  pod 
of  prophecy  as  well  as  of  poetry.     Mallet. 
Y  y  iiij 


?I* 


THE    WORKS    OF    MALLET. 


Whcfe  foups  and  fauces  duly  feafon'd, 
Whofe  wit  well  tini'd,  and  lenie  well  reafon'd. 
Give  Burgundy  a  brighter  flain, 
And  add  new  flavour  to  Champagne- 
Shall  thisrnan  to  the  grave  dclccnd, 
Unown'd,  unhonour'd  as  my  friend? 
Ko ;  by  niy  deity  1  fwear. 
Nor  fhall  the  vow  be  loft  in  ait; ; 
While  you,  and  millions  fa'ch  as  you. 
Are  fun'i  for  ever  from  my  view, 
And  lofl  in  kindred-daHaicio  lye, 
This  gocd  old  man  fhaii  never  die  : 
No  maccrrr  where  1  place  his  name, 
His  love  of  learning  fliall  be  fame. 


TYBURN :  TO  THE  MARINE  SOCIETY. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


SThe  deCgn  of  the  Marine  Society  is  in  itfelf  fo 
laudable,  and  has  been  purfued  fo  fucceftfiiliy 
for  the  public  good,  that  I  thought  it  merited  a 
public  acKnowledgment.  But  to  take  off  from 
the  flatnefs  of  a  direct  compliment,  I  have 
through  the  whole  poem  loaded  their  inflitu- 
tion  with  fiich  reproaches  as  Svill  fliow,  I  hope, 
in  the  moft  llriking  manner,  its  real  utility. 

3-'  authentic  accounts,  it  appears,  that  from  the 
iirft  rife  of  this  fociety,  to  the  prefent  year  1761, 
they  hive  collected,  clothed,  and  fitted  out  for 
the  fek-fervice,"5452  grown  men,  4511  boys: 
in  all  9963  perfons :  whom  they  have  tlius  not 
only  faved,  in  all  probability,  from  perdition 
and  infamy,  but  rendered  tliem  ufeful  members 
of  the  community  ;  at  that  time  too  when  their 
country  flood  moft  in  need  of  their  ailiftance. 

It  has  been,  all  examples  {how  it, 

*rhe  privilege  of  every  poet, 

Trom  ancient  down  to  modern  time. 

To  bid  dead  matter  live  in  rhyme  ; 

"With  wit  enliven  fenfeleifs  rocks ; 

"J  J)raw  repartee  from  wooden  blocks ; 

!Make  buzi-ards  fcnators  of  note, 

And  roo\s  harangue,  that  pee!e  may  vote. 

Thcfe  moral  fidions,  firil  defign'd 
To  mend  and  mortify  mankind. 
Old  ^fop,  as  our  children  know, 
Taught  twice  ten  hundred  years  ago. 
Jfis  fly,  upon  the  cliariot-wheel, 
Could  all  a  llatcfman's  merit  feel ; 
And,  to  its  own  importance  jult, 
lExclaim,  with  Eufo,  What  a  dull ! 
Hfishorfe-dnng,  when  the  flood  ran  higb, 
3n  Colon's  air  and  accent  cry,  * 

"While  turij^iing  down  the  turbid  flream, 
ILord  love  us,  how  we  apples  fwim  I 

But  farther  inflances  to  cite, 
"Would  tire  the  hearers  patience  quite. 
INo  :  what  their  numbers  and  their  worth, 
IHow  thefie  admire,  while  thofc  hold  forth, 
IFrom  Hyde-Park  on  to  Clerkenwcll, 
J,(t  Ciubs,  let  coffce-houfes  tell; 
■VVHicre  England,  through  the  world  rcnown'd. 
In  all  its  wiidom  may  be  found  :  ^ 

*V^^lile  I,  for  ornament  and  ufc. 
An  orator  of  wood  prcducc. 


Why  fhpuld  the  gentle  reader  flare  ? 
Are  wooden  orators  fo  rare  ? 
Saint  Stephen's  Chapel,  Rufus'  Hall, 
That  hears  them  in  the  pleader  bjiwl, 
Ihat  h;ars  them  in  the  patriot  tlmnder. 
Can  tell  if  fuch  things  are  a  wonder. 
So  can  baint  Dunftan's  in  the  weft, 
\\'hen  good  Romaine  harangues  his  beft. 
And  telJs  his  ftaring  congregation, 
That  fober  fenfe  is  lure  damnation  ; 
That  Newton's  guilt  wasworfe  than  treafcn. 
For  uiing,  what  God  gave  him,  reafon. 

A  pc;;  of  all  this  prefacing  ! 
Smart  Balbus  cries :  come,  name  the  thing : 
That  fuch  there  arc  we  all  agree  : 
What  is  this  wood?  Why — Tyburn-tree. 

Hear  then  this  reverend  oak  harangue  ; 
Who  makes  them  do  fo,  ere  they  hang. 

Patibulum  loquitur. 

"  Each  thing  whatever,  when  aggriev'd. 
Of  right  complains,  to  be  reliev'd. 
When  rogues  lb  rais'd  the  price  of  wheat. 
That  few  folks  could  afford  to  eat, 
(juft  as,  when  dodlor*  fees  run  high, 
1  ew  patients  can  afford  to  die) 
The  poor  durft  into  murmurs  break  ; 
For  lofers  muft  have  leave  to  fpeak:' 
Then,  from  reproaching,  fell  to  mawling 
Each  neighbour-rogue  they  found  foreftailing. 
As  thefe  again,  their  knaves  and  fetters, 
Durft  vent  complaints  againft  their  betters; 
Whofe  only  crime  was  in  defeating 
Their  fchcme  of  growing  rich  by  cheating: 
So,  fhall  not  I  my  wrongs  relate, 
An  injur'd  minifter  of  ftate  ? 
1  he  finiflier  of  care  and  pain 
May,  fure,  with  better  grace  complain, 
For  reafons  no  Icfs  ftrong  and  true, 
Marine  Society,  oi  ycu  ! 
Of  you,  as  every  carman  knows. 
My  lateft  and  moll  fatal  foes. 

My  property  you  bufely  fteal, 
Which  ev'n  a  Tritifh  oak  can  feel ; 
Feel  and  reftiit !  what  wonder  then 
It  fhould  be  felt  by  Eritiih  men, 
■When  France,  infulting,  durft  invade 
Their  cleaicft  property  of  trade  ? 
For  which  both  nations,  at  the  bar 
OT  that  fupreme  tribunal,  war, 
lo  ftiow  their  reafonshave  agrsed, 
And  lawyers,  by  ten  thoufands,  feed  5 
Who  now,  for  legal  quirks  and  purs, 
Plead  with  the  rhetoric  of  great  guns; 
And  each  his  clients  caufe  maintains, 
By  km  eking  out  th'  opponents  brains  : 
While  F.urrpe  al! — but  we  adjourn 
This  wife  digrcftion,  and  return. 

Your  rules  and  Ilalutes  have  undone  me , 
My  fureft  cards  begin  to  fliun  me. 
My  native  fubjeds  dare  rebel, 
'Ihofe  who  were  bom  for  me  and  hell : 
And,  but  for  you,  the  fccuudrcl-line 
Had,  every  mother's  fon,  died  mine. 
A  race  unnumber'd  as  uriknown, 
■U'bom  town  or  fuburb  calls  her  own; 
Of  vagrant  love  the  various  fpawn, 
from  rags  a^J  f.kh,  from  lace  uiid  lawc_j 
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Sons  of  Fleet-ditch,  of  bulks,  of  benches, 
Where  peer  and  porter  meet  their  wenches, 
tor  neither  health  nor  ihame  can  wean  us, 
From  mixing  with  the  midnight  Venus. 

Nor  let  my  cits  be  here  forgot ; 
They  know  to  £m  as  well  as  lot. 
When  night  demure  walks  forth  array'd 
In  her  thin  negligee  of  fliade. 
Late  rifen  from  their  long  regale 
Of  beef  and  beer,  and  bawdy  tale. 
Abroad  the  common-council  fully, 
To  poach  for  game  in  lane  or  alley ; 
This  gets  a  fon,  whofe  tirll  effay 
Will  filch  his  father's  till  a  way  ; 
A  daughter  that,  who  may  retire. 
Some  few  years  hence,  with  her  own  fire : 
And  while  his  hand  is  in  her  placket, 
The  filial  virtue  picks  his  pocket. 
Change-alley,  too,  is  grown  lb  nice,  _ 
A  broker  dares  refine  on  vice : 
With  lord-like  fcorn  of  marriage-vows. 
In  her  own  arms  he  cuckolds  fpoufe  ; 
For  young  and  frefli  while  he  would  wifh  her 
His  loofe  thought  glows  with  Kitty  Fifher ; 
Or,  after  nobler  quarry  running, 
Profanely  paints  her  out  a  Gunning. 
ISIow  thefe,  of  each  degree  and  fort. 
At  Wapping  dropp'd,  perhaps  at  Court, 
Bred  up  for  me,  to  fwear  and  lie, 
To  laugh  at  hell,  and  heaven  defy  ; 
Thefe,  Tyburn's  regimental  train. 
Who  rilk  their  necks  to  fpread  my  reign, 
From  age  to  age,  by  right  divine, 
Hereditary  rogues,  were  mine  : 
And  each,  by  dicipline  feverc, 
Improv'd  beyond  all  (hame  and  fear, 
From  guilt  to  guil,t  advancing  daily, 
My  couftant  friend  the  good  0;d-BuiIey 
To  me  made  over,  late  or  foon  ; 
I  think,  at  lateft,  once  a  noon : 
But  by  your  interloping  care, 
Not  one  in  ten  (hall  be  my  fhare. 
Ere  'tis  too  late  your  error  fee. 
You  foes  to  Britain,  and  to  riie. 
To  me  :  agreed — But  to  the  nation  ; 
I  prove  it  thus  by  demonftration. 

Firft,  that  there  is  much  good  in  ill. 
My  great  apoftle  Mandevile 
Has  made  mod  clear.     Read,  if  you  pleafe, 
His  moral  fable  of  the  bees. 
Our  reverend  clergy  next  will  own, 
Were  all  men  good,  their  trade  were  gone  ; 
That  were  it  not  for  ufeful  vice. 
Their  learned  pains  v/ould  bear  no  price  : 
]?>ray,  we  fhould  quickly  bid  defiance 
To  their  demonftrated  alliance. 

Next,  kindoms  are  composed,  we  know. 
Of  individuals.  Jack  and  Joe. 
Now  thefe,  our  ibvereign  lords  the  rable, 
For  ever  prone  to  growl  and  fquabble. 
The  monftrous  many^headed  beafl. 
Whom  we  muft  not  offend,  but  feaft 
j^ike  Cerberus,  fhould  have  their  fop  : 
And  what  is  that,  but  truffing  up  ? 
How  happy  were  their  hearts,  and  gay, 
^t  each  letuin  of  hanging-day  ? 


To  fee  *  Page  fwinging  they  admire, 

Beyond  ev'n  *  Madoxon  his  wire  '. 

No  baiting  of  a  bull  or  bear, 

To  *  Perry  dangling  in  the  air  I 

And  then,  the  being  drunk  a  week, 

For  joy,  fome  *  Sheppard  would  not  fqueak  I 

But  now  that  thole  good  times  kre  o'er, 

How  will  they  mutiny  and  roar  I 

Your  fcheme  abfurd  of  fober  rules 

Will  fink  the  race  of  men  to  mules  : 

For  ever  drudging,  fweating,  broiling, 

For  ever  for  the  public  toihng  : 

Hard  mafters  1  who,  juft  when  they  need  'cm, 

With  a  few  thiftles  deign  to  feed  'em. 

Yet  more- -for  it  is  feldom  known 
That  fault  or  folly  (lands  alone — 
You  next  debauch  their  infant-mind 
With  fumes  of  honourable  wind  ; 
Which  muft  beget,  in  heads  untry'd, 
That  worft  of  human  vices,  pride. 
All  who  my  humble  paths  forfake, 
Will  reckon,  each,  to  be  a  Blake;  _ 
There,  on  the  deck,  with  arms  a-kimbo, 
Already  ftruts  the  future  Bembow  ; 
By  you  bred  up  to  take  delight  in 
No  earthly  thing  but  oaths  and  fighting. 
Thefe  fturdy  fons  of  blood  and  blows. 
By  pulling  Monfieur  by  the  nofe, 
By  making  kicks  and  cuffs  the  falhion, 
Will  put  all  Europe  in  a  paflion. 
The  grand  alliance,  now  quadruple, 
Will  pay  us  home,  "  jufqu'  au  centuple  ;'v* 
So  the  French  king  was  heard  to  cry— 
And  can  a  king  of  Frenchmen  lie  ? 

Thefe,  and  more  mifchiefs  I  forefee 
From  fondling  brats  of  bafe  degree. 
As  mufhrooms  that  on  dunghills  rife. 
The  kindred-weeds  beneath  defpife  } 
So  thefe  their  fellows  will  contemn, 
Who,  in  revenge,  will  rage  at  them : 
For,  through  each  rank,  what  more  offends^ 
Than  to  behold  the  rife  of  friends  ? 
Still  when  our  equals  grow  too  great. 
We  may  applaud,  but  we  muft  hate. 
Then,  will  it  be  endur'd,  when  John 
Has  put  my  hempen  ribbon  on, 
To  fee  his  ancient  mefs-mate  Cload, 
By  you  made  turbulent  and  proud. 
And  early  taught  my  tree  to  bilk, 
Pafs  in  another  all  of  fiik  ? 

Yet,  one  more  mournful  cafe  to  put :  \ 
A  hundred  mouths  at  once  you  (liut ! 
Half  Grub-ftreet,  filenc'd  in  an  hour, 
Muft  curfe  your  interpofing  power  '. 
If  my  loft  fons  no  longer  fteal. 
What  fon  of  hers  can  earn  a  meal  ? 
You  ruin  many  a  gentle  bard. 
Who  hv'd  by  heroes  that  die  hard  I 
Their  brother-hawkers  too  I  that  fung 
How  great  from  world  to  world  they  fwung; 
And  by  fad  fonnets,  quaver'd  loud. 
Drew  tears  and  half-pence  from  the  crowd 


****  As  thefe  are  allperfons  of  note,  and  nuell 
known  to  our  readers,  nue  think  any  more  partitu- 
lar  mention  cfthem  unnccrffary.    MalhiT. 
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Blind  Fielding  too— -a  mifchief  on  him  ! 
I  with  my  fons  would  meet  and  ftbne  him  '. 
Sends  his  blacl:  fquadrons  up  and  dovrn, 
Who  drive  my  bell  boys  back  to  town. 
They  find  that  travelling  now  abroad, 
To  eafe  rich  rafcals  on  the  road, 
Is  grown  a  calling  much  uniafe  ; 
That  there  are  furer  ways  by  half, 
To  which  they  have  tlier  equal  claim, 
Of  earning  daily  food  and  fame  : 
So  down,  at  home,  they  fit,  and  think 
How  bell  to  rob,  with  pen  and  ink. 
Hence,  red-hot  letters  and  effays. 
By  the  John  Lilburn  of  thefe  days  ; 
Who  guards  his  want  of  Ihame  and  fenfe 
With  fliield  of  feven-fold  impudence. 
Hence  cards  on  Pelham,  cards  on  Pitt, 
With  much  abufe  and  little  wit. 
Hence  libels  againll  Hardwike  penn'd. 
That  only  hurt  when  they  commend  ; 
Hence  oft  afcrib'd  to  Fox,  at  icaft 
All  that  defames  his  name-fake  beaft. 
Hence  Cloacina  hourly  views 
Unnumber'd  labours  of  the  mufe. 
That  fink,  where  myriads  went  before, 
And  fleep  within  the  chaos  hoar  : 
V/hile  her  brown  daughters,  under  ground, 
Are  fed  with  politics  profound. 
Each  eager  hand  a  fragment  fnaps. 
More  excrement  than  what  it  wraps. 

Thefe,  fingly,  contributions  raife, 
Of  cafual  puddmg  and  of  praife. 
Others  again,  who  form  a  gang. 
Yet  take  due  meafures  not  to  hang, 
In  magazines  their  forces  join. 
By  legal  methods  to  purloin  : 
Whofe  weekly,  or  whofe  monthly,  feat  is 
Firft  to  decry,  then  fteal,  your  treatife. 
So  rogues  in  France  perform  their  job  ; 
Affafiinating,  ere  they  rob. 

But,  this  long  narrative  to  clofe  ; 
They  who  would  grievances  espofe, 
In  all  good  policy,  no  lefs. 
Should  fhow  the  methods  to  redrefs, 
If  commerce,  finking  in  one  frale, 
By  fraud  or  hazard  comes  to  fail; 
The  talk  is  next,  all  ftatefmen  know  it, 
To  find  another  where  to  throw  it. 
That,  rifing  there  in  due  degree. 
The  public  may  no  lofer  be. 
T  hus  having  heard  how  you  invade. 
And,  in  one  way,  deftroy  my  trade  ; 
That  we  at  laft  may  part  good  friends, 
Hear  how  you  dill  may  make  amends. 
O  fearch  this  finful  town  with  care : 
What  numbers,  duly  mine,  are  there  I 
The  full-fed  herd  of  money-jobbers, 
Jews,  Chriuians,  rogues,  alike  and  robbers  ! 
Who  riot  on  the  poor  man's  toils. 
And  fatten  by  a  nation's  fpoils  ! 
The  crowd  of  little  knaves  in  placcj 
Our  age's  envy  and  difgrace. 
Secret  and  fnug,  by  daily  ftealth, 
The  bufy  vermin  pick  up  wealth; 
TJien,  without  birth,  controul  the  great  I 
Then,  without  talents,  rule  the  ftate  1 


Some  ladies  too — for  fome  there  are 
With  flianie  and  decency  at  war  • 
Who,  on  a  ground  of  paie  tbreefcore 
Still  fpread  the  rofe  of  twenty-four. 
And  bid  a  nut-brown  bofom  glow 
With  purer  white  than  lilies  know  : 
"Who  into  vice  intrepid  rufh  ; 
Put  modeft  whoring  to  the  blufh  ; 
And  with  more  front  engage  a  trooper 
Than  Jenny  Jones,  or  Lucy  Cooper. 
Send  me  each  mifchief-ma'king  nibbler  ; 
'Tis  equal,  fenator  or  fcribbler  : 
Who,  on  the  felf.fame  fpot  of  ground, 
The  feif-iame  hearers  flaring  round, 
Abjure  and  join  with  praiie  and  blame. 
Both  men  and  meafures,  ftill  the  fame ; 
Or  ferve  our  foes  with  all  their  might, ' 
By  proving  Britons  dare  not  fight : 
Slim,  flimfy,  fiddling,  futile  elves. 
They  paint  the  nation  from  therafelves  • 
Lefs  aim.ng  to  be  wife  than  yi'itty, 
And  mighty  pert,  and  mighty  pretty. 

Send  me  each  firing— lave'  green  and  blue-^ 
Thefe,  brother  Tower-hill,  wait  for  you. 
But,  Lollius.be  not  in  thefpleen; 
'Tis  only  Arthur's  knights  I  mean- 
Not  thole  of  old  renown'd  in  fable. 
Nor  of  the  round,  but  gaming  table  ; 
Who,  every  night,  the  waiters  fay. 
Break  every  law  they  make  by  day  ; 
Plunge  deep  our  youth  in  all  the  vice 
Attendant  upon  drink  and  dice. 
And,  mixing  in  notflurnal  battles, 
Devour  each  other's  goods  and  chatties; 
While  from  the  mouth  of  magic  box. 
With  curfes  dire  and  dreadful  knocks, 
T-hey  fling  whole  tenements  au'ay. 
Fling  time,  health,  fame — yet  call  it  play  I 
Till,  by  advice  of  fpecial  friends,  • 
The  titled  dupe  a  fliarper  ends : 
Or,  if  fome  drop  of  noble  blood 
Remains,  not  quite  defil'd  to  mud, 
The  wretch,  unpity'd  and  alone, 
Leaps  headlong  to  the  woyld  unknown  I 

ZEPHYR,  pR  THE  STRATAGEM. 

''  Egregiam  vero  laudem  et  fpolia  ampla  refertis 
"  Una  dola  Divum  fi  Foeniina  vufla  duorum  eft.'. 

VlilG_ 
ARGUMENT. 

A  certain  young  lady  was  furprifed,  on  horfebnck, 
by  a  violent  ftorm  of  wind  and  rain  from  the 
South-weft,  which  made  her  difmount  fome- 
what  precipitately. 

The  god,  in  whofe  gsy  train  appear 

Thofe  gales  that  wake  the  purple  year  ; 

Who  lights  up  health  and  bloom  and  grace 

In  Nature's,  and  in  Mira's  face ; 

To  fpeak  more  plain,  the  weftern  wind. 

Had  feen  this  brightefl  of  her  kind : 

Had  feen  her  oft  with  frefli  furprife  1 

And  ever  with  defiring  eyes  1 

Much,  by  her  (hape,  her  look,  her  air, 

Diftinguifii'd  from  the  vuloar  fair  ; 

More,  by  the  raca  .ingfoul  thatfliincs 
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'hrougii  all  her  charms,  and  all  refines, 
lorn  to  command,  yet  tiirn'd  to  pleafe, 
[er  form  indignity,  with  eafe  : 

hen fiich  a  hand,  and  fuch  an  arm, 

is  age  or  impotence  might  warm  I 
uft  fuch  a  leg  too,  Zephyr  knows, 
"he  Medicean  Venus  fliows  ! 

So  far  he  fees  ;  fo  far  admires, 
lach  charm  is  feuel  to  his  fires  : 
Jut  other  charms,  und  thofe  of  price, 

hat  form  the  bounds  of  Paradife, 
Ian  thofe  an  equal  praife  command  ; 
ill  turn'd  by  nature's  finelt  hand  ?   • 
s  all  the  confecrated  ground 
Vith  pkimpnefs,  firm,  with  fmoothnefs,  round  ? 

The  world,  but  once,  one  Zeusis  faw, 
i  faultlefs  form  who  dar'd  to  draw  : 
Lnd  then,  that  all  might  perfed  be, 
Ul  rounded  oft"  in  due  degree, 

0  furnifli  out  the  matchlefs  piece, 
Vere  rifled  half  the  toads  of  Greece. 
Twas  Pitt's  white  neck,  'twas  Delia's  thigh  ; 
Twas  Waldegrave's  fweetly-brilliant  eye  ; 
Twas  gentle  Pembroke's  eafe  and  grace, 
Ind  Hervey  lent  her  maiden-face. 
Jut  dares  he  hope,  on  Britifh  ground, 
rhat  thefe  may  ajl,  in  one,  be  found  ? 
rhefe  chiefly  that  ftill  Ihun  his  eye  ? 
4e  knows  not ;  but  he  nieans  to  try. 
I   Aurora,  rifing,  frefii  and  gay, 
ijave  promiie  of  a  golden  day. 
Jp,  with  her  filler,  Mirarofe, 
Pour  hours  before  our  London  beaux  ; 
?'or  thefe  are  ftill  afleep  and  dead, 
Jave  Arthur's  ions-- -not  yet  in  bed. 
\  rofe,  impeari'd  with  orient  dew, 
Had  caught  the  pafiing  fair-one's  view  ; 
Fo  pluck  the  bud  he  faw  her  ftoop, 
And  try'd,  behind,  to  heave  her  hoep  : 
rhen,  while  acrofs  the  daify'd  lawn 
5he  turn'd,  to  feed  her  milk-white  fawn, 
Due  weftward  as  her  fteps  Ihe  bore, 
Would  fwell  her  peticoat,  before  ; 
vVould  fubtly  fteal  his  face  between, 
Fo  fee — what  never  yet  was  feen  1 
'  And  fure,  to  fan  it  with  his  wing, 
'  No  nine-month  fymptom  e'er  can  bring  : 
'  His  aim  is  but  the  nymph  to  pleafe, 
'  Who  daily  courts  his  cooling  breeze." 

But  liften,  fond  believing  maid  ! 
When  love,  foft  traitor,  v^ould  perfuade, 
With  all  the  moving  fkill  artd  grace 
Of  pradlis'd  paffion  in  his  face, 
Dread  his  approach,  diftruft  your  power — 
For  oh  1  there  is  one  fliepherd's  hour: 
And  though  lie  long,  his  aim  to  cover. 
May,  with  the  friend,  difguife  the  lover, 
The  fenfe,  or  nonfenfe,  of  his  wooing 
iVill  but  adore  you  into  ruin. 
Sut,  for  thofe  butterflies,  the  beaux, 
Who  buz  around  in  tinfel-rows, 
ihake,  fhake  them  off,  with  quick  difdain : 
Where  infecfls  fettle,  they  will  ftain. 

Thus,  Zephyr  oft  the  nymph  affail'd, 
\3  2ft  his  little  arts  had  fail'd ; 


The  folds  of  filk,  the  rii)S  of  whale, 

Refifted  ftill  his  feeble  gale. 

With  thefe  repulfes  vex'd  at  heart, 

Poor  Zephyr  has  recourfe  to  art: 

And  hi5  own  weaknefs  to  fupply, 

Calls  in  a  brother  of  the  fky, 

The  rude  fouth-weft  ;  whofe  mildeft  play 

Is  war,  mere  war,  the  Ruffian  way  : 

A  tempeft-maker  by  his  trade, 

Who  knows  to  ravilli,  not  perfuade. 

The  terms  of  their  aerial  league. 
How  firft  to  harafs  and  fatigue, 
■  Then,  found  <Sn  fome  remoter  plain. 
To  ply  her  clofe  with  wind  and  rain  ; 
Thefe  terms,  ivrit  fair  and  feal'd  and  fignVI, 
Should  Webb  ht  Stukely  wifli  to  find. 
Wife  antiquaries,  who  explore 
All  that  has  ev^ir  pafs'd-— and  more  ; 
Though  here  too  tedious  to  be  told. 
Are  yonder  in  fome  cloud  enroU'd, 
Thofe  floating  regifters  in  air  : 
So  let  them  mount,  and  lead  them  there. 

The  grand  alliance  thus  agreed, 
To  inftant  adlion  they  proceed  ; 
For  'tis  in  war  a  maxim  known. 
As  Pruffia's  monarch  well  has  fhown. 
To  break,  at  once,  upon  your  foe. 
And  ftrike  the  firft  preventive  blow. 
With  Toro's  lungs,  in  Toro's  form, 
Whofe  very  how  d'ye  is  a  ftorm, 
The  dread  fouth-weft  his  part  begun. 
Thick  clouds,  ext'nguifhing  the  fun. 
At  his  command,  from  pole  to  pole 
Dark  fpreading,  o'er  the  fair-one  roll ; 
Who,  prefllng  now  her  favourite  fteed, 
Adorn'd  the  pomp  fhe  deigns  to  lead. 

O  Mira  !  to  the  future  blind, 
Th'  infidious  foe  is  clofe  behind, 
Guard,  guard  your  treafure,  while  you  can  ; 
Unlefs  this  god  fliould  be  the  man. 
For  lo  1  the  clouds,  and  his  known  call. 
Are  clofing  round— they  burft  1  they  fall  I 
While  at  the  charmer  all-aghaft, 
He  pours  whole  winter  in  a  blaft  : 
Nor  cares,  in  his  impetuous  mood. 
If  natives  founder  on  the  flood  ; 
If  Britain's  coaft  be  left  as  bare  * 
As  he  refolves  to  leave  the  fair. 
Here,  gods  refemble  human  breed  ; 
The  world  be  damn'd — fothey  fucceed. 

Pale,  trembling,  from  her  fteed  fhe  fled, 
With  filk,  lawn,  linen,  round  her  head; 
And,  to  the  fawns  who  fed  above, 
Unveil'd  the  laft  recefs  of  love. 
Each  wondering  fawn  was  feen  to  bound  f , 
Each  branchy  deer  o'erleap'd  his  mound, 
A  fight  of  that  fequefter'd  glade, 
In  all  its  light,  in  all  its  fliade. 
Which  riles  there  for  wifeft  ends, 
To  deck  the  temple  it  defends. 


*  The 'Very  day  on  nvhich  the  fleet  under  Ad  < 
miralHaivke  ivas  bloivn  into  Torbay.     Mallei 

f  "  Immemor  herbarum  quos  ejl  mirata  Ju  < 
«   .-,..»«/-/7  '»  VlRG. 
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THE    WORRS    Of    MAtLET. 


Lo  !  gentlf  tertants  of  the  grove. 
For  what  a  thoufand  heroes  (trove. 
When  Europe,  Afia,  both  in  arms, 
Difpiited  one  fair  lady's  charms. 
The  war  pretended  Helen's  eyes  * ; 
But  this,  believe  it,  was  the  prize. 
This  rouz'd  Achilles'  mortal  ire, 
This  flrung  his  Homer's  epic  lyre  ; 
Gave  to  the  world  La  Mancha's  knight. 
And  Hill  makes  bulls  and  heroes  fight. 

Yet,  though  the  diftant  confcious  mufe 
This  airy  rape  delighted  views  ; 
Yet  flie,  for  honour  guides  her  lays. 
Enjoying  yet,  difdains  to  praife. 
If  Frenchmen  always  fight  with  odds, 
Are  they  a  pattern  for  the  gods  ? 
Can  Ruffia,  can  th'  Hungarian  vampire  f , 
With  whom  caft  in  the  Swedes  and  empire. 
Can  four  fuch  powers,  who  one  affail, 
Deferve  our  praife,  fliould  they  prevail  ? 
O  mighty  triumph  '.  high  renown  ! 
Two  gods  have  brought  one  mortal  down  ; 
Have  club'd  their  forces  in  a  ftorm, 
To  ftrip  one  helplefs  female  form  1 
Strip  her  ftark  naked  ;  yet  confefs. 
Such  charms  are  beauty's  faireft  drefs  ! 

But,  all-infenfible  to  blame, 
The  fky-born  ravifliers  on  flame 
Enchanted  at  the  profpetfl  flood, 
And  kifs'd  with  rapture  what  they  view'd. 
Sleek  S  *  *  r  too  had  done  no  lefs ; 
"Would  parfon's  here  the  truth  confefs : 
Kay,  one  brifk  peer,  yet  all-alive, 
Would  do  the  fame,  at  eighty-five  ^. 

But  how,  in  colours  foftly  bright, 
Where  ftrength  and  harmony  unite. 
To  paint  the  limbs,  that  fairer  (how 
Than  MafTalina's  borrow'd  fnow  ; 
To  paint  the  rofe,  that,  through  its  (hade, 
With  theirs,  one  human  eye  furvey'd  ; 
Would  gracious  Phoebus  tell  me  how. 
Would  he  the  genuine  draught  avow, 
The  mufe,  a  fecond  Titian  then, 
To  fame  might  confecrate  her  pen  I 

That  Titian,  nature  gave  of  old 
The  queen  of  beauty  to  behold, 
Xike  Mira  unadorn'd  by  drefs. 
But  all  complete  in  nakednefs  : 
Then  bade  his  emulating  art 
Thofe  wonders  to  the  world  impart. 
Around  the  ready  graces  (land, 
Each  heightening  (Iroke,  each  happy  line, 
Awakes  to  life  the  form  divine  ; 
Till,  rais'd  and  rounded  every  charm, 
And  all  with  youth  immortal  warm, 
He  fees,  fcarce  crediting  his  eyes. 
He  fees  a  brighter  Venus  rife  1 
But,  to  the  gentle  reader's  coft. 
His  pencil,  with  his  life,  was  loft  : 

"*  "  Et/uit  ante  Helanam^'  lie         HoR. 

•}■  A  certain  inijchicvoiis  demon  that  delights 
much  in  human  blood;  of  tubom  there  are  many 
Jlories  told  in  Hungary.  Mallet. 

\  We  belie've  there  is  a  mifiake  in  this  reading  ; 
for  the  perfon  beji  informed  and  viojl  concerned, 
ajjures,  that  itjljould  be  onlyferenty-fve. 

Mallet. 


And  Mira  mud  contented  be, 
To  live  by  Ramfay  and  by  me. 

EDWIN  AND  EMMA. 


-•J 


"  Mark  it,  Cefario,  it  is  true  and  plain,  j 

"  The  fpinfters  and  the  knitters  in  the  fun.  l! 

"  And  the  free  maidsthat  weave  their  thread  wItTi! 

"  Do  ufe  to  chant  it.     It  is  filly  (both,        [boneS; 

"  And  dallies  with  the  innocence  of  love, 

"  Like  the  old  age." 

Shakesp.  Twelfth  Nightj 

Far  in  the  windings  of  a  vale, . 

Faft  by  a  ilieltering  wood,  » 

The  fafe  retreat  of  health  and  peace,  ■' 

An  humble  cottage  flood, 

There  beauteous  Emma  flourifn'd  fair, 

Beneath  a  mother's  eye  ; 
Whole  only  wi(h  on  earth  was  now 

To  fee  her  bleft,  and  die. 

The  fofteft  blulh  that  nature  fpreads 

Gave  colour  to  her  cheek: 
Such  orient  colour  fmiles  through  heaven. 

When  vernal  mornings  break. 

Nor  let  the  pride  of  great-ones  fcorn  ] 

This  charmer  of  the  plains : 
That  fun,  who  bids  their  diamonds  blaze. 

To  paint  our  lily  deigns. 

Long  had  (he  fiU'd  each  youth  with  love. 

Each  mriiden  with  defpair  ; 
And  though  by  all  a  wonder  owu'd. 

Yet  knew  not  flie  was  fair. 

Till  Edwin  came,  the  pride  of  fwains, 

A  foul  devoid  of  art ; 
And  from  wliofe  eye,  ferenely  mild. 

Shone  forth  the  feeling  heart. 

A   mutual  flame  was  quickly  caught: 

Was  quickly  too  reveai'd  : 
For  neither  bofom  lodg'd  a  vvi(h. 

That  virtue  keeps  conceal'd. 

What  happy  hours  of  home-felt  blifs 

Did  love  on  both  bellow  1 
But  blifs  too  mighty  long  tolaft, 

Where  fortune  proves  a  foe. 

His  filler,  who,  like  envj  form'd. 

Like  her  in  mifchief  joy'd, 
To  work  them  harm,  with  wicked  (kill, 

Each  darker  art  employ'd. 

The  father  ^no,  a  fordid  man. 

Who  love  nor  pity  knew. 
Was  all-unfeeling  as  the  clod. 

From  whence  his  riches  grew. 

Long  had  he  feen  their  fecret  flame, 

And  feen  it  long  unmov'd  : 
Then  with  a  father's  frown  at  lalt 

Had  fternly  difapprov'd. 

In  Edwin's  gentle  heart,  a  war 
Of  differing  paffions  ftrove : 
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Vis  heart,  that  durft  not  difobey, 
Yet  could  not  ceafe  to  love. 

3eny\l  her  fight,  he  oft  behind 

The  fpreading  hawthorn  crept. 
To  I'natch  a  glance,  to  mark  the  fpot 

Where  Emma  walk'd  and  wept. 

Oh  too  on  Stanmore's  wintery  wafte, 

Beneath  the  mcHjnlight  fliade, 
In  fighs  to  pour  his  fotten'd  foul. 

The  midnight  mourner  Itray'd. 

His  cheek,  where  health  with  beauty  glow'd, 

A  deadly  pale  o'ercaft: 
So  fades  the  frelh  rofe  in  its  prime, 

Before  the  northern  blaft. 

The  parents  now,  with  late  remorfe,, 

Hung  o'er  his  dying  bed  ; 
And  weary'd  Heaven  with  fruitlefs  vows. 

And  fruitlefs  forrows  fhed. 

'Tis  paft  '.  he  cry'd — but  if  your  fouls 

Sweet  mercy  yet  can  move. 
Let  thefe  dim  eyes  once  more  behold, 

What  they  muft  ever  love  1 


She  came  ;  his  cold  hand  Ibftly  touch'd. 

And  bath'd  with  many  a  tear  : 
Faft-fallingo'er  the  primrofe  pale. 

So  morning  dews  appear. 

But  oh  '.  his  filler's  jealous  care, 

A  cruel  filter  (lie  ; 
Forbade  what  Emma  came  to  fay  ; 

<'  My  Edwin,  live  for  me  I" 

Now  homeward  as  flie  hopelefs  wept 

The  church-yard  path  along. 
The  blaft  blew  cold,  the  dark  owl  fcreapi'd 

Her  lover's  funeral  fong. 

Amid  the  falling  gloom  of  night, 

Her  ftartling  fancy  found 
In  every  bufli  his  hovering  fliade, 

His  groan  in  every  fouud. 

Alone,  apall'd,  thus  had  flie  pafs'd 

The  vifionary  vale — 
When  lo  !  the  death-bell  fmote  her  ear. 

Sad  founding  in  the  gale  ! 

Juft  then  (he  reach'd,  with  trembling  ftep. 

Her  aged  mother's  door--- 
He's  gone  !  fhe  cry'd  ;  and  I  fliall  fee 

That  angel-face  no  more. 
I  feel,  I  feel  this  breaking  heart 

Beat  high  againft  my  fide— 
From  her  white  arm  down  funk  her  head  ; 

She  fliivering  figh'd,  and  dy'd. 

EXTRACT  OF  A  LETTER  FROM  THE  CU- 
RATE OF  BOWES,  IlSf  YORKSHIRE, 

On  the  fuhjeSi  of  the  preceding  poem. 

TO  MR.  COPPERTHWAITE,  AT  MARRICK. 

Worthy  Sir, 
***  As  to  the  affair  mentioned  in  yours,  it 
happened  long  before  my  time,     I  have  therefore 


been  obliged  to  confult  my  clerk,  and  another 
perlon  in  the  neighbourhood,  for  the  truth  of  that 
melancholy  event.  The  hiftory  of  it  is  as  follows ; 
The  family-name  of  the  young  man  wa9 
Wrightfon  ;  of  the  young  maiden  Railton.  They 
were  both  much  of  the  fame  age  ;  that  is,  grow- 
ing up  to  twenty.  In  their  birth  was  no  difparity : 
but  in  fortune,  alas !  fhe  was  his  inferior.  His 
father,  a  hard  old  man,  who  had  by  his  toil  ac- 
quired a  handfome  competency,  expected  and  re- 
quired that  his  fon  Ihould  marry  fuitably.  But 
as  "  amor  vincit  omnia,"  his  heart  was  unal- 
terably fixed  on  the  pretty  young  creature  al- 
ready named.  Their  courtlhip,  which  was  all  by 
ftealth,  unknown  to  the  family,  continued  about 
a  year.  When  it  was  found  out,  old  Wrightfon, 
his  wife,  and  particularly  their  crooked  daughter 
Hannah,  flouted  at  the  maiden,  and  treated  her 
with  notable  contempt.  For  they  held  it  as  a 
maxim,  and  a  ruftic  one  it  is,  "  that  blood  was 
"  nothing  without  groats." 

The  young  lover  fickened,  and  took  to  hi«  bed 
about  Shrove-Tuefday,  and  died  the  Sunday  fe- 
vennight  after. 

On  the  laft  day  of  his  illnefs,  he  defired  to  fee 
his  miftrefs.  She  was  civilly  received  by  the  mo- 
ther, who  bid  her  welcome — when  it  was  too  late. 
But  her  daughter  Hanna  lay  at  his  back  ;  to  cut 
them  off  from  all  oportunity  of  exchanging  their 
thoughts. 

At  her  return  home,  on  hearing  the  bell  toll 
out  for  his  departure,  fhe  fcream'd  aloud  that  her 
heart  was  burft,  and  expired  fome  moments  af- 
ter. 

The  then  curate  of  Bowes  *  inferted  it  in  his 
regifter,  that  they  both   died  of  love,  and  were 
buried  in  the  fame  grave,  March  15;  17 14.     I  am, 
Dear  Sir, 

Yours,  Sec. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  LADY  ANSON". 

ADDRESSED  TO  HER  FATHER,  1761. 

O  crown'd  with  honour,  bleft:  with  length  of 

days, 
Thou  whom  the  wife  revere,  the  worthy  praife ; 
Juft  guardian  of  thofe  laws  thy  voice  esplain'd. 
And  meriting  all  titles  thou  haft  gain'd — 
Though  ftill  the  faireft  from  heaven's  bounty  flow  ; 
For  good  and  great  no  monarch  can  beftovv  : 
Yet  thus,  of  health,  of  fame,  of  friends  poffeft,. 
No  fortune,  Hardwicke,  is  fincerely  bleft. 
All  human-kind  are  Ions  of  forrow  born  : 
The  great  muft  fufTer,  and  the  good  muft  mburn. 
For  fay,  can  Wifdom's  felf,  what  late  was  thine. 
Can  fortitude,  without  a  figii,  refign  ? 
Ah,  no '.  when  Love,  when  Reafon  hand  in  hand. 
O'er  the  cold  urn  confenting  mourners  ftand, 

*  Boives  is  a /mall  'village  in  Yorkjhire,  nvhere, 
infart/ier  times,  the  Earls  of  Richvioiid  had  a  caf~ 
tie.  Itflands  on  the.  edge  of  that  'vajl  and  moun- 
tainous trad,  named  by  the  neighbouring  people, 
Stanemore ;  luhich  is  aliuays  expojed  to  nvind 
and  weather,  defolate  and  folitary  throughout. 

Cams.  Brit. 
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The  firmeft  heart  diiTolves  to  foften  here  : 
And  Piety  applauds  the  falling  tear. 
Thofe  facred  drops,  by  virtuous  weaknefs  fhed, 
Adorn  the  living,  while  they  grace  the  dead  : 
From  tender  thought  their  fource  unblam'd  they 

draw, 
By  Heaven  approv'd,  and  true  to  Nature's  law. 

When  his  lov'd  child  the  Roman  could  not  fave, 
Immortal  TuUy,  from  an  early  grave  f, 
No  common  formi  his  home-felt  paflion  kept : 
The  fage,  the  patriot,  in  the  parent,  wept. 
And  O  :  by  grief  ally'd,  as  join'd  in  fame, 
The  fame  thy  lofs,  thy  forrows  are  the  fame. 
She  whom  the  Mufes,  whom  the  Loves  deplore, 
£v'n  flie,  thy  pride  and  pleafure,  is  no  more  : 
In  bloom  of  years,  in  all  her  virtue's  bloom, 
Lo.1  to  thy  hopes,  and  filent  in  the  tomb. 

01  feafon  mark'd  by  mourning  and  defpair, 
Thy  blafts,  how  fatal  to  the  young  and  fair  ? 
For  vernal  freflmefs,  for  the  balmy  breeze, 
Thy  tainted  winds  came  pregnant  with  dileafe  ; 
Sick  Nature  funk  before  the  mortal  breath. 
That  fcatter'd  fever,  agony,  and  death  ! 
Wliat  funerals  has  thy  cruel  ravage  fpread  I 
,What  eyes  have  flow'd  !  what  noble  bofoms  bled. 

Here  let  Reflection  fi.^  her  fober  view : 
O  think,  who  fuffer,  <ind  who  figh  with  you, 
S"'ee,  rudely  fnatch'd,  in  all  her  pride  of  charms, 
ilright  Granby  from  a  youthful  hufband's  arms  .' 
In  climes  far  diftant,  fee  that  hiiffaand  mourn; 
H;s  arms  revers'd,  his  recent  laurel  torn  I 
Be.hold  again,  at  Fate's  imperious  call, 
In  c>ne  dread  inftant  blooming  Lincoln  fall  I 
See  fier  lov'd  lord  with  fpeechlefs  anguifh  bend  I 
And,  mixing  tears  with  his,  thy  nobleil  friend. 
Thy  I'elham  turn  on  heaven  his  ftreaming  eye  : 
Agaii  in  her,  he  fees  a  brother  die  ! 

And  he,  who  long,  unQiaken  and  ferene, 
Had  death,  in  each  dire  form  of  terror  feen 
Through  worlds  unknown  o'er  unknown  oceans 
By  love  fiibdued,  now  weeps  a  confort  loft  :   [toft, 
Now,  funk  to  fondnefs,  all  the  man  appears. 
His  front  dejedled,  and  his  foul  in  tears  '. 

Yet  more  :  nor  thou  the  mufe's  voice  difdain. 

Who  fondly  tries  to  footh  a  father's  pain 

l.t  thy  cal.TJ  eye  furvey  the  fuffering  ball : 
tt-c  kingdoms  round  thee  verging  to  their  fall ! 
Wliai  fpring  had  promis'd  and  what  autumnylelds, 
The  bread  of  thoufands,  ravift'd  from  their  fields  ! 
See  youth  and  age,  th'  ignoble  and  the  great, 
Swept  to  one  grave,  in  one  promifcuous  fate  ! 
Hear  Europe  groan  I  hear  all  her  nations  mourn  '. 
And  be  a  private  wound  with  patience  borne. 

Think  too  :  and  reafon  will  confirm  the  thought: 
Thy  cares,  for  her,  are  to  their  period  brought. 
Yes, (lie,  fair  pattern  to  a  failing  age, 
With  wit,  chartis'd,  with  fprightly  temper,  fage  : 
Whom  each  endearing  name  could  recommend, 
Whom  all  became,  wife,  fifter,  daughter,  friend, 
Unwarp'd  by  folly,  and  by  vice  unltain'd, 
The  prize  of  virtue  has,  for  ever,  gaiu'd  I 

t  Tuilia  died  about  the  age  of  two  and  thirty. 
She  r:  ccUbrated  for  her  filial  piety  ;  ai.dfor  hav- 
iTifT  added,  to  the  iifual  graces  of  her  fex,  the 
tiiotefolid  accor?ipliJ}.ments  of  knowledge  and  t>o- 
hti  letten.    Ma  l  lex.  * 


OF   MALLET. 

From  life  efcap'd,  and  fafe  on  that  calm  fhore 
Where  fm  and  pain  and  error  are  no  more. 
She  now  no  change,  nor  you  no  fear -can  feel  : 
Death,  to  her  fame,  has  hx'd  th'  eternal  leal  I 

A  FUNERAL  HYMN. 

Ye  midnight  llir.des,  o'er  Nature  fpread  ! 

Dumb  filence  of  the  dreary  hour  I 

In  honour  of  th'  approaching  dead. 

Around  your  awful  terrors  pour. 

Yes,  pour  around. 

On  this  pale  ground. 
Through  all  this  deep  furrounding  gloom. 

The  fober  thought. 

The  tear  untaught, 
Thofe  meeteft  mourners  at  a  tomb. 
Lo  I  as  the  furplic'd  train  draw  near 
To  this  laft  raanfion  of  mankind, 
The  flow  fad  bell,  the  fable  bier, 
In  holy  mufings  wrap  the  mind  1 

And  while  their  beam. 

With  trembling  ftream,    . 
Attending  tapers  faintly  dart ; 

Each  mouldering  bone, 

Each  fculptur'd  ftone, 
Strike  mute  inftrudiion  to  the  heart  I 

Now,  let  the  facred  organ  blow, 
With  folemn  paufe,  and  founding  flow  : 
Now,  let  the  voice  due  meafure  keep, 
In  ftrains  that  figh,  and  words  that  weep  j 
Till  all  the  vocal  current  blended  roll, 
Not  to  deprefs,  but  lift  the  foaring  foul. 
To  lift  it  in  the  Maker's  praife. 

Who  firft  inform 'd  our  frame  with  breath  : 
And,  after  fomc  few  ftormy  days, 
Now,  gracious,  gives  us  o'er  to  death. 
No  king  of  fears, 
In  him  appears, 
^Vho  fluits  the  fcene  of  l:uman  woes  : 
Beneath  his  fhade 
Securely  laid. 
The  dead  alone  find  true  repofc. 

Then,  while  we  mingle  duft  with  duft. 

To  One,  fupremely  good  and  wife, 
Raife  hallelujahs  I   God  is  juft. 

And  man  moft  happy,  when  he  dies  1 

His  winter  \iz.A, 

Fair  fpring  at  laft 
Receives  him  on  her  flowery  fliore  ; 

Where  Pleafure's  rofe 

Immortal  blows. 
And  fin  and  forrow  are  no  more  ! 

TO  MIR  A, 

FROM  THE  COUNTRV. 

At  this  late  hour,  the  world  lies  hufli'd  below. 
Nor  is  one  breath  of  air  awake  to  blow. 
Now  walks  mute  Midnight,  darkling  o'er  the"} 
plain,  I 

Reft,  and  foft -footed  Silence,  in  his  train,  \ 

To  blefs  the  cottage,  and  renew  the  fwain.         J 
Thefe  all-afleep,  me  all-awake  they  find; 
Nor  reft,  not  filence^  charm  the  lovtr's  niind. . .   ^ 
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Already,  I  a  thoufand  torments  prove, 
The  thoufand  torments  ot  d' vnded  love  : 
The  ''i-linir  thoujrht,  irrpatient  in  th»  bread  ; 
Th-;  fluttering;  viriOi  on  wing;,  that  wiU  not  reil ; 
Dedre,  whole  kindled  fiaaies,  uixlying,  glow  ; 
Knowiedsie  ofdiftant  blifs,  and  prefent  woe  ; 
Urihufii''d,  unfleeping  all,  with  me  they  d  veil, 
Children  of  alifence,  and  of  loving  well  1 
Thefe  pale  the  cheek,  and  cloud  the  cheerlefs  eye, 
Swell  the  fwift  tear,  and  heave  the  frequent  figh  : 
Thefe  reach  the  heart,  and  bid  the  health  decline  ; 
And  thefe,  O  Mira  1  thefe  are  truly  mine. 

She,  whofe  fweet  fraile  would  gladden  all  the 
grove, 
Whofe  mind  is  mufic,  and  whofe  looks  are  love  ; 
She,  gentle  power  1  viiflorious  foftntfs ! — She, 
^Iira,  is  far  from  hence,  from  love,  and  me; 
Yet,  in  my  every  thought,  her  form  I  find. 
Her  looks,  her  words— her  world  of  charms  com- 
bined 1 

Sweetnefs  is  her's,  and  unaffe£ied  cafe  ; 
The  native  wit,  that  was  not  taught  to  pleafe. 
Whatever  foftly  animates  the  face, 
The  eye's  attemper'd  (ire,  the  winning  grace 
Th'  anftudy'd  fmile,  the  blufli  that  nature  warms, 
And  all  the  graceful  negligence  of  charms  1 
Ha  I  while  I  gaze,  a  thoufand  ardours  rife  ; 
And  my  fir'd  bofom  flaflies  from  my  eyes, 
Oil  1  melting  mildnefs  1  miracle  of  charms  1 
Receive  my  i'oul  within  thofe  folding  arms  '. 
On  that  dear  bofom  let  my  wifhes  reft— - 
Oh  I  fofter  than  the  turtle's  downy  breaft  I 
And  fee  I  where  Love  himfelf  is  waiting  near  1 
Here  let  me  ever  dwell — for  heaven  is  here  ! 

A  WINTER'S  DAY, 

WRITTEN  IN  A  STATE  OF  MELANCHOLY. 

Now,  gloomy  foul !  look  out— now  comes  thy 

turn  ; 
With  thee,  behold  all  ravag'd  nature  mourn. 
Hail  the  dim  empire  of  thy  darling  night,    [light. 
That  fpreads,  flow-fhadowing,  o'er  the  vanquilh'd 
Look  out,  with  joy  ;  the  ruler  of  the  day, 
Faint,  as  thy  hopes,  emits  a  glimmering  ray  :■ 
Already  exil'd  to  the  utnioft  fky. 
Hither,  oblique,  he  turn'd  his  clouded  eye. 
Lo  !  from  the  limits  of  the  wintery  pole, 
Mountainous  clouds,  in  rude  confufion,  roll : 
In  difmal  pomp,  now,  hovering  on  their  way. 
To  a  fick  twilight,  they  reduce  the  day. 
And  hark  !  iraprifon'd  winds,  broke  loofe,  arife. 
And  roar  their  haughty  triumph  through  the  fkies. 
While  the  driven  clouds,  o'ercharg'd  with  tloods 

of  rain, 
And  mingled  lightning,  burft  upon  the  plain, 
Now  fee  fad  earth— like  thine,  her  alter'd  ftate, 
Like  thee,  Ihe  mourns  her  fad  reverfe  of  fate  ! 
Her  fmile,  her  wanton   looks— where    are  they 

now  ?- 
Faded  her  face,  and  wrapt  in  clouds  her  brow  I 
No  more,  th'  ungrateful  verdure  of  the  plain  ; 
No    more,    the   wealth-crown'd   labours   of    the 

fwain  ; 
Thefe  fcenes  of  blifs,  no  more  upbraid  my  fate. 
Torture  my  pining  thought,  and  roufe  my  hate. 


The  leaf-clad  foreft,  and  the  tufted  grove, 
Ere  .vhile  the  fafe  retreats  of  happy  love, 
Stript  of  their  honours,  nalced,  now  appear; 
This  is— my  foul !  the  winter  of  their  year  i 
The  little,  noify  fongfters  of  the  wing, 
All,  fliivering  on  the  bough,  forget  to  fing. 
Hail  I  reveiend  Silence  !  with  thy  awful  brow  I 
Be  Mufic's  voice,  for  ever  mute— as  now  : 
Let  no  intrufive  joy  my  dead  repofe 
Difturb  :— no  pleafure  difconcert  my  woes. 

In  this  mofs-cover'd  cavern,  hopelefs  laid. 
On  the  cold  cliff,  I'll  lean  my  aching  head ; 
And,  pleas'd  with  Winter's  wafte,  unpitying,  fee 
All  nature  in  an  agony  with  me  ! 
Rough,  rugged  rocks,  wet  marlhes,  ruin'd  towers. 
Bare   trees,    brtjwn  brakes,   bleak    heaths,    and 

ntfliy  moors, 
Dead  floods,  huge  cataracfls,  to  my  pleas'd  eyes— 
(Now  I  can  fraile  1)— in  wild  diforder  rife  : 
And  now,  the  various  dreadfulnefs  combin'd, 
Black  melancholy  comes,  to  doze  my  mind. 

See !    Night's    wifli'd  fliades    rife,    fpreading 
through  the  air, 
And  the  lone,  hollow  gloom,  for  me  prepare  I 
Hail  1  folitary  ruler  of  the  grave  '. 
Parent  of  terrors !  from  thy  dreary  cave  ! 
Let  thy  dumb  filence  midnight  all  the  ground, 
A-iid  fpread  a  welcome  horror  wide  around.— 
But  hark  !  a  fudden  howl  invades  ray  ear  1 
The  phantoms  of  the  dreadful  hour  are  near. 
Shadows  from  each  dark  cavern,  now  combine. 
And  llalk  around,  and  mix  their  yells  with  mine. 

Stop,  flying  Time  1  repofe  thy  reftlefs  wing  ; 
Fix  here— nor  haften  to  reftore  the  fpring  : 
Fis'd  my  ill  fate,  fo  fix'd  let  winter  be — 
Let  never  wanton  feafon  laugh  at  me  1 

PROLOGUE 


MASQUE  OF  BRITANNIA, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Garrick  f,  1775,  in  ihe  charaSer 
of  a  Sailor,  fuddled  and  talking  to  himfelf. 

He  enters,  finging, 
"  How  pleafant  a  failor's  life  palTes — " 

Well,  if  thou  art,  my  boy,  a  little  mellow  I 
A  failor,  half  feas  o'er— 's  a  pretty  fellow  ! 
What  cheer  ho  ?  *  Do  I  carry  too  much  fail  ? 

*  to  the  pit. 
No — tight  and  trim-'-I  feud  before  the  gale  • — 
*  heflaggersfor-uuard,  then  flops. 
But  foftly,  though — the  velTel  feems  to  heel ; 
Steady  :  my  boy— (he  muft  not  ihow  her  keel. 
And  now,  thus  ballafted — what  courfe  to  fteer  ? 
Shall  I  again  to  fea — and  bang  Mounfeer  ? 
Or  ftay  on  ftore,  and  toy  with  Sail  and  Sue — 
Doft  love  'em  boy  ?— By  this  right  hand,  I  Jo  ! 
A  well-rigg'd  girl  is  furely  raoft  inviting  : 
There's   nothing    better,    faith — fave    flip    and 

fighting : 
For  fnall  we  fons  of  beef  and  freedom  (loop, 
Or  lower  our  flag  to  flavery  and  foup  ? 

f  Seme  of  the  lines  too  lufre  "written  h^bittu 
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What!   fliall  thefe  parly-vous  make  fuch  a  racket, 
And  we  not  lend  a  hand,  to  lace  their  jacket? 
Still  (hall  Old  Ensland  be  your  Frenchman's  butt? 
Whene'er  he  fliuffles,  we  fhould  always  cut. 
m  to  'em,  faith— Avaft — before  I  go — 
Have  I  not  promis'd  Sail  to  fee  the  ihow  *  ? 

*  Pulls  out  a  play-bill. 
From  this  fame  paper  we  fhall  underftand 
What    work's  to-night — I'll  read  your    printed 

hand  ! 
But,  firit  refrefli  a  bit — for  faith  I'll  need  it — 
I'll  take  one  fugar-plum  * — and  then  I'll  read  it, 
*  Takes  fome  tobacco. 
He  reads  the plny-bill  ofZarah, 
'which  ivas  aiied  thai  evening. 
At  the  The-atre  Royal — Drury-Lane — 
•will  be  prefen-ta-ted  a  Tragedy  called — 
SARAH. 
I'm  glad  'tis  Sarah — Then  our  Sail  may  fee        "^ 
Her  namefake's  Tragedy  :  and  as  for  me,  \- 

I'll  fleep  as  found  as  if  I  were  at  fea.  J 

To  which  will  be  added — a  new  Mafque. 
Zounds  1    why  a  Mafque  ?   We  failors  hate  gri- 
maces: 
Above-board  all,  we  fcorn  to  hide  our  faces. 
But  what  is  here,  fo  very  large  and  plain  1 
Bri-ta-nia — oh  Britania  '. — good  again — 
Huzza,  boys  I  by  the  Royal  George  I  fwear, 
Tom  Coxen,  and  the  crew,  fhall  ftrait  be  there. 
All  free-born  fouls  muft  take  Bri-ta-nia's  part. 
And  give  her  three  round  cheers,  with  hand  and 
heart  I 

Going  off,  hejlops. 
I  wifh  you  landmen,  though,  would  leave  your 

tricks. 
Your  faiflions,  parties,  and  damn'd  politics  : 
And,  like  us,  honeft  tars,  drink,  fight,  and  fing  I 
True  to  yourfelves,  your  country,  and  your  king  \ 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  PICTURE. 

With  no  one  talent  that  deferves  applaufe ; 
With  no  one  awkwardnefs  that  laughter  draws ; 
Who  thinks  not,  but  juft  echoes  what  we  fay  ; 
At  clock,  at  morn,  wound  up,  to  run  a  day : 
His  larum  goes  in  one  fmooth,  fimple  ftrain  ; 
He  ftops :  and  then,  we  wind  Jiim  up  again. 

SONG. 

TO  A  SCOTCH  TUNE,    MARY  SCOT. 

Where  Thames,  along  the  daify'd  meads. 
His  wave,  in  lucid  mazes,  leads, 
Silent,  flow,  ferenely  flowing. 
Wealth  on  either  Ihore  beftowing  ; 
There,  in  a  fafe,  though  fmall  retreat. 
Content  and  Love  have  fix'd  their  feat : 
love,  that  counts  his  duty,  pleafure  ; 
Corifent  that  knows  and  hugs  his  treafure. 

Trom  art,  from  jealoufy  fecure  ; 

As  faith  unblam'd,  as  friendfliip  pure; 

Vain  opinion  nobly  fcorning, 

VirtMe  aiding,  life  adorning. 

Fair  Thames,  along  thy  flowery  fide. 

May  thofe  whom  truth  and  reafon  guide, 


OF   MALLET. 

All  their  tender  hours  improving, 
Live  like  us,  belov'd  and  loving  1 

TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

ON  HIS   PUBLISHING  THE  SECOND  EDITION  C7 
HIS  POEM,  CALLED  WINTER. 

Charm'd,  and  inftrutfled  by  thy  powerful  fong, 
1  have,  unjuft,  withheld  my  thanks  too  long  : 
This  debt  of  gratitude  at  length  receive. 
Warmly  fincere,  'tis  ail  thy  friend  can  give. 

Thy  worth  new  lights  the  poet'sdarken'd  name, 
And  fliows  it,  blazing,  in  the  brighteft  fame. 
Through  all  thy  various  Winter,  full  are  found 
Magnificence  of  thought,  and  pomp  of  found. 
Clear    depth    of  fenfe,    exprelfion's    heightening 

grace. 
And  goodnels,  eminent  in  power  and  place  I 
For  this,  the  wife,  the  knowing  few,  commend 
With  zealous  joy — for  thou  art  virtue's  friend  : 
Ev'n  age,  and  truth  levere,  in  reading  thee. 
That  heaven  infpires  the  mufe,  convinc'd  agree. 

Thus  I  dare  fing  of  merit,  faintly  known, 
Friendlefs — tupported  by  itfelf  alone  : 
For  ihofe,  whofe  aided  will  could  lift  thee  high, 
In  fortune,  fee  not  with  difcernment's  eye. 
Nor  place,  nor  power,  bellows  the  fight  refin'd  ; 
And  wealth  enlarges  not  the  narrow  mind. 

How  could'lt  thou  think  of  fuch,  and  write  fo 
Or  hope  reward,  by  daring  to  excel  ?  [well  ? 

Unfkillul  of  the  age  I  untaught  to  gain 
Thofe  favours,  which  the  fawning  bafe  obtain  1 
A  thoufand  fliameful  arts,  to  thee  unknown, 
Falfehood,  und  flattery,  rnuft  be  firft  thy  own. 
If  thy  lov'd  country  lingers  in  thy  breaft. 
Thou  mult  drive  out  th'  unprofitable  gueft  : 
Estinguifli  each  bright  aim,  that  kindles  there. 
And  centre  in  thyfelf  thy  every  care. 

But  hence  that  vilenefs — pleas'd  to  charm  man- 
kind, 
Caft  each  low  thought  of  intereft  far  behind  : 
Neglecfled  into  noble  fcorn — away 
From  that  worn  path,  where  vulgar  poets  ftray  : 
Inglorious  herd  '.  profufe  of  venal  lays  1 
And  by  the  pride  defpis'd,  they  ftoop  to  praife  ! 
Thou,  carelefs  of  the  llatefman's  fniile  or  frown. 
Tread  that  ftrait  way,  that  leads  to  fair  renown. 
By  virtue  guided,  and  by  glory  fir'd, 
And,  by  reluctant  envy,  flow  admir'd. 
Dare  to  do  well,  and  in  thy  boundiefs  mind. 
Embrace  the  general  welfare  of  thy  kind  : 
Enrich  them  with  the  treafures  of  thy  thought, 
^^^lat  heaven  approves,  and  what  the  mufe  has 

taught. 
Where  thy  power  fails,  unable  to  go  on. 
Ambitious,  greatly  will  the  good  undone. 
So   fliall    thy    name    through    ,ages   brightcrning 

fhine. 
And  diftant  praife,  from  worth  unborn,  be  thine  ; 
So  (lialt  thou,  happy  I  merit  heaven's  regard, 
And  find  a  glorrous,  though  a  late  reward. 
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WILLIAM  AND  MARGARET. 

*TwAS  at  the  filent,  folemn  hour. 
When  night  and  morning  meet ; 

In  ghded  Margaret's  grimly  ghoft, 
And  ftood  at  William's  feet. 

Her  face  was  like  an  April-morn, 

Clad  in  a  wintery  cloud  ; 
And  clay-cold  was  her  lily  hand,  • 

That  held  her  fable  fliroud. 

So  fliall  the  faireft  face  appear. 
When  youth  and  years  are  flown  ! 

Such  is  the  robe  that  kings  muft  wear. 
When  death  has  reft  their  crown. 

Her  bloom  was  like  the  fpringing  flower, 

That  fips  the  filver  dew  ; 
The  rofe  was  budded  in  her  cheek, 

Juit  opening  to  the  view. 

JBat  love  had,  like  the  canker-worm, 

Coufum'd  her  early  prime  ; 
The  rofe  grew  pale,  and  left  her  cheek; 

She  dy'd  before  her  time. 

Awake  I  (he  cry'd,  thy  true-love  calls, 
Come  from  her  midnight-grave  ; 

Now  let  thy  pity  hear  the  maid, 
Thy  love  refus'd  to  fave. 

This  is  the  dumb  and  dreary  hour, 
When  injur'd  ghofts  complain  ; 

When  yawning  graves  give  up  their  dead, 
To  haunt  the  faiihlefs  fwain. 

Bethink  thee,  William,  of  thy  fault, 

Thy  pledge  and  broken  oath  1 
And  give  me  back  my  maiden-vow, 

And  give  me  back  my  troth. 

Why  did  you  promife  love  to  me, 

And  not  that  promife  keep  ? 
Why  did  you  fwear  my  eyes  were  bright, 

Yet  leave  thofe  eyes  to  weep  ? 

How  could  you  fay  ftiy  face  was  fair, 

And  yet  that  face  forfake  ? 
How  could  you  win  my  virgin-heart, 

Yet  leave  that  heart  to  break  ? 

Why  did  you  fay  my  lip  was  fweet. 

And  made  the  fcarlet  pale  ? 
And  why  did  I,  young  witlefs  maid  I 

IJelieve  the  flattermg  tale  ? 

That  faCe,  alas !  no  more  is  fair, 

Tiiofe  lips  no  longer  red  ; 
Dark  are  my  eyes,  now  clos'd  in  death. 

And  every  charm  is  fled. 

The  hungry  worm  my  fifter  is  ; 

This  winding  flieet  I  wear  : 
And  cold  and  weary  lafts  our  night, 

Till  that  laft  morn  appear. 

But,  hark  !  the  cock  has  warn'd  me  hence ; 

A  long  and  late  adieu  1 
Gome,  fee,  falfe  man,  how  low  Ihe  lies^ 

■VVho  dy'd  for  love  of  you. 
Vol.  IX. 


The  lark  fungloud;  the  morning  fmil'd, 

./ith  bearai  of  rofj  red  : 
Pale  William  quak'd  in  every  limb, 

And  raving  left  his  bed. 

He  hy'd  him  to  the  fatal  place 

Where  Margaret's  body  lay ; 
And  ftretch'd  him  on  the  green-grafs  turf. 

That  wrapp'd  her  breathlefs  clay. 

And  thrice  he  call'd  on  Margaret's  name, 

And  thrice  he  wept  full  fore  ; 
Then  laid  his  cheek  to  her  cold  grave. 

And  word  fpoke  never  more  ! 

A^.  B.  In  a  comedy  of  Fletcher,  called  "  Thg 
"  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pe/lle,"  old  Mcrry- 
'Thought  enters  repeating  the  following  verfes  : 

Whe?i  it  nvas  growu7i  to  dark  mid/iight, 

y^iid  all  luere  fajt  ajleep. 
In  came  Margaret' s  grimly  ghoji, 

A, id  ftood  at  William' s  feet. 

This  luas  probably  the  beginning  of  fome  bal- 
lad^ commonly  k'lovjn,  at  the  time  luhen  that  au- 
thor lurote  ;  and  is  all  of  it,  J  believe,  that  if 
any  ivhere  to  be  met  loith.  Thefe  lines,  naked  of 
ornament,  anJJimple  as  they  are,  Jtruck  my  fan- 
cy ;  and,  bringing  frefh  into  my  mind  an  unhappy 
adventure,  much  talked  of  formerly,  gave  birth 
to  the  foregoing  poem  1  which  lu^s  written  many 
years  ago.  Mallet. 

EPITAPH, 

ON    MR.    AIKMAlf,    AND    HIS    ONLY    SON;    WHO 
WERE  BOTH  INTERRLD  IN  THE  SAME  GRAVE.      . 

Dear  to  the  wife  and  good,  difprais'd  by  none, 
Here  deep  in  peace  the  father  and  the  fon  : 
By  virtue,  as  by  nature,  clofe  ally'd. 
The  painter's  genius,  but  without  the  pride  ; 
Worth  unambitious,  wit  afraid  to  fliine. 
Honour's    clear    light,    and  friendfliip's  warmth 

divine. 
The  fon,  fair  rifing,  knew  too  fliort  a  date  ; 
But  oh,  how  more  levere  the  parent's  fate  '. 
He  faw  him  torn,  untimely,  ifom  his  fide. 
Felt  all  a  father's  anguifli,  wept  and  dy'd  ! 

EPITAPH, 

ON   A  YOUNG  LADY. 

This  humble  grave,  though  no  proud  ftrudluves 

grace, 
Yet  truth  and  goodnefs  fanrtify  the  place  : 
Yet  blamelefs  virtue  that  adorn'd  thy  bloom. 
Lamented  maid  1  now  weeps  upon  thy  tomb. 
O  'fcap'd  from  life  !  O  fafe  on  that  calm  Ihore, 
'ATiere  fin,  and  pain,  and  paflion  are  no  more  ! 
What  never  wealth  could  buy,  nor  power  decree,. 
Regard  and  pity  wait  fincere  on  thee  : 
Lo  !  foft  remembrance  drops  a  pious  tear  ; 
Ai^d  holy  iriendihip  Hands  a  mourner  here. 
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THE   WORKS    OF   MALLET 
SONG. 

TO  A  SCOTCH  TONE. 


7he  Bi,rks  of  Endertnay. 
The  fmilingmorn,  the  breathing  fpring. 
Invite  the  tuneful  birds  to  fing  : 
And  while  they  warble  from  eachfpray, 
love  melts  the  univerfal  lay. 
Let  us,  Amanda,  timely  wife, 
Like  them  improve  the  hour  that  flies ; 
And,  in  foft  raptures,  waile  the  day, 
Among  the  fiiades  of  Endermay. 

For  foon  the  winter  of  the  year, 
And  age,  life's  winter  will  appear  : 
At  this,  thy  living  bloom  muft  fade  ; 
As  that  will  ftripthe  verdant  fliade. 
©nr  tafte  of  pleafure  then  is  o'er ; 
The  feather'd  fongfters  love  no  more  : 
And  when  they  droop,  and  we  decay, 
Adiea  the  ihades  of  EnJcrmay  ! 


THOMSON'S  VERSES 


TO  MISS  YOUNG  f,    WITH  A  PRESENT  Ot   |I1% 
SEASONS. 

Omitted  in  bis  •works. 

Accept,  loved  nymph  !  this  tribute  due 
'I'o  tender  friendship,  love,  and  you  ; 
But  with  it  take  what  breath'd  the  whole, 
O  !  take  to  thine  the  poet's  foul. 
If  fancy  here  her  pow'r  difplays. 
And  if  a  heart  exalts  thefe  lay&— 
You  fairefl  in  that  fancy  fhine, 
And  all  that  heart  is  fondly  thine. 


f  Somejlight  -variations  ha-ve  been  found  in  different 
copies  ivhich  have  been  banded  about  in  MS.  U'bis  it 
from  the  origmah 
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ContaiDuig 


THE  PLEASURES  OF  IMAGINATION, 

ODES, 

HTMNS, 
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ISTc.  tifr,   tsfc. 


To  which  is  prefixed 

THE    LIFE    OF   THE   AUTHOR. 


Come,  Akenside,  come  with  thine  Attic  urn, 

Fill'd  from  llyffus  by  the  Naiad's  hand, 

Thy  harp  was  tun'd  to  freedom.— Strains  hke  thine. 

When  Afia's  lord  bor'd  the  huge  mountain's  fide, 

And  bridg'd  the  fea,  to  battle  rous'd  the  tribes 

Of  ancient  Greece.     The  fons  of  Gecrops  rais'd 

Minerva's  j5^.gis — Lacedemon  pour'd 

Her  hardy  veterans  from  their  frugal  board, 

And  Thebes  faw  Xerxes  fliake  through  all  his  tents, 
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THE  LIFE  OF  AKEN8IDE. 


Mark  Akenside,  "  the  Britifli  Lucretius,"  was  born  at  Newcaftle-upon-Tyne,  Nov.  9.  1711. 
His  father,  Mark  Akenfide,  was  a  fubftantial  butcher  in  that  town.  His  mother,  Mary  Lumfden, 
was  probably  of  Scottifh  extradtion.     Both  pareats  were  diffenters. 

Mr.  Brand,  the  prefent  vicar  of  Newcaftle,  in  his  "  Obfervations  on  popular  Antiquities,"  al- 
leges, that  a  halt  which  he  had  in  his  gait  was  occafioned  by  the  falling  of  a  cleaver  from  his  father's 
ftall  upon  him,  when  he  was  a  boy.  "  This,"  fays  he,  "  muft  have  been  a  perpetual  remembrance 
of  his  humble  origin  ;"  of  which,  it  is  alleged,  he  was  afliamed  ;  but  without  any  foundation. 

He  received  the  firft  part  of  his  education  at  the  free  fchool  of  Newcaftle,  and  was  afterwards 
placed  under  the  care  of  Mr.  Wilfon,  a  diflenting  miniftcr,  who  kept  an  academy  in  that  town, 
where  he  had  for  his  fchool-fellow,  the  late  Gabriel  Selby,  Efq.  of  Pafton,  in  Northumberland. 

At  the  age  of  eighteen,  he  was  fent  to  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh,  that  he  might  qualify  himfelf 
for  the  office  of  a  diffenting  minifter,  and  received  fome  afliftancc  from  the  fund  which  the  diffen- 
ters employ  in  educating  young  men  of  fcanty  fortune.  He  profecuted  his  ftudies  for  one  winter, 
upon  this  plan  :  but  a  wider  view  of  the  world,  prompting  other  hopes,  he  determined  to  ftudy 
phyfic  ;  and  repaid,  afterwards,  that  contribution  which,  being  received  for  a  different  purpofe,  he 
juftly  thought  it  diflionourable  to  retain. 

When  he  refolved  not  to  be  a  diffenting  minifter,  he  probably  did  not  ceafe  to  be  a  diffenter.  Ha 
certainly  retained  an  ardent  zeal  for  civil  and  religious  liberty ;  without  feeking  to  ftrengthen  the 
faiftion  of  parties ;  without  forfeiting  his  reputation  as  a  good  citizen.  Dr.  Johnfon,  whofe  unfa- 
vourable opinion  of  the  diffenters  is  well  known,  calls  his  zeal  for  liberty  "  unneceffary  and  outra  1 
geous,"  becaufe  it  "  fometimes  difguifes  from  the  world,  and  not  rarely  from  the  mind  which  it 
poffeffes,  an  envious  defire  of  plundering  wealth,  or  degrading  greatnefs,  of  which  the  immediate 
tendency  is  innovation  and  anarchy,  an  impetuous  eagernefs  to  fubvert  and  confound,  with  very 
little  care  what  ftiall  be  eftabliflied."  The  obfervation,  though  inapplicable  to  Akenfide,  is  juft, 
and  may  be  deemed  prophetic  by  the  beft  friends  of  rational  and  regulated  freedom,  who  lament  the 
cxceffes  of  what  is  called  and  thought  liberty  in  the  prefent  day. 

Akenfide  feems  to  have  felt  very  early  the  motions  of  genius,  and  to  have  very  early  ftored  his  me- 
ttiory  with  fentiments  and  images.  He  began  to  write  verfes  when  he  was  at  the  grammar  fchool, 
and  many  of  his  poetical  performances  were  produced  during  his  continuance  at  Mr.  Wilfon 's  aca- 
demy. It  is  faid  that  his  greateft  work,  l^he  Pleafures  of  Imagination,  was  written  at  Morpeth,  on 
the  banks  of  the  Wentfbeck,  which  he  has  celebrated  in  his  verfes,  while  he  was  on  a  vifit  to  his 
relations,  before  he  went  to  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh. 

At  Edinburgh,  he  diftinguiflied  himfelf  likewife  by  his  poetical  compofitldns.  His  Ode  on  tbs 
IVinter  Soljlice,  which  is  dated  1 740,  was  certainly  coriipofed  at  that  place. 

His  tafte  for  poetry  facilitated  his  introdudtion  to  the  moft  refpedlable  literary  affoclatioiis  among 
his  fellow  ftudents,  by  whom  his  genius  and  learning  were  highly  refpe<5led ;  and  his  philofophical 
knowledge  eafily  procured  him  admiffion  into  the  "  Medical  Society,''  an  inftitution  coeval 
with  the  eftabliftiment  of  a  regular  fchool  of  phyfic  in  the  Univerfity,  of  which  he  was  eleded  a 
member,  December  30.  1740. 

In  1 741,  after  ftaying  three  years  at  Edinburgh,  he  removed  to  Leyden,  in  pwfuit  of  medical 
knowledge,  where  he  contracted  an  intimate  friendlhip  with  Jeremiah  Dyfon,  Efq.  wlio  was  profe- 
:uting  the  ftudy  of  the  civil  law,  in  that  Univerfity.  After  refiding  three  years  at  Leyden,  he  took 
Siis  degree  of  DocSor  in  Phyfic,  May  16,  1744,  and  publifhed  an  inaugural  differtatlon,  according  to 
he  cullom  of  the  Dutch  Univerfities,  De  ortu  et  incremmto  fatus  humani,  in  which  he  difplayed  his  me- 
dical fagacity,  by  attacking  fome  opinions  of  Lcuwenhoek,  and  other  writers,  at  that  time  very  ge- 
nerally received,  and  by  propofing  an  hypothefis,  which  has  been  coafidered  as  founded  on  truth, 
b/  the  beft  pbyficians  and  philofophers. 
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He  now  returned  to  England,  with  his  friend  Mr.  Dyfon,  and  the  fame  year  publlfhed  Tl>e  Plea- 
Juret  of  Imagination,  which  was,  in  general,  received  with  great  applaufe. 

When  the  copy  was  offered  to  Dodfley,  by  whom  it  was  publifhed,  the  price  demanded  for  it, 
^«rhich  was  120 1.  being  fuch  as  he  was  not  inclined  to  give  precipitately,  he  carried  the  work  to 
Pope,  who,  having  looked  into  it,  advifed  him  not  to  make  a  niggardly  offer,  for  "  this  was  no 
every-day  poet." 

Warburton  being  diffatlsfied  with  a  note  in  the  third  book,  in  which  he  adopts  Shaftefbury's  afler- 
tion  of  the  efficacy  of  ridicule  for  the  difcovery  of  truth,  thought  proper,  in  a  preface  to  one  of  his 
publications,  to  make  fome  feverc  ftridures  upon  him ;  in  which,,  however,  he  was  attacked  as  a 
|)hilofopher,  not  as  a  poet. 

He  was  defended  by  his  friend  Mr.  Dyfon,  in  an  anonymous  "  Epiftle  to  Mr.  Warburton,  occa- 
fioned  by  his  treatment  of  the  Author  of  the  Pleafures  of  Imagination,"  in  which  there  are  feveral 
fehGble  obfervations  ;  but  the  ftyle  is  uncouth  and  unpleafant. 

Warburton's  flriftures  on  Akenfide,  were  afterwards  reprinted  in  the  poftfcript  to  the  dcdi* 
cation  to  the  «  Free-thinker,"  prefixed  to  the  firft  volume  of  the  "  Divine  Legation,"  without, 
Itowever,  any  notice  being  taken  of  what  had  been  written  in  his  defence. 

The  poem  on  the  Pleafures  of  Imaglttaiion  was  quickly  followed  by  a  very  acrimonious  Ep'f.le  10 
Pi/lleney,  whom  he  ftigmatizes  under  the  name  of  Curio,  as  the  betrayer  of  his  country.  He  after- 
wards fliortened  this  Epijlle,  and  transformed  it  into  an  Ode. 

Being  now  to  live  by  his  profefTion,  he  firfl  commenced  Phyfician  at  Northampton,  where  Dr. 
Stonehoufc  then  pradifed,  with  fuch  reputation  and  fucccfs,  that  a  ftranger  was  not  likely  to  gain 
ground  upon  him.  / 

"  Akenfide  tried  the  contell  a  while,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  and  having  deafened  the  place  with 
tlamours  for  liberty,  removed  to  Hampflead,  where  he  refided  more  than  two  years,  and  then  fixed 
himfelf  in  London,  the  proper  place  for  a  man  of  accomplifhments  like  his." 

£)r.  Kippis,  who  then  refided  at  Northampton  for  education,  relates,  that  Dr.  Doddridge  and 
Akenfide  carried  on  an  amicable  debate  concerning  the  opinions  of  the  ancients,  with  regard  to  a 
future  ftate  of  rewards  and  punifhments,  in  which  Akenfide  fupported  the  firm  belief  of  Cicero  in 
particular,  in  this  great  article  of  natural  religion. 

On  Lis  quitting  Northampton,  he  would  perhaps  have  been  reduced  lo  great  exigencies  in  making, 
his  way  as  a  phyfician  ;  but  that  Mr.  Dyfon,  with  an  ardour  of  friendlhip  that  has  no  examples, 
fupported  him  while  he  was  endeavouring  to  make  himfelf  known. 

Mr.  Dyfon  had  fludied  the  law,  and  been  called  to  the  bar  ;  but  in  a  fbort  time,  having  purchafed 
of  Mr.  Hardinge  his  place  of  clerk  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  he  quitted  Weftminfter  Hall,  and  for 
the  purpofe  of  introducing  Akenfide  to  acquaintance  in  an  opulent  neighbourhood  near  the  town, 
bought  a  houfe  at  North-End,  Hampflead,  where  they  dv.'elt  together  during  the  fummer  feafon  ; 
frequenting  the  long-room,  and  all  clubs  and  aflemblies  of  the  inhabitants. 

At  thcfe  meetings,  Sir  John  Hawkins  relates,  that  Akenfide  was  for  difplaying  thofe  talents  which 
had  acquired  him  the  reputation  he  enjoyed  in  other  companies ;  "  but  here,"  he  obferves,  "  they 
v/cre  of  little  ufe  to  hrm  ;  on  the  contrary,  they  tended  to  engage  him  in  difputes  that  betrayed  him  ' 
into  a  contempt  of  thofe  that  diflered  in  opinion  from  him." 

It  was  found  out  that  he  was  a  man  of  low  birth,  and  a  dependent  on  Mr.  Dyfon ;  circumflancefr 
that  furniflied  thofe  whom  he  offended  with  a  ground  of  reproach  that  reduced  him  to  the  neceflity 
of  afTerting  that  he  was  a  gentleman. 

Little  could  be  done  at  Hampflead  after  matters  had  proceeded  to  this  extremity.  Mr.  Dyfon 
parted  with  his  villa  at  North-End,  and  fettled  his  friend  in  a  fmall  houfe  in  Bloomfbury  Square, 
afligning  him,  with  unexampled  liberality,  300 1.  a-year,  which  enabled  him  to  keep  zi  chariot,  and 
make  a  proper  appearance  in  the  world.  .    ,  i 

"  If  our  princes  and  nobles,"  fays  Mr.  Hayley,"  have  not  equalled  thofe  of  other  kingdoms  in  Ii*j 
berality  to  the  great  poets  of  their  country,  England  may  yet  boafl  the  name  of  a  private  gentle- 
man, who  difcovered,  in  this  rcfpe6l,  a  mofl  princely  fpirit.  No  nation,  either  ancient  or  modern, 
can  produce  an  example  of  niunificehce  more  truly  noble  than  the  annual  gratuity  which  AkeriCde ; 
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itceived  from  Mr.  Dyfon  ;  a  tribute  of  generous  and  affeiftionate  admiration,  endeared  to  its  worthy 
poffeflbr  by  every  confideration  which  could  make  it  honourable  both  to  himfelf  and  to  his  patron." 

At  London,  he  was  known  ?s  a  poet  by  the  Phafures  of  Imagination,  and  the  Epifle  to  Curio,  \vhich 
tvere  followed  in  1745,  by  Odts  onfevttalSubjeBs,  written,  as  he  tells  us,  "  at  very  different  inter- 
vals, and  with  a  view  to  very  different  manners  of  expreffion  and  verlification." 

Thefe  performances  appeared  before  he  was  Z4  years  of  age  ;  but  he  was  afterwards  more  flow  iQ 
his  publications.  His  Ode  to  the  Earl  of  Huntingdon  canie  out  in  1748,  and  in  1758  he  attempted  to 
roufe  the  national  fpirit  by  an  Ode  to  the  Country  Gentlemen  of  England, 

Few  of  his  remaining  poetical  pieces  were  publifhed  feparately,  excepting  an  Ode  to  Thomas  Ed- 
wards, Efq.  oit  the  late  Edition  of  Pope's  Works,  which  had  been  written  in  1751,  but  was  not  printed 
till  1766,  with  a  view,  it  fhould  feem,  df  Ihowing  his  diflike  to  Warburton,  by  erpofing  his  early 
correfpondence  with  Concanen  and  Theobald.  The  reft  of  his  poems  which  appeared  in  his  lifctinaA 
were  given,  at  leaft  for  the  moft  part,  in  Dodfley's  "  CoUedion." 

His  poetical  reputation  was  now  completely  eftablifhed.  He  advanced  gradually  in  medical  re- 
putation, but  never  attained  any  greai  extent  of  pradlice  or  eminence  of  popularity. 

A  phyfician,  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  in  a  great  city,  feems  to  be  the  mere  plaything  of  fortune :  hij 
degree  of  reputation  is,  for  the  moft  part,  totally  cafual ;  they  that  employ  him  know  not  his  excel- 
lence ;  they  that  rejeA  him  know  not  his  deficience.  By  any  acute  obfJerver,  who  had  looked  on 
the  tranfaiSlions  of  the  medical  world  for  half  a  century,  a  very  curious  book  might  be  written  oa. 
the  fortune  of  phyficians. 

Akenilde  appears  to  have  ufed  every  endeavour  to  become  popular;  "but  defeated  them  all," 
fays  Sir  John  Hawkins, "  by  the  high  opinion  he  every  where  manifefted  of  himfelf,  and  the  littls 
condefcenfion  he  fhbwed  to  men  of  inferior  endov/ments." 

In  the  winter  evenings,  he  frequented  Tom's  cofFee-houfc,  in  Devereux-Ccurt,  then  the  refort  of 
fome  of  the  moft  eminent  men  for  learning  and  ingenuity  of  the  time,  with  feme  of  whom  he  be- 
came entangled  in  difputes  and  altercations,  chiefly  on  fubjefts  of  literature  and  politics,  that  6xed 
on  his  characSer  the  ftamp  of  haughtinefs  and  felf-conceit,  and  drew  him  into  difagreeable  Gtuations. 

One  evening,  a  difpute  between  him  and  Counfellor  Ballow,  a  man  of  learning,  but  of  vulgar 
manners,  and  of  fplenetic  temper,  rofe  fo  high,  that  for  fome  exprefTion  uttered  by  Ballow,  Akenfidc 
thought  himfelf  obliged  to  demand  an  apology  ;  which  being  refufed,  he  fent  his  advferfary  a  chal- 
lenge. 

Ballow,  though  he  hated  Akenfide  for  his  republican  principles,  and  envied  him  for  that  eloquence 
which  he  difplayed  in  converfation,  had  no  inclination  for  fighting,  and  declined  an  anfwer.  The 
demand  of  fatisfadion  waS  followed  by  feveral  attempts  on  the  part  of  Akenfide,  to  fee  Ballow  at 
his  lodgings  ;  but  he  kept  clofe,  till,  by  the  interpofition  of  friends,  tlie  diirerence  could  be  adjufted. 

According  to  Sir  Johil  Hawkins,  the  accommodation  was  not  brought  about  by  any  conceffions 
of  his  adverfary,  biit  by  a  refolution  from  which  neither  of  them  would  depart ;  for  one  would  n6t 
fight  in  the  morning,  nor  the  other  in  the  evening. 

By  this  bufinefs,  the  biographer  of  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  that  he  acquired  the  character  of  an 
irafclblc  man ;  and  many  who  admired  his  genius  and  parts,  were  fliy  of  becoming  his  intimates :  yet 
he  acknowledges,  that  "  where  there  was  no  competition  for  appiaufe  or  literary  reputation,  he  was 
an  eafy  companion,  and  would  bear  with  fuch  rudenefs  as  would  have  angered  almoft  any  one." 

He  feems,  however,  to  have  poffefTed  more  dlfcretion  than  Sir  John  Hawkins  allows  him ; 
for,  befides  his  eagernefs  in  forcing  himfelf  into  notice,  by  an  ambitious  oftentation  of  ele- 
gance and  literature,  he  placed  himfelf  in  view  by  all  the  common  metliods ;  and  arrived  at  moft 
of  the  honours  incident  to  his  profefTion.  He  became  a  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Society,  was  admitted 
by  mandamus  to  the  degree  of  Dodlor  in  Phyfic  in  the  Univcrfity  of  Cambridge,  became  Phyficiaa 
to  St.  Thomas's  Hofpital,  was  eleded  Fellow  of  the  College  of  Phyficians,  chofen  Reader  of  the 
Culftouian  andCronian  Leiftures,  and,  oh  the  eftablifhrn^nt  of  the  Queen's  houfehold,  appointed  one 
of  the  Phyficians  to  her  Majefty. 

If  tliere  be  any  truth  in  tlie  fuppofition  that  Akenfide  entertained  republican  ideas  in  his  youth, 
it  is  probable  that  he  might  afterwards  foften  the  rigour  of  his  fcntiments. 

In  1761,  the  ojisbrat^d  Th^to!  J}?lUsj  E^l-  purchafed  a  bed  which  once  belonged  to  Milton, 
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snd  in  which  he  died.  This  bed  he  fent  as  a  prefent  to  Akenfide,  with  the  following  card  :— "  Ae. 
Englifh  genLleniun  is  defirous  of  having  the  honour  to  prefent  a  bed,  which  once  belonged  to  John 
Milton,  and  on  which  he  died ;  and  if  the  Doctor's  genius,  believing  himfelf  obliged,  and  having 
ilept  on  that  bed,  fliould  prompt  him  to  write  an  ode  to  the  memory  of  John  Milton,  and  the  af- 
fertcr  of  Brltifh  hberty,  that  gentleman  would  think  himfelf  abundantly  recompenfed."— Akenfide^ 
it  is  faid,  feemed  wonderfully  delighted  with  this  bed,  and  had  it  put  up  in  his  houfe  ;  but  it  does 
not  appear  that  he  took  any  other  notice  of  Mr.  Hollis's  benefatftion  and  requeft. 

After  he  came  into  confiderable  reputation  and  prafflice,  he  wrote  little  poetry,  but  publiflied, 
from  time  to  time,  medical  effays  and  obfervations,  in  the  «  Tranfadions"  of  the  Royal  Society, 
and  of  the  College  of  Phyficians. 

In  1764,  he  publilhed  his  Dijertatk  de  Dyfcnteria,  which  was  confidered  as  a  very  confpicuous  fpe- 
cimen  of  Latinity,  that  entitled  him  tt  the  fame  height  of  place  among  the  fcholars  as  he  poffeffed 
tefore  among  the  wits ;  and  he  might  have  rifen  to  a  greater  elevation  of  chara<fter,  but  that  his 
itudies  were  ended  with  his  life,  by  a  putrid  fever,  June  23,  1770,  in  the  49th  year  of  his  age.  He 
was  buried  in  the  pariih  church  of  St.  James's,  Weftminfter.  His  efFeds,  and  particularly  his 
books  and  prints,  which  laft  he  was  fo'nd  of  colledfng,  became  the  property  of  his  great  and  inti- 
mate friend,  Mr.  Dyfon. 

Befides  his  BijfertatJo  de  Dyfcnleria,  which  has  been  twice  tranllated  into  Englifli,  he  contributed 
to  the  "  Philofophical  Tranfatftions,"  1757,  Obfervcttmis  on  the  Origin  and  Ufe  of  the  Lymphatic  Vejels 
in  Animals,  being  an  extrad  from  the  Gulftonian  Ledures,  read  in  the  theatre  of  the  College  of  Phy- 
15cians,  in  June  1755.  Dr.  Monro  at  Edinburgh  having  taken  notice  of  fome  inacuraeies  in  this 
paper,  in  his  "  Obfervations,  Anatomical  and  Phyfiological,"  &c.  he  publifhed  a  fmall'pamphlet 
in  his  vindication,  1758.  To  the  "  Philofophical  Tranfadions,"  1763,  he  contributed  An  Account  of  a 
hloiv  on  the  Heart,  and  its  effeSis.  Oratia  Ahniverfaria  ex  Infiituto  Harveh,  \^c.  Anno  1759,  4to.  1760. 
To  the  firfl  volume  of  the  «  Medical  Tranfa6lions,"  he  contributed  Obfervations  on  Cancers ;  of  the 
ufe  of  Ipecacuanha  in  Afhmas,  and  a  Method  of  treating  White  S-wellings  of  the  Joints.  He  read  at 
the  College,  fome  obfervations  made  in  St.  Thomas's  Hofpital,  on  the  putrid  Eryfpelas,  which  he; 
.  intended  for  the  fecond  volume  of  the  «  Medical  Tranfa<51:i6ns,"  but  it  was  not  returned  at  the 
time  of  his  death.  He  began  to  give  for  the  Cronian  Ledture,  A  Hifory  of  the  Revi-val  of  Learnings 
from  which  he  foon  defilted,  as  it  Was  fuppofed,  in  difgufl,  fome  one  of  the  College  having  objeded 
that  he  had  cliolen  a  fubjed:  foreign  to  the  inftitutlon. 

A  complete  edition  of  his  Poems,  with  his  lafl  corredions  and  improvements,  was  publifhed  by  Mr. 
Dyfon,  in  4to.  1772,  t6  which  he  prefixed  an  account  of  his  life,  which  is  fo  poor  and  cold,  that  it 
is  defervltig  of  cenfure.  Akenfide  merited  a  better  memorial  from  the  hand  of  his  friend.  A  re- 
gular piece  of  biojrraphy,  drawn  out  at  length,  was  not  perhaps  requifite  ;  but  the  ilightefl  fketclj 
Ai'giit  have  contained  fome  tra'tsof  cha/adter,  fome  indications  of  affcdliori,  fome  marks  of  regret  that 
fJch  a  genius  fliould  be  fudderily  carried  oflfwithout  executing  his  laudable  intentions.  His  poem  on  The 
riccfurc:  if  ImofinaHon,  as  it  originally  appeared,  has  been  frequently  reprinted.  He  is  believed  toi 
have  vT.-tten,  in  Dodflcy's  "  Mufeum,"  the  Table  of  Modern  Fame,  "  at  which,"  fays  Lr.  Warton, 
"  the  gueils  are  introduced  and  ranged  with  that  tafte  and  judgment  peculiar  to  the  author."  In 
the  appei.dix  to  the  "  Memoirs  of  Mr.  Hollis,"  arc  two  letters  extraded  from  the  "  Public  Ad- 
vertif;r,"  relative  to  his  Ode  to  Thomas  E'l-wards,  Efq.,  and  to  his  fuppofed  Rrpaions  on  the  Clergy, 
in  a  paiTagc  in  the  Ple.ifures  f  Imagination.  Among  Dr.  Birch's  papers  in  the  Britifli  Mufeum,  are 
fe-'eral  letters  written  to  him  by  Akenfide. 

Sir  John  Hawkins,  in  his  «'  Life  of  Dr.  johnfon,"  has  drawn  Akenfide's  charader  fomewhat  at 
ferge  ;  and  it  is,  with  a  few  exceptions,  highly  to  his  advantage. 

",  The  value  of  that  precept  which  exhorts  us  to  live  peaceably  with  all  men,  or,  in  other  words, 
to  avoid  creating  enemies,  can  only  be  eftimated  by  the  reflexion  on  thofe  many  umiahlo  qualities 
aj^ainll  which  the  negled  of  it  will  preponderate.  Akenfide  was  a  m.an  of  religion  and  ftriiSl: 
virtue,  a  philofopher,  a  fcholar,  and  a  fine  poet.  His  converfation  was  of  the  mofi:  deliglitful  kind, 
learned,  inftrudtive,  and  without  any  afietSlation  of  wit,  cheerful,  and  entertaining.  One  of  the 
plcafanteft  days  of  my  life,  I  pafl«d  with  hiip,  Mr.  Dyfon,  and  another  friend  at  Putney  bowiing- 
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greeri-houfe,  where  a  neat  and  elegant  dinner,  the  enlivening  funfhine  of  a  fummer  day,  and  the 
•view  of  an  unclouded  flcy,  were  the  leaft  of  our  gratifications.  In  perfect  good  humour  with  him- 
fdf  and  all  around  him,  he  feemed  to  feel  a  joy  that  he  lived  and  poured  out  his  gratulations  to  the 
great  Difpofer  of  all  felicity,  in  exprefllons  that  Plato  himfclf  might  have  uttered  on  fuch  an  occa- 
fion.  In  converfation  with  fcle^ft  friends,  and  thofe  whofe  courfe  of  ftudy  had  been  nearly  the  fame 
with  his  own,  it  was  an  ufual  thing  with  him,  in  libations  to  the  memorj'  of  eminent  men  among 
the  ancients,  to  bring  their  charadlers  into  view,  and  thereby  give  cccafion  to  expatiate  on  thofa 
particulars  of  their  lives  that  had  rendered  them  famous.  His  method  was  to  arrange  them  in  three 
daffes,  philofophers,  poets,  and  legiflators. 

"  That  a  characfter  thus  formed  Ihould  fail  of  recommending  itfelf  to  general  efleem,  and  procure 
to  the  poffeffor  of  it  thofe  benefits  which  it  is  in  the  power  of  mankind  to  bellow,  may  feem  a  won- 
der ;  but  it  is  often  feen,  that  negative  qualities  are  more  conducive  to  this  end  than  pofitive,  and 
that,  with  no  higher  a  charadler  than  is  attainable  by  any  one  who,  with  a  ftudious  taciturnity,  will 
keep  his'opinions  to  himfelf,  conform  to  the  p  .idlice  of  others,  and  entertain  neither  friendfliip  for, 
Eor  enmity  againft  any  one,  a  competition  for  the  good  opinion  of  the  world,  may,  for  emolumetits, 
and  even  dignities,  ftand  a  better  chance  of  fuccefs  than  one  of  tiie  moft  eflablifhed  reputation  for 
learning  and  ingenuity.  The  truth  of  this  obfervation,  Akenfide  himfelf  lived  to  experience ; 
who,  in  a  competition  for  the  place  of  Phyfician  to  the  Charterhoufe,  was  unable  to  prevail  againft 
an  obfcure  man,  devoid  of  every  quality  that  might  ferve  to  recommend  him,  and  whofe  fole  merit 
was  that  of  being  diflantly  related  to  the  late  Lord  Holland." 

Akenfide  was  very  much  devoted  to  the  ftudy  of  ancient  literature,  *nd  was  a  great  admirer  of 
the  belt  philofophers  of  antiquity,  particularly  of  Plato  and  Cicero.  His  philofophical  knowledge 
and  claflical  tafte  arc  confpicuous  in  his  poems,  and  in  the  notes  and  illuftrations  which  he  has  an- 
Eexed  to  them.  Of  the  modern  philofophers,  Shaftefbury  and  Hutchefon  were  his  greateft  fa- 
fourites.  His  high  veneration  for  the  Supreme  Being,  his  noble  fentimentsof  the  wifdom  and  benevo- 
lence of  the  Divine  Providence,  and  his  zeal  for  the  caufe  of  virtue,  are  apparent  in  all  his  poems. 
His  OJeto  iVilliam  Hall,  Efq.  with  the  works  of  Chalieu,  condemns  the  licentioufnefs  of  that  poet. 
His  regard  to  the  Chriflian  revelation,  and  his  folicitude  to  have  it  preferved  in  its  native  purity, 
are  difpiayed  in  the  Ode  to  the  Bijhop  of  Winchejier.  The  Ode  to  the  Author  of  the  Metvoirs  of  the  Houfe  of 
£raiidenburoh,ittms  to  have  been  written  on  purpofe  to  expofe  the  irreligious  tenetsof  the  royal  hiftorian. 
He  was  warmly  attached  to  the  caufe  of  civil  and  religious  liberty.  His  zeal  for  freedom  is  a  diftin- 
guiftied  feature,  and  pecuhar  excellence  in  the  charatSler  of  his  poetry.  His  productions  uniformly  glow 
with  the  facred  fire  of  liberty,  infomuch  that  he  well  deferves  to  be  fiyled,  "  the  Poet  of  the  Com- 
munity." Two  of  his  principal  odes  are  diredlly  confecrated  to  it,  the  Ode  to  the  Earl  of  HuntingJon, 
and  that  to  the  Bifbop  of  Winchejier.  In  early  life,  he  was  underftood  to  be  fuch  a  ftrenuous  advo- 
cate for  liberty,  in  its  moft  extenfive  fenfe,  as  to  have  fome  tindure  of  republicanifm  in  his  no- 
tions. But  no  fufficient  proof  of  this  is  deducible  from  his  poems.  When,  with  a  reference  to  our 
own  country,  he  celebrates  the  caufe  of  freedom,  he  does  it  in  no  other  light  than  that  of  a  zea- 
lous Whig,  who  was  warmly  attached  to  the  revolution,  and  to  the  memory  of  the  great  men 
by  whom  it  was  effecfted.-  He  omits  no  opportunity,  in  particular,  of  teftifying  his  veneration  for 
King  William.  Whatever  may  be  thought  of  his  foftening  the  rigour  of  fome  expreflions  in  the 
laft  editions  of  the  Ode  on  leamng  Holland,  and  the  Ode  to  the  Earl  of  Huntingdon,  it  is  certain  that  a  moft 
ardent  fpirit  of  liberty  breathes  through  his  works. 

Akenfide,  confidered  as  a  didaflic  and  lyric  poet,  ranks  with  the  moft  eminent  writers  of  didaiflic 
and  lyric  poetry,  in  ancient  or  modern  tiniee.  In  his  Pleafures  of  Imagination,  he  has  attempted  the 
moft  rich  and  poetical  form  of  didatftic  writing ;  and  tliough,  in  the  execution  of  the  whole,  he  is 
EQt  equal,  he  has,  in  feveral  parts,  fucceeded  happily,  and  difpiayed  much  genius.  "  For  my,  own 
part,  I  am  of  opinion,"  fays  Cooper,  in  his  "  Letters  on  Tafte,"  "  that  there  is  now  living,  a  poet 
of  as  genuine  a  genius  as  this  kingdoin  ever  produced,  Shakfpeare  alone  excepted.  The  gentleman  I 
mean  is  Dr.  Akenfide,  the  worthy  author  qf  the  Pleafures  of  Imagination,  the  moft  beautiful  dida^lic 
poem  that  ever  adorned  the  Englilh  language."  On  the  other  hand,  Gray,  writing  tc  Dr.  Wharton, 
fays:  "  I  will  tell  you,  though  I  have  ratlier  turned  over  tl.an  re^d  the  poem  of  your  young  friend 
(Dr<  Akenfide),  that  it  feems  to  me  above  the  middling,  and  now  and  then,  for  a  little  while,  rifes 
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even  to  the  beft,  particularly  in  defcriptlon.  It  is  often  obfcure,  and  often  unintelligible,  and  to» 
much  mfeded  with  the  Hutchefon  jargon.  In  (hort,  its  great  fault  is,  that  it  was  publiflied  at  leaft 
nine  years  too  early."  This  opinion,  haftily  delivered  in  a  private  letter,  before  the  poem  had  been 
maturely  examined,  muft  be  confidered  as  too  fevere.  The  obfcurity  of  the  Pleafurei  of  Imagination^ 
■when  read  with  attention,  will  chiefly  be  found  in  the  allegory  of  the  fecond  book.  It  might  hkewife 
have  been  better  if  the  peculiar  language  of  Hutchefon,  or  rather  of  Shaftefbury  had  fometimes 
been  omitted.  But  though  it  is  perhaps  defective  in  fome  refpeiSs,  and  redundant  in  others,  yet  it 
is  a  noble  and  beautiful  poem,  exhibiting  many  bright  difplays  of  genius  and  fancy,  and  holding  out 
fublime  views  of  nature,  providence,  and  morality.  Akenfide  himfelf  v/as  convinced  that  it  was 
publiflied  too  early.  "  That  it  wanted  revifion  and  correftion,"  fays  his  friend  and  editor,  Mr. 
Dyfon,  "  he  was  fufEciently  fenfible  ;  but  fo  quick  was  the  demand  for  feveral  fucceflive  republica- 
tions, that,  in  any  of  the  intervals,  to  have  completed  the  whole  of  his  corrections  was  utterly  impof- 
iible.  He  chofe  therefore  to  continue  for  fome  time  reprinting  it  without  any  alteration,  and  to 
forbear  publifhing  any  alterations  or  improvements,  till  he  fliould  be  able  at  once  to  give  the  whole 
to  tlie  public  complete.  And,  with  this  view,  he  went  on  for  feveral  years  to  review  and  corre(5t 
his  poem  at  his  leifure,  till  at  length  he  found  the  talk  grow  fo  much  upon  his  hands,  that,  defpair- 
ing  of  ever  being  able  to  execute  it  fufficiently  to  his  own  fatisfadtion,  he  abandoned  the  purpofe  of 
corre61:ing,and  refolved  to  write  the  poem  over  anew,  upon  fomewhat  a  different  and  enlarged  plan." 
He  defigned  at  firfl  to  comprife  the  whole  of  his  fubjedl,  according  to  the  new  plan,  in  four  books. 
But  he  afterwards  changed  his  purpofe,  and  determined  to  diftribute  the  Pkafures  of  the  Imagination 
into  a  greater  number  of  books.  How  far  his  fcheme  v/ould  have  carried  him,  if  he  had  lived  to 
complete  it,  is  uncertain ;  for,  at  his  death,  he  had  only  finilhed  the  firft  and  fecond  books,  a  con- 
fiderable  part  of  the  third,  and  the  introduftion  to  the  laft.  The  firft  book  of  the  improved  work 
bears  a  nearer  refemblance  to  the  firft  book  of  the  former  editions,  than  any  of  the  reft  do  to  each 
ether.  There  are,  however,  in  this  book,  a  great  number  of  corrediions  and  alterations,  and  feveral 
confiderable  additions.  He  has  introduced  a  tribute  of  refpedl  and  affedtion  to  his  friend  Mr.  Dyfon. 
He  has  referred  the  Pleafures  of  Imagination  to  two  fources  only,  greatnefs  and  beauty,  and  not  to 
three,  as  he  had  formerly  done.  His  delineation  of  beautiful  objedts  is  much  enlarged  ;  and,  upon 
the  whole,  the  firft  book  feems  to  have  received  a  confiderable  degree  of  improvement.  The  fe- 
cond book  is  very  different  from  the  fecond  book  of  the  preceding  editions.  The  difference  indeed 
is  fo  great,  that  they  cannot  be  compared  together.  He  enters  into  a  difplay  of  truth,  and  its  three 
claffes,  matter  of  fadt,  experimental  or  fcientific  truth,  and  univerfal  truth.  He  treats  likewife  of 
virtue  as  exifting  in  the  Divine  mind,  of  human  virtue,  of  vice  and  its  origin,  of  ridicule,  and  of  the 
paffions.  The  enumeration  of  the  different  fources  of  ridicule  is  left  out,  and  confequently  the  paf- 
fage  which  had  given  offence  to  Warburton.  The  allegorical  vifion,  which  formerly  conftituted  a 
principal  part  of  the  fecond  book,  is  likewife  omitted.  The  fecond  book,  as  it  now  ftands,  is  cor- 
re6l,  fevere,  moral,  and  noble-  but  it  appears  lels  touching,  lefs  ftriking,  lefs  enchanting  than 
it  was  before.  The  third  book  is  an  epifode  in  which  Solon,  the  Athenian  lawgiver,  is  his  chief 
charader ;  and  the  defign  of  it  feeftis  to  be  to  (how  the  great  influence  of  poetry  in  enforcing 
the  caufe  of  liberty.  This  part  is  entirely  new,  and,  if  it  had  been  finiflied,  would  have  proved  i 
beautiful  addition  to  the  poem.  It  is  greatly  to  be  regretted  that  he  did  not  live  to  complete  his 
defign ;  yet  the  lovers  of  poetry  would  have  been  forry  to  h?.ve  had  the  original  poem  entirely 
fuperfeded.  Whatever  may  be  its  faults,  there  are  to  be  found  in  it  a  certain  brightnefs  and  bril- 
liancy of  imagination,  and  a  certain  degree  of  enthufiafm,  which  Akenfide  did  not  feem  to  have 
poffuffed  in  equal  vigour  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life.  Years,  and  an  application  to  fcientific  ftudies, 
appear,  in  fome  mtafure,  to  have  turned  his  mind  from  found  to  things,  from  fancy  to  the  under- 
ftanding.  If  he  had  indeed  imbibed  the  notion  afcribed  to  him  by  Mafon,  that  "  poetry  was  only  true 
eloquence  in  metre,"  fo  falfe  an  idea  could  not  fail  to  have  a  bad  effeiS  on  his  later  compofitions. 
Every  reader  of  tafte  would  have  regretted  the  lols  of  tiic  fine  defcription,  in  the  third  book,  of  the 
operations  of  the  mind,  in  producing  works  of  imagination,  and  have  felt  the  being  deprived  of  the 
bc-utiful  paffage  in  the  allegoric  vifion  of  the  fecond  book,  beginning, 


'Twas  an  horrid  pile 


Of  hills,  with  many  a  fliaggy  forcft  mis'd,  &c/ 
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His  Odes  are  diftributed  into  two  books ;  the  firft  containing  eighteen  odes,  and  the  fecond  fifteen. 
It  was  his  intention,  if  he  had  lived,  to  have  made  each  book  confift  of  twenty.    Thofc  which  he 
had  formerly  publiflied  are  greatly  altered  and  improved.     His  odes  are  not  equal  to  the  fublims 
and  beautiful  produ(Stions  of  Gray  and  Collins,  nor  perhaps  to  thofe  of  Mafon  and  Warton :     But 
ftill  there  is  in  them  a  noble  vein  of  poetry,  united  with  manly  fenfe,  and  applied  to  excellent  pur- 
pofes.     This  praife  cannot  be  extended  to  the  whole  of  the  odes,  without  exception.     Akenfide  does 
not  always  preferve  the  dignity  of  the  lyric  mufe.  He  is  defedtive  in  the  pathetic,  even  upon  a  fubjedt 
which  peculiarly  required  it,  and  where  it  might  have  been  expedled,  the  death  of  his  miilrefs,  in 
the    Ode  to  the  Evening  Stnr.     His  Hymn,  however,   to    Cbeerfulnefs,   his   Odis,  on   Leaving   Holland^ 
on   Lyric  Poetry,    to  the    Earl  of  Huntingdon,    and    on   jRecovering  from   a  Fit   of   Sichnef,   juftly  en- 
title him  to  a  place  among  the  principal  lyric  writers  of  his  country.    Love,  an  Elegy,  \BritiJh  Phi' 
lippic,  and  Hy?fin  to  Science,  compofed  when  he  was  very  young,  and  omitted  in  the  publication  of  his 
works  by  Mr.  Dyfon,  refleft  no  difcredit  on  his  memory.     The  firft  was  originally  printed  with  the 
Ode  on  the  Winter  Soljlice,  and  given  to  his  friends.     The  two  lafl.  were  printed  in  the  «  Gentleman's 
Magazine,"  Vol.  VIII.     In  the  feventh  volume  of  that  work,  a  poem,  called  The  Virtuofi,  in  imi- 
tation of  Spenfer's  ftylc,  dated  from  Newcaftle,  and  figned  Marcus,  and  two  other  pieces,  may  juftly 
be  reckoned  among  his  youthful  compofitions.  His  Infcriptions  are,  for  the  mod  part,fimple,  energic, 
and   fufficiently   poetical.      His  Hymn   to   the  Naiads   is   juftly  efteemed   a   claffical  performance. 
Lloyd,  fpeaking  of  Homer's  hymns,  which  he  had  fome  thoughts  of  tranflating,  fays:    "  They 
who  would  form  the  jufteft  idea  of  this  fort  of  compofition  among  the  ancients,  may  be  better 
informed  hy  perufmg  Dr.  Akenfide's  moft  claffical  Hyi^n  to  the  Naiads,  than  from  any  tranflation 
ef  Homer  or  Calliraachus."     The  fame  writer  concludes  his  "  Ode  to  Genius,"  with  the  following 
ap oftrophe  to  Akenfide : 

And  thmi,  bleft  bard !  around  whofe  facred  brow 
Great  Pindar's  delegated  wreath  is  hung ; 
'  Arife,  and  fnatch  the  majefty  of  fong 

From  dulnefs'  fervile  tribe,  and  art's  uuhallow'd  throng. 

Cooper,  the  «  Englifh  Ariftippv.s,"  with  great  propriety,  addreffed  his  "  Call  of  Ariflippus"  t® 
A!.enlide,  by  the  defignation  of  "  two-fold  difciple  of  Apolio ;"  in  which  he  tells  him,  that,  in  Ely- 
fium,  Plato  and  Virgil  ihall  weave  him  a  never-fading  crown  ;  while  Lucretius,  Pindar,  and  Ho- 
race, fliould  yield  him  precedence  with  pleafure. 

Mr.  Murphy,  in  his  "  Poetical  Epillle  to  Dr.  Johnfon,"  has  joined  Akenfide  with  Gray  among 
the  examples  which  he  enumerates  of  "  wealthy  genius  pining  amidfl  its  {lore." 

Even  Gray  unwilling  flrikes  his  living  lyre. 

And  wifhes,  not  content,  for  Pindar's  fire  : 

And  xhztfweet  bard,  who  to  our  fancy  brings,  . 

"  The  gayefl,  happleft  attitudes  of  things." 

His  raptur'd  verfe  can  throw  neglected  by, 

And  to  Lucretius  lift  a  reverend  eye. 

Dr.  Warton,  in  his  excellent  "  Eflay  oh  Pope,"  calls  Akenfide  a  didatSic  poet,  who  has  happily- 
indulged  himfelf  in  bolder  flights  of  enthufiafm,  fupported  by  a  more  figurative  flyle  than  was  ufed 
by  Pope ;  and,  after  producing  a  paflage  from  the  Pleafures  of  Imagination,  adds :  "  We  have  here 
a  flriking  example  of  that  poetic  fpirit,  that  harmonious  and  varied  verlification,  and  that  ftrength 
of  imagery  which  confpire  to  excite  our  admiration  of  this  beautiful  poem." 

The  charasSter  of  Akenfide,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  is  lefs  favourable  to  his  pretenfions  as  a  di- 
dadtic  poet ;  and,  as  a  writer  of  odes,  is  fo  unjuft  and  degrading,  that  it  cannot  be  generally  allowed, 
without  many  exceptions. 

"  His  great  work  is  the  Pleafures  of  Imagination,  a  performance  which,  publlfhed  as  it  was  at  the 
age  of  twenty-three,  raifed  expectations  that  were  not  very  amply  fatisfied.  It  has  undoubtedly  a 
}uft  claim  to  very  particular  notice,  as  an  example  of  great  felicity  of  genius,  and  uncommon  ampli- 
tude of  acquifitions,  of  a  young  mmd  llored  with  images,  and  much  exercifed  in  combining  and 
comparing  them.  The  fubjedl  is  well  chofen,  as  it  includes  all  images  that  can  llrike  or  pleafe,  and 
thus  comprifes  every  fpecies  of  poetical  delight.    The  only  difiiculty  is  the  choice  of  examples  and 
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iiluftrations ;  and  it  is  not  cafy,  in  fuch  exuberance  of  matter,  to  find  the  mic^dle  point  between  pe* 
niiry  and  fatiety.  The  parts  feem  artfully  difpofed,  with  fufficient  coherence,  fo  as  that  they  can- 
not chancre  their  places  without  injury  to  the  general  defign. 

"  His  images  are  difplayed  with  fuch  luxuriance  of  exprelTion,  that  they  are  hidden,  like  Butler's 
moon,  "  by  a  veil  of  light ;"  they  are  forms  fantaftically  loft  under  fuperfluity  of  drefs.  Pars  tnini- 
*  tna  ej} ipfa pitdLi  fui.  The  words  are  multiplied  till  the  fenfe  is  hardly  perceived;  attention  deferts  the 
mind  and  fettles  in  the  ear.  The  reader  wanders  through  the  gay  diffufion,  fometimes  amazed,  and 
fometimes  delighted ;  but,  after  many  turnings  in  the  flowery  labyrinth,  comes  out  as  he  went  in. 
He  remarked  little,  and  laid  hold  on  nothing. 

«'  To  his  verfification,  juftice  requires  that  praife  fhould  not  be  denied.  In  the  general  formation 
of  his  lines,  he  is  perhaps  fupcrior  to  any  other  writer  of  blank  verfe  :  His  How  is  fmooth,  and  his 
paufes  are  mufical;  but  the  concatenation  of  his  verfes  is  commonly  too  long  continued,  and  the  full 
clofe  does  not  recur  with  fufficient  frequency.  The  verfe  is  carried  on  through  a  long  intertexture  of 
complicated  daufes  ;  and  as  nothing  is  diflinguifhed,  nothing  is  remembered. 

"  The  exemption  which  blank  verfe  affords  from  the  neceflity  of  doling  the  fenfe  with  the  couplet, 
betrays  luxuriant  and  acftive  minds  into  fuch  felf-indulgence,  that  they  pile  image  upon  image,  orna- 
ment upon  ornament,  and  are  noteafily  perfuaded  to  clofe  the  fenfe  at  all.  Blank  verfe  will  there- 
fore, I  fear,  be  too  often  found  in  defcriptioh  exuberant,  in  argument  loquacious,  and  in  narration 
tirefome. 

"  His  di(9;ion  is  certainly  poetical,  as  it  is  not  profaic,  and  elegant,  as  it  is  not  vulgar.  He  is  to  be 
commended  as  having  fewer  artifices  of  difguft  than  moit  of  his  brethern  of  the  blank  fong.  He 
rarely  either  recals  old  phrafes,  or  twills  his  metre  into  harfh  inverfions.  The  fenfe,  however,  of  his 
words  is  ftrained,  when  "  he  views  the  Ganges  from  Alpine  heights,"  that  is,  from  mountains  like  the 
Alps.  And  the  pedant  furely  intrudes  (but  when  was  blank  verfe  without  pedantry  ?)  when  he 
tells  us  how  :  "  planets  ahfolve  the  ftated  round  of  time." 

"  It  is  generally  known  to  tlie  readers  of  poetry,  that  he  intended  torevife  and  augment  this  work, 
but  died  before  he  had  completed  his  defign.     The  reformed  work,  as  he  left  it,  and  the  additions 
■which  he  had  made,  are  very  properly  retained  in  the  prefent  collecSion.     He  feems  to  have  fome-  I 
■what  contradled  his  diffufion  ;  but  I  know  not  v  hether  he  has  gained  in  clofenefs  what  he  has  lofl  ji 
fplendour.     In  the  additional  book,  his  Tale  of  Solon  is  too  long. 

"  It  is  not  eafy  to  guefs  why  he  addidled  himfelf  fo  dilligently  to  lyric  poetry,  having  neither  the 
eafe  and  airinefs  of  the  lighter,  nor  the  vehemence  and  elevation,  of  the  grander  ode.  When  he  lays 
his  ill-fated  hand  upon  his  harp,  his  former  powers  feem  to  defert  him ;  he  has  no  longer  his  luxuri- 
ance of  exprefiTion,  nor  variety  of  images.  His  thoughts  are  cold,  and  his  words  inelegant.  Yet 
fuch  was  his  love  of  lyrics,  that  having  once  written  with  great  vigour  and  poignancy  his  EpiJlU  to 
Curie,  he  transformed  it  afterwards  into  an  ode,  difgraceful  only  to  its  author. 

"  Of  his  Odes  nothing  favourable  can  be  faid ;  the  fentimenis  commonly  want  force,  nature,  or 
novelty;  the  di6lion  is  fometimes  harfh  and  uncouth;  the  flanzas  iIl-confl.ru(5i:ed,  and  unpleafant, 
and  the  rhymes  diffcnant  or  unfhilfully  difpofed,  too  diflant  from  each  other,  or  arranged  with  too 
little  regard  to  eftablilhed  ufe,  and  therefore  unpleafing  to  the  ear,  which,  in  a  fhort  compofition,  has 
not  time  to  grow  familiar  •with  an  innovation. 
"  To  examine  fuch  compofition;.  fingly  cannot  be  required  :  They  have  doubtlefs  brighter  and  darker 
parts  ;  but  when  they  are  once  found  to  be  generally  dull,  all  further  trouble  may  be  fpared ;  for  to 
what  ufe  can  the  work  be  criticifed  that  will  .-'^^  be  read?" 
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ADVERTISEMENT  TO  TH?  FIRST  EDITION. 


This  volume  contains  a  complete  colle<flion  of 
the  poems  of  the  late  Dr.  Akenfide,  either  reprint- 
ed from  the  original  editions,  or  faithfully  pub- 
lifhed  from  copies  which  had  been  prepared  by 
himfelf  for  publication. 

That  the  principal  poem  fliould  appear  in  fo 
difadvantageous  a  (late,  may  require  fome  explan- 
ation. The  firft  publication  of  it  was  at  a  very 
early  part  of  the  author's  life.  That  it  wanted 
revifion  and  corredlion,  he  was  fufliciently  fenfi- 
ble  ;  but  fo  quick  was  the  demand  for  feveral  fuc- 
ceffive  republications,  that  in  any  of  the  intervals, 
to  have  completed  the  whole  of  his  corredions 
v/as  utterly  impoffible  ;  and  yet  to  have  gone  on 
from  time  to  time  making  farther  improvements 
in  every  new  edition  would  (he  thought)  have 
had  the  appearance  at  lead  of  abufing  the  favour 
of  the  public.  He  chofe  therefore,  to  continue 
for  fome  time  reprinting  it  without  alteration, 
and  to  forbear  publifhing  any  corredions  or  im- 
provements until  he  fliould  be  able  at  once  to 
give  them  to  the  public  complete.  And  with  this 
view  he  went  on  for  feveral  years  to  review  and 
corred  the  poem  at  his  leifnre ;  till  at  lengih  he 
found  the  tafk  grow  fo  mu'  h  upon  his  hands,  that, 
defpairing  of  ever  being  .'bje  to  execute  it  fuffi- 
ciently  to  his  own  fatisfadion,  he  abandoned  the 
purpofe  of  correding.  and  refolved  to  write  the 
poem  over  a  new  upon  a  fomewhat  different  and 
an  enlarged  plan.  And  in  the  execution  of  this 
defign  he  had  made  a  confiderable  progrefs.  What 
reafon  there  may  be  to  regret  that  he  did  not  live 
to  execute  the  whole  of  it,  will  belt  appear  from 
theperufalof  the  plan  itfelf,  as  ftated  in  the  ge- 
neral Argument,  and  of  the  parts  which  he  had  ex- 
<?ci)t^,  and  which  are  here  pubiifhed.    For  the 


perfon  *,  to  whom  he  intrufted  the  dlfpofal  of 
his  papers,  would  have  thought  himfelf  wanting 
as  well  to  the  fervice  of  the  public,  as  to  the 
f»me  of  his  friend,  if  he  had  not  produced  as  much 
of  the  v/ork  as  appeared  to  have  been  prepared, 
for  publication.  In  this  light  he  confidered  the 
entire  firft  and  fecond  books,  of  which  a  few  copies 
had  been  printed  for  the  ufe  only  of  the  author 
and  certain  friends  :  alfo  a  very  confiderable  part 
of  the  third  book,  which  had  been  tranfcribed  ia 
order  to  its  being  printed  in  the  fame  manner: 
awl  to  thefe  is  added  the  Introduction  to  a  fubfe- 
quent  book,  which  in  the  raanufcript  is  called  the 
fourth,  and  which  appears  to  have  been  compofedL 
at  the  time  when  the  author  intended  to  comprife 
the  whole  in  four  books ;  but  which,  as  he  had 
afterwards  determined  to  diftribute  the  poem  in- 
to more  books,  might  perhaps  more  properly  be 
called  the  laft  book.  And  this  is  all  that  is  exe- 
cuted of  the  new  work,  which,  although  it  ap- 
peared to  the  editor  too  valuable,  even  in  its  im- 
perfed  ftate,  to  be  withholden  from  the  public, 
yet  (he  conceives)  takes  in  by  much  too  fmall  3. 
part  of  the  original  poem  to  fupply  its  place,  and 
to  fuperfede  the  re-publication  of  it.  For  whicl*. 
reafon,  both  the  poem?  are  inferted  in  this  collec- 
tion. 

Of  Odes,  the  author  had  defigned  to  make  up 
two  books,  confifting  of  twenty  odes  each.includ.. 
ing  the  feveral  odes  which  he  had  before  publiOred 
at  different  times. 

The  Hymn  to  the  Naiads  is  reprinted  from  tl;e 
fixth  volume  of  Dodfley's  Mifcellanies,  with  a  few 
corredions  and  the  addition  of  fome  notes.     To 

[*  The  Right  Hon.  Jeremiah  Lyfon  ;  by  nvbotikf 
th'^ ttizertifemeat  luas lunUeu.] 
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the  Infcriptions  taken  from  the  fame  volume,  three 
new  iiifcriptitns  are  added  ;  the  laft  or  which,  is 
the  only  inilance  wherein  liberty  has  been  taken 
of  inferting  any  thing  in  tliis  collecilion,  which 
did  not  appear  to  have  been  intended  by  the  au- 
thor lor  publication*;  among  whofe  papers  no 
copy  of  this  was  found,  but  it  is  printed  trom  a 
copy  which  he  had  many  years  fince  given  to  the 
editor. 

The  author  of  thefe  poems  was  bom  at  New- 
caftls-upon-Tyne,  on  the  9th  day  of  November 
172 1.  He  was  educated  at  the  Grammer  School 
at  Ncwcaftle  and  at  the  Univerfitics  of  Edinburgh 
and  Leyden,  at  the  latter  of  which,  he  took  his 
degree  of  Dodor  m  Fhyfic  He  was  alterwards 
admitted  by  Maiidaraus,  to  the  degree  of  Dodlor 
in  Fhyfic,  in  the  Univerfity  of  Cambridge  ;  eledl- 
ed  a  fellow  of  the  Royal  College  of  phyficians, 
and  one  of  the  phyficians  of  St  Thomas's  hofpi- 
r-A ;  and  upon  the  eitablifliment  of  the  Queen's 
houfehold,  appointed  one  of  the  phyficians  to  her 
Majefty.  He  died  of  a  putrid  fever,  on  the  23d 
day  of  June  177c,  and  is  buried  in  the  parilh 
church  of  St.  j  ames's  Weftminiler. 


THE   DESIGN. 

TnZRE  axT  certain  powers  in  human  nature,  whicTi 
feem  to  hold  a  middle  place  between  the  organs 
of  bodily  fenfe  and  the  faculties  of  moral  percep- 
tion :  They  have  been  called  by  a  very  general 
name.  The  Foii>ers  cf  Imaginaiiou.  Like  the  ex- 
ternal fenfes,  they  relate  to  matter  and  motion ; 
and  at  the  fame  time,  give  the  mind  ideas  analo- 
sous  to  thofe  cf  moral  approbation  and  diflike. 
As  they  are  the  inlets  of  fome  of  the  moft  exqui- 
iite  pleafures  with  which  we  arc  acquainted,  it 
"has  naturally  happened  that  men  cf  warm  and 
fenfible  tempers  have  fought  means  to  recall  the 
delightful  preceptions  which  they  afford,  indepen- 
dent of  the  objert  which  originally  producedthem. 
This  gave  rife  to  the  imitative  cr  defigning  arts  ; 
fome  of  which,  as  painting  and  fculpture,  diredlly 
copy  the  external  appearances  which  were  admir- 
ed in  nature ;  others,  as  mufic  and  poetry,  bring 
them  back  to  remembrance  by  figns  univerfally 
eftablifhed  and  underftood. 

But  thefe  arts,  as  they  grew  more  correal  and 
deliberate,  were  of  courfe  led  to  extend  their  imi- 
tation beyond  the  peculiar  objefts  of  the  imagina- 
tive powers :  efpecially  poetry,  which,  making 
ufe  of  language  as  the  inftrument  by  which  it  imi- 
tates, it  confequently  becomes  an  unlimited  re- 
prefontative  of  every  fpecies  and  mode  of  being. 
Yet,  as  their  intention  was  only  to  exprefs  the  ob- 
jecls  of  imagination,  and  as  they  ftill  abound 
chiefly  in  ideas  of  that  clafs,  they  of  courfe  retain 
their  original  charader;  and  all  the  different 
pleafures  which  they  excite,  are  termed,  in  gene- 
yal,  Fleafures  of  It/uigination. 

The  defign  of  the  following  poem  is  to  give  a 
view  of  thefe  in  the  largeft  acceptation  of  the 

[*  In  the  prefent  edition,  a  few  pieces  are  add- 
ed, nvkich  are  Inctivn  to  be  genuine,  and  luhich 
certainly  are  no  difcredit  to  their  authcr^  But 
ibe/e  are  all  placed  at  the  end.] 


term  ;  fo  that  whatever  our  imagination  feelt 
from  the  agreeable  appearances  of  nature,  and 
all  the  "various  entertainment  ive  meet  with,  ei- 
ther in  poetry,  painting,  mujic,  or  any  of  the  ele- 
gant arts,  might  be  deducible  from  one  or  other 
of  thofe  principles  in  the  conjlitution  of  the  human 
mind,  ivhich  are  here  efiallijhed  and  exj'lain-ed. 

In  executing  this  general  plan,  it  was  ncceffary, 
firft  of  all,  to  diftinguilh  the  imagination  from  our 
other  faculties;   and,  in  the  next  place,  to  charac- 
terize thofe  original  formN  or  properttes  of  being, 
about  which  it  is  converfant,  and  which  are  by 
nature  adapted  to  it  as  light  is  to  the  eyes,  or  truth 
to  the  underftanding.     Thefe  properties  Mr.  Ad- 
difon  had  reduced  to  the  three  general  claffes  of 
greatnefs,   novelty,  and  beauty  ;  and   into  thefe 
we  may  analyfe  every  objecfl,  however  complex, 
which,  properly  fpeaking,  is  delightful  to  the  ima- 
gination.    But  fuch  an  objefl  may  alfo  include 
many  other  fouTces  of  pleafure  ;   and  its  beauty, 
or  novelty,  or  grandeur,  will  make  a  ftronger  im- 
prefllon   by  reafon  of  this  concurrence.     Befides 
which,  the  imitative   arts,  efpecially  poetry,  owe 
much  of  their  effedl  to  zjimilar  exhibition  of  pro- 
perties qmXt.  fore igjt  to  the  imagination,  infomuch 
that  in  every  line  of  the   moft  applauded  poems, 
we  meet  with  either  ideas  drawn  from  the  exter« 
nal  fenfes,  or  truths  difcovered  to  the  underftand- 
ing, or  illuftrations  of  contrivance  and  final  caufes, 
or,  above  all  the  reft,   with  circumftances  proper 
to  awaken  and  engage  the  paflions.     It  was  there- 
fore neceffary  to  enumerate  and  exemplify  thefe 
different  fpecies  of  pleafure  ;  efpecially  that  from 
the  paffions,  which,  as  it  is  fupreme  in  the  nobleft 
work  of  human  genius,  fo  being  in  fome  particu- 
lars not  a  little  furprifing,  gave  an  opportunity  to 
enliven  the  didadlic  turn  of  the  poem,  by  intro- 
ducing an  allegory  to  account  for  the  appearance. 
After   thefe    parts  of  the  fubje<fl  which   hold 
chiefly  of  admiration,  or  naturally  warm   and  in- 
tereft  the  mind,  a  pleafure  of  a  very  different  na- 
ture, that  which  arifes  from  ridicule,  came  next 
to  be  confidered.     As  this  is  the  foundation  of 
the  comic  manner  in   all  the  arts,  and  has  been 
but  very  imperfectly  treated  by  moral  writers,  it 
was  thought  proper  to  give  it  a  particular  illuftra- 
tion,  and   to  diftinguifli  the  general  fources  from 
which  the  ridicule  of  chara<flers  is  derived.    Here 
too  a  change  of  ftyle  became  neceffary;  fuch  a 
one   as  might  yet  be  confiftent,  if  poffiblc,  with 
the  general  talte  of  compofition  in  the  ferious  parts 
t>f  the  fubjecfl :  nor  is  it  an  eafy  talk  to  give  any 
tolerable  force   to  images  of  this  kind,  without 
running  either  into  the  gigantic  expreflions  of  the 
mock  heroic,  or  the  familiar  and  poetical  raillery 
ofprofeffed  fatire  ;  neither  of  which  would  have 
been  proper  here. 

The  materials  of  all  imitation  being  thus  laid 
open,  nothing  now  remained  but  to  illuftrate  fome 
particular  pieaf\ires,  which  arife  either  from  the 
relations  of  different  objedls  one  to  another,  or 
from  the  nature  of  imitation  itfelf.  Of  the  firft, 
is  that  various  and  complicated  refemblance  ex- 
ifting  between  feveral  psrts  of  the  material  and 
immaterial  worlds,  which  is  the  foundation  of 
metaphor  and  wit.  As  it  feems  in  a  great  mea- 
fare  to  depend  on  the  early  affaciation  of  our  idea?^ 
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and  as  this  habit  of  aflbclating  is  the  fource  of 
many  pleafures  and  pains  in  life,  and  on  that  ac- 
count bears  a  great  fhare  in  the  influence  of  poetry 
and  the  other  arts,  it  is  therefore  mentioned  here, 
and  its  effedls  defcribed.  Then  follows  a  general 
account  of  the  produtflion  of  thefe  elegant  arts, 
and  of  the  feccndary  pleafure,  as  it  is  called,  arif- 
ing  from  the  refemblance  of  their  imitations  to 
the  original  appearances  of  nature.  After  which, 
the  work  concludes  with  fome  reflections  on  the 
general  condudl  of  the  powers  of  imagination,  and 
on  their  natural  and  moral  ufefulnefs  in  life. 

Concerning  the  manner  or  turn  of  compofition 
which  prevails  in  this  piece,  little  can  be  faid 
■with  propriety  by  the  author.  He  had  two  mo- 
dels ;  that  ancient  and  fimple  one  of  the  firft  Gre- 
cian poets,  as  it  is  refined  by  Virgil  in  the  Geor- 
gics,  and  the  familiar  epiftolary  way  of  Horace. 
This  latter  has  feveral  advantages.  It  admits  of 
a  greater  variety  of  ftyle  ;  it  more  readily  engages 
the  generality  of  readers,  as  partaking  more  of 
the  air  of  converfation  ;  and,  efpecially  with  the 
afliftance  of  rhyme,  leads  to  a  clofer  and  more 
concife  expreffion.  Add  to  this,  the  example  of 
the  moft  perfecfl  of  modern  poets,  who  has  fo  hap- 
pily applied  this  manner  to  the  nobleft  parts  of 
philofophy,  that  the  public  talte  is  in  a  great  mea- 
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fure  formed  to  it  alone.  Yet,  after  all,  the  fub- 
jeA  before  us,  tending  almoft  conftantly  to  admira- 
tion and  enthufiafm,  feemed  rather  to  demand  a 
more  open,  pathetic,  and  figured  ftyle.  Thig  too 
appeared  more  natural,  as  the  author's  aim  v/as 
not  fo  much  to  give  formal  precepts,  or  enter  in- 
to the  way  of  dived  argumentation,  as,  by  ex- 
hibiting the  moft  engaging  profpedts  of  nature, 
to  enlarge  and  harmonize  the  imagination,  and 
by  that  means  inlenfibly  difpofe  the  minds  of  men 
to  a  limilar  tafte  and  habit  of  thinking  in  religion, 
morals,  and  civil  life.  It  is  on  this  account  that 
he  is  fo  careful  to  point  out  the  benevolent  inten- 
tion of  the  Author  of  Nature  in  every  principle  of 
the  human  conftitution  here  infilled  on  ;  and  aU 
fo  to  unite  the  moral  excellencies  of  life  in  the 
fame  point  of  view  with  the  mere  external  ob- 
jedls  of  good  tafte  ;  thus  recommending  them  in 
common  to  our  natural  propenfity  for  admiring 
what  is  beautiful  and  lovely.  The  fame  views 
have  alfo  led  him  to  introduce  fome  fentiments 
which  may  perhaps  be  looked  upon  as  not  quite 
direcH:  to  the  fubjecfl ;  but,  fince  they  bear  an  ob- 
vious relation  to  it,  the  authority  of  Virgil,  the 
faultlefs  model  of  didacflic  poetry,  will  beft  fup- 
port  him  in  this  particular.  For  the  fentiments 
themfelves,  he  makes  no  apology. 
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fpecies  of  objecfls :  colour;  fhape ;  natural  concretes;  vegetables;  animals;  the  mind.     The  fub 
Jime,  the  fair,  the  wonderful  of  the  mind.     The  conneaion  of  the  imagination  and  the  moral  facull 
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With  what  attra(aive  charms  this  goodly  frame 
Of  nature  touching  the  confenting  hearts 
Of  mortal  men;  and  what  the  pleafmg  ftores 
Which  beauteous  imitation  thence  derives 
To  deck  the  poet's,  or  the  painter's  toil ; 
My  verfe  unfolds,     Attend,  ye  gentle  powers 
Of  mufical  delight !  and  while  I  fing 
Your  gifts,  your  honours,  dance  around  my  ftrain. 
Thou,  fmiling  queen  of  every  tuneful  breaft, 
Indulgent  Fancy  I  from  the  fruitful  banks         ip 
Of  Avon,  whence  thy  rofy  fingers  cull 
Frelh  flowers  and  dews  to  fprinkle  on  the  turf 
Where    Shakfpeare   lies,  be   prcfent :    and  with 
Let  Fidtion  come,  upon  her  vagrant  wings    [tljec 
Wafting  ten  thoufand  colours  through  the  air. 
Which,  by  the  glances  of  her  magic  eye,     [forms. 
She  blends  and  fhifts  at  will,  through  countlefs 
|ier  wild  creation.     Coddels  of  the  lyre, 


Which  rules  the  accents  of  the  moving  fphere, 
Wilt  thou,  eternal  harmony  !  defcend  23 

And  join  this  feftive  ftrain  ?  for  with  thee  comes 
The  guide,  the  guardian  of  their  lovely  fports, 
Majeftic  Truth  ;  and  where  Truth  deigns  to  come 
Her  fifter  Liberty  will  not  be  far. 
Be  prefent  all  ye  genii,  who  condudl 
The  wandering  footfteps  of  the  youthful  bard, 
New  to  your  fprings  and  fliades :  who  touch  his 
With  finer  founds  :  who  heighten  to  his  eye    [ear 
The  bloom  of  nature,  and  before  him  turn 
The  gayeft,  happieft  attitude  of  things.  30 

Oft  have  the  laws  of  each  poetic  ftrain 
The  critic-yerfe  employed  ;  yet  ftill  unfung 
Lay  this  prime  fubjedl,  though  importing  moffc 
A  poet's  name  :  for  fruitlefs  is  the  attempt 
By  dull  obedience  and  by  creeping  toil 
Obfcure  to  conquer  the  fevere  afccnt 
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Of  high  ParnalTus.     Nature's  kindling  breath 

!Muft  fire  the  chol'en  genius;  nature's  hand 

Mulf  (tring  his  nerves,  and  imp  his  eagle-wings. 

Impatient  of  the  painful  fteep,  to  foar  40 

High  as  the  fumniit^  there  to  breathe  at  large 

Ethereal  air  ;  with  bards  and  fagesold. 

Immortal  fons  of  praife.     Thefe  flattering  fcenes, 

To  this  negledred  labour  court  my  long; 

Yet  not  unconfcious  what  a  doubtful  talk 

To  paint  the  fineft  features  of  the  mind, 

And  to  moft  fubtle  and  myilerious  things 

Give  colour,  ftrength,  and  motion.     But  the  love 

Of  nature  and  the  mufes  bids  explore, 

Through  fecret  paths  erewhile  untrod  by  man,  50 

The  fair  poetic  region  to  dete(fl, 

Untalled  fprings,  to  drink  infpiriiig  draughts. 

And  lliade  my  temples  with  unfading  flowers 

Cull'd  from  the  laureate  vale's  profound  recefs, 

Where  never  poet  gain'd  a  wreath  before. 

From  heaven  my  ftrains  begin ;   from  heaven 
defcends 
The  flame  of  genius  to  thf"  human  breaft, 
And  love  and  beauty,  and  poetic  joy 
And  iiifpiration.     Ere  the  radiant  fun  59 

Sprang  from  the  eaft,  or  *mid  the  vault  of  night 
The  moon  fufpended  her  ferener  lamp ;       [globe, 
Ere  mountains,   woods,  or   ftreams,  adorn'd  the 
Or  wiidom  taught  the  fons  of  men  her  lore ; 
Then  liv'd  the  almighty  One  :  then,  deep  retir'd 
In  hisunfathom'd  eflence,  view'd  the  forms. 
The  forms  eternal  of  created  things ; 
The  radiant  fun,  the  moon's  nodturnal  lamp, 
The  mountains^  woods,  and  ftreams,  the  roiling 

globe. 
And  wifdom's  mien  celeftial.     From  the  firft 
Of  days,  on  them  his  love  divine  he  fix'd,  70 

His  admiiation-  till  in  time  complete. 
What  he  admir'd  and  lov'd,  his  vital  fmilc 
Unfolded  into  being.     Hence  the  breath 
Of  life  informing  each  organic  trame, 
Heace    the   grccq   earth,  and   wild    refounding 
waves;  [cold; 

Hence   light  and  fliade  alternate ;    warmth  and 
And  clear  autumnal  feies  and  vernal  fliowers, 
And  all  the  fair  variety  of  things. 

But  not  alike  to  every  mortal  eye 
Is  this  great  fcene  uiiveil'd.     For  fince  the  claims 
Of  focial  life,  to  different  labours  urge  81 

The  aiSlive  powers  of  man  I   with  wife  intei^t 
Tlie  hand  of  nature  on  peculiar  mmds 
Imprints  a  difterent  bias,  and  to  each 
Decrees  its  province  iu  the  common  toil. 
To.  (ome  (he  taught  the  fabric  ot  the  fphere, 
The  changeful  moon,  the  circuit  of  the  Uars, 
The  golden  zones  of  heaven  ;  to  fome  tlie  gave 
To  weigh  the  moment  of  eternal  things, 
Of  time,  and  fpace,  and  fate's  unbroken  chain,  9c 
And  will's  quick  impnlfe  :  others  by  the  baud 
She  led  o'er  vales  and  mountains,  to  explore 
What  heating  viftue  fwells  the  tender  veins 
Of  herbs  and  flowers;  or  what  the  beams  of  morn 
Dr^w  forth,  diftill'ng  from  fhe  clifted  rind 
In  balmv  tears.     But  fome,  to  higher  h^pes 
Were  deftin'd  ;  fome  within  a  finer  mould 
3he  '(wrought,  and  temper'd  with  a  purer  flame. 
To  til!-,  the  Sire  Omnipotent  unfolds 
f  be  world's,  barmonious  volume,  there  to  read 
S 


The  tranfcript  of  himfelf.     On  every  part       IO| 
They  trace  the  bright  impreflloiis  of  his  hand  : 
In  earth  or  air,  the  meadow's  purple  ftores. 
The  moon's  mild  radiance,  or  the  virgin's  form 
Blooming  with  rofy  fmiles,  they  fee  portray 'd 
That  uncreated  beauty,  which  delights 
The  mind  fupreme.    They  alfo  feel  her  charms, 
Enamour'd;  they  partake  the  eternal  joy. 

For  as  old  Memnon's  image  long  renown'd 
By  fabling  Nilus,  to  the  quivering  touch  iio 

Of  Titan's  ray,  with  each  repulfive  ftring 
Confenting,  founded  throujjh  the  warbling  air 
Unbidden  ftrains ;  even  fo  did  nature's  hand 
To  certain  fpecies  of  external  things, 
Attune  fhe  finer  organs  of  the  mind  :    . 
So  the  glad  impulfe  of  congenial  powers. 
Or  of  Iweet  founds,  or  fair  proportion'd  form, 
The  grace  of  motion,  or  the  bloom  of  light. 
Thrills  through  imagination's  tender  frame. 
From  nerve  to  nerve  :  all  naked  and  alive        120 
They  catch  the  fpreading  rays;  till  now  the  foul 
At  length  difclofes  every  tuneful  fpring, 
To  that  harmonious  movement  from  without 
Relponfive.     Then  the  expreflive  ftrain 
Diffufes  its  enchantment :  fancy  dreams 
Of  facred  fountains  and  Elyfian  groves, 
And  vales  of  blifs  :  the  intelledlual  power 
Bends  from  his  awful  throne  a  wondering  ear. 
And  fmiles  :  the  paflions,  gently  footh'd  away. 
Sink  to  divine  repofe,  and  love  and  joy  X50, 

Alone  are  waking  j  love  and  joy,  ferene 
As  airs  that  fan  the  fummer.     O  1  attend, 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  whom  thefe  delights  can  touchy 
Whole  candid  bofom  the  refining  love 
Of  nature  warms,  O  I  liften  to  my  fong ; 
And  I  will  guide  thee  to  her  favourite  walks, 
And  teach  thy  lolitude  her  voice  to  hear. 
And  point  her  lovelieit  features  to  thy  view. 

Know  then,  whate'er  of  nature's  pregnant 
Whate'er  of  mimic  art's  refle<5ted  forms  [ftores. 
With  love  and  admiration  thus  inflame  t4l- 

The  powers  of  fancy,  her  delighted  fons 
To  three  illuftrious  orders  have  referr'd  ; 
Three  fifterrgraces,  whom  the  painter's  hand, 
The  poet's  tongue,  confeflies  ;  the  fublime. 
The  wonderful,  the  fair.     I  fee  them  drawn  I 
I  fee  the  radiant  vifions,  where  they  rile. 
More  lovely  than  when  Lucifer  difplays 
His  beaming  forehead  through  the  gates  of  mor». 
To  lead  the  train  of  Phoebus  and  the  fpring.    150 

Say,  why  was  man  fo  eminently  rais'd 
Amid  the  vaft  creation  ;  why  ordain'd 
r  hrough  life  and  death  to  dar:  his  piarciiig  eye, 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  limit  of  his  frame  ; 
But  that  the  omnipotent  mif,ht  fend  him  forth 
In  fight  of  mortal  and  immortal  powers, 
As  on  a  boundlefs  theatre,  to  run 
The  great  career  of  juftice ;  to  exalt 
His  generous  aim  to  all  diviner  deeds;  159 

To  chafe  each  partial  purpofe  from  his  breaft: 
And  through  the  mills  of  palFion  and  of  fenfe, 
And  tlirough  the  tofling  tide  of  chance  and  pain, 
To  hold  his  courfe  unfaulteri/ig,  while  the  voice 
Of  truth  and  virtue,  up  the  fteep  afcent 
Of  nature,  calls  him  to  his  high  reward. 
The  applauding  fmile  of  heaven  ?  Elfe  wherefore 
Iti  mortal  bofoms  this  unquenched  hope,       tbufiii. 
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That  breathes  from  ctay  to  day  fublimer  things. 
And  mocks  poffeffion  ?  wbijrefore  darts  the  mind. 
With  inch  reiiftlefs  ardour  to  embrace  170 

Majeftic  forms  ;  impatient  to  be  free, 
Spurning  the  grdfs  control  of  wilful  might  ; 
Proud  of  the  Itrong^  contention  of  her  toils ; 
l^roud  to  be  daring  ?   Who  but  rather  turns 
To  heaven's  broad  fire  his  unconftraincd  view 
Than  to  the  glimmering  of  a  waxen  flame  ? 
Who  that,  from  Alpine  heights,  his  labouring  eye 
Shoots  round  the  wide  hprizon,  to  furvey 
Nilus  or  Ganges  rolling  his  bright  wave 
Through  mountains,  plains,  through  empires  black 
with  fhade  iSo 

And  continents  of  fand  ;   will  turn  his  gaze 
To  mark  the  windings  of  a  fcanty  rill 
That  murmurs  at  his  feet  ?  The  high-born  foul 
Difdains  to  reft  her  heaven-afpiring  wing 
Beneath  its  native  quarry.     Tir'd  of  earth 
And  this  diurnal  fcene,  flie  fprings  aloft 
Through  fields  of  air  ;  purfues  the  flying  ftorm  ; 
Rides, on  the  voUied  lightning  through  the  hea- 
vens ; 
Or,  yok'd  with  whirlwinds  and  the  northern  blaft, 
Sweeps  the   long   trad  of  day.     Then   high  Ibe 
foars  I 'JO 

The  blue  profoimd,  and  hovering roimd  the  fun 
Beholds  him  pouring  the  redunilant  ftreata 
Of  light ;  beholds  his  unrelenting  fway 
Bend  the  relucflant  planets  to  abfolve 
The  fated  rounds  of  time.     Thence  far  efFus'd 
She  darts  her  fwiftncis  up  the  long  career 
Of  devious  comets ;  through  its  burning  figns 
Exulting  meafures  the  perennial  vviieel 
Of  nature,  and  looks  back  on  all  the  ftars, 
Whofe  blended  hgat,  as  with  a  milky  zone,     200 
Inveft  the  orient.     Now  amaz'd  flie  views 
The  empyreal  vvafte,  where  happy  fpirits  hold. 
Beyond  this  concave  heaven,  their  calm  abode  ; 
And  fields  of  radiance,  whofe  unfading  light 
Has  travel'd  the  profound  fix  thoufand  years, 
Nor  yet  arrives  in  fight  of  mortal  things, 
Even  on  the  barriers  of  the  world  untir'd 
She  meditates  the  eternal  depth  below  ; 
Till  half  recoiling,  down  the  headlong  fteep 
She  plunges  ;  foon  o'erwhelm'd  and  fwaliow'd  up 
In  that  immenfe  of  being.     There  her  hopes    211 
jR.eft  at  the  fated  goal.     For  from  the  birth 
Of  mortal  mar,  the  lovereign  Maker  i'aid, 
That  not  in  humble  nor  in  brief  delight, 
Not  in  the  fading  echoes  of  renown, 
power's  purple  robes,  nor  pleafure's  flowery  lap. 
The  feul  (lioull  find  enjoyment :  but  from  theie 
Turning  difdainful  to  aa  equal  t^ood, 
Through  all  the  afcent  of  things,  enhrge  her  view, 
Till  every  bound  at  length  fi)ould  diiappear,    220 
And  infinite  perfedlion  clofe  the  fcene. 

Call  now  to  mind  what  high  capacious  powers 
Lie  folded  up  in  man ;  howf  far  beyond 
The  praife  of  mortals,  may  the  eternal  growth 
Of  nature  to  perfedlion  half  divine. 
Expand  the  blooming  foul  ?   What  pity  then 
Should  fioth's  unkindly  fogs  deprefs  to  earth. 
Her  tender  biollbm  ;  choke  the  dreams  of  life. 
And  blaft  her  fpring  1  Far  otiierwife  defign'd 
Almighty  wiff'om;  nature's  happy  cares  230 

The  obedient  heart  far  otherwile  incline. 
Vol.  IX.  ^ 


Witnefs  the  fprightlf  joy  when  ailght  Unknown 
Strikes  the   cjuick  fenfe,  and  wakes  each   ad:ive 
To  briflcer  meafures :  witnefs  the  ncgledt  [power 
Of  all  familiar  proi'pedls,  though  beheld 
With  tranlport  once  ;  the  fond  attentive  gaze 
Of  young  aflonilhment ;  the  lb!)er  zeal 
Of  age,  commenting  on  prodigious  things. 
For  fuch  the  bounteous  providence  of  heaven, 
In  every  breaft  implanting  this  defire  240 

Of  olijedls  new  and  ftrange,  to  urge  us  on 
With  unieniitted  labour  to  purfue 
Thofe  facred  ftores  that  wait  the  ripening  foul. 
In  truth's  exhauftlcfs  bofom.     What  need  words 
To  paint  its  power  ?  For  this  the  daring  youth 
Breaks  from  his  weeping  mother's  anxious  arms, 
In  foreign  climes  to  rove  i  the  penfive  fage, 
Ileediefb  of  fleep,  or  midnight's  harmful  damp 
Hangs  o'er  the  llckly  taper;  and  untir'd 
The  virgin  foilow?,  with  enchanted  ftep,  453 

The  mazes  of  fome  wild  and  wondrous  tale, 
From  morn  till  eve  ;  unmindful  of  her  form, 
Unmindful  of  the  happy  drcfs  that  ftole 
The  wiflies  of  the  youth,  when  every  maid 
With  envy  pin'd.     Hence,  finally,  by  niglt 
The  village-matron,  round  the  blazing  hearth,, 
Sufpends  the  infant-audience  with  her  tales, 
Breathing  aftonilliment  1  of  witching  ryhmes, 
And  evil  fpirits  ;  of  the  death-bed  call 
Of  him  who  robb'd  the  widow,  and  dcvour'd     260 
The  orphan's  portion,  of  unquiet  fouls 
Rilen  from  the  grave  to  eafe  the  heavy  guilt 
Of  deeds  in  life  conceal'd  ;  of  (hapes  that  walk 
At  dead  of  night,  and  clank  their  chains,  and  wave 
The  torch  of  hell  around  the  murderer's  bed. 
At  every  Iblemn  paufe  the  crowd  recoil 
Gazing  each  other  fpeechlefs^  and  congeal'd 
With  (hivering  fighs  :  till  eager  for  the  event. 
Around  the  beldame  all  ered:  they  hang. 
Each  trembling  heart  with  grateful  terrors  quell'd. 
But  lo  !  dilclos'd  in  all  her  fmiling  pomp,      ay  I 
Where  beauty  onward  moving  claims  tlie  verfe 
Her  charms  infpire  :  the  freely-flcwing  verfe 
In  thy  immortal  praife,  O  form  divine,  fthee 

Smooths  her  mellifluent  ftream.     Thee,  Beauty, 
The  regal  dome,  and  thy  enlivening  ray 
Tlie  mofly  roofs  adore  ;  thou,  better  fun  I 
For  ever  beameft  on  the  enchanted  heart 
Love,  and  harmonious  wonder,  and  delight 
Poetic.     Brighteft  progeny  of  heaven  1  aSo 

How  Ihall  I  tract  thy  features  ?  where  feleA 
The  rofeate  hues  to  emulate  thy  bloom  ? 
Kafte  then,  my  fong,  thro'  nature's  wide  expanfe, 
Hafl:e  then,  and  gather  all  her  comelieft  wealth, 
Whate're  bright  fpoils  the  florid  earth  contains,' 
Whate'er  the  waters,  or  the  liquid  air. 
To  deck  thy  lovely  labour      Wilt  thou  fly 
With  laughing  autumn  to  the  Atlantic  ifles, 
And  range  with  him  the  Hefpcriar.  held,  and  fee 
W'lje.re'er  his  fingers  touch  the  fruitiul  grove,  290 
Th?  branches  flioot  with  j:^s'd  ;  where'er  his  ftcp 
M;  iks  the  p^i.id  foil,  the  tender  chillers  grow 
With  purple  ripeneiV,  and  invert  sach  hill 
As  with  the  blulhes  of  a:.  '-  v^ning  iky  ? 
Or  'vilt  t'.'  u  .    '.      ■   I.  vip  thy  vagrant  plume. 
Where  gliding  through  his  ^aughur's  honour'd 

The  unpoth  ?eneus  from  his  glaffy  flood 
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Refiecls  pnrpureal  Tempe's  pleafant  fcene  ? 
Fair  Tenipe  1  haunt  belov'd  of  lylvan  powers, 
Of  nymphs  and  fauns;  where  in  the  golden  age 
Tliey  play'd  in  fecret  on  the  fliady  brink  301 

With  ancient  Pan  :  whilt  round  their  choral  fteps 
Young  hours  and  genial  gales  ^vith  conflant  hand 
Shovver'd   bloflbms,  odours,   fhower'd   ambrofial 

dews, 
And  fpring's  Elyfian  bloom.     Her  flowery  ftore 
To  thee  nor  Tempe  fnall  refufe ;  nor  watch 
Of  winged  Hydra  guard  Hefperian  fruits 
From  thy  free  fpoil.     O  bear  then,  unreprov'd, 
Thy  fmiling  treafures  to  tlie  green  rccefs 
Where  young  Dione  flays.     With  fweetcil  airs 
Entice  her  forth  to  lend  her  angel-form  3x1 

For  beauty's  honour'd  image.     Hither  turn 
Thy  graceful  footfleps;  hither,  gentl^  maid. 
Incline  thy  polifh'd  forehead  :  let  thy  eyes 
Effufe  the  mlldnefs  of  their  azure  dawn  ; 
And  may  the  fanning  breezes  waft  afide 
Thy  rridiant  locks:   difclofing,  as  it  bends 
With  airy  foftnefs  from  the  marble  neck. 
The  cheek  fair-blooming,  and  therofylip, 
Where  winning  fmiles  and  pleafurcs  fweet  as  love, 
Witii  fancftity  and  wifdom,  tempering  blend    321 
1  heir  foft  allurement.     Then  the  pleafing  force 
Of  nature,  and  her  kind  parental  care 
Worthier  I'd  fing  :  then  all  the  enamour'd  youth, 
Wirh  each  admiring  virgin,    to  my  lyre 
ohould  throng  attentive,  while  I  point  on  high 
Where  beauty's  living  image,  like  the  morn 
Thut  wakes  in  Zephyr's  ai-ms  the  blufliing  May, 
Moves  onward  ;  eras  Venus,  when  fne  flood 
Effulgent  on  the  pearly  car  and  fmil'd,  330 

Freili  from  the  deep,  and  confcious  of  her  form. 
To  fee  the  Triton's  tune  their  vocal  Ihells, 
And  each  cerulean  fiil:er  of  tlie  flood 
With  loud  acclaim  attend  her  o'er  the  waves, 
To  feek  the  Idalian  bower.     Ye  fmiling  band 
Of  youths  and  virgins,  who  through  all  the  maze 
Of  young  defiie  with  rival-fteps  purfue 
This  charm  of  beauty  ;  if  the  pleafmg  toil 
Can  yield  a  moment's  refpite,  hither  turn 
Your  favourable  ear,  and  trufl  my  words.        340 
I  do  not  mean  to  wake  the  gloomy  form 
Of  liipcrftition  drefs'din  wildom's  garb, 
To  dauip  your  tender  liopes  ;  I  do  not  mean 
'i'o  bid  the  jealcjs  thiinderer  fire  the  heavens. 
Or  iliapcs  iniernal  rend  the  groanin^r  earth 
*i'o  fright  you  from  your  joys  :   my  cheerful  fong 
Vv'ith  better  omens  calls  you  to  tht  field, 
Picas'd  with  your  generous  ardour  in  'the  chafe, 
And  V.  arm  like  you.     Then  tell  me,  for  ye  know, 
iDoes  beauty  ever  deign  to  dwell  where  health  350 
And  active  ufe  are  ilrangers  !  Is  her  charm 
C6nfeJ''5'd  in  aught,  whofe  n-.oll  peculiar  ends 
Are  lame  and  truitlefs  ?  Or  did  nature  mean 
■^rhis  pleafing  call  the  herald  of  a  lie  ; 
To  hide  the  fr.  ame  of  difcord  and  difeafe, 
And  catch  with  fair  hypocrify  the  heart 
Of  idle  faiti) .?  O  no  !  with  better  cares 
1  he  indulgent  motlicr,  confcious  how  infirm 
Her  offspring  tread  the  paths  of  good  and  ill^ 
By  this  illuftrious  image,  in  each  kind  360 

Still  moil  jlluflrious  where  the  objeiSl  holds 
Its  native  powers  moft  perfeft,  fhe  by  this 
iUumes  the  1  -r.dftrong  impulfe  of  defire. 
And  fane^iiies  his  choice.     I'he  generous  glebe 


Whofe  bofiim  fmiles  with  verdure,  the  clear  tra(ft 

Of  itreams  delicious  to  the  thirfty  foul, 

The  bloom  of  ntctar'd  fruitage  ripe  to  fenfe, 

And  every  charm  of  animated  things, 

Are  only  pledges  of  a  flate  fmcere, 

The  integrity  and  order  of  their  frame,  370     I 

When  all  is  well  within,  and  every  end 

Accomplifli'd.  Thus  was  beauty  fent  from  heaven. 

The  lovely  minillrefs  of  truth  and  good 

In  this  dark  world :  for  truth  and  good  are  one. 

And  beauty  dwells  in  them,  and  they  in  her, 

With  like  participation.     Wherefore  then, 

O  fons  of  earth  !  would  ye  difTolve  the  tie  ? 

O  wherefore,  with  a  rafli  impetuous  aim. 

Seek  ye  thofe  flowery  joys  with  which  the  hand 

Of  lavifh  fancy  paints  each  flattering  fcene        380 

Where  beauty  feems  to  dwell,  nor  once  inquire 

Where  is  the  fanfiion  of  eternal  truth. 

Or  where  the  feal  of  undeceitful  good. 

To  fave  your  fearch  from  folly  !  Wanting  thefe, 

Lo  !  beauty  withers  in  your  void  embrace. 

And  with  the  glittering  of  an  idiot's  toy 

Did  fancy  mock  your  vows.     Nor  let  the  gleam 

Of  youthful  hope  that  Ihines  upon  your  hearts, 

Be  chill'd  or  clouded  at  this  awful  talk, 

Tct  learn  the  lore  of  undeceitful  good,  390 

And  truth  eternal.    Though  the  poifonous  charms 

Of  baleful  fuperftitlon  guide  the  feet 

Of  fervile  numbers,  through  a  dreary  way 

To  their  abode,  through  defcrts,  thorns,  and  mire ; 

And  leave  the  wretched  pilgrim  all  forlorn 

To  mufe  at  laft,  amid  the  ghoflly  gloom 

Of  graves,  and  hoary  vaults,  and  cloifter'd  cells  ; 

To  walk  with  fpedlres  through  the  midnight  fhade. 

And  to  the  fcreaming  owl's  accurfed  fong 

Attune  the  dreadful  workings  of  his  heart ;      400 

Yet  be  not  ye  difmay'd.     A  ge;»t'.er  ftar 

Your  lovely  fearch  illumines.     From  the  grove 

Where  wifdom  talk'd  with  her  Athenian  fons. 

Could  my  ambitious  hand  entwine  a  wreath 

Of  Plato's  olive  wit'n  the  Mantuan  bay. 

Then  fhouldmy  powerful  verfe  at  once  difpell 

Thofe  monkiih  horrors  :  then  in  light  divine 

Difclofe  the  Elyfian  profpedl,  where  the  fl:eps 

Of  thofe  whom  nature  charms,  through  blooming 

walks. 
Through  fragrant  mountains  and  poetic  flreams. 
Amid  the  train  of  fages,  heroes,  bards,  4II 

Eed  by  their  winged  genius  and  the  choir 
Of  laurel'd  fcience,  and  harmonious  art. 
Proceed  exulting  to  the  eternal  fhrine. 
Where  truth  confpicuous  with  her  fifter-twins, 
The  undivided  partners  of  her  fway. 
With  good  and  beauty  reigns.     O  let  not  us, 
Lull'd  by  luxurious  pleafures  languid  ftrain. 
Or  crouching  to  the  frowns  of  bigot-rage, 

0  let  us  not  a  moment  paufe  to  join  420 
That  godlike  band.     And  if  the  gracious  power 
Who  firll  awaken'd  my  untutor'd  fong, 

W  ill  to  my  invocation  breathe  anew 

1  he  tuneful  fpirit ;  then  through  all  our  paths, 
Ne'er  fhall  the  found  of  this  devoted  lyre 

Be  wanting,  whether  on  the  rofy  mead, 

Wlien  fummer  fmiles,  to  warn  the  melting  heart 

Of  luxury's  allurement;  whether  firm 

Againft  the  torrent  and  the  ftubbcrn  hill 

To  urge  bold  virtue's  unremitted  nerve,  430 

And  wake  the  flrcng  divinity  of  foul 
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That  conquers   chance   and  fate  ;    or  whether 

ftriick 
For  founds  of  triumph,  to  proclaim  her  toils 
Upon  tlie  lofty  fummit,  round  her  biow 
To  twine  the  wreath  of  incorruptive  praife ; 
To  trace  her  hallow'd  light  through  future  worlds, 
And  blefs  heaven's  image  in  the  heart  of  man. 
Thus  with  a  faithful  aim  have  we  prefum'd, 
Adventurous,  to  delineate  nature's  form  ; 
Whether  in  vaft,  majellic  pomp  array 'd,  440 

Or  dreft  for  pleafmg  wonder,  or  ferene 
In  beauty's  rofy  fmile.     It  now  remains, 
Through  various  being's  fair-proportion'd  fcale, 
To  trace  the  rifing  luftre  of  her  charms, 
From  their  firfl  twilight,  fhining  forth  at  length 
To  full  meridian  fplendour.     Of  degree 
The  leafl;  and  lowliefl,  in  the  effufivc  warmth 
Of  colours  mingling  with  a  random  blaze. 
Doth  beauty  dwell.     Then  higher  in  thj  line 
And  variation  of  determin'd  flia'pe,  450 

Where  truth's  eternal  meafures  mark  the  bound 
Of  circle,  cube,  or  fphere.     The  third  al'ccnt 
Unites  this  varied  fym.metry  of  parts 
With  colour's  bland  allurement ;  as  the  pearl 
Shines  in  the  concave  of  its  azure  bed, 
And  painted  fhells  indent  their  fpeckled  wreath. 
Then  more  attractive  rili;  the  blooming  forms 
Through  which  the  brcaJi  of  nature  has  infus'd. 
Her  genial  power  to  draw  with  pregnant  veins 
Nutritious  moifture  from  the  bounteous  earth,  460 
In  fruit  and  feed  prolific  :   thus  the  flowers 
Their  p  ui-ple  honours  with  the  fpring  refume  ; 
And  fuch  the  {lately  tree  with  autumn  bends 
With  blufhing  treaiures.     But  more  lovely  fiill 
Is  nature's  charm,  where  to  the  full  confent 
Of  complicated  members  to  the  bloora 
Of  colour,  and  the  vital  change  of  growth, 
Life's  holy  flame  and  piercing  fenfe  are  given, 
And  adlive  motion  fp':uaks  the  tcmper'd  foul : 
So  moves  the  bird  of  Juno ;  fo  the  ft-ed  470 

With  rival  ardour  beats  the  dully  plain, 
And  faithful  dogs  with  eager  airs  of  joy 
Salute  their  fellows.     Thus  doth  beauty  dwell 
I'here  moft  confpicnov.s,  even  in  outv.'ard  fliape, 
Where  dawns  the  high  expreiTion  of  a  mind  : 
Ly  ileps  condu<5ting  our  enraptur'd  fearch 
To  that  eternal  origin,  whole  power. 
Through  all  the  unbounded  fymmetry  of  things, 
Like  rays  effulging  from  the  parent  fun. 
This  endicls  mixture  of  her  charms  dilFus'd.      4S0 
Mind,  mind  alone,  (bear  witnefs  earth  and  hea- 
ven !) 
The  living  fountains  in  itfcif  contains 
Of  beauteous  and  fublime  :  here  hand  in  hand. 
Sit  paramount  the  graces;  here  enthron'd, 
Celeftial  Venus,  with  divinefl  airs, 
Invites  the  foul  to  never-fading  joy. 
Look  then  abroad  through  nature,  to  the  range 
Of  planets,  funs,  and  adamantine  fpheres 
WheeHng  unfhaken  tl.iough  the  void  immenfe; 
And  fpeak,  O  man  !  does  this  capacious  fcenc490 
With  half  that  kindling  raajefty  dilate 
Thy  flrong  conception,  as  when  Brutus  rofe 
Refulgent  from  the  flroke  of  Cafar's  fate, 
Amid  the  crowd  of  patriots;  and  his  arm 
Aloft  extending,  like  eternal  Jove 
When  guilt  brings  down  the  thunder,  call'd  aloud 
On  Tul.ly's  name,  and  fhook  his  crimfon  fleel, 


And  bade  the  father  of  his  country  h::il ! 

For  lo  !  the  tyrant  proftrate  on  the  daft, 

And  Rome  again  is  free  !  Is  aught  fo  fair  $aa 

In  all  thf  dewy  landfcapes  of  t'ne  fpring, 

In  the  briglit  eye  of  Helper  or  the  morri, 

In  nature's  fairefl  forms,  is  aught  fo  fair 

As  virtuous  friendlhip?  as  the  candid  bliifii 

Of  him  who  flrives  with  fortune  to  be  jufl  ? 

The  graceful  tear  that  (Ireanis  for  others  woes  ? 

Or  the  mild  majefly  of  private  life. 

Where  peace  with  evei-blooming  olive  crowns 

The  gate ;  where  honour's  liberal  hands  efFufe 

Unenvied  treafures,  and  the  fnov/y  wings         510 

Of  innocence  and  love  proteifl  the  fcene  ? 

Once  more  fearch,  undifmay'd,  the  dark  profound 

Where  nature  works  in  fccref,  view  the  beds 

Of  mineral-  trcafurc,  and  the  eternal  vault 

l"!iat  bounds  the  hoary  ocean ;  trace  the  forms 

Of  atoms  moving  with  inceflant  change 

Their  elemental  round ;  behold  the  feeds 

Of  being,  and  the  energy  of  life 

Kindling  the  mafs  with  ever-a6live  flame  : 

Then  to  the  fccrets  of  the  v/orking  mind  5J0 

Attentive  turn  ;   from  dmi  oblivion  call 

Her  fleet,  ideal  band  ;  and  bid  them,  go  ! 

Break  through  time's  barrier,  and  o'ertake  the 

hour 
That  faw  the  heavens  created  :  then  declare 
If  augiit  were  found  in  thofe  external  fcenes 
To  move  thy  v/onder  now.     For  v.^hat  are  all 
The  forms  which  brute,  unconfcious  matter  wears, 
Greatnefs  of  bulk,  or  fymmetry  of  parts .'' 
Not  reaching  to  the  heart,  foon  feeble  grows 
The  fuperficial  impulfe  ;  dul!  their  charms,       S3^ 
And  fatiate  foon,  and  pall  the  languid  eye. 
Not  fo  the  moral  fpecies,  nor  the  powers 
Of  genius  and  defign ;  the  ambitious  mind 
There  fees  herfelf :  by  thefe  congenial  forms 
Tcuch'd  and  awaken'd,  with  intenfer  adl 
She  bends,  each  nerve,  and  meditates  w^ell  pieas'd 
Her  features  in  the  mirror.     For  of  all 
The  inhabitants  of  earth,  to  man  alone 
Creative  wifdom  gave  to  lift  his  eye 
To  truth's  eternal  meafures  ;  thence  to  frame    54c 
The  facred  laws  of  aOlion  and  of  will 
Difcerning  jullice  from  unequal  dreds. 
And  temperance  from  folly.     But  beyond 
This  energy  of  truth  whofe  dliSates  bind 
Afftnting  reafon  the  benignant  fire. 
To  dec's,  the  honour'd  patns  of  juft  and  good, 
Has  added  bright  imagmation's  rays : 
Where  virtue  rifuig  from,  the  awful  depth 
Of  truth' j  myilerious  bofom,  doth  forfake 
The  unadorn'd  condition  of  her  birth ;  550 

And  drefs'd  by  fancy  in  ten  thoufand  hues, 
A  flumes  a  various  feature,  to  attradl 
Vv'^ith  charms  refponfive  to  each  gamer's  eye, 
I'he  hearts  of  men.     Amid  iiis  rural  walk, 
Tl\e  ingenious  youth,  whom  f  jlitude  infpires 
With  purcll  wifhes,  from  the  prnfive  fhade 
Beholds  her  moving,  like  a  virgin-mufe 
That  wakes  her  lyre  to  fome  indulgent  theme 
Of  harmony  and  wonder  :  while  among 
i  he  hicrd  of  fcrvile  minds  her  ftrenucus  form  560 
Ind'gnant  llafhes  on  the  |)atriot's  eye. 
And  through  the  rolb  of  memory  appeals 
To  ancient  honour,  or,  in  adt  ferene, 
Yet  watcliful  raifes  the  majeftic  fwcrd 
3  A  ij 
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Of  public  power,  from  dark  ambition's  reach 
To  guard  the  i'acred  volume  of  the  lav/s. 

Genius  of  ancient  Greece  I  wiiofe'faithful  fceps 
"VVell-pIeas'd  I  follow  through  the  facred  paths 
Of  nature  and  of  fcience  ;  nurfe  divine 
Of  all  heroic  deeds  and  fair  defires !  570 

0  I  let  the  breath  of  thy  extended  praife 
Infpire  my  kindling  bofom  to  the  height 

Of  this  untempted  theme.     Nor  be  my  thoughts 
Prefumptuous  counted,  if  amid  the  calm 
That  fcothes  this  vernal  evening  into  fmiles, 

1  Ileal  impatient  from  the  fordid  haunts 
Of  firife  and  low  ambition,  to  attend 
Thy  fdcred  prefence  in  tlie  fylvan  Ihade, 
By  their  malignant  footfteps  ne'er  profan'd. 
D:fcend,  propitiouE  !  to  my  favour' d  eye  ;       580 
Such  in  thy  mien,  thy  warm,  exalted  air. 

As  when  the  Perfian  tyrant,  foil'd  and  Rung 
'vVith  fiiame  dnd  defperation,  gnafh'd  his  teeth 
To  fee  thee  rend  the  pageants  of  his  throne  ; 
And  at  the  liglitning  of  thy  lifted  fpear 
Crouch'd  like  a  Have.  Bring  all  thy  martial  fpoils, 
Thy  palms,  thy  laurels,  thy  triumphal  fongs, 
Thy  fmiling  band  of  arts,  thy  godlike  fires 
Of  civil  wifdom,  thy  heroic  youth  589 

Warm  from  the  fchools  of  glory.     Guide  my  way 
Trough  fair  Lyceum's  walk,  the  green  retreats 
Of  Acadenras    and  the  thymy  vale. 
Where  oft  enchanted  with  Socratic  founds, 
Iliffus  pure  devolv'd  his  tuneful  ftream 
in  gentler  murmurs.     From  the  blooming  ftore 
Of  thefe  aufpicious  fields,  may  I  unblam'd 
^         Tranfplant  fome  living  bloflbms  to  adorn 

J\/ly  native  clime  :  while  far  above  the  flight 
.  Of  fancy's  plume  afpiring,  I  unlock 
The  fprings  of  ancient  wifdom  I  while  I  join    600 
Thy  name,  thrice  honour'd  !  with  the  immortal 
Of  nature,  wiiilc  to  my  compatriot  youth    [praiTc 
I  point  the  high  example  of  thy  fons. 
And  tune  to  Attic  themes  the  Britilh  lyre. 

BOOK   II. 

The  fepsration  of  the  works  of  imagination  from 
philofophy,  the  caufe  of  their  abul'e  amoti^  the 
inoderns.  Profpedl  of  the  re-union  under  the 
influence  of  public  liberty.  Enumeration  of 
accidental  pleafures,  which  increafe  the  efTed: 
of  objects  delightful  to  the  imagination.  I'he 
pleafures^  of  fenfe.  Particular  circumftances  of 
the  mind.  Difcovery  of  truth.  Perception  of 
'  contrivance  and  defign.  Emotion  of  the  paflicn. 
All  the  natural  paSlons  partake  of  a  pleafiug 
fenfation  ;  with  the  final  caufe  of  this  conftitu- 
tion  illuflraied  by  an  allegorical  vifion,  and  ex- 
emplified in  forrow,  pity,  terror,  and  indigna- 
tion. 

W11F.N  fiiall  the  laurel  ard  the  vocal  firing 
Refume  their  honotirs?  When  fhall  we  behold 
The  tuneful  tongue,  the  Prometliean  hand, 
Afpire  to  ancient  praife  .'  Alas!  how  faint, 
How  flow,  the  dawn  of  beauty  and  of  truth 
Breaks  the  reludlant  fhadcs  of  Gothic  night 
Which   yet   involve    tiie    nations !     Long    they 
Beneath  the  furies  of  rapacious  force  ;       [groan'd 
Oft  as  the  gloomy  north,  with  iron-fwarms 
Tcmpefluous  pouring  from  licr  frozen  caves,     10 


Blafted  the  Italian  fliore,  and  fwept  the  vrbtki 

Of  liberty  and  wifdoni  down  the  gulf 

Of  all-devouring  night.     As  long  immur'd 

In  noon-tide  darknefs  by  the  glimmering  lampj 

Each  mufe  and  each  fair  fcience  pin'd  away 

The  fordid  hours:  while  foul,  barbarian  hands 

Their  myfleries  profan'd,  uiillrung  the  lyre. 

And  chain'd  the  foaring  pinion  down  to  earth. 

At  lafl  the  inufes  rofe,  and  fpurn'd  their  bonds^ 

And,  wildly  warbling,  fcatttr'd,  as  they  flew,  io 

Their   blooming    wreaths    from    fair    Valdufa's 

To  Arno's  myrtle  border  and  the  Ihore     [bowers 

Of  foft  Parthenope.     But  Hill  the  rage 

Of  dire  ambition  and  gigantic  power. 

From  public  aims  and  from  the  bufy  walk 

Of  civil  commerce,  drove  the  bolder  train 

Of  penetrating  fcience  to  the  cells, 

Wjiere  ftudious  eai'e  confumcs  the  filent  hour 

In  fliadowy  fearches  and  unfruitful  care. 

Thus  from  their  guardians  torn,  the  tender  arts  30 

Of  mimic  fancy  and  harmonious  joy, 

To  prieftly  domination  and  the  lufc 

Of  lawlcfs  courts,  their  amiable  toil 

For  three  inglorious  ages  have  refign'd. 

In  vain  reludlant :  and  Torquato's  tongue 

Was  tun'd  for  flavifli  preans  at  the  throne 

Of  tinfel  pomp  :  and  Raphael's  magic  hand 

ElTus'd  its  fair  creation  to  enchant 

The  fond  adoring  herd  in  Latian  fanes 

To  blind  belief;  while  en  their  proftrate  necks  4® 

The  fable  tyrant  plants  his  heel  fecure. 

But  now,  behold !  the  radiant  era  dawns. 

When  freedom's  ample  fabric,  fixed  at  length 

For  endlefs  years  on  Albion's  happy  fliore 

In  full  proportion,  once  more  fhall  extend 

To  all  the  kindred  powers  of  focial  blifs 

A  common  manfion,  a  parental  roof. 

There  fhall  the  virtues,  there  fhall  wifdom's  train, 

Their  long-Iofl  friends  rejoining,  as  of  old. 

Embrace  the  fmiling  family  of  arts,  50 

The  mufes  and  the  graces.     Then  no  more 

Shall  vice,  diftra61:ing  their  delicious  gifts 

To  ain^s  abhorr'd,  with  high  diflafte  and  fcorn 

Turn  from  their  charms  the  philofophic  eye. 

The  patriot-bofom ;  then  no  more  the  paths 

Of  public  care  or  intelledlual  toil, 

AIohl'  by  footfteps  haughty  and  levere 

In  gloomy  llate  be  trod  :  the  harmonious  mufe 

And  her  perfuafive  fifters  then  Ihall  plant 

Their  jheltering  laurels  o'er  the  black  afcent,    6« 

And  fcatter  flowers  along  the  rugged  way. 

Arm'd  with  the  lyre,  already  have  wc  dar'd 

To  pierce  divine  philofophy's  retreats. 

And  teach  the  niufc  her  lore ;  already  ftrove 

Their  long-divided  honours  to  unit-;. 

While  tempering  this  deep  argument  we  fang 

Oi  truth  and  beauty.     Now  the  fame  glad  tafk 

Impends;  now  urging  our  ambitious  toil. 

We  haften  to  recount  the  various  fprings 

Of  adventitious  plcalure,  which  adjoin  79 

Their  grateful  influence  to  the  prime  cffeA 

Of  objeCifs  grand  or  beauteous,  and  enlarge 

The  complicated  joy.     The  fweets  of  fenfe, 

Do  they  not  oft  with  kind  accelFion  flow, 

To  raii'e  harmonious  fancy's  native  charm  .' 

So  while  we  tafte  tlw  fragrance  of  the  rofe, 

Glows  not  hcT  blufh  the  fairer }  While  we  view 

Amid  the  noontide  walk  a  limpid  rill 
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Gufli  through  the  trickling  herhage,  to  the  thirfl 
Of  fummcr  yielding  the  delicious  draught  8o 

Of  cool  refrefhment ;  o'er  the  moffy  brink 
Shine,->  not  the  furface  clearer,  and  the  waves 
With  fweeter  muiic  murmur  as  they  flow  ? 

Nor  this  alone  ;  the  various  lot  of  life 
Oft  from  external  circumllance  alFumes 
A  moment's  difpcfition  to  rejoice 
In  thofe  delights  \\  hich  at  a  differcHt  hour 
Would  pais  unheeded.     Fair  the  face  of  fpring, 
When  rural  longs  and  odours  wake  the  morn, 
To  every  eye;  but  how  much  more  to  his         90 
Round  whom  the  bed  of  llcknefs  long  diflus'J 
Its  melancholy  gloom  !  how  doubly  fair, 
When  Jirfl  with  freili-born  vigour  he  inhales 
The  balmy  breeze,  and  feels  the  bielTed  fun 
Warm  at  his  bofom,  from  the  fprlngs  of  life 
Chafing  oppreffive  damps  and  languid  pain  ! 

Or  {hall  !  mti;tion,  where  celelhal  truth 
Her  awful  light  difclofes,  to  beflow 
A  more  majeftic  pomp  on  beauty's  frame  ?         99 
For  man  loyes  knowledge,  and  the  beams  cf  truth 
More  welcome  touch  his  underftanding's  eye, 
Than  all  the  blandifliments  of  foimd  his  ear. 
Than  all  of  tafte  his  tongue.     Nor  ever  yet 
The  melting  rainbow's  vernal-tin<5tur'd  hues 
To  me  have  fiione  fo  pleafing,  as  when  firft. 
The  hand  of  fcience  pointed  out  the  path 
In  which  the  fun-beams  gleaming  from  the  wefl 
Fall  on  the  watery  cloud,  whofe  darkfome  veil 
Involves  the  orient ;  and  that  trickhng  fhower 
Piercing  through  every  cryftalline  convex         no 
Of  cluftering  dew-drops  to  their  flight  opjws'd. 
Recoil  at  length  where  concave  all  behind 
The  internal  furface  on  each  glafly  orb 
Repells  their  forward  paflage  into  air  ; 
That  thence  direift  theyfeek  the  radiant  goal 
From  which  their  courfe  began;    and,  as  they 
In  dilTerent  lines  the  gazer's  obvious  eye,      [fti-ike 
Affume  a  differ^snt  luftre,  through  the  brede 
Of  colours  changing  from  tl)e  fplcndid  rofe 
To  the  pale  violet's  dejedled  hue.  120 

Or  Ihall  we  touch  that  kind  accefs  of  joy, 
That  fprings  to  each  fair  objecft,  while  we  trace 
Through  all  its  fabric,  wifdom's  artful  aim 
Difpofing  every  part,  and  gaining  llrill 
By  means  proportion'd  her  benignant  end  ? 
Speak,  ye,  the  pure  delight,  whofe  favour'd  fleps 
The  lamp  of  fcience  through  the  jealous  maze 
Of  nature  guides,  when  iiaply  you  reveal 
Her  fecret  honours  :  whether  in  the  Iky,  129 

The  beauteous  laws  of  light,  the  centra!  powers 
That  wheel  the  penfile  planets  round  the  year; 
Whether  in  wonders  of  the  rolling  deep, 
Or  the  rich  fruits  of  ali-fuftaining  earth, 
Or  fine-adjuftcd  fprings  of  life  and  fenfe. 
Ye  fcan  the  courifcls  of  their  author's  hand. 

What,  when  to  raife  tjie  meditated  fcene,  * 
The  flame  of  pafilon  through  the  flruggling  foul 
Deep-kindled,  Ihows  acrcl's  that  fudden  biaze 
The  objedt  of  its  rapture,  vaft  of  fize, 
"W^ith  fiercer  colours  and  a  night  of  fliade  ?        140 
What  ?  like  a  florm  from  their  capacious  bed 
The  foxmding  feas  o'erwhelming,  when  tlie  might 
Of  thefe  erruptions,  working  from  the  depth 
Of  man's  flrong  r.pprthenfio(i,  fhakes  his  frair.e 
Ev'n  to  the  bafe  ;  from  every  naked  fcnfc 
Of  pain  or  pleafure  diihpatiug  all 


Opinion's  feeble  coverings,  and  tlie  veil 
Spun  from  the  cobweb  faflnoa  of  the  times 
To  hide  the  feeling  heart  ?  Then  nature  fpeaks 
Her  genuine  language,  and  the  wgrds  of  men, 
Big  with  the  very  motion  of  their  Ibuls,  151 

Declare  with  v.hat  accumulated  force, 
The  impetuous  nerve  of  pallion  urges  on 
The  native  weight  and  energy  of  things. 

Yet  more  ;  her  honours  wliere  no  beauty  claims 
Nor  fhows  of  good  the  thirfty  fenfe  allure, 
From  paffion's  power  alone  our  nature  holds 
EiTi.ntial  pleafure.     Pafiion's  fierce  illapfe 
Roufes  th.e  mind's  whole  fabric  ;  with  fupplies 
Of  daily  impulfe  keeps  the  elallic  powers  160 

Intenfely  pcis'd,  and  poliOies  anew 
By  that  collifion  all  the  fine  machine : 
Elfe  rufl  would  rife,  and  foulntfs,  by  degrees 
Encumbering,  choke  at  lad  what  heaven  dcfign'd 
For  ceafelefb  motion  and  a  round  of  toil. 
— But  fay,  does  every  paffion  thus  to  man 
Adminifter  delight  ?  That  name  indeed 
Becomes  the  rofy  breath  of  love  ;  becomes 
The  radiant  fmiles  of  joy,  the  applauding  hand 
Of  admiration  :  but  tlie  bitter  fhower  170 

That  forrow  faeds  upon  a  brotlier's  grave, 
But  the  dumb  palfy  of  notfturnal  fear. 
Or  thofe  confuming  fires  that  gr.aw  the  heart 
Of  panting  indignation,  find  wc  t^ere 
To  move  delight  ? — Then  liftcn  while  my  tongue 
The  unalter'd  will  of  heaven  with  faithful  awe 
Reveals  ;  what  old  Harmodius,  wont  to  teach 
My  early  age  ;  Harmodius,  who  had  weigh'd 
Within  his  learned  mind  whate'er  the  fchools 
Of  wifdom,  or  thy  lonely- whifpering  voice,    i8ci 
O  faithful  nature  1  didate  of  the  laws 
Which  govern  and  fupport  this  n-.ighty  frame 
Of  univerfal  being.     Oft  the  hours 
From  morn  to  eve  have  flolen  unraark'd  away. 
While  mute  attention  hung  upon  his  lips, 
As  thus  the  fage  his  awful  tale  began. 

'Twas  in  the  windings  of  an  ancient  wood. 
When  fpotlefs  youth  with  folitude  refigns 
To  fweet  philofophy  tlie  fludious  day. 
What  time  pale  autumn  fhades  the  filent  eve,  19a 
Miifing  I  roy'd.     Of  good  and  evil  much, 
And  muc'n  of  mortal  man  my  th.ought  revolv'd; 
When  ftarting  full  on  fancy's  gufhing  eye 
The  mournful  image  of  Parthenia's  fate. 
That  hour,  O  long  belov'd  and  long  deplor'd  ! 
When  blooming  youth,  nor  gentleft  wifdom's  arts. 
Nor  Hyn-^en's  honours  gather'd  for  thy  brow, 
Nor  all  thy  lover's,  all  thy  father's  tears 
Avail'd  to  fnatch  thee  from  the  cruel  grave  ; 
Thy  agonizing  looks,  thy  lafl  farewell  200 

Struck  to  the  inmolt  feeling  of  my  foul 
As  with  the  hand  of  death.     At  once  the  fliade 
More  horrid  nodded  o'er  mc,  and  the  winds 
With  hoarfer  murmurjngfhook  the  branches.  Dark 
As  midnight  florms,  the  fcene  of  human  things 
Appear'd  before  me  ;  deferts,  burning  fands, 
Whi-re  the  parch'd  adder  dies;  the  frozen  fouth; 
And  defolation  blafting  all  the  weft 
With  rapine  and  with  murder,  tyrant  power,  209, 
Here  fits  enthron'd  with  blood  ;  the  baleful  charms 
Of  fnperftition  there  infet^  the  Ikies, 
And  turn  the  fun  to  horror.     Gracious  heaven! 
M'hat  is  the  life  of  man  ?  Or  cannot  tliefe, 
Not  thefe  portents  thy  awful  will  fuflics? 
3  A  iij 
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That,  propr.gatcd  thus  beyond  their  fcope. 
They  rife  to  a(51:  their  cruelties  anew 
In  my  affliifled  bofoni,  thus  decreed 
'Ihe  univerial  feiifitive  of  pain, 
The  wretched  heirs  of  evils  not  its  own  ! 

Thus  I  impatient ;  when,  at  once  effus'd,     aao 
A  flailiing  torrent  of  celeftial  day  [fcent 

Burft  through  the  fhadowy  vqid.     With  flow  de- 
A  purple  cloud  came  floating  through  the  fky, 
Ar.d  pois'd  at  kngth  within  the  circling  trees. 
Hung  obvious  to  my  view,  till  opening  wide 
Its  lucid  orb,  a  more  than  human  fornr 
Emerging  lean'd  majeftic  o'er  my  head. 
And  inflant  thunder  fliook  the  confcious  "rove. 
Then  meted  into  air  the  liquid  cloud, 
Then  sll  the  fliining  vilion  flood  revcal'd.        230 
A  wreath  of  palm  his  ample  forehead  bound. 
And  o'er  his  Ihoulder,  mantling  to  his  knee, 
Fiow'd  the  tranfparent  robe,  around  his  waifl; 
Collecl:ed  with  a  radiant  zone  of  gold 
Ethereal ;  there  in  myflic  Cgns  engrav'd, 
I  read  his  office  high  and  facrcd  name. 
Genius  of  human  kind.     Appall'd  I  gaz'd 
The  godlike  prefence;  for  athwart  his  brow 
Difpleafure,  temp-ir'd  with  a  mild  concern, 
I.ook'd  down  relucPcant  on  me, and  his  words  240 
Like  diftant  thunders  broke  the  murmuring  air. 

Vaiii  are  thy  thoughts,  O  child  of  mortafbirtu ! 
And  impotent  thy  tongue.     Is  thy  flicrt  fpan 
Ccpacinus  of  this  univerfal  frame  .? 
Thy-CTifdom  all-fufflcient  ?  Then,  alas! 
Boil:  thou  afpire  to  judge  between  the  Lord 
Of  nature  r.nd  his  works  ?  to  lift  thy  voice 
A-gainft  the  fovcreign  order  he  decreed, 
Afi  good  and  lovely  ?  to  blafpheme  the  bands 
Of  tendcrncfs  innate  and  fecial  love,  250 

Holieft  of  things !  by  which  the  general  orb 
Of  being,  as  by  adamantine  links, 
Was  dr.'iwn  to  perftd  union  and  fuHalu'd 
Fi  om  eve;  lailing  ?  Hall  ihou  felt  the  pangs 
Of  foftening  forrov.-,  of  indignant  zeal 
So  grievous  to  the  foul,  as  thence  to  v/if!i 
The  ties  of  nature  broken  from  thy  frame; 
That  fo  (hy  felfifli,  unrelenting  heart 
M;ght  ceafe  to  mourn  its  lot,  no  longer  then, 
The  wretched  heir  of  evils  not  its  own  ?  260 

O  fair  hfenevolence  of  generpus  minds  ! 

0  man  by  nature  form'd  for  all  mankind! 
H-j  fpokc ;  abafli'd  and  filent  I  remain'd. 

As  confcious  of  my  toii6;ue's  oifence,  and  aw'd 
■'H'^^T  '^''  prefence,  though  my  fecret  foul 
Dircain'd  the  imputaiion.     Oii  the  ground 

1  fix'd  my  eyes;  till  liom  his  airy  couch 

He  fU)op'd  fublime,  and  touching  with  his  Iiand 
Jvly^dazzling  forehead,  Raife  thy  fight,  he  cry'd, 
And  let  thy  fer.fe  convince  thy  erring  tonj'ue.  270 
I  look'd,  and  lo  !  the  former  fcenc  wda  chiaig'd; 
For  verdant  ailr ys  and  furrounding  trees, 
A  folitary  prqfped,  wide  r^nd  wild, 
RiifhVl  on  my  fcnfcs.     'Twas  an  horrid  pile 
or  hills  and  many  a  fhqggy  foreft  mix'd, 
With  many  a  fahis  cliff  and  glittering  ilream. 
Aloft  recumbent  o'er  the  hanging  ridge. 
The  brov.n  woods  wav'd;  while  ever  trickling 

fpriiigs 
Wafli'd  Horn  the  naked  roots  of  oak  and  pine 
Th;  trunn.ling  foil ;  and  fiill  at  every  ff.ll        280 
Down  the  ftetp  windiiigs  of  the  cliu;:iicl' J  rock, 


Remurmuring  rufli'd  the  congregated  floods 
With  hoarfer  inundation  ;  till  at  lafl; 
They  reach'd  a  grafl-y  plain,  which  from  the  flrirts 
Of  that  high  defert  fpread  her  verdant  lap 
And  drank  the  gufliing  moifl:ure,  where  confin'd 
In  one  fmooth  current,  o'er  the  lilied  vale 
Clearer  than  glafs  it  flow'd.     Autumnal  fpoils 
Luxuriant  fpreading  to  the  rays  of  morn,  280 

Elufli  d  o'er  the  cliflls.  whofe  half-qncircling  mound 
As  in  a  fylvan  theatre  enclos'd 
That  flowery  level.     On  the  river's  brink 
I  fpy'd  a  fair  pavilion,  which  diffus'd 
Its  floating  umbrage  'mid  the  filver  fliade 
Of  ofiers.     Now  the  v/eftern  fun  reveal'd 
Between  two  parting  cliffs  his  golden  orb, 
And  pour'd  acrofs  the  fliadov/  of  the  hills,' 
On  rocks  and  floods,  a  yellow  ftream  of  lio-ht 
That   cheer'd  the   folemn   fcenc.     My   ifflenlng 
r"^^""*  299 

Were  aw'd,  and  every  thought  in  filence  hung, 
And  wondering  expedation.     Then  the  voice 
Of  that  celeflial  power,  the  myflic  fhow 
Declaring,  thus  my  deep  attention  call'd. 
Inhabitants  of  earth,  to  whom  is  given 
The  gracious  ways  of  providence  tolearn, 
Receive  my  fayings  with  a  ftedfaft  ear- 
Know  then,  the  fov'reign  fpirit  of  the  world. 
Though,  felf-colledled  from  eternal  tinje. 
Within  his  own  deep  elTence  he  beheld 
The  bounds  of  true  felicity  complete ;  310 

Yet  by  iranienfe  benignity  inchn'd 
To  fpread  around  him  that  primeval  joy 
AVhich  fiU'dhimfelf,  he  rais'd  his  plaflicarm, 
And  founded  through  the  hollow  depth  of  fpace 
The  ftrong,  creative  mandate.     Strait  arofe 
Theie  heavenly  orbs,  the  glad  abodes  of  life 
Efluflve  kindled  by  his  breath  divine 
Through  endlefs  forms  of  being.     Each  inhal'd 
From  him  its  portion  of  the  vital  flame,  319 

In  meafiire  fuch,  that,  from  the  wide  complex 
Of  co-exiflent  orders,  one  might  rife, 
One  order,  all  involving  and  intire. 
He  too  beholding  in  the  facred  light 
Of  his  efTcntial  reafon,  all  the  fltapes 
Of  fwift  contingeace,  all  fucceflive  ties 
Of  adtion  propagated  through  the  fum 
Of  pofTible  exiflence,  he  at  once, 
Down  the  long  feries  of  eventful  time. 
So  fix'd  th2  daces  of  being,  fo  difpos'd, 
To  every  living  foul  of  every  kind  33a 

The  field  of  motion  and  the  hour  of  reft, 
Tiiat  all  confpir'd  to  his  fupreme  defign, 
To  unlverfal  good  :  with  full  accord 
AnfweriKg  th.:  mighty  model  he  had  chofen, 
The  bell  and  faireft  of  unnumbcr'd  worlds 
That  lay  from  everlafting  in  the  ftore 
Of  his  divine  conceptions.     Nor  content. 
By  one  exertion  of  creative  power 
His  gopdnefs  to  reveal ;  through  every  age, 
Through  every  moment  up  the  trad  of  time    340 
His  parent-hand  with  ever-new  increafe 
Of  happiiicfs;  ai;d  virtue  has  adorn'd 
The  vaft  harmonious  frame  :  his  parent  hand. 
From  the  mute  fhcll-fifli  gafping  on  the  fhore, 
To  men,  t*  angels,  to  celeflial  minds, 
For  ever  leads  the  generations  on 
To  higher  fccnes  of  being  ;  while  fupply'd 
From  day  to  d^y  with  his  enlivening  breath; 
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Inferior  orders  in  fucceffion  rife 
To  fill  the  void  below.     As  flame  afcends,       350 
As  bodies  to  their  proper  centre  move, 
As  the  pois'd  ocean  to  the  attracSling  moafi 
Obedient  fwells,  and  every  headlong  flreani 
Devolves  its  winding  waters  to  the  main  ; 
So  all  things  wliich  have  life  afpire  to  God, 
The  fun  of  being,  boundlefs,  nnimpair'd. 
Centre  of  fouls  !  Nor  does  the  faithful  voice 
Of  nature  ceafe  to  prompt  their  eager  fteps 
Aright ;  nor  is  the  care  of  heaven  withheld 
From  granting  to  the  talk  proportion'd  aid;    360 
That  in  their  ftations  all  may  perfevere 
To  climb  the  afccnt  of  being,  and  approach 
For  ever  nearer  to  the  life  divine. 

That  rocky  pile  thou  feeft,  that  verdant  lawn 
Frefli  water'd  from  the  mountains.    Let  the  fcene 
Paint  in  thy  fancy  the  primeval  feat 
Of  man,  and  where  the  will  fupreme  ordain' d 
His  nxanfion,  that  pavihon  fair  difiiis'd 
Along  the  fhady  brink ;  in  this  recefs 
To  v\'ear  the  appointed  Teafon  of  his  youth,       370 
Till  riper  hours  fhould  open  to  his  toil 
The  high  communion  of  ftiperior  minds, 
Of  confecrated  heroes  and  of  gods. 
Nor  did  the  Sire  Omnipotent  forget 
His  tender  bloom  to  cherilh  ;  nor  withheld 
Celeftial  footfteps  from  his  green  abode. 
Oft  from  the  radiant  honours  of  his  throne. 
He  fent  whom  mofl  he  lov'd,  the  fovran  fair, 
The  efflueixce  of  his  glory,  whom  he  plac'd 
Before  his  eyes  for  ever  to  behold  ;  38® 

The  goddefs  from  whofe  infpiraticn  flows 
The  toil  of  patriots,  the  delight  of  friends  ; 
Without  v/hofe  work  divine,  in  heaven  or  earth. 
Nought  lovely,  nought  propitious  comes  to  pafs, 
Nor  hope,  nor  praife,  nor  honour.     Her  the  fire 
Gave  it  in  charge  to  rear  the  blooming  mind, 
.The  folded  powers  to  open,  to  direct 
The  growth  luxuriai;t  of  his  young  defires, 
And  from  the  laws  of  this  majeflic  world         389 
To  teach  him  what  was  good.  As  thus  the  nymph 
Her  daily  care  attended,  by  her  fide 
With  conftant  fteps  her  gay  companions  ftay'd 
T'he  fair  Euphrofyne,  the  gentle  queen 
Of  fmilcs,  and  graceful  giadnefs,  and  delights 
That  cheer  alike  the  hearts  of  mortal  men 
And  powers  immortal.     See  the  fliining  pair! 
Behold,  where  from  his  dwelling  now  difdos'd 
Tiiey  quit  their  youthful  charge,  and  feck  the  ficies. 

I  Icok'd,  and  on  the  flowery  turf  there  flood 
Between  two  radiant  forms  a  fmiling  youth     400 
^Vhofe  tender  cheeks  difplay'd  the  vernal  flower 
Of  beauty ;  fweeteft  innocence  illum'd 
His  bafhful  eyes,  and  on  his  polilh'd  brow 
Sate  young  fimplicity.     With  fond  regard 
He  view'd  the  aflbciates,  as  their  fteps  they  mov'd; 
The  younger  chief  his  ardent  eyes  detain'd, 
With  mild  regret  invoking  her  return. 
Bright  as  the  ftar  of  evening  ftie  appear'd 
A.mid  the  dufky  fcene.     Eternal  youth  409 

O'er  all  her  form  its  glowing  honours  breath'd ; 
And  fmiles  eternal  from  her  candid  eyes 
Flow'd,  like  the  dewy  luftre  of  the  morn 
Effufive  trembling  on  the  placid  waves. 
The  fpring  of  heaven  had  Ihed  its  blulhing  fpoils 
To  hind  her  fable  trefles  :  full  diffiis'd 
Her  yellow  mantle  floated  in  the  breeze ; 


And  in  her  hand  fhe  wav'd  a  living  branch 
Rich  with  immortal  fruits,  of  power  to  calm 
The  wratjiful  heart,  and  from  the  brightening  eyes. 
To  chafe  the  cloud  of  fadnefs.     More  fubhme4Z0 
The  heavenly  partner  mov'd.    The  prime  of  age 
Compoi'd  her  fteps.     The  prefencc  of  a  god, 
High  on  the  circle  of  her  brow  enthron'd, 
From  each  majeftic  motion  darted  awe. 
Devoted  awe  !  till,  chcrifh'd  by  her  looks 
Benevolent  and  meek,  confiding  love 
To  filial  rapture  foften'd  all  the  foul. 
Free  in  her  graceful  hand  flie  pois'd  the  fword 
Of  chafte  dominion.     An  heroic  crown 
Difplay'd  the  old  fimplicity  of  pomp  430 

Around  her  honour'd  head.     A  matron's  robe. 
White  as  the   funfhine   ftreams   through   vernal 

clouds, 
Her  ftately  form  inverted.     Hand  in  hand 
The  immortal  pair  forfook  the  enamel'd  green, 
Afcending  flowly.     Rays  of  limpid  light     [heard, 
Gleam'd  round  their  path;  celeftial  founds  were 
And  through  the  fragrant  air  ethereal  dev/s 
Diftill'd  around  them  ;  till  at  once  the  clouds 
Difparting  wide  in  midway  ficy,  withdrew 
Their  airy  veil,  and  left  a  bright  expanfe  440 

Of  empyrean  flame,  where  fpent  and  drown'd, 
AfifiiSted  vifion  plung'd  in  vain  to  fcan 
What  objed:  it  involv'd.     My  feeble  eyes 
Endur'd  not.     Bending  down  to  earth  I  ftood. 
With  dumb  attention.     Soon  a  female  voice. 
As  watery  murmurs  fweet,  or  warbling  fhades, 
W^ith  facred  invocation  thus  began  •. 

Father  of  gods  and  mortals  !  whofe  right  arm 
With  reins  eternal  guides  the  moving  heavens. 
Bend  thy  propitious  car.     Behold  well  pleas'd 
I  fcek  to  fmifli  thy  divine  decree.  451 

With  frequent  fteps  I  vifit  yonder  feat 
Of  man,  thy  offspring ;  from  the  tender  feeds 
Of  juftice  and  of  wifdom,  to  evolve 
The  latent  honours  of  his  generous  frame ; 
Till  thy  conducting  hand  Ihall  raife  his  iot 
From  earth's  dim  fcene  to  thefc  ethereal  walks, 
The  temple  of  thy  glory.     But  not  me. 
Not  my  dired  ing  voice  he  oft  requires, 
Or  hears  delighted  :  this  enchanting  maid,        460 
The  aflbciate  thou  haft  given  me,  her  alone 
He  loves,  O  Father !  abfent,  her  he  craves ; 
And  but  for  her  glad  pref  nee  ever  join'd. 
Rejoices  not  in  mine  :  that  all  my  hopes 
This  thy  benignant  purpofe  to  fulfil, 
I  deem  uncertain  :  and  my  daily  cai'es 
Unfruitful  all  and  vain,  unlefs  by  thee 
Still  farther  aided  in  the  work'divine. 

She  ceas'd  ;  a  voice  more  av'ful  thus  reply'd: 
O  thou  !  in  whom  for  ever  1  delight,  470 

Fairer  than  all  the  inhabitants  of  heaven, 
Beft  image  of  thy  author  !  far  from  thee 
Be  difappointmcnt,  or  diftafte,  or  blame  ; 
Who  foon  or  late  fhall  every  work  fulfil. 
And  no  refiftance  find.  '  If  man  refufe 
To  hearken  to  thy  didlates  ;  or,  allur'd 
By  meaner  joys,  to  any  other  power 
Transfer  the  honours  due  to  thee  alone  ; 
That  joy  which  he  purfues  he  ne'er  ftiall  tafte. 
That  power  in  whom  delighteth  ne'er  behold.  48a 
Go  llien,  once  more,  and  happy  be  thy  toil; 
Go  then  !  but  let  not  this  thy  fmiling  friend 
Partake  thy  footfteps.     In  her  ftead,  behold  • 
3  A  iiii 
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With  thee  the  fon  of  Nemefis  I  fend  ; 

The  fiend  abhorr'd!  whofe  vengeance  takes  ac- 

Of  facre<l  order's  violated  laws.  [count 

See  where  he  calls  thee,  burnine^  to  be  gone, 

Fierce  to  exhauft  the  tenipcft  of  his  wrath 

On  yon  devoted  head.     But  thou,  my  child, 

C'ontrol  his  cruel  phrenzy,  and  protecS:  490 

Thy  tender  charge;  that  when  defpair  fhall  grafp 

His  agonizing  bofom,  he  may  learn. 

Then  he  may  learn  to  love  the  gracious  hand 

Alone  fufticient  in  the  hour  of  ill, 

To  fave  his  feeble  fpirit;  then  confefs 

Thy  genuine  honours,  O  excelling  fair  ! 

When  all  the  plagues  that  wait  the  deadly  will 

Of  this  avenging  demon,  all  the  ilorms 

Of  night  infernal,  ferve  but  to  difplay 

■"Jhe  energy  of  thy  fuperior  chai  ms  5C0 

"With  miidfcfl  awe  triumphant  o'er  his  rage, 

And  ihining  clearer  in  the  horrid  gloom. 

Here  ccas'd  that  awful  voice,  and  foon  I  felt 
Tlie  cloudy  curtain  of  rcfrefliing  eve 
Was  clos'd  once  more,  from  that  immortal  fire 
Sheltering  my  eye-lids.     Looking  up,  I  vicw'd 
A  vafl  gigantic  fpeiflre  flriding  on  [clouds, 

n^hrough   murmuring  thunders  and   a  wafte    of 
With  dreadful  adion.     Black  as  night  his  brow 
!Re]entlcfs  frowns  involv'd.  His  fa-vage  limbs  jio 
'^A^'ith  fharp  impatience  violent  he  writh'd, 
As  through  convuiave  anguifh;  and  his  hand, 
Arm'd  with  a  fcorpion-lafh,  full  oft  he  rais'd 
In  madnefsto  his  bofom;  while  his  eyes 
niain'd  bitter  tears,  and  bellowing  loud  he  fhook 
'i'he  void  with  horror.     Silent  by  his  fide 
The  virgin  came.     No  difcompofure  flirr'd 
"Her  features.     From    the    glopms   which   hung 

around 
7^0  ftain  of  darknefs  mingled  with  the  beam 
Of  her  divine  effulgence.     Novv'  they  {loop      520 
TJpon  the  river  bank  ;  ?.nd  now  to  hail, 
Tlis  wonted  guefls,  with  eager  fleps  advanc'd 
The  unfufpeding  inmate  of  the  fliade. 

As  when  a  famifli'd  wolf,  that  all  night  long 
Had  rang'd  the  Alpine  fnows,  by  chance  at  morn 
Sees  from  a  cliii  incumbent  o'er  the  fmoke 
<-'f  fome  lone  village,  a  negleefted  kid 
That  flrays  along  the  wild  for  herb  or  fpring ; 
Down  from  the  winding  ridge  he  fweeps  amiain. 
And  thinks  he  tears  him:  fo  with  tenfokl  rage. 
The  monfter  fprung  remorfclcfs  on  his  prey.     5  u 
Amaz'd  the  flripling  flood:   with  panting  breaft 
Pccbly  he  poar'd  the  lamentable  wail 
Of  helplefs  conRernation,  (truck  at  once. 
And  rooted  to  the  ground.     The  queen  beheld 
>Iis  terror,  and  with  looks  of  tendereft  care 
A.dvanc'd  to  fave  him.     Soon  the  tyrant  felt 
1-ler  awful  pov.-er.     His  keen,  tempeftuous  arm 
Hang  nervelcl's,  nor  defctqded  wiser.:  his  rage 
Had  aim'd  the  deadly  blow:  then  du.mb  retir'd 
"^V  ith  fullcn  rancour.     Lo  I'  the,  lovran  maid     5^1 
J  olds  with  a  motiier's  Ht^p-j  tt^e  fa>ntingboy. 
Till  life  rekindles  in  his.  rofychfek;  [to.ngue. 

Then  grafps  his  hands,  and  cheors  him  with  her 

O  wake  rhee,  roufe  thy  f))int  L  Slwll  the  fpite 
Of  yon  tormentor  thus  appall  ch/  heart. 
While  I,  tijy  friend  and  guardiaji,  aai  ut  hand 
To  refcue  and  to  heal.'  O  let  thy  Ibui 
3<emcmber.  v-hat  the  will  o/beJvci  ordains 
lb  evcf  good  for  all ;  and  if  for  iji,  550 


Then  good  for  thee.     Nor  only  by  the  warmth 
And  l>o:h'ng  funfhine  of  delightful  things, 
Do  minds  grow  up  and  flourifh.     Oft  miffed 
By  that  bland  light,  the  young  unpra(5tis'd  views 
Of  rcafon  v/ander  through  a  fatal  road. 
Far  from  their  native  aim  ;  as  if  to  lie 
^Inglorious  in  the  fragrant  fhadc,  and  wait 
The  foft  atcefs  of  ever-circling  joys, 
V\'ere  all  the  end  of  being.     Aflc  thyfelf, 
This  pleafing  error  did  it  never  lull  568 

Thy  v-ifhes.'  Has  thy  conflant  heart  refus'd 
The  fiiken  fetters  of  delicious  eafe  .' 
Or  when  divine  Euphrolyne  appear'd 
Within  this  dwelling,  did  not  thy  dcfires 
Hang  far  below  the  mcalisre  of  thy  fate, 
Which  I  reveal'd  before  thee .''  and  thy  eyes. 
Impatient  of  my  counfels,  turn  away 
To  drink  the  foft  effuflon  of  her  fmiles  } 
Know  then,  for  this  the  everlaitinf  fire 
Deprives  thee  of  her  prefence,  and  infi.ead,       57^ 
O  wife  ajid  flill  benevolent !  ordain& 
This  horfid  vifage  hither  to'purfue 
My  Heps;  that  fo  thy  nature  may  difcern, 
Its  real  good,  aud  what  alone  can  fave 
"^1  hy  feeble  fpirit  in  this  hour  of  ill 
From  folly  and  delpair.     O  yet  belov'd  ! 
l,et  not  this  headlong  terror  quite  o'erwhelm 
Thy  fcatter'd  powers  ;  nor  fatal  deem  the  rage 
Of  this  toT  mentor,  nor  his  proud  affault, 
While  I  am  here  to  vindicate  thy  toil,  589J 

Above  the  generous  queftion  of  thy  arm. 
Brave  by  tliy  fears,  and  in  thy  weaknefs  flrong, 
'J'his  hour  he  triumphs  ;  but  confront  his  might. 
And  dare  him  to  the  combat,  then  with  eafe 
Difarm'd  and  quell'd,  his  fiercenefs  he  reCgns 
'f  o.  bondage  and  to  fcorn  :   while  thus  inur'd 
By  watcliful  danger,  by  unceafing  toil, 
The  immOital  mind,  fuperior  to  his  fate, 
Amid  the  outrage  of  external  things. 
Firm  as  the  folid  bafe  of  this  great  world,        S^(y 
Reffson  his  own  foundations.     Blow,  ye  winds! 
Ye  waves  !  ye  thunders  !  roll  your  tcmpefl  on  ; 
Sh.ikc,  ye  old  pillars  of  the  niarble  fky  ! 
'fill  all  its.  orbs  and  all  its  worlds  of  fire 
Be  loofen'd  from  their-feats  ;  yet  flill  ferene, 
'Fhc    uriconquer'd  Iwind   logJis   down   upon   the 

wreck  ; 
And  ever  flronger  as  the  florms  advance, 
Finn  through  the  clofing  ruin  holds  his  way, 
Where  nature  calls  him  to  the  deflin'd  goal.     C9(j 

.So  fpakf  the  goddefs;  while  througli  all  her 
Celeftial  raptures  flow'd,  in  every  word,     [frame 
In  ^very  motion  kindling  warmth  divine 
'fo  feize  who  liffen'd.     Vehement  and  fwift 
As  lightning  fires  the  aromatic  fliade 
In  Ethiopian  fields,  the  ftripling  felt 
Her  infpirt.tion  catch  his  fervid  foul. 
And  flatting  from  his  languor  thus  exclaim'ds 

1'hen  let  the  'rial  come  !  and  witnefsthou, 
If  t^/ror  he  upon  me  ;  if  I  fljriidi 
To  meet  the  (form,  or  faulter  in  my  flrength  610 
^V^len  hardefl  it  befets  me.     Do  not  think 
That  I  am  fearful  and  infirm  of  foul, 
As  late  thy  eyes  beheld,  for  thou  haft  chang'd 
My  nature  ;  thy  commanding  voice  has  wak'd 
My  languid  powers  to  hear  me  Uoldly  on, 
where'er  the  will  divine  my  path  ordains 
Tiirongh  ;yi]  or  peril ;  only  do  not  thuu 
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Forfake  me  ;  O  be  thou  for  ever  near, 

That  I  may  liden  to  thy  facred  voice, 

And  guide  by  thy  decrees  my  conftant  feet.      620 

But  fay,  for  ever  are  my  eyes  bereft  ? 

Say,  fliall  the  fair  Euphrofyne  not  once 

Appear  again  to  charm  me?  Thou,  in  heaven! 

O  thou  eternal  arbiter  of  things! 

Be  thy  great  bidding  done  :  for  who  am  I, 

To  queftion  thy  appointment  ?  Let  the  frowns 

Of  this  avenger  every  morn  o'ercafl 

The  cheerful  dawn,  and  every  evening  damp 

With  double  night  my  dwelling  ;  I  will  learn 

To  hail  them  both,  and  unrepiningbear  630 

His  hateful  prefence  :  but  permit  my  tongue^ 

One  glad  requeft,  and  if  my  deeds  may  find 

Thy  awful  eye  propitious,  O  reftore 

Xhe  rofy-featur'd  maid,  again  to  cheer 

This  lonely  feat,  and  blefs  me  v/ith  her  fmlles. 

He   fpoke ;    wiien   inilant   through   the   fable 
glooms 
With  which  that  furious  prefence  had  involv'd 
The  ambient  air,  a  flood  of  radiance  came 
Swift  as  the  lightning  flafh  ;  the  melting  clouds 
Flev/  diverfe,  and  amid  the  blue  ferene  640 

Euphrofyne  appear'd.  With  fprightly  Hep 
The  nymph  alighted  on  the  irriguous  lawn, 
And  to  her  wondering  audience  thus  began : 

Lo !  1  am  here  to  anfwer  to  your  vows. 
And  be  the  meeting  fortunate !  I  come 
With  joyful  tidings;  we  fiiall  part  no  more- 
Hark  !  how  the  gentle  echo  from  her  cell 
Talks  through  the  cliffs,  and  murmuring  o'er  the 

fire  am 
Repeats  the  accents;  we  fliall  part  no  more. 
O  my  delightful  friends  !  well  pjcas'd  on  high  650 
The  father  has  beheld  you,  while  the  might 
Of  that  ftern  foe  with  bitter  trial  prov'd 
Your  equal  doings ;  then  for  ever  fpake 
The  high  decree  :  that  thou,  celeftial  maid  ! 
Howe'er  that  grifly  phantom  on  thy  fteps 
May  fometimes  dare  intrude,  yet  never  more 
Shalt  thou,  defcending  to  the  abode  of  man, 
Alone  endure  the  rancour  of  his  arm. 
Or  leave  thy  lov'd  Euphrofyne  behind. 
■    She  ended;  and  the  whole  romantic  fcenc    660 
Immediate  vanifh'd ;  rocks,  and  woods,  and  rills. 
The  mantling  tent,  and  each  myfttrious  form. 
Flew  like  the  pidlures  of  a  morning-  dream. 
When  fun-fiiine  fills  the  bed.     A  while  I  flood 
Perplex'd  and  giddy;  til!  the  radiant  power 
Who  bade  the  vifionary  landfcape  rife. 
As  up  to  hirn  I  turn'd,  with  gentlefl  looks 
Preventing  my  inquiry,  thus  b.  gan  : 

There  let  thy  foul  acknowledge  its  complaint 
How  blind  I  how  impious  !  There  hthold  the  ways 
Of  heaven's  eternal  deftiny  to  man,  671 

For  ever  jufl,  benevolent,  and  v<ife  : 
That  virtue's  ^wful  ileps,  howe'er  purfued 
By  vexing  fortune  and  intrufive  pani, 
Should  never  be  divided  from  her  chafle. 
Her  fair  attendant,  pleafure.     Neud  I  urge 
'Fhy  tardy  thought  throi:gh  all  the  Various  round 
Of  this  cxiflence,  that  thy  fofteniiig  foul 
At  length  may  leani  what  energy  tlip  hand 
Of  virtue  mingles  in  tlie  bitter  tide  680 

Of  pafiion  fwelling  with  diftrefs  and  pain, 
To  mitigate  the  (harp  with  gracious  drops 
?if  cordial  plea/ure  I  AJk  the  I'uitlifiil  yowth, 


Why  the  cold  urn  of  her  whom  long  he  lov'd 
So  often  fills  his  arms ;  fo  often  draws 
His  lonely  footfleps  at  the  filent  hour, 
To  pay  the  mournful  tribute  of  his  tears? 
O  !  he  will  tell  thee,  that  the  wealth  of  worlds 
Should  ne'er  feduce  liis  bofom  to  forego  689 

That  facred  hour,  when  Healing  from  the  noife 
Of  care  and  envy,  fweet  remembrance  foothes 
With  virtue's  kindefi  looks  his  aching  brcaft. 
And  turns  his  tears  to  rapture. — Afk  the  crowd 
Which  flies  impatient  fiom  the  village-walk 
To  climb  the  neighbouring  cliffs,  when  far  below 
The  cruel  winds  have  hurl'd  upon  the  coafl 
Some  helplefs  bark  ;  while  facred  pity  melts 
The  general  eye,  or  terror's  icy  hand 
Smites  their  diftorted  limbs  and  horrent  hair ; 
While  every  mother  clofer  to  her  bieafl  703 

Catches  her  child,  and  pointing  where  the  waves 
Foam  through  the  fliatter'd  veffel,  flirieks  aloud, 
As  one  poor  wretch  that  fpreads  his  piteous  arms 
For  fuccour,  fwallow'd  by  the  roaring  furge, 
As  now  another,  dafli'd  againil;  the  rock. 
Drops  lifelefs  down  :  O  I  deemell  thou  indeed 
No  kind  endearment  here  by  nature  given 
To  mutual  terror  and  companion's  tears  ? 
No  fweetly  melting  foftnefs  which  attradls. 
O'er  all  that  edge  of  pain,  the  focial  powers     710 
To  this  their  proper  adlion  and  their  end? 
— Alk  thy  own  heart ;  when  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Slow  through  that  fludious  gloom  thy    paufing 

eye 
Led  by  the  glimmering  taper  moves  around 
The  facred  volumes  of  the  dead,  the  fongs 
Of  Grecian  bards,  and  records  writ  by  fame 
For  Grecian  heroes,  where  the  prefent  power 
Of  heaven  and  earth  furveys  the  immor4:al  page. 
Even  as  a  father  blefling,  while  he  reads 
The  prjiifes  of  his  fon.     If  then  thy  foul,  720 

Spurning  the  yoke  of  thefc  inglorious  days. 
Mix  in  their  deeds  and  kindle  with  their  flame ; 
Say,  when  the  profpedl  blackens  on  thy  view. 
When  rooted  from  the  bafe,  heroic  ftates 
Mourn  in  the  duft,  and  tremble  at  the  frown 
Of  curft  ambition  ;  when  the  pious  band 
Of  youths  who.  fought  for  freedom  and  their  fires, 
Lie  fi.de  by  fide  in  gore ;  when  ruffian  pride 
Ufurps  the  throne  of  juflice,  turns  the  pomp 
Of  public  power,  the  majefly  of  rule,  730 

The  fword,  the  laurel,  and  the  purple  robe, 
To  flavifh  empty  p^^ants,  to  adorn 
A  tyrant's  walk,  and  glitter  in  the  eyes 
Of  fuch  as  bow  the  knee ;  when  honour'd  urns 
Of  patriots  and  of  chiefs  the  awful  bull 
And  floried  arch,  to  glut  the  coward-age 
Of  regal  envy,  ftrew  the  public  way 
With  hallow'd  ruins ;  when  the  mule's  haunt. 
The  marble  porch  where  wifdom  wont  to  talk 
W'th  Socrates  or  Tully,  hears  no  more,  740, 

Save  tiie  hoarfe  jargon  of  contentious  monks, 
Or  fttuale  fuperifition's  midnight  prayer; 
When  ruthlefh  rapine  from  the  hand  of  time 
I'ears  the  deflroying  fcythe,  with  furer  blow 
To  fwcep  the  works  of  glory  from  their  bafe ; 
Till  defolation  o'er  the  grafs-grown  Ilreet 
Expands  his  raven-wings,  and  up  the  wall, 
W!iere  fenates  once  the  price  of  monarchs  doom'd, 
Hiifes  the  gliding  fnake  througli  hoary  weeds  749 
Tiiiit  clafp  Uie  raouidering  colymn  j  thus  dcfac'd, 
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Thus  widely  mournful  when  the  profpedt  thrills 

Thy  beating  bofom,  when  the  patriot's  tear 

Starts  from  thine  eye,  and  thy  extended  arm 

In  fancy  hurls  the  thunderbolt  of  Jove 

To  fire  the  impious  wreath  on  Philip's  brow, 

Or  dafh  Odla-vius  from  the  trophied  car  ; 

Say,  does  thy  fecret  foul  repine  to  tafle 

The  big  diftrefs:  Or  wouldft  thou  then  exchange 

Thofe  heart-ennobling  forrows  for  the  lot 

Of  him  who  fits  amid  the  gaudy  herd  760 

Of  mute  barbarians  bending  to  his  nod. 

And  bears  aloft  his  gold-invefted  front, 

And  fays  -within  himfelf,  «  I  am  a  king,         [woe 

♦'  And  wherefore  fliould  the  clamorous  voice  of 

«  Intrude  upon  mine  ear  ? — "  The  baleful  dregs 

Of  thefe  late  ages,  this  inglorious  draught 

Of  fervitude  and  folly,  have  not  yet, 

Bleft  be  the  eternal  ruler  of  the  world  ! 

Defil'd  to  fuch  a  depth  of  fordid  ftiame 

The  native  honours  of  the  human  foul,  770 

Nor  fo  efiac'd  the  image  of  its  fire. 
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perties of  the  mind.  The  operations  of  the 
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from  imitation.  The  benevolent  order  of  the 
•world  illuftratcd  in  the  arbitrary  connexion  of 
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cluding with  an  account  of  the  natural  and  mo- 
ral advantages  refulting  from  a  fenfiblc  and 
well-formed  imagination. 

Wu.-iT  wonder  therefore,  fince  the  endearing  ties 

Of  paflion  link  the  univerfal  kind 

Of  man  fo  clofe,  what  wonder  if  to  fearch 

This  common  nature  through  the  various  change 

Of  fex,  and  age,  and  fortune,  and  the  frame 

Of  each  peculiar,  draw  the  bufy  mind 

With  unrefifted  charm.s:  the  fpacious  weft, 

And  all  the  teeming  regions  of  the  fouth 

Hold  not  a  quarry,  to  the  curious  fUght 

Of  knowledge,  half  fo  tempting  or  io  fair,         10 

As  man  to  man.     Nor  only  where  the  fmiles 

Of  love  invite  ;  nor  only  white  the  applaufe 

Of  cordial  honour  turns  the  attentive  eye 

Oil  virtue's  graceful  deeds.     For  fince  the  courfs 

Of  things  external  ads  in  different  ways 

On  human  appreheiifions,  as  the  hand 

Of  nature  temper'd  to  a  different  frame 

Peculiar  mind;;;  fo  happly  wh-.re  the  powers 

Of  f^cy  neither  leffcn  nor  cnbs'ye 

The  images  of  things,  but  p^int  in  all  20 

Their  genuine  hues,  the  features  which  they  wore 

In  nature  ;  their  opinion  will  be  true. 

And  aftion  right.     For  adlion  treads  the  path 

In  which  opinion  fays  he  follows  gcod, 


Or  flies  from  evil ;  and  opinion  gives' 

Report  of  good  or  evil,  as  the  fcene 

Was  drawn  by  fancy,  lovely  or  deform'd: 

Thus  her  report  can  never  there  be  true 

Where  fancy  cheats  the  intelledual  eye. 

With  glaring  colours  and  difiortcd  lines.  30 

Is  there  a  man,  who  at  the  found  of  death 

Sees  ghaftly  fhapes  of  terror  conjur'd  up.    [groans 

And   black   before    him;   nought  but  death-bed 

And  fearful  prayers,  and  plunging  from  the  brink 

Of  light  and  being,  down  the  gloomy  air 

An  unknown  depth  ?  Alas  !  in  fuch  a  mind. 

If  no  bright  fonns  of  excellence  attend 

The  image  of  his  country  ;  nor  the  pomp 

Of  facred  fenates,  nor  the  guardian  voice 

Of  jufl:ice  on  her  throne,  nor  aught  that  wakes  4* 

The  confcious  bofom  with  a  patriot's  flame  ; 

Will  not  opinion  tell  him,  that  to  die, 

Or  fl:and  the  hazard,  is  a  greater  ill 

Than  to  betray  his  country  ?  And  in  adt 

Will  he  not  choofe  to  be  a  wretch  and  live  ? 

Here  vice  begins  then.    From  the  enchanting  cup 

Which  fancy  holds  to  all,  the  unwary  thirft; 

Of  youth  oft  fwallows  a  Circean  draught. 

That  Iheds  a  baleful  tin<3:ure  o'er  the  eye 

Of  reafon,  till  no  longer  he  difcerns,  50 

And  only  guides  to  err.     Then  revel  forth 

A  furious  band  that  fpums  him  from  the  throne  ! 

And  all  is  uproar.     Thus  ambition  grafps 

The  empire  of  the  foul :  thus  pale  revt  nge 

Unftienths  her  murderous  dagger;  and  the  hands 

Of  luft  and  rapine,  with  unholy  arts, 

Watch  to  o'erturn  the  barrier  of  the  laws 

That  keeps  them  from  their  prey :   thus  all  the 

plagues 
The  wicked  bear,  or  o'er  the  trembling  fcene 
The  tragic  mufe  difclofes,  under  fliapes  60 

Of  honour,  fafety,  pleafure,  eafe,  or  pomp, 
Stole  fiifl  into  the  mind.     Yet  not  by  all 
'I'liofe  lying  forms  which  fancy  in  the  brain 
Engenders,  are  the  kindling  paffions  driven. 
To  guilty  deeds;  nor  reafon  bound  in  chains, 
That  vice  alone  may  lord  it :  oft  adorn'd 
With  folemn  pageants,  folly  mounts  the  throne. 
And  plays  her  idiot-anticks,  like  a  queen. 
A  thoufand  garbs  Ihe  wears;  a  thoufand  ways 
She  wheels  her  giddy  empire. — .Lo  !  thus  far     70 
With  bold  adventure,  to  the  Mantuan  lyre 
I  Cng  of  nature's  charms,  and  touch  well-pleas'd 
A  ftrider  note:  now  happly  muft  my  fong 
Unbend  her  ferious  meafiire',  and  reveal 
In  lighter  flrains,  how  folly's  awkward  arts 
Excite  impetuous  laughter's  gay  rebuke  ; 
The  fpcrtive  province  of  the  comic  mufe. 

See!  in  what  crowds  the  uncouth  forms  advance: 
Each  would  outftrip  the  other,  each  prevent 
Our  careful  fearch,  and  offer  to  your  gaze,         80 
Unaik'd  Ins  motley  features.     Wait  a  while. 
My  curious  friends !  and  let  us  firfl  arrange 
In  proper  order  your  promifcuous  throng. 

Behold  the  forcmoft  band  of  flrnder  ihouo-ht. 
And  eafy  fuith;  whom  flattering  fancy  foothes 
With  lying  lpedres,'in  tlicaifelvcs  to  view 
llliiftrious  forms  of  excellence  ^nd  good. 
That  fcorn  the  manfion.     With  exulting  hearts 
They  fpread  their  fj)urious  treafiires  to  the  fun. 
And  bid  the  world  admire  I  but  chief  the  glance 
Of  wifhful  epvy  drav/s  their  joy-bright  eyes,     91 
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And  lifts  with  felf-applaiife  each  lordly  brow. 
In  numbers  boundlel'i  as  the  blooms  of  fpring, 
Behold  their  glaring  idols,  empty  fliades 
By  fancy  gilded  o'er,  and  then  fet  up 
For  adoration.     Some  in  learning's  garb, 
With  formal  hand,  and  fable-cinclur'd  gown, 
And  rags  of  mouldy  volumes.     Some  elate 
With  martial  fplendor,  fleely  pikss  and  fwords 
Or  coflly  frame,  and  ;jay  Phoenician  robes        lOO 
Inwrought  with  flowery  gold,  affume  the  port 
Of  (lately  valour  :   liflening  by  his  fide 
There  Hands  a  female  form  ;  to  her,  with  looks 
Of  earnell  import,  pregnant  with  amaze. 
He  talks  of  deadly  deeds,  of  breaches,  ftorms, 
And  fulphurous  mines,  and  ambulh  :  then  at  once 
Breaks  olT,  and  fmilcs  to  fee  her  look  fo  pale, 
And  aflcs  fome  w^ondering  queilion  of  her  fears. 
Others  of  graver  mien;  behold,  adorn'd 
Witii  holy  enligns,  how  fubhnie  they  move,    Ilo 
And  bending  oft  their  fandlimonious  eyes 
Take  homage  of  the  ftmple-minded  throDg ; 
Ambaffadors  of  heaven !  Nor  much  unlike 
Is  he  whofe  vifage,  in  the  lazy  mill 
That  mantles  every  feature,  hides  a  brood 
Of  politic  ccnceits;  of  whifpers,  nods, 
And  hints  deep  omen'd  with  unwieldy  fchemes. 
And  daik  portents  of  flate.     Ten  thoufand  more. 
Prodigious  habits  and  tumultuous  tongues,       119 
Pour  dauntlefs  in,  and  fweil  the  boaftful  band. 

Then  comes  the.  fecond  order,  all  who  feek 
The  debt  of  praife,  where  watchful  unbelief 
Darts  through  the  thin  pretence  her  fquinting  eye 
On  fome  retir'd  appearance  which  belies 
The  boalled  virtue,  or  annuls  the  applaufe 
That  juilice  elfe  would  pay.     Here  fide  by  fide 
1  fee  two  leaders  of  the  folemn  train 
Approaching :   one  a  female  old  and  gray. 
With  eyes  demure,  and  wrin'Kle-furrovv''d  brow. 
Pale  as  the  cheeks  of  death ;  yet  ftili  fhe  fluns 
The  fickening  audience  with  a  nsufeous  tale  •,131 
How  many  youths  her  myrtle-chahis  have  worn, 
Hov;-  many  virgins  at  her  triumphs  pin'd! 
Yet  hov,'  refolv'd  fhe  guards  her  cautious  heart ; 
Such  is  her  terror  at  the  rilks  of  love, 
And  man's  feducing  tongue  !  The  other  feems 
A  bearded  fage  ungentle  in  his  mien, 
And  fordid  ail  his  habit ;  peevilh  want 
Grins  at  his  heels,  while  down  the  gazing  throng 
He  ftalks,  refounding  in  magnitic  phrafe  140 

The  vanity  of  riches,  the  contempt 
Of  pomp  and  power.     Be  prudent  in  your  zeal, 
Ye  grave  aflbciates  !  let  the  filent  grace 
Of  her  who  blufhes  at  the  fond  regard 
Her  charms  infpire,  more  eloquent  unfold 
The  praife  of  fpotlefs  honour :  let  the  man 
Whofe  eye  regards  not  his  illuftrious  pomp 
Aud  ample  flore,  but  as  indulgent  ilreams 
To  cheei  the  barren  foil  and  fpread  the  fruits 
Of  joy,  let  him  by  jufter  meafures  fix  150 

The  price  of  riches  and  the  end  of  power. 

Another  tribe  furceeds ;  deluded  long 
By  fancy's  dazzling  optics,  tliefe  behold 
The  images  of  fome  peculiar  things 
With  brighter  hues  refplcndent,  and  pourtray'd 
With  features  nobler  far  than  e'er  adorn'd 
Their  genuine  o'ojec^s.     Hence  the  fever'd  heart 
Pants  with  delirious  hope  for  tinl'el  charms ; 
Henc:  oft  obtrufive  on  the  eye  of  fccrn, 
I 


Untimely  zeal  her  witlefs  pride  betrays,  160 

And  ferious  manhood  from  the  towering  aim 
Of  wifdom  Hoops  to  emulate  the  boafl 
Of  childiih  toil.     Behold  yon  myllic  form, 
Bedeck'd  with  feathers,  infeds,  weeds,  andfliells! 
Not  with  intenfer  view  the  Samian  fage 
Bent  his  fixt  eye  on  heaven's  intenfer  fires. 
When  firfl  the  order  of  that  radiant  fcene 
Swell'd  his  exulting  thought,  than  this  furveys 
A  muckworm's  entrails,  or  a  fpider's  fang. 
-Next   him   a   youth   with    flowers    and   myrtles 
crown'd,  170 

Attends  that  virgin  form,  and  blufhing  kneels,    ' 
With  fondeft  gcfture  and  a  fuppliant's  tono-ne. 
To  win  her  coy  regard  :  adieu,  for  him. 
The  dull  engagements  of  the  buftling  world ! 
Adieu  the  ficl:  impertinence  of  praife  ! 
And  hope,  and  aeftion  !  for  with  her  alone, 
By  Ilreams  and  fhades,  to  fleal  thefe  lighing  hours. 
Is  all  he  aflcs,  and  all  that  fate  can  give ! 
Thee  too,  facetious  Momion,  wandering  here. 
Thee,  dreaded  cenfor,  oft  have  I  beheld  180 

Bewilder'd  unawares :  alas  !  too  long 
Flufh'd  with  thy  comic  triumphs  and  the  fpoils 
Of  fly  derifion  !  till  on  every  fide 
Hurling  thy  random  bolts,  offended  truth 
Aflign'd  thee  here  thy  ftaiion  with  the  flaves 
Of  folly.     Thy  once  formidable  name 
Shall  grace  her  humble  records,  and  be  heard 
In  feoffs  and  mockery  bandied  from  the  hps 
Of  all  die  vengeful  brotherhood  around, 
So  oft  the  patient  vidtims  of  thy  fcorn.  190 

But  now,  ye  gay  !  to  whom  indulgent  fate, 
Of  all  the  mufe's  empire  hath  aflign'd 
The  fields  of  folly,  hither  each  advance 
Your  fickles;  here  the  teeming  foil  affords 
Its  richeft  growth.     A  favourite  brood  appears ; 
In  whom  the  demon,  with  a  motiier's  joy. 
Views  all  her  charms  refleiSled,  all  her  cares 
At  full  repay'd.     Ye  molt  illuftrious  band  ! 
Who,  fcorning  reafon's  tame,  pedantic  rules. 
And  order's  vulgar  bondage,  never  meant         aoo 
For  fouls  fublime  as  yours,  with  generous  zeal 
Pay  vice  the  reverence  virtue  long  ufurp'd, 
And  yield  deformity  the  fond  applaufe 
Which  beauty  wont  to  claim ;  forgive  my  fong, 
That  for  the  blufliing  diffidence  of  youth, 
It  fliuns  tlie  unequal  province  of  your  praife. 

Thus  far  triumphant  in  the  pleafing  guile 
Of  bland  imagination,  folly's  train 
Have  dar'd  our  fearch  :  but  now  a  daftard  kind 
Advance  reluctant,  and  with  faultering  feet     2i« 
Shrink  from  the  gazer's  eye  :  enfeebled  hearts 
Whom  fancy  chills  with  viuonary  fears. 
Or  bends  to  fervile  tamenefs  with  conceits 
Of  Ihame,  of  evil,  or  of  bale  defeft, 
Fantaftic  and  delufive.     Here  the  flave 
Who  droops  abafh'd  when  fullea  pomp  furveys 
His  humbler  habit;  here  the  trembling  wretch 
Unnerv'd  and  llruck  with  terror's  icy  bolts. 
Spent  in  weak  wailings,   drown'd    in    fliameful 

tears. 
At  every  dream  of  danger  :  here  fubdued        220 
By  frontlefs  laughter  and  the  hatighty  fccrn 
Of  old,  unfeeling  vice,  the  abjedlioul, 
Wlio  blufhing  half  refigns  the  cnndid  praife 
Of  temperanie  and  honour  ;  half  difowns 
A  freeman's  hatred  of  tyrancic  pride ; 
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And  hears  with  fickly  fniilcs  the  venal  mouth 
"With  foulcft  licence  mock  the  patriot's  name. 

Laft  of  the  motely  bands  on  whom  the  power 
Of  gay  derifion  bends  her  hoiiile  aim. 
Is  that  where  fliameful  ignorance  prefides.        230 
Beneath  her  fordid  banners,  lo  !  they  march. 
Like  blind  &nd  lame,     Whate'er  their  doubtful 

hands 
Attempt,  confufion  ftraight  appears  behind, 
And  troubles  all  the  work.  Through  many  a  maze, 
Perplex'd  they  flruggle,  changing  every  path, 
O'erturning  every  purpofc  ;  then  at  lait 
Sit  down  difmay'd,  and  leave  the  entangled  fcene 
For  fcom  to  fport  with.    Such  then  is  tl;c  abode 
Of  foCy  in  the  mind ;  and  fuch  the  Ihapes 
In  which  fhe  governs  her  obfeqiiious  train.        240 

Throi-'gh  every  fcene  of  ridicule  in  things 
To  lead  the  tenour  of  my  devious  lay; 
Through  every  fvvift  occafion,  which  the  hand 
Of  laughter  points  at,  when  the  mirthful  fling 
Diftends   her    Tallying    nerves    and   chokes  her 

tongue ; 
What  were  it  but  to  count  each  cryftal  drop 
Which  morning's  dewy  fingers  on  the  blooms 
Of  May  difdl?  Suffice  it  to  have  faid, 
Where'er  the  power  of  ridicule  dilplays  249 

Her  quaint'-y'd  vifage,  fome  incongruous  form. 
Some  flubborn  difTonance  of  things  combined. 
Strikes  en  the  quick  obferver :  whether  pomp, 
Or  praife,  or  beauty,  mix  their  partial  claim 
Where  fordid  fafhions,  where  ignoble  deeds. 
Where  foul  deformity,  are  wont  to  dwell  j 
Or  v.'hether  thefc  with  violation  loath'd, 
In\-ade  refplendent  pomp's  imperious  mien. 
The  charms  of  beauty,  or  the  boaft  of  praife. 

Afk  we  tor  what  fair  end  the  Almighty  Sire 
In  mortal  bofoms  wakes  this  gay  contempt,      260 
Thefe  grateful  flings  of  laughter,  from  difgufl 
r.ducing  pleafure  ?  Wherefore,  but  to  aid 
The  tardy  fleps  of  reafon,  and  at  once 
By  this  prompt  impulfe  urge  us  to  depreCs 
The  giddy  aims  of  folly  i  Though  the  light 
Of  truth  flow  dawning  on  the  inquiring  mind, 
At  length  unfolds,  through  many  a  fubtle  tie, 
How  thefe  uncouth  diforders  end  at  lafb 
In  public  evil !  yet  benignant  heaven,  269 

Confcious  how  dim  the  dawn  of  truth  appears 
To  thoufands ;  confcious  what  a  fcanty  paufe 
From  labours  and  from 'care,  the  wider  lot 
Of  humble  life  affords  for  fludious  thought 
To  fcan  the  maze  of  nature ;  therefore  ftamp'd 
The  glaring  fcenes  with  charadters  of  fcorn. 
As  broad,  as  obvious,  to  the  palling  clown. 
As  to  the  letter'd  fage's  curious  eye.  ■. 

Such  are  the  various  afpetfts  of  the  mind — 
Some  heavenly  genius,  whofe  unclouded  thoughts 
Attain  that  fccret  harmony  which  blends         280 
The  ethereal  fpirit  with  its  mold  of  clay; 
O  !  teach  me  to  reveal  the  grateful  charm 
That  feardilefs  nature  o'er  the  fenfe  of  man 
Diffufcs,  to  behold,  in  lifclefs  things. 
The  inexpreffive  fembiance  of  hinifelf, 
Of  thought  and  palTion.     Mark  the  fable  woods 
That    fhade    fublime    yon    mountain's    nodding 

brow; 
With  what  religious  awe  the  folcmn  fcene 
Commands  your  ftcps  !  as  if  the  reverend  fojm 
Of  Minos  or  of  Numa  fnould  forfakc  290 

4 


The   Elyfian  feats,  and   down  the  embowering 

glade 
Move  to  your  panfing  eye !  Behold  the  expanfe 
Of  yon  gay  landfcape,  where  the  filver  clouds 
Flit  o'er  the  heavens  before  the  fprightlv  breeze : 
Now  their  gray  cindf  urc  Ikirts  the  doubtful  fun  ; 
Now  flreams  of  fplendour,  through  their  opening 
Effulgent,  fweep  from  off  the  gilded  lawn      [veil 
The  aerial  fhadows ;  on  the  curling  brook. 
And  on  the  fhady  margin's  quivering  leaves     299 
With  quickeft  lultre  glancing  ;  while  you  view 
The  profpeiSl,  fay,  within  your  cheerful  breaft 
Plays  not  the  lively  fenfe  of  winning  uiinh 
With  clouds  and  fun-fliine  cht-cquer'd,  while  the 
Of  focial  converfe,  to  the  infpiring  tongue  I  round 
Of  fome  gay  nymph  amid  her  fubjeiSl  train. 
Moves  all  obfcquious  ?  Whence  is  this  efTcdt, 
This  kindred  power  of  fuch  difcordant  things  ? 
Or  flows  their  fembiance  from  that  myftic  tone* 
To  which  the  new-born  mind's  harmonious  powers 
At  firft  were  ftrung  ?  Or  rather  from  the  links  310 
Which  artful  cuilom  twines  around  her  frame  ? 

For  v.'hen  the  different  images  of  things 
By  chance  combin'd,  haveflruck  the  attentive  foul 
M'ith  deeper  impulfe,  or,  conneAed  long. 
Have  drawn  her  frequent  eye  ;  howcVrdiftindl 
The  external  fcenes,  yet  oft  the  ideas  gain 
Fro.m  that  conjunflion  an  eternal  lie, 
And  fympathy  unbroken.     Let  the  mind 
Recall  one  partner  of  the  various  league. 
Immediate,  To  !  the  firm  confederates  rife,       32a 
And  each  his  former  ftation  flrait  refumes: 
One  movement  governs  the  confenting  throng. 
And  all  at  once  with  rofy  pleafure  Ihine, 
Or  all  are  fadden'd  with  the  glooms  of  care. 
'Twas  thus,  if  ancient  fame  the  truth  unfold, 
Two  faithful  needles  from  the  informing  touch 
Of  the  fame  parent-ftone,  together  drew 
Its  myftic  virtue,  and  at  firfl  confpir'd 
With  fatal  impulfe  quivering  to  the  pole  : 
Then,  though  disjoin'd  by  kingdoms,  though  the 
main  3^0 

RoU'd  its  broad  furge  betwixt,  and  different  flars 
Beheld  their  wakeful  motions,  yet  prefcrv'd 
The  former  friendfliip,  and  rcmember'd  flill 
The  alliance  of  their  birth  :  whate'er  the  line 
Which  once  poffefs'd,  nor  paufe,  nor  quiet  knew 
The  fure  affociate,  ere  with  trembling  fpeed 
He  found  its  path,  and  fix'd  unerring  there. 
Such  is  the  fecret  union,  when  we  fesl 
A  fong,  a  flower,  a  name,  at  once  reftore  339 

Thofe  long-connecled   fcenes   where    firft    they 
mov'd  [walks 

The    attention :    backward   through   her    mazy 
Guiding  the  wanton  fancy  to  her  fcope, 
To  temples,  courts,  or  fields;  with  all  the  band 
Of  painted  forms,  of  paflions  and  defigns 
Attendant :  whence,  if  pleaCng  in  itfelf, 
The  profpecfl  from  that  fweet  acceff/on  gains 
Redoubled  influence  o'er  the  lifteniugmind. 

By  thefe  myfterious  ties  the  bufy  power 
Of  memory  her  ideal  train  preferves  349 

Intire  ;  or  when  they  would  elude  her  watch,    . 
Reclaiins  their  fleeting  footfleps  from  the  wafte 
Of  dark  oblivion;  thus  colle<fling  all 
The  various  forms  of  being  to  prefent, 
JJcfore  the  curious  aim  of  aiimic  art, 
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Their  largefl  choice  :  like  fpring's  unfolded  blooms 
Exhaling  fweetnefs,  that  the  Ikilful  bee 
May  tafte  at  will,  from  their  feledled  fpoils 
To  work  her  dulcet  food.     For  not  the  expanfe 
Of  living  lakes  in  fummer's  noontide  calm. 
Reflects  .the   bordering    fliade,    and    fun-bright 

heavens  360 

With  fairer  femblance  ;  not  the  fciilptnr'd  gojd 
More  faithful  keeps  the  graver's  lively  trace, 
Than  he  whofe  birth  the  fifter  powers  of  art 
Propitious  view'd,  and  from  his  genial  ftar 
Shed  influence  to  the  feeds  of  fancy  kind; 
Than  liisattemper'd  bofom  muft  preferve 
The  feal  of  nature.     There  alone  unchang'd, 
Her  form  remains.     The  balmy  walks  of  May 
Therebreathe  perennial  fweets:  the  trembling  chord 
Refounds  for  ever  in  the  abftradted  ear,  370 

j\Ielodious:  and  the  virgin's  radiant  eye, 
Superior  to  difeafe,  to  grief,  and  time, 
Shines  with  unbating  luftre.    Thus  at  length 
Indovv'd  with  all  that  nature  can  bellow, 
The  child  of  fancy  oft  in  filence  bends 
O'er  thefe  mixt  treafures  of  his  pregnant  bread, 
With  confcious  pride.    From  them  he  oft  refolves 
'I'o  frame  he  knows  not  what  excelling  things ; 
And  win  he  knows  not  what  fublime  reward  379 
Of  praife  and  wonder.     By  degrees,  the  mind 
Feels  her  young  nerves  dilate  :  the  plalUc  powers 
Labour  for  a<fl:ion  :  blind  emotions  heave 
His  bofom,  and  with  lovelieft'  phrenzy  caught, 
From  earth  to  heaven  he  rolls  his  daring  eye. 
From  heaven  to  earth.  Anon  ten  thoufand  fliapes. 
Like  fpedlres  trooping  to  the  wizard's  call, 
Flit  fwift  before  him.  From  the  womb  of  earth, 
From  ocean's  bed  they  come  :  the  eternal  heavens 
Difclofe  their  fplendours,  and  the  dark  abyfs    389 
Pours  out  her  births  unknown.    With  fixed  gaze 
He  marks  the  rifing  phantoms.     Now  compares 
Their  diflerent  forms;    now  blends  ihem,    now 

divides 
Enlarges  and  extenuates  by  tuvris  ; 
Oppofes,  ranges  in  fantalllc  bands, 
And  infinitely  varies.  Hither  now, 
Now  thitlicr  flu(fluates  his  inconllant  aim, 
With  endlefs  choice  ptrplex'd.  At  length  his  plan 
Begins  to  open.     Lucid  order  dawns ; 
And  as  from  Chaos  old  the  jarring  feeds 
Of  nature  at  the  voice  divine  repaiv'd  400 

Each  to  its  place,  till  rol'y  earth  unvell'd 
Her  fragrant  bofom,  and  the  joyful  fun 
Sprung  up  the  blue  ferene  ;  by  fwift  degrees 
Thus  difentangled,  his  entire  defign 
Emerges.     Colours  mingle,  features  join. 
And  lines  converge  :  the  fainter  parts  retire  ; 
The  fairer  eminent  in  light  advance  ; 
And  every  image  on  its  neighbour  fmiles. 
Avv^hile  he  ftands,  and  with  a  father's  joy 
Contemplates.     Then  with  Promethean  art,   410 
Into  its  proper  vehicle  he  breathes 
The  fair  conception  ;  which,  embodied  thus, 
And  permanent  becomes  to  eyes  or  ears 
An  objed:  afcertain'd  :  while  thus  inform'd, 
The  various  organs  of  his  mimic  (kill, 
The  confonance  of  founds,  the  featur'd  rock. 
The  fljadowy  picture  and  impaluon'd  verfe, 
Beyond  their  proper  powers  attradl  the  foul 
33y  that  espreflivc  femblance,  while  in  fight 


Of  nature's  great  original  we  fcari  410 

The  lively  child  of  art;  while  line  by  line, 
And  feature  alter  feature  we  refer 
To  that  fublime  exemplar  whence  it  ftole 
Thofe  animating  charms.  Thus  beauty's  palm 
Betwixt  them  wavering  hangs  :  applauding  love 
Doubts  where  to  choofe  ;  and  mortal  man  af'pires. 
To  tempt  creative  praife.     As  when  a  cloud 
Of  gathering  hail  with  limpid  crufts  of  ice 
Enclos'd  and  obvious  to  the  beaming  fun,         429 
Colle<fi;s  his  large  effulgence;  (trait  the  heavens 
With  equal  flames  prefent  on  either  hand 
The  radiant  vifage  :  Ferfia  (lands  at  gaze, 
Appall'd  ;  and  on  the  brink  of  Ganges  doubts 
The  fnowy -veiled  feer,  in  Mithra's  name. 
To  which  the  fragrance  of  the  fouth  (hall  burr7. 
To  which  his  warbled  orifons  afcend. 

Such  various  blifs  the  weiltun'd  heart  enjoys, 
Favour'd   of  heaven  !    while,    plung'd  in  fordid 

cares. 
The  unfeeling  vulgar  mocks  the  boon  divine  : 
And  harlh  aulterity,  from  whofe  rebuke  440 

Young  love  and  finiling  wonder  (lirink  away 
Abalh'd  and  chill  of  heart,  with  fager  frowns 
Condemns  the  fair  enchantment.  On  my  (train, 
Perhaps  even  now,  fome  cold,  faftidious  judge 
Calls  a  difdainful  eye  ;  and  calls  my  toil. 
And  calls  the  love  and  beauty  which  1  fing, 
The-dream  of  folly.     Thou,  grave  cenfor  1  fay. 
Is  beauty  then  a  dream,  becaufe  the  glooms 
Of  dullnefs  hang  too  heavy  on  thy  fenfe, 
T6  let  her  (liine  upon  thee  ?  So  the  man         450 
Whofe  eye  ne'er  open'd  on  the  light  of  heaven. 
Might  fmile  with  I'corn  while  raptur'd  vifion  tells 
Of  the  gay  colour'd  radiance  flufhing  bright 
O'er  all  creation.     From  the  wife  be  far 
Such  grofs  unhallow'd  pride  ;  nor  needs  my  fon"' 
Defcend  fo  low  ;  but  rather  now  unfold, 
If  human  thought  could  reach,  or  woids  unfold 
By  what  myfl:erious  fabric  of  the  mind, 
The  deep-felt  joys  and  harmony  of  found 
Refult  from  airy  motion  ;  and  from  (hape         450 
I'he  lovely  phantoms  of  fublime  and  fair. 
By  what  fine  ties  hath  God  connected  things 
When  prefent  in  the  mind,  which  in  themfelves 
Have  no  connedlion  ?  Sure  the  riling  fun 
O'er  the  cerulean  convex  of  the  (ea. 
With  equal  brightuefs  and  with  equal  warmth 
Might  roll  his  fiery  orb ;  nor  yet  the  foul 
Thus  feel  her  frame  expanded  and  her  powers 
Exulting  in  the  fplendour  (he  beholds;  A€a 

Like  a  young  conqueror  moving  through  the  pomp 
Of  fome  triumphal  day.      When  join'd  at  eve. 
Soft-murmuring   ftreams    and    gales  of  gentled 
Melodious  Philomela's  wakeful  (train  [breath 

Attemper,  could  not  man's  difcerning  ear 
Through  all  its  tones  the  fympathy  purfue  ; 
Nor  yec  this  breath  divine  of  liamelefs  joy 
Steal  through  his  veins  and  fan  the    awaken'd 

heart. 
Mild  as  the  breeze,  yet  rapturous  as  the  fong. 

But  were  not  nature  ItiU  endow'd  at  large  47a 
With  all  which  life  requires,  though  unadorn'd 
With  fuch  enchantmcijC :  Wherefo)  e  thtu  her  form 
So  exquiately  fair  .•'  her  breath  perfum'd 
With  fuch  ethereal  fweetnefs '   w.n  -r.ce  her  voicQ 
Inform'd  at  will  to  raiils  or  to  depiela' 


fSo 
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TheimpalTionMfoul  ?  and  vi'hence  the  robes  of  light 

Wbidi  thus  invcft  her  with  more  lovely  pomp 

Than  fancy  can  defcribe  ?  Whence  but  from  thee, 

C  fource  divine  cf  ever-flowing  love, 

And  thy  unmeafur'd  goodnefs?  Not  content 

With  every  food  of  life  to  nourifh  man,  490 

By  kind  illufions  of  the  wondering  fenfe 

Thou  mak'fl:  all  nature  beauty  to  his  eye, 

Or  mufic  to  his  ear  :  v.xll  pleas'd  he  fcans 

The  goodly  profpeA  ;  and  with  inward  fmiles 

Treads  the  gay  verdure  of  the  painted  plain ; 

Eeholds  the  azure  canopy  of  heaven, 

And  living  lamps  that  over-arch  his  head 

With  more  than  regal  fplcndour  ;  bends  his  ears 

To  the  full  choir  of  water,  air,  and  earth  ; 

Nor  heeds  the  pleafing  error  of  his  thought,     500 

Nor  doubts  the  painted  green  or  azure  arch. 

Nor  queftions  more  the  mufic's  mingling  founds 

Than  fpace,  or  motion,  or  eternal  time ; 

So  fweet  he  feels  their  influence  to  attradt 

The  fixed  foul ;  to  brighten  the  dull  glooms 

Of  care,  and  make  the  deftin'd  road  of  life 

Delightful  to  his  feet.     So  fables  tell. 

The  adventurous  hero,  bound  on  hard  exploits, 

Beholds  with  glad  furprife,  by  fecret  fpells 

Of  feme  kind  ifage,  the  patron  of  his  toils,        510 

A  vifionary  paradifc  difcios'd 

Amid  the  dubious  wild  :  with  flreams,  and  (hades. 

And  airy  fongs,  the  enchanted  landfcapcs  fmiles, 

Cheers  his  long  labours  and  renews  his  frame. 

What  then  is  tafte,  but  thefe  internal  powers 
Adtive,  and  flrong,  and  feelingly  alive 
To  each  fine  impulfe  ?  a  difcerning  fenfe 
Of  decent  and  fublime,   with  quick  difguft 
From  things  deform'd,  or  difarrang'd,  or  grofs 
In  fpecies  ?  This,  ncr  gems,  nor  llores  of  gold. 
Nor  purple  flate,  ncr  culture  can  bellow;         521 
But  god  alone  when  fir  ft  his  adlive  hand 
Imprints  the  fecret  bias  of  the  foul. 
He,  mighty  parent !  wife  and  juft  in  all, 
Free  as  the  vital  breeze  or  light  of  heaven, 
Reveals  the  charms  of  nature.     Aflc  the  fwain 
Who  journeys  homeward  from  a  fummer  day's 
Long  labour,  why,  forgetful  of  his  toils 
And  due  repofe,  he  loiters  to  behold  529 

*1  he  fun-fhine  gleaming  as  through  amber  clouds, 
O'er  all  the  weilern  flcy  ;  full  foon,  1  ween. 
His  rude  cxpreflion  and  untutor'd  airs, 
Beyond  the  power  of  language,  will  uafold 
The  form  of  beauty  fmihng  at  his  heart,    [lieaven 
Kow   lovely !    how    commanding  !    But    though 
In  every  breaft  hath  fown  thefe  early  feeds 
Of  love  and  admiration,  yet  in  vain. 
Without  fair  culture's  kind  parental  aid 
Without  enlivening  funs,  and  genial  fliowers, 
Andlheiter  from  the  blafl,  in  vain  we  hope     540 
The  tender  plant  iliculd  rear  its  blooming  head, 
Or  yield  the  harveft  promis'd  in  its  fpring. 
Nor  yet  will  every  foil  with  equal  ftores 
Repay  the  tiller's  labour  ;  or  Zittend 
His  will,  obfequious,  whether  to  produce 
The  ohve  or  the  laurel.     Difl"erent  minds 
Incline  to  different  objctSs  :  one  purfues 
*!  he  vufl  alone,  the  wonderful,  the  wild  ; 
Another  Cghs for  harmony,  and  grace,  549 

And  gentleil  beauty.  Hence  v.'hen  lightning  fires 
The  arcii  of  heaven,  and  thunders  rock  the  ground, 
VTben  furious  whirlwinds  rend  the  howling  air, 


And  ocean,  groaning  from  its  lowefl  bed, 
Heaves  his  tempeftuous  billows  to  the  (ky ; 
Amid  the  mighty  uproar,  while  below 
The  nations  tremble,  Shakfpeare  looks  abroad 
From  fome  high  clifF,  fuperior,  and  enjoys 
The  elemental  war.     But  Waller  longs, 
All  on  the  margin  of  fome  flowery  ftream 
To  fpread  his  carelefs  limbs  amid  the  cool         360 
Of  plantane  (hades,  and  to  the  liftening  deer 
The  tale  of  flighted  vows  and  love's  difdain 
Refound  foft-warbling  all  the  live-long  day  : 
Confenting  Zephyr  fighs ;  the  weeping  rill 
Joins  in  his  plaint,  melodious ;  mute  the  groves  ; 
And  hill  and  dale  with  all  their  echoes  mourn. 
Such  and  lb  various  are  the  taftes  of  men.     [fongs 
Oh  !  bleft  of  heaven,  whom  not   the   languid 
Of  luxury,  the  Syren  !  not  the  bribes 
Of  fordid  wealth,  nor  all  the  gaudy  fpoils        570 
Of  pageant  honour  can  feduce  tn  leave 
Thofc  ever-blooming  ivveets,  which  from  the  ilore 
Of  nature  fairimagination  culls 
To  charm  the  enliven'd  foul !   What  though  not  all 
Of  mortal  offspring  caii  attain  the  heights 
Of  envied  life  ;   though  only  few  poflefs 
Patrician  treafures  or  imperial  ftate  ; 
Yet  nature's  care,  to  all  her  children  juft, 
With  richer  treafures  and  an  ampler  ftatc, 
Indows  at  large  whatever  happy  man  5S0 

Will  deign  to  ufe  them.     His  the  <:ity's  pomp, 
The  rural  honours  his.     V/hate'er  adorns 
The  princely  dome,  the  column  and  the  arch. 
The  breathing  marbles  and  the  fculptur'd  gold, 
Beyond  the  proud  polTelTor's  narrow  claim 
His  tuneful  breaft  enjoys.     For  him,  the  fpring 
Diftils  her  dews,  and  from  the  fiiken  <rem 
Its  lucid  leaves  unfolds :   for  him,   the  hand 
Of  auti;mn  tinges  every  fertile  branch  58J 

With  blooming  gold  and  blulhes  like  the  morn. 
Each  pafiing  hour  flieds  tribute  from  her  wings ; 
And  ftiil  new  beauties  meet  his, lonely  walk, 
And  loves  unfelt  attradl  him.     Not  a  breeze 
Flics  o'er  the  meadow,  not  a  cloud  imbibes 
The  fetting  fun's  effulgence,  not  a  ftrain 
From  all  the  tenants  of  the  warbling  (hade 
Afcends,  but  whence  his  bofom  can  partake 
Frefh  plcafure,  unreprov'd.     Nor  thence  partakes 
Frefli  pleafure  only:  for  the  attentive  mind. 
By  this  harmonious  adlion  on  her  powers  6od 

Becomes  herfelf  harmonious  :  wont  fo  oft 
In  outward  things  to  meditate  the  charm 
Of  facred  order,  foon  flie  feeks  at  home 
To  find  a  kindred  order,   to  exert 
Within  herfelf  this  elegance  of  love. 
This  fair  infpir'd  delight :  licr  temper'd  powers 
Refine  at  kngtli,  and  every  pafllon  wears 
A  chaffer,  milder,  more  attraAive  mien. 
But  if  to  ampler  profpedls,  if  to  gaze 
On  nature's  form,  where  negligent  of  all  6ro 

Thefe  lefler  graces,  flie  affumes  the  port 
Of  that  eternal  majelly  that  weigh'd 
The  world's  foundations,  if  to  ihcic  the  mind 
Exalts  her  daring  eye  ;  then  mightier  far  , 
Will  be  the  change,  and  nobler.    Would  he  forms 
Of  fervile  cuftom  cramp  her  generous  power  i 
Would  fordid  policies,  the  barbarous  growth 
')i  ignoranc -'  and  rapine,  bow  her  down 
To  tame  purfuits,  lo  indolence  and  fear? 
Lo  :  (he  appeals  to  nature,  to  the  winds  62c 
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And  rolling  waves,  the  fun's  unwearied  courfe, 
The  elements  and  feafons :  all  declare 
For  what  the  eternal  maker  has  ordain'd 
The  powers  of  man  :  we  feel  within  ourfelves 
His  energy  divine  :  he  tells  the  heart. 
He  meant,  he  mad"  us  to  behold  and  Icve 
What  he  beholds  and  loves,  the  general  orb 


Of  life  and  being ;  to  be  great  like  him, 

Esneficent  and  adlive.    Thus  the  men 

Whom  nature's  works  can  charm,  with  God  him- 

felf 
Hold  converfe  ;  grow  familiar,  day  by  day,     651 
With  his  conceptions  a<Sl  upon  his  plan  ; 
And  form  to  his,  the  relilh  of  their  fouls. 


NOTES  ON  THE  THREE  BOOKS  OF  THE  PLEASURES  OF 
IMAGINATION. 


NOTES  ON  BOOK  I. 

V  ER.  154.  Say,  ivLiy  ivas  man,  &C.]  In  apolo- 
gizing for  the  frequent  negligences  of  the  fu- 
blimeft  authors  of  Greece,  "  Thofe  godlike  ge- 
niufes,"  fays  Longinus,  "  were  well  allured,  that 
"  nature  had  not  intended  man  for  a  low-fpirited 
«  or  ignoble  being :  but  bringing  us  into  life  and 
"  the  midft  of  this  vride  univerfe,  as  before  amul- 
"  titude  affembled  at  fome  heroic  folemnity,  that 
"  we  might  be  fpc6lators  of  all  her  magnificence, 
"  and  candidates  high  in  emulation  for  the  prize 
♦'  of  glory ;  Ihe  has  therefore  implanted  in  our 
"  fouls  an  inextinguifhable  love  of  every  thing 
"  great  and  exalted,  of  every  thing  which  appears 
«'  divine  beyond  our  comprehenfion.  Whence  it 
"  comes  to  pafs,  that  even  the  whole  world  is  not 
"  an  objeA  fufficient  for  the  depth  and  rapidity  of 
"  human  imagination,  which  often  fallies  forth 
"  beyond  the  limits  of  all  that  furrounds  us.  Let 
«  any  man  caft  his  eye  through  the  whole  circle 
"  of  our  exiflence,  and  coafider  how  efpecially  it 
«  abounds  in  excellent  and  grand  objects  ;  he  will 
•'  foon  acknowledge  for  what  enjoyments  and 
"  purfuits  we  were  deilined.  Thus  by  the  very 
<'  propenfity  of  nature  we  are  led  to  admire,  not 
"  little  fprings  or  fhallow  rivulets,  however  clear 
«  and  delicious,  but  the  Nile,  the  Rhine,  the  Da- 
<'  nube,  and,  mucli  more  than  ail,  the  Ocean,  &c." 
Dlonyf.  l^ongin.  dc  SuhlLm.  §  xxiv. 

Ver.  202.  The  empyreal  luajie.']  "  Ne  fe  p_CUt-il 
«'  point  qu'il  y  a  un  grand  efpace  au  dela  de  la 
«  region  des  etoiles  ?  Que  fe  foit  le  ciel  empyree, 
"  ou  non,  toujours  cet  t;fpace  immenfe  qui  envi- 
"  ronne  toute  cette  region,  pourra  etre  rempli  de 
"  bonheur  &  de  gloire.  II  pourra  etre  congu  com- 
•'  me  I'ocean,  ou  fc  redent  les  flueves  de  toutes  les 
«'  creatures  bienheureufes,  quand  elles  feront  ve- 
"  nues  a  leur  perfeftion  dans  le  fyftemc  des  etoi- 
♦'  les."  Leibnitz  dans  laTheodicee,  part.  i.  §.  19. 
Ver.  204.  Whofe  nnjad'nig  light,  &c.]  It  Was  a 
notion  of  tlie  great  Mr.  Huygens,  that  there  may 
be  fixed  liars  at  fuch  a  diftance  from  our  folar 
fyftem,  as  that  their  light  Ihould  not  have  had 
time  to  reach  us,  even  from  the  creation  of  the 
world  to  this  day. 

Ver.  234.  the  negUB 

Of  all  familiar  piofpeSis,  &c.  It  is  here 
faid,  that  in  confequence  of  the  love  of  novelty, 
objects  whicii  at  firll  were  highly  delightful  to  the 
niiud,  lofe  that  efFe6t  by  lepeated  attention  to 
them.    But  the  inllance  of  habit  is  oppofed  to  this 


obfervation;  for  there,  objeds  at  firll  difiafleful 
are  in  time  rendered  entirely  agreeable  by  repeated 
attention. 

The  difficulty  in  this  cafe  will  be  removed.  If 
we  confider,  that,  when  objeifts  at  firft  agreeable, 
lofe  that  influence  by  frequently  recurring,  the 
mind  is  wholly /a^w,  and  the  preception  involun- 
tary ;  but  habit,  on  the  other  hand,  generally  fup- 
pofes  chciice  and  aHivity  accompanying  it ;  fo  that 
the  pleafure  arifes  here  not  from  the  objcdl,  but 
from  the  mind's  cc-ifious  determination  of  its  own 
activity ;  and  confequently  increafcs  in  proportion 
to  the  frequency  of  that  determination. 

It  will  liill  be  urged  perhaps,  that  a  familiarity 
with  difagreeable  objcifts  renders  them  at  length 
acceptable,  even  where  there  is  no  room  for  the 
mind  to  refilve  or  a^  at  all.  In  this  cafe,  the  ap- 
pearance muft  be  accounted  for,  one  of  thefe  ways; 

The  pleafure  from  habit  may  be  merely  nega- 
tive. The  obje(5l  at  firll  gave  uneafinefs  ;  this  un- 
eafmefs  gradually  wears  off  as  the  objefl  grows  fa- 
miliar ;  and  the  mind,  finding  it  at  lad  entirely- 
removed,  reckons  its  fituation  really  pleafurable, 
compared  with  what  it  had  experienced  before. 

The  difiike  conceived  of  the  objefSl  at  firft, 
might  be  ov.'ing  to  prejudice  or  want  of  attention. 
Confequently  the  mind,  being  necefiitated  to  re- 
view it  often,  may  at  length  perceive  its  own  mif- 
take,  and  be  reconciled  to  what  it  had  looked  on 
with  averfion.  In  which  cafe,  a  fort  of  inflindiv? 
juftice  naturally  leads  it  to  make  amends  for  the 
injury,  by  running  toward  the  other  extreme  of 
fondnefs  and  attachment. 

Or  laftly,  though  the  objetSl  itfelf  fliould  always 
continue  difagreeable,  yet  circumllances  of  plea- 
fure or  good  fortune  may  occur  along  with  it. 
Thus  an  affociation  may  arife  in  the  mind,  and  the 
object  never  be  remembered  without  thofe  pleat- 
ing circumllances  attending  it ;  by  which  means 
the  difagreeable  impreflion  which  it  at  firll  occa« 
fioned  will  in  time  be  quite  obliterated. 

Ver.  240.  this  defire 

Ofohje£ts  new  and  ftrange J     Thefe 

two  ideas  are  often  confounded;  though  it  is  evi- 
dent the  mere  novelty  of  an  objeiSl  makes  it  agree- 
able, even  where  the  mind  is  notaffedled  with  the 
leall  degiee  of  wonder  :  whereas  •zvond,-r  indeed  al- 
ways implies  novelty,  being  never  excited  by  com- 
mon or  well-known  appearances.  But  the  plea- 
fure in  both  cafes  is  explicable  from  the  fame  final 
caufe,the  ac^uifition  of  knowledge  and  enlargement 
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of  our  views  of  nanire  :  on  this  account,  it  is  na- 
tural to  treat  of  theni  together. 

Ver.  '?74-  -  Truth  and  good  are  one. 

And  beauty  dwells  in  tbcm,  &c.]  "  Do 
*  you  imagine,"  faysSocrates  to  Ariftippus,  "  that 
«  what  is  good  is  not  beautiful  ?  Have  you  not 
«'  obferved  that  thefe  appearances  always  coin- 
«'  cide  ?  Virtue,  for  inftauce,  in  the  fame  refpedl 
*<  as  to  which  we  call  it  good,  is  ever  acknow- 
«'  ledged  to  be  beautiful  alfo.  In  the  characters 
"  of  men  we  always  *join  the  two  denominations 
"  together.  The  beauty  of  human  bodies  cor- 
*'  reiponds,  in  like  manner,  with  that  economy  of 
"  parts  which  conftitutes  them  good  ;  and  in  every 
"  circumflance  of  hie,  the  fameobjecl  is  conftant- 
«  ly  accounted  both  beautiful  and  good,  inafmuch 
"  as  it  anfwers  the  purpofes  for  wliich  it  was  de- 
"  figned."  Xenophont.  Memorab.  Socrat.  1.  iii. 
c.  8. 

This  excellent  obfervation  has  been  illuflrated 
and  extended  by  the  noble  reftorer  of  ancient  phi- 
lofphy  ;  fe  the  Cbaraacriftus,  vol.  ii.  p.  339  and 
4:2,  and  vol.  iii.  p.  181.  And  another  ingenious 
author  has  particularly  fhown,  that  it  holds  in  the 
general  laws  of  nature,  in  the  works  of  art,  and 
the  condudl:  of  the  fciences.  Inquiry  into  the  origin- 
el  of  our  ideas  of  beauty  and -virtue.  Treat,  i.  §  8.  As 
to  the  conne(51ion  between  beauty  and  truio,  there 
are  two  opinions  concerning  it.  Some  philofo- 
phers  aflert  an  independent  and  invariable  law  in 
nature,  in  confequence  of  which  "  all  rational  be- 
"  ings  muft  alike  perceive  beauty  in  fome  certain 
«'  proportions,  and  deformity  in  the  contrary." 
And  this  neceflity  being  fuppofed  the  fame  with 
that  which  commands  the  altent  or  diffent  of  the 
imderftanding,  it  follows  of  courfe  that  beauty  is 
founded  on  the  univerfal  and  unchangeable  law 
X)i  truth. 

But  others  there  are,  who  believe  beauty  to  be 
merely  a  relative  and  arbitrary  thing ;  that  indeed 
it  was  a  benevolent  provifion  in  nature  to  annex 
fo  delightful  a  fenfation  to  thofe  obje(51:s  which  are 
iefi  and  mof  perfci  inthewfel-ves,  that  fo  wc  might  be 
engaged  to  the  choice  of  thtm  at  once  and  v/ith- 
out  flaying  to  infer  their  uffilnfs  from  their 
flrudlure  and  efTeds ;  but  that  it  is  not  imporiible, 
in  a  phyfical  fenfe,  that  two  beings,  of  equal  ca- 
pacities for  truth,  fhould  perceive,  one  of  them 
beauty  and  the  other  deformity,  in  the  fame  propor- 
tions. And  upon  this  fuppofition,  by  that  truth 
which  is  always  connected  with  icouty,  nothing 
more  can  be  meant  than  the  conformity  of  any 
objed:  to  thofe  proportions  upon  which,  after  care- 
ful examination,  the  beauty  of  that  fpccies  is  found 
to  depend.  Polycletus,  for  inilance,  a  famous  an- 
cient fculptor,  from  an  accurate  meafuration  of 
the  fcvcral  parts  of  the  moll  perfecl  human  bo- 
dies, d.'duced  a  canon  or  fyllem  of  proportions, 
■which  was  the  rule  of  all  fuccceding  artifls.  Sup- 
pofe  a  flatue  modelled  according  to  tliis :  a  man 
of  mere  natural  tafte,  upon  looking  at  it,  without 
entering  into  its  proportions,  confenes  and  admires 
its  heaut-^ ;  whercas  a  profefTor  of  the  art  applies 
his  mea'fure  to  the  head,  the  neck,  or  the  hand, 
and,  without  attending  to  its  beauty,  pronounces 
the  workmanfbip  to  he  Jujl  and  true. 

*  This  the  Athenians  did  in  a  particular  man- 
pcr,  by  the  word  ^fK/.oxxfcfi},  ncthonufxCur. 


Ver.  49a  As  Tt'/'fw  Brutus  rof,  &c.]  Cicero  hinifcif 
defcribes  this  fad: — "  Ca:f-re  interfcclo — flatim, 
"  cruentum  alte  extollens  M.  Brutus  pugionem, 
"  Ciceronem  nominatim  exclamavit,  atque  ei  re- 
"  cuperatam  libertateni  efl  gratulatus."  Cic.  Phi- 
lipp.  ii.  12. 

Ver.  548.  Where  'virtue  riftngfrom  the  aiiful dejitb 
Of  truths  TTtyferious  bcfom,  &C.]  Accord- 
ing to  the  opinion  of  thofe  who  alfert  moral  obliga- 
tion to  be  founded  on  an  immutable  and  univerfal 
law ;  and  that  which  is  ufually  called  the  moral  fenfe, 
to  be  determined  by  the  peculiar  temper  of  the 
imagination  and  the  earlieft  affociations  of  ideas. 

Ver.  591.  LyccumP\  The  fchool  of  Arillotle. 

Ver.  593.  Academus^  The  fchool  of  Plato. 

Ver.  594.  Ilyjfus.']  One  of  the  rivers  on  which 
Athens  was  fuuated.  Plato,  in  fome  of  his  fineft 
dialogues,  lays  the  fcene  of  converlation  with  So- 
crates on  its  banks. 

NOTES  ON  BOOK  II. 

Ver.  19.  Atlafl  the  niuf-s  rofe,  &c.]  About  the 
age  of  Hugh  Capet,  founder  of  the  third  race  of 
French  kings,  the  poets  of  Provence  were  in  high 
reputation ;  a  fort  of  ftrolling  bards  or  rahpfodills, 
who  went  about  the  courts  of  princes  and  noble- 
men, entertaining  them  at  fellivals  with  mnfic  and 
poetry,  l^'iey  attempted  both  the  epic,  ode,  and 
fatire  ;  and  abounded  in  a  wild  and  fantaftic  vein 
of  fable,  partly  allegorical,  and  partly  foimded  on 
traditionary  legends  of  the  Saracen  wars.  Thefe 
were  the  rudiments  of  Italian  poetry.  But  their 
tafle  and  compofition  muft  have  been  extremely 
barbarous,  as  we  may  judge  by  thofe  who  follow- 
ed the  turn  of  their  fable  in  much  politer  times ; 
fuch  as  Boiardo,  Bernardo,  Taffo,  Afioflo,  &c. 

Ver.  21.  Vdlclufi^  The  famous  retreat  of  Fran- 
cifco  Petrarcha,  the  fath.er  of  Italian  poetry,  and 
his  miftrefs  Laura,  a  lady  of  Avignon. 

Ver.  22.  Arno.]  The  river  which  runs  by  Flo- 
rence, the  birth-place  of  Dante  and  Eoccacio. 

Ver.  23.  Fartheiwpe^  Or  Naples,  the  birth-place 
of  Sannazarro.  The  great  Torquato  TalTo  was 
born  at  Sorrento,  in  the  kingdom  of  Naples. 

Ibid.  the  rage 

Of  dire  a7nliiion,  &c.]  This  relates  to  the 
cruel  wars  among  the  republics  of  Italy,  and  abo- 
minable politics  of  its  little  princes,  about  the  fif- 
teenth century.  Thefe  at  lafl,  in  conjundion  with 
the  Papal  power,  entirely  extinguilhed  the  fpirit 
of  liberty  in  that  country,  and  eflablifhed  tha- 
abufe  of  the  fine  arts  which  has  been  fince  propa- 
gated over  all  Europe. 

Ver.  30.  Thus  from  their  gnardiatts  fern,  tf-e  terder 
arts,  &c.]  Nor  were  they  only  lofers  by  the  repa- 
ration. For  philofophy  itfelf,  to  ufe  the  words  of 
a  noble  philofcpher,  "  being  thus  fevered  by  the 
"  fprightly  arts  and  fcicnccs,  muft  confequently 
"  grow  dronifh,  infipid,  pedantic,  ufelefs,  and  di- 
"  reilily  cppolite  to  the  real  knowledge  and  prac- 
"  tice  of  the  world."  Infijmuch  that  "  a  gentle- 
"  ninn,"  lays  another  excellent  writer,  "  cannot 
"  eafily  bring  himfelf  to  like  fo  aufl^ere  and  un- 
"  gainly  a  form  :  fo  greatly  is  it  changed  frons 
"  wiiat  was  once  the  delight  of  the  fineft  gentle- 
"  men  of  antiquity,  and  their  recreation  after  the 
"  hurry  of  public  affairs!"  From  this  condition 
it  cannot  he  recovered  but  by  uniting  it  once  more 
with  the  •v^orks  of  imagination ;  and  v/e  have  had 
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tjie  plcafure  of  obferving  a  very  great  porgrefs 
made  towai"ds  their  union  in  England  within  thefe 
few  years,  it  is  hardly  poflible  to  conceive  them 
at  a  greater  diftance  from  each  oih.r  than  at  the 
Revolution,  wiien  Locke  flood  at  the  he*d  of  one 
party,  and  Dryden  of  tl»e  other.  But  the  general 
Ipirit  of  liberty,  which  has  ever  finte  been  grow- 
ing, naturally  invited  our  men  of  wit  and  genius 
to  imj)r6ve  tliut  influence  which  the  arts  of  pcr- 
luafion  gave  thsni  with  the  people,  by  applying 
them  to  fubjedts  of  importance  to  fociety.  I'hus 
poetry  and  eloquence  became  conlldcrablc  ;  atid 
phiioiophy  is  now  of  courfe  obliged  to  borrow  of 
their  embellifhments,  in  order  even  to  gain  au- 
dience vvith  the  public.  ... 

■  Ver.  157.  From  PaJJlan's  poiuer  alone,  ,&C,]  This 
very  myfterious  kind  of  pleafure,.  which  is  often 
found  in  the  exercife  of  pallions  generally  counted 
painful,  has  been  taken  notice  of  by  fcveial  au- 
thors.    Lucretius  refolves  it  into  felf-love  . 

"  cSuave  Mari  magno,"  &c.  lib.  ii.  i. 
As  if  a  man  was  never  piealed  in  being  moved  at 
the  diftrefs  of  a  tragedy,  without  a  cool  refieiSlion 
that  though  thefe  ficftitiotis  perfonages  were  fo  un- 
happy, yet  he  bimfelf  was  perfecS:ly  at  eafe  and  in 
fafety.  I'he  ingenious  au'ior  of  the  ReJleSlicni 
critiques  fur  la  poefie  \S  fdr  la  peititure^  accounts  for 
it  by  the  general  delight  which  the  mind  takes  in 
its  own  aitivityj  and  the  abhorrence  it  feels'  of  an 
indolent  and  inattentive  flate  :  and  tliis,  joined 
with  tlie  moral  approbation  of  its  own  temper, 
which  attends  thefe  emotiens  when  natural  and 
jufl,  is  certainly  the  true  foundation  of  the  plea- 
iure,  which,  as  it  is  the  origin  and  bafis  of  tragedy 
dnd  epic,  defervcd  a  very  particular  confideratioli 
in  this  poem. 

'  Ver.  304.  Inhabitant  of  earth,  biZ?^  The  account 
of  the  eeonomy  of  Providence  here  introduced,  as 
the  niol!:  proper  to  calm  and  fatisfy  the  mind  when 
under  the  compunction  of  private  evils,  feems  to 
have  come  originally  from  the  Pythagorean  fchool : 
but  of  the  ancient  philufophcrs,  Plato  has  moft 
largely  infilled  upon  it,  ha<  eflabliihed  it  with  all 
the  il:rength  of  his  capacious  unJerftandi^ig,  and 
ennobled,  it  with  all  the  magnificence  of  his  divine 
imagination.  He  has.  one  pafTage  ib  full  and  clear 
on  this  head,  that  I  am  perfuaded  the  reader  vvill 
be  plcafed  to  fee  it  here,  though  fomewhat  long. 
Addreiling  himfelf  to  fuch  as  are  net  fatislied  con- 
cerning fJiviiie  Providence  :  "  The  being  who 
"  prelldes  over  the  whole,"  fays  he,  "  has  difpofed 
♦'  and  complicated  all  things  for  the  happinefs  and 
"  virtue  of  the  whole,  every  part  of  wliiyh,  ac- 
"  cording  to  the  extent  of  its  influence,  does  and 
"  fuffers  what  is  fit  and  psoper.  One  of  thefe 
♦'  parts  is  yours,  O-unhappy  man,  vvhich  though 
«'  in  itfelf  moft  inconfiderable  and  minute,  yet  be- 
•'  ing  connedted  with  tlie  univerle,  c%'er  feeks  to 
"  co-operate  with  thiit  fupreme  oFder.  You  in 
"  the  mean  ^ime  are  ignorant  of  the  very  end  for 
"  which  all  particular  natures  are  brought  into 
"  exiftence,  that  the  all-comprehending  nature  of 
"  the  whole  may  be  perfetft  and  happy ;  exifling 
«'  as  it  does,  not  for  your  fake,  but  the  caufe  and 
"  reafon  of  your  exiftenfc,  which,  as  in  the  fym- 
"  metry  of  every  artificial  work,  mufi:  of  neceliity 
"  concur  with  the. general  defign  of  the  artift,  and 
i«  be  fubfervient  tc  th?  \Yhole  of  •\vhich  it  is  a  r,drt. 
"    Vol.  IX. 


"  Your  complaint  therefore  is  ignorant  and 
"  groundlcfs ;  fince,  according  to  the  various 
"  energy  of  creation,  and  the  common  laws  of  na- 
"  turc,  there  is  a  conftant  provifion  of  that  which 
"  is  befh  at  the  fame  time  for  yon  and  for  the 
"  whole. — For  the  governing  intelligence  clearly 
"  beholding  all  the  actions  of  Animated  and  fclf- 
"  moving  creatures,  and  that  mixture  of  good  and 
"  evil  whitli  diverfifies  them,  coniidered  firll-  of 
"  ail  by  what  difpofition  of  things,  and  by  what 
"  iituation  of  each  individual  in  the  general  lyf- 
"  ism,  vice  might  be  depreffed  and  fuljducd,  and 
"  virtue  made  fecure  of  vidlory  and  happinefs, 
"  ^vithihegrcatelliaciiity.and  in  the  hightii degree 
"  poflible  :  In  this  manner  he  ordered  through  the 
"  en '•-ire  circle  of  being,  the  internal  conRitution 
"  of  every  mind,  where  Iliould  be  its  ftation  in  the 
"  univerfal  fabric,  and  through  what  variety  of 
"  circumflances  it  fhould  proceed  in  the  whole  te- 
"  nor  of  its  exiftence."  He  goes  on  in  his  fublime 
manner  to  aiTert  a  future  ftate  of  retribution,  "  a* 
"  well  for  thofc  who,  by  the  exercife.  of  good  dif- 
"  pofitions  being  harmonized  and  affimilated  isto 
"  the  divine  virf  e,  are  confequently  removed  to 
'*  a  place  of  imblemifhed  fanCUty  and  happinefs ; 
'■  as  of  thofe  who  by  the  moft  flagitious  arts 
"  have  rifen  from  contemptible  beginnings  to 
"  the  greateft  aSlueiice  and  power,  and  whom 
"  you  therefore  look  upon  as  unanfwerable  in- 
"  fiances  of  negligence  in  the  gods,  becaufe  you 
"  are  ignorant  of  the  purpofes  to  which  they  are 
"  fubfervient,  and  in  wliat  manner  they  contribute 
"  to  that  fuprem.e  intention  of  good  to  the  whole." 
Plato  de  Leg.  x.  16.   ,  . 

This  theory  has. been  delivered  of  late,  efpecial- 
ly  abroad,  in  a  manner  which  fubverts  the  freedom 
of  human  adtions;  whereas  Plato  appears  very 
careful  to  preferve  it,  and  has  been  in  that  refpedt 
Imitated  by  the  befi  of  his  followers. 

Ver.  3ZI.  one  might  rife. 

One  orda-,  &c.]     See  the  Medita- 
tions of  Antoninus,  and  the  Characleriftics,  pafiim. 

Vtr.  3\5.  The  kji  and  fainft,  &ic.'\  This  opi- 
nion is  fo  old,  that  Timotheus  Locrus  calls  the 
Supremo  Being  or.^t^fyof  r«  ^jXr-'oncf,  "  the  arti- 
"  ficcr  of  that  which  is  bcft  ;"  and  reprefents  him 
as  refolving  in  the  beginning  to  produce  the  moft 
excellent  work,  and  as  copying  the  world  moft  ex- 
actly from  his  own  intelligible  and  efientlal  idea  ; 
"  fo  that  it  yet  remains,  as  it  was  at  firft,  perfe(ft 
"  in  beauty,  and  will  never  ftand  in  need  of  any 
"  corre6tion  or  improvement."  There  can  be  no- 
room  for  a  caution  here,  to  underP  and  the  expref- 
fions,  not  of  any  particular  circumftancesof  human 
life  feparately  coufidercd,  but  of  the  fum  or  uni- 
verfal fyftem  of  life  and  being.  See  alfo  the  vifion 
at  the  end  of  the  I'heodicee  of  Leibnitz. 

Ver.  350.  AsfliimeafcenJs,&cc.'\  This  opinion, 
though  not  held  by  Plato  nor  any  of  the  ancients, 
is  yet  a  very  natural  confequence  of  his  principles. 
But  the  difquifition  is  too  complex  and  extenfive 
to  be  entered  upo»  here. 

Ver.  755.  Philip.']  The  Macedonian. 

NOTES  ON  BOOK  III. 
Ver.  18.  ——'where  the  poivers  ._' ,. 

0/funcy,  &t  ]    The  ijofluenge  of  the  inja^ 
3fi 
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gination  on  the  conduct  of  life,  is  one  of  the  moft 
important  points  in  moral  philofophy.     It  were 
cafy  by  an  induiflion  of  fadls  to  prove  that  the 
imagination    diredls  alniofl  all  the  paflions,  and 
mixes  with  almoft  every  circumftance  of  aAion  or 
pleafiire.     Let  any  man,  even  of  the  coldefl  head 
and  fobereft  induflry,  analyze  the  idea  of  what  he 
calls   his  intereft;    he   will   find   that   it   confifts 
chiefly  of  certain  degrees  of  decency,  beauty,  and 
order,  varioufly  combined   into   one   fyftem,  the 
idol  which  he  feeks  to  enjoy  by  labour,  hazard, 
and  felf-denial.     It  is  on  this  account  of  the   laft 
confequence  to  regulate  thefe  images  by  the  fland- 
ard  of  nature  and  the  general  good  ;  otherwife  the 
imagination,  by  heightening  fome  objects  beyond 
their  real  excellence  and  beauty,  or  by  reprefent- 
ing  others  in  a  more  odious  or  terrible  fhape  than 
they  deferve,  may  of  courfe  engage  us  in  purfuits 
utterly  inconfiftent  with  the  moral  order  of  things. 
If  it  be  objefted  that  this  account  of  things  fup- 
pofes  the  paflions  to  be  merely  accidental,  whereas 
there  appears  in  fome  a  natural  and  hereditary  dif- 
pofition  to  certain  paflions  prior  to  all  circumfian- 
ces  of  education  or  fortune  ;  it  may  be  anfwered, 
that  though  no  man  is  born  ambitious  or  a  m^fer,  yet 
he  may  inherit  from  his  parents  a  peculiar  temper 
or   complexion  of  mind,  which  fhall  render  his 
imagination  more  liable  to  be  flruck  with  fome 
particular  objeds,   confequently    difpofe   him    to 
form  opinions  of  good  and  ill,  and  entertain  paf- 
iions  of  a  particular  turn.     Some   men,  for  in- 
ilance,  by  the  original  frauie  of  their  minds,  are 
more  delighted  with  the  vafl   and   magnificent, 
others  on  the  contrary,  with  the  elegant  and  gentle 
afpecfts   of  nature.     And  it  is  veiy  remarkable, 
that  the  difpofition  of  the  moral  powers  is  always 
iimilar  to  this  of  the  imagination ;  that  thofe  who 
are  moft  inclined  to  admire  prodigious  and  fub- 
lime  objeifls  in  the  phyfical  world,  are  alfo  moft 
inclined  to  applaud  examples  of  fortitude  and  he- 
roic virtue  in  the  moral.     While   thofe  who  are 
charmed  rather  with  the  ,-fe/ica  y  and  fiveetnefs  of 
colours,  and  forms,  and  founds,  never  fail  in  like 
m^inner  to  yield  the  preference  to  the  fofter  fcenes 
of  virtue  and  the  fympachies  of  a  dcmeftic  life. 
And  this  is  fufticient  to  account  for  the  objedlion. 
Among   the   ancient  philofopliers,  though  we 
have  feveral  hints  concerning  this  influence  of  the 
imagination  upon  morals  among  the  remains  of  the 
Socratic  fchool,  yet  the  Stoics  were  the  firft  who 
paid   it   a   due   attention.     Zeno,  their  founder, 
thought  it  impofTible  to  prefervc  any  tolerable  re- 
fjularity    in    life,    without   frequently   infpedting 
tliofe  pidures  or  appearances  of  things,  which  the 
imaginadon  offers  to  the  mind   (Diog.  Laert.  1. 
vii.)     The  meditations  of  M.  Aurelius,  and  the 
difcourfes  of  Epicietus,  are  full  of  the  fame  fcnti- 
ment ;  infomuch  that  the  latter  makes  the  X^S<r/y 
e/V,  ii7  ipayJKcriSir,  or  "  right  management  of  the 
"  fancies,"  the  only  thing  for  which  we  are  ac- 
countable to  Providence,  and  without  which  a  man 
is  no  other  than  ftupid  or  fra.ntic.     Arrian.  1.  i.  c. 
I  a.   &  1.  ii.  c.  22.     See  alfo  the  Cha'-a6terift!Cs, 
vol.  i.  from  p.  31.,.  to  321.    where  thi.'s  Stoical 
do<5>r!ne  is  embellifhed  with  all  the  elegance  and 
gra  es  of  Pla  o. 

Vtr.  75. — .' o%¥  /ally's  atvi-ward arts,  &c.]      Not- 
■withftanding  th.  general  influenc;  of  riu'i.u.e  on 


private  and  civil  life,  as  well  a?  on  learning  arid 
the  fciences,  it  has  been  almoft  conft^ntly  neglect- 
ed or  mifreprefented  by  divines  efpecially.  The 
manner  of  treating  thefe  fubjedls  in  the  fcience  of 
human  nature,  ftiould  be  precifely  the  fame  as  in 
natural  philofophy ;  from  particular  faAs  to  in- 
veftigate  the  ftated  order  in  which  they  appear, 
and  then  apply  the  general  law,  thus  difcovered, 
to  the  exphcation  of  other  appearances  and  the  im- 
provement of  ufeful  arts. 

Ver.  84.  Behold  theforemoji  band,  &C.]  The  firft 
and  moft  general  fource  of  ridicule  in  the  charac- 
ters of  men,  is  vanity,  or  felf-applaufe  for  fome 
defirable  quality  or  pofl'eflion  which  evidently  does 
not  belong  to  thofe  who  afTume  it. 

Ver.  121.  Then  comes  the  fecond  order,  &C.]  Ri- 
dicule from  the  fame  vanity,  where,  though  the 
poffeflion  be  real,  yet  no  merit  can  arife  from  it 
becaufe  of  fome  particular  circumftances,  which, 
though  obvious  to  the  fpedtator,  are  yet  overlooked 
by  the  ridiculous  charadter. 

Ver.  152.  Another  tribe fucceeds,  &C.]  Ridicule, 
from  a  notion  of  excellence  in  particular  objects', 
difproportion'd  to  their  intrinfic  value,  and  incon- 
fiftent with  the  order  of  nature. 

Ver.  191.  But  ttoiu,ye  gay,  &c.]  Ridicule,  from 
a  notion  of  excellence,  when  the  object  is  abfo- 
lutely  odious  or  contemptible.  This  is  the  higheft 
degree  of  the  ridiculous ;  as  in  the  affec^tation  of 
difeafes  or  vices. 

Ver.  207.  Thus  far  triumphant,  &c.]  Ridicule 
from  falfe  ftiame  or  groundlefs  fear, 

Ver.  228.  Lajl  of  the,  &c.]  Ridicule  from  the 
ignorance  of  fuch  things  as  our  circumftances  re- 
quire us  to  know. 

Ver.  248. — Suffice  it  to  bavefaid,  &c.]  By  com- 
paring thefe  general  fources  of  ridicule  with  each 
other,  and  examining  the  ridiculous  in  other  ob- 
jedts,  we  may  obtain  a  general  definition  of  it, 
equally  applicable  to  every  fpecies.  The  moft 
important  circumftance  of  this  definition  is  laid 
down  in  the  lines  referred  to ;  but  others  more 
minute  we  fhall  fubjoin  here.  Ariftotle's  account 
of  the  matter  feems  both  imperfeeSt  and  falfe; 
T»  ykp  yiXaiov,  fays  he,  Wiv  uusi^nttU  t*  kxi 
cti<r^»i,  avxavvov  x.xi  a  (^^ccpliKOV :  "  the  ridicu- 
"  lous  is  fome  certain  fault  or  turpitude  without 
"  pain,  and  not  deftructive  to  its  fubjetft."  (Poet, 
c.  5.)  For,  allowing  it  to  be  true,  as  it  is  not,  that 
the  ridiculous  is  never  accompanied  with  pain, 
yet  we  might  produce  many  inftances  of  fuch  a 
fault  or  turpitude  which  cannot,  with  any  toler- 
able propriety,  be  called  ridiculous.  So  that  the 
definition  does  not  diftinguifti  the  thing  defigned. 
Nay  farther;  even  when  we  perceive  the  turpi- 
tude tending  to  the  deftru(5lion  of  its  fubje<5t,  we 
may  ftill  be  fenfible  of  a  ridiculous  appearance, 
till  the  ruin*  become  imminent,  and  the  keener 
fenfations  of  pity  or  terror  banifli  the  ludicrous 
apprehenfion  from  our  minds.  For  the  fenfatiou  - 
of  ridicule  is  not  a  bare  perception  of  the  agree- 
ment or  difagreement  of  ideas;  but  a  pafiion  or 
emotion  of  the  mind  confequential  to  that  per- 
ception. So  that  the  mind  may  perceive  the 
agreement  or  difagreement,  and  yet  not  feel  the 
ridiculous,  becaufe  it  is  engrofled  by  a  more  vio- 
lent eniotion.     Thus  it  happens  that  fome  men 
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tliin'-c  tKofe  obje(5ls  riflicjlous,  to  which  others 
cannot  endure  to  apply  the  name ;  beCaufe  in 
them  they  excite  a  much  intenier  and  more  im- 
portant feeling;.  And  this  difference,  among 
other  caufes,  has  brought  a  good  deal  of  confu- 
fion  into  this  queftion. 

"  That  which  makes  ohjedls  ridiculous,  is  fome 
"  ground  of  admiration  or  efleem  connected  with 
"  other  more  general  circumftances  comparatively 
"  worthlefs  or  deformed  ;  or  it  is  fome  circum- 
"  ftance  of  turpitude  or  deformity  conne<3:ed  with 
"  what  is  in  general  excellent  or  beautiful:  the 
"  inconfiftent  properties  exifting  either  in  the  ob- 
•'  jecTts  themfeives,  or  in  the  apprehenfion  of  the 
*'  perfon  to  whom  they  relate;  belonging  always 
"  to  the  fame  order  or  clafs  of  beings ;  imply  fen- 
"  timent  or  defign ;  and  exciting  no  acute  or 
•'  vehement  emotion  of  the  heart." 

To  prove  the  feveral  parts  of  this  definition  : 
"  The  appearance  of  cicellcnce  or  beauty  con- 
"  necSted  with  a  general  condition  comparatively 
*'  fordid  or  deformed,"  is  ridiculous:  for  inftance, 
pompous  pretenfions  of  wifdom  joined  with  igno- 
rance or  folly  in  the  Socrates  of  Ariftophanes ; 
and  the  oftentations  of  military  glory  with  cow- 
ardice and  ftupidity  in  the  Thrafo  of  Terence. 

"  The  appearance  of  deformity  or  turpitude  in 
"  conjundlion  with  what  is  in  general  excellent  or 
'-  venerable,"  is  aifo  ridiculous;  for  inftance,  the 
perfonal  weakneffes  of  a  magiflate  appearing  in 
the  folemn  and  public  fun-itions  of  his  itation. 

"  The  incongruous  properties  may  either  exlfc 
"  in  the  objc(Ss  themfeives,  or  in  apprehenfion 
"  of  the  perfon  to  whom  they  relate;"  m  the 
laft-mentioned  inftance,  they  both  exift  in  the 
objedls ;  in  the  inftances  from  Ariftophanes  and 
Terence,  one  of  them  is  objective  and  real,  the 
other  only  founded  in  the  apprehenfion  of  the  ri- 
diculous charafter. 

"  The  inconfiftent  properties  muft  belong  to 
"  the  fame  order  or  clafs  of  being."  A  coxcomb  S 
in  fine  clothes,  bedaubed  by  accident  in  foul 
weather,  is  a  ridiculous  objedl ;  becaufe  his  gene- 
ral apprehenfion  of  excellence  and  efteem  is  re- 
ferred to  the  fplendour  and  expence  of  his  drefs. 
A  man  of  fenfe  and  merit,  in  the  fam.e  circum- 
ftances,  is  not  counted  ridiculous  :  becaufe  the 
general  ground  of  excellence  and  efteem  in  him  is, 
both  in  fadt,  and  in  his  own  apprehenfion,  of  a 
very  different  fpecies. 

"  Every  ridiculous  object  implies  fentiment  or 
•'  defign."  A  column  placed  by  an  arcJiitect  with- 
out a  capital  or  bafe,  is  laughed  at :  the  fame  co- 
lumn in  a  ruin  caufes  a  very  different  fenfation. 

And  laftly,  "  t!ie  occurrence  niuil  excite  no 
"  acute  or  vehement  emotion  of  the  heart,"  fuch 
as  terror,  pity,  or  indignation ;  for  in  that  cafe,  as 
was  obi'erved  above,  the  mind  is  not  at  Icifure  to 
contemplate  the  ridiculous. 

Whether  any  appearance  not  ridiculous  be  in- 
volved in  this  defcription,  and  whecher  it  com- 
prehend every  fpecies  and  form  of  the  ridiculous, 
muft  be  determined  by  repeated  applications  of  it 
to  particular  inftances. 

Ver.  259.  yM  luefor  ivhat  fa\r  ei:d,  &c  ]  Since 
it  is  beyond  all  contradiiStion  evident  that  we  have 
a  natural  fenfe  or  feeling  of  the  ridiculous,  and 
fince  fo  good  a  reafon  may  be  aftig'ned  to  juftify 
ihe  Supreme  Being  for  bellowing  it ;  one  cabinet 


v/ithout  aftoniftiment  refledl  on  the  conduft  of 
thofe  men  v/ho  imagine  it  is  for  tiie  fervice  of  true 
religion  to  vilify  and  blacken  it  without  diftinc- 
tion,  and  endeavour  toperfuade  tis  that  it  is  never 
applied  but  in  a  bad  eaufe.  Ridicule  is  not  con- 
cerned wich  mere  fpeculative  truth  or  falfehood. 
It  is  not  in  abftrait  propofitions  or  theorems,  but 
in  acftlons  and  pafuons,  good  and  evil,  beauty  and 
deformity,  that  we  find  materials  for  it ;  and  all 
thefe  terms  are  relative,  implying  approbation  or 
blame.  To  alk  them  whether  ridLtt'.i:  be  a  teft  of 
truth,  is,  i'.i  other  words,  to  afk  whether  that 
which  is  ridiculous  can  be  morally  true,  can  be  jufl: 
and  becoming;  or  whether  that  which  is  juft  and 
becoming,  can  be  ridiculous.  A  qtieftion  that  does 
not  defcrve  a  ferious  anfwer.  For  it  is  raoft  evi- 
dent, that,  as  in  a  metaphyfical  propofition  of- 
fered to  the  underftanding  for  its  aflent,  the  fa- 
culty of  reafon  examines  the  terms  of  the  propo- 
fition, and  finding  one  idea,  which  was  fuppofed 
equal  to  another,  to  be  in  faiS  unequal,  of  confe- 
quence  rcjetfts  the  propofition  as  a  falfehood ;  fo, 
in  objeSs  offered  to  the  mind  for  its  efteem  or 
appla;;fe,  the  faculty  of  ridicule,  finding  an  incon- 
gruity in  the  claim,  urges  the  mind  to  reject  it 
with  laughter  and  contempt.  When,  therefore, 
we  obferve  fuch  a  claim  obtruded  upon  mankind, 
and  the  inconftftent  circumftances  carefully  con- 
cealed from  the  eye  of  the  public,  it  is  our  bufi- 
nefs,  if  the  matter  be  of  importance  to  focicty,  to 
drag  out  thofe  latent  circumftances,  and,  by  fet- 
ting  them  in  full  view,  to  convince  the  world  howr 
ridiculous  the  claim  is:  and  thus  a  double  advan- 
tage is  gained;  for  we  both  detect  the  moral  falfe- 
hood fooner  than  in  the  way  of  fpeculative  inquiry, 
and  impr^fs  the  minds  of  men  with  a  ftronger  fenic 
of  the  vanity  and  error  of  its  authors.  And  this, 
and  no  more,  is  meant  by  the  application  of  ridicule. 
But  it  is  fald,  the  praftice  is  dangerous,  and 
may  be  inconfiftent  with  the  regard  we  owe  to 
objedls  of  real  dignity  and  excellence.  I  anfwer, 
the  practice  fairly  managed  can  never  be  danger- 
ous; men  may  be  diftioiieft  in  obtaining  circum- 
ftances foreign  to  the  objeft,  and  v.'e  may  be  in- 
advertent in  allowing  thofe  •'circumftances  to  im- 
pofe  upon  us ;  but  the  fenfe  of  ridicule  always 
judges  right.  The  Socrates  of  Ariftophanes  is  as 
'truly  ridiculous  a  charadter  as  ever  was  drawn  :— 
True  ;  but  it  is  not  the  charadter  of  Socrates,  the 
divine  moralift  and  father  of  ancient  wifdom. 
What  then .'  did  the  ridicule  of  the  poet  hinder 
the  phiiofophcr  from  detailing  and  difclaiming 
thofe  foreign  circumftances  which  he  had  falfely 
introduced  into  his  characfler,  and  thus  rendered 
the  fatirift  doubly  ridiculous  in  his  turn  ?  No ; 
but  it  neverthelefs  had  an  ill  influence  on  the 
minds  of  the  people.  A.nd  fo  has  the  reafoning 
of  Spinoza  made  many  atheifts :  he  has  founded 
it  indeed  on  fuppofitions  utterly  falfe ;  but  .allow 
him  thefe,  and  his  conclufions  are  unavoidably 
true.  And  if  we  muft  rejed  the  ufe  of  ridicule, 
becaufe,  by  the  impofition  of  falfe  circumftances, 
things  may  be  made  to  feem  ridiculous,  which 
are  not  fo  in  themfeives ;  why  we  ought  not  in 
the  fame  manner  to  reje(St  the  ufe  of  reafon,  be- 
caufe. by  proceeding  on  falfe  principles,  conclu- 
fions will  appear  true  which  are  impoflible  in  na- 
ture, let  the  vehement  and  obftinate  declainier.=! 
againit  lidicule  determine. 

3  B  ij 
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Ver.  z8,?.  77'<f  'vns^rcjffoe  fiinblance,  &c;]  This 
iimilitude  is  ths  foundation  of  alnioft  all  the  orna- 
ments of  poetic  didl:ion. 

Ver.  326.  Tiva  faithful  needles,  8<.<:.'\  See  the  ele- 
gant poem  recited  by  Cardinal  Bcmbo  in  the  cha- 
racfter  of  Lucretius ;  Strada  Proluf.  vi.  Acad.  2.  c.  vT 
Ver.  34?-  By  theft-  myflcrious  ftcs,  &c  ]  The  adi 
of  remembering  feems  almofc  wlioUy  to  depend 
on  the  affoclation  of  ideas. 

.  Ver.  411.  I/ito  its  firoj>er -vih/cle,  Sic]  This  relates 
to  the  diiFerent  forts  of  corporeal  mediums,  by 
■which  the  ideas  of  the  artifts  are  rendered  palpable 
to  the  fenfes ;  as  by  found5,*in  mufic  :  by  Imes  and 
ihadows,  in  painting ;  by  didlion  in  poetry,  &c. 

Ver.  547.  One  purfucs 

The  "vafl  alone,  <Scc.]  See  the  note  to 
ver.  18.  of  this  book. 

Ver.  558.    Waller  longs,  &LC.] 
"  O  !  how  I  long  my  carelefs  limbs  to  lay 
"  Under  the  p'antane  fhade  ;  and  all  ihe  day 
"  With  amorous  airs  my  fancy  entertain,  &c." 
Waller,  Battle  of  the  Siimmer-Iflands,  Canto  I. 
And  again, 

.    "  While  in  the  park  I  (Ing,  the  liftening  deer 
"  Attend  my  paCion,  and  for;jet  to  fear,  &c." 
At  Pens-hurft, 


yt:r.  593.  Not  a  breeze,  &c.}  That  this  accouit 
may  not  appear  ratJier  poetically  extravagant  than 
juft  in  philofophy,  it  may  be  proper  to  produce 
the  fentiment  of  one  of  the  greateft,  wifell,  and 
bell  of  men  on  this  head ;  one  fo  lif.le  to  be  ful- 
pedted  of  partiality  in  the  cafe,  that  he  reckons  it 
among  thofe  favouis  for  which  he  was  efpecially 
thankful  to  the  j.ods,  that  they  had  not  iuft'ered 
him  to  make  an)  great  profHciency  in  the  arts  of 
eloquence  and  potriry,  left  by  that  means  he  ihould 
have  been  diverted  from  purfuits  of  more  import- 
ance to  his  high  ftation.  Speaking  of  the  beauty 
of  univerfai  nature,  he  obferves,  that  "  there  is  a 
"  pleafing  and  graceful  afpedl  in  every  obje6l  we 
"  perceive,"'  when  once  we  confider  its  connec- 
tion with  that  general  order.  He  inftances  in 
man  y  things  which  at  firft  fight  vould  be  thought 
rather  deformities ;  and  then  adds,  "  that  a  man 
"  who  enjoys  a  fenfibility  of  temper  with  a  juft 
"  comprehenfion  of  the  univerfai  order — will  d't[^ 
"  cern  many  amiable  things,  not  credible  to  every 
"  mind,  but  to  thofe  alone  who  have  entered  into 
"  an  honourable  familiarity  with  nature  and  her 
''  works."  M.  Antonin.  iii.  2. 


THE  PLEASURES  OF  THE  IMAGINATION; 


A    P  O  E  M, 


THE  GEMERAL  ARGUMENT. 


The  pleafures  of  the  imagination  proceed  cither  from  natural  cbjedrs,  as  from  a  flourifhing  grove,  n 
clear  and  murmuring  fountain,  a  calm  fca  by  moon  light ;  or  from  works  of  art,  fuch  as  a  noble 
edifice,  a  mufical  tune,  a  llatue,  a  pidlure,  a  poem.  In  treating  of  thefe  pleafures,  we  mull  begin 
ivith  the  former  clafs ;  they  being  original  to  the  otlier;  and  nothing  more  being  neceffary,  in  order 
to  explain  them,  than  a  view  of  our  natural  inclination  toward  greatnefs  and  beauty,  and  of  thofe 
appearances,  in  the  world  around  us,  to  v/hich  tliat  inclination  is  adapted.  This  is  the  fubjedl  of 
the  firfi;  book  of  the  following  poem. 

But  the  pleafures  which  we  receive  from  the  elegant  arts,  from  mufic,  fcu'pture,  painting,  and  poetry, 
are  much  more  various  and  complicated.  In  them  (befidcs  greatnefs  and  beauty,  or  forms  proper  to 
the  imagination)  we  find  interwoven  frequent  reprefcntations  of  truth,  of  virtue  and  vice,  of  circum- 
Irances  proper  to  move  us  with  laughter,  or  to  excite  in  us  pity,  fear,  and  the  other  pafiions.  Thefc 
moral  and  intellediual  objefls  are  defcribed  in  the  fecond  book  ;  to  which  the  third  properly  belongs 

.   as  an  epifodc,  tliough  too  large  to  have  been  inchided  in  it. 

With  the  above-mentioned  caufes  of  pleafure,  which  are  univerfai  in  the  courfe  of  human  life,  and  ap- 
pertain to  our  higlicr  faculties,  many  others  do  generally  concur^  more  limited  in  their  operarion, 
or  of  an  inferior  origin  :  fuch  are  the  novelty  of  objtcls,  the  alTociation  of  ideas,  affedlions  of  the 
bodily  fenfes,  influences  of  education,  national  habits,  and  the  like.  To  illuftrate  thefe,  and  form 
the  whole  to  determine  the  charasSer  of  a  pcrfetfl  tafte,  is  the  argument  of  the  fourtii  book. 

Hitherto  the  pleafures  of  the  imagination  belong  to  the  human  fpecies  in  general.  But  there  are  cer- 
tain particular  men  whofe  ir.i  igination  is  endowed  with  powers,  and  fufteptible  of  pleafures,  whick 
the  generality  of  mankind  never  participate,  thefe  are  the  men  of  genius,  dcflined  by  nature  to  excel! 
in  one  or  other  of  the  arts  already  mentioned.  It  is  propofed,  therefore,  in  the  lall  place,  to  deli- 
neate that  genius  which  in  fome  degree  appears  common  to  them  all ;  yet  with  a  more  peculiar 
confideration  of  poetry :  inafinuch  as  poetry  is  the  moH  cxtenfive  of  thofe  arts,  the  moft  pliilofo- 
phical,  and  the  moft  ufeful. 

The  variety  of  conftitution  in  the  minds  of 
men  ;  with  its  final  caufe.  The  general  cha- 
radter  of  a  fine  imagination.  All  the  immedi- 
ate pleafures  of  the  human  imagination  proceed 
either  from  greatnefs  or  beauty  in  extein».l  ob£ 
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The  fubjedl  propofed.    Dedication.    The  ideas  of 
the  Supreme  Being,  the  exemplars  of  ail  things. 
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jecls.  Tr.e  pieafitre  from  greatnsfs ;  with  its  Snul 
ciuie.     1  iie  natural  connedlion  of  beauty  witli 

*  truth  and  good.  The  different  orders  of  beauty 
in  different  objedls.  The  infinite  and  all-com- 
preliending  form  of  beauty,  which  belongs  to 
tixe  divine  mind.  The  partial  and  artiiiciai 
forms  of  beauty,  which  belong  to  inferior  in- 
telle(5lual  beings.  The  origin  and  g^rncrai  con- 
^Mdi  of  beauty  in  man.  I'he  fubordinatioii  of 
local  beauties  to  the  beauty^  of  the  univerfe. 
Conclufion. 

AV iTii  what  enclijitment  nature's  goodly  fcene 
Attraifts  the  fenfe  of  mortals;  how  tlie  mind 
For  its  own  eye  doth  objedts  nobler  fiill 
Prepare ;  how  men  by  various  leffons  learn 
To  judge  of  beauty's  praife  ;  v/hat  raptures  fill 
The  breaft  with  fancy's  native  arts  endo^v'd, 
And  v/hat  true  culture  guides  it  to  renown ; 
My  verfe  unfolds.     Ye  gods,  or  godlike  powers 
Ye  guardians  of  the  facred  taflv,  attend 
Propitious.     Hand  in  hand  around  your  bard 
Move  in  majeftic  meafures,  leading  on 
HJfe  doubtful  flep  through  many  a  folem.n  path 
Confcious  of  fecrets  which  to  liuman  fight 
Ye  only  can  reveal.     Be  great  in  him : 
And  let  your  favour  make  him  wife  to  fpeak 
Of  all  your  wonderous  empire  ;  with  a  voice 
So  teraper'd  to  his  theme,  that  thofe,  v/ho  hear. 
May  yield  perpetual  homage  to  yourfelves. 
Thou  chief,  O  daughter  ol  eternal  love,- 
"VVhate'er  thy  name  ;  or  mufe,  or  grace,  ador'd 
By  Grecian  prophets ;  to  the  Ions  of  heaven 
Known,  while  with   deep  amazement  thou  doft 
The  perfedl  counfels  read,-  the  ideas  old,       [there 
Of  thine  omnifcient  father ;  known  on  earth 
By  the  flill  horror  and  the  blifsful  tear 
With  which  thou  feizell:  on  the  foul  of  man  ; 
Thou  chief,  poetic  fpirit,  from  the  banks 
Of  Avon,  whence  thy  holy  fingers  cirll 
Frefh  flowerij  and  dews  to  fprinkle  on  the  turf 
Where  Sakefpeare   lies,   be  prefent.     And  with 
liCt  fidlion  come  ;  on  her  aerial  wings  [thee 

Wafting  ten  thoufand  colors;  which  in  fport. 
By  the  light  glances  of  her  magic  eye. 
She  blends  and  ihifts  at  v/ill  tlirough  countlefs 
Ker  wild  creation.     Goddefs  of  the  lyre      [forms, 
whofe  awful  tones  control  the  mbving  fphcie. 
Wilt  thou,  eternal  harmony,  dcfcend, 
And'jojn  this  happy  train  \  for  with  thee  comes 
'I'he  guide,  thr;  guardian  of  their  myflic  rites. 
Wife  order :   and,  where  order  deigns  to  come, 
Her  fifter,  liberty,  will  not  be  far. 
Be  prefent  all  ye  genii,  who  conditiSl: 
Of  youthful  bards  the  lonely-wandering  flep 
New  to  your  fpi'Jngs  and'  fhades  :  who  touch  their 
With  finer  fov.nds,  and  heighten  to  their  eye    [ear 
"^rhe  pomp  of  nature,  and  before  them  place 
'I'he  faireft,  loftieft  countenance  of  things. 
Nor  thou,  my  Dyfon,  to  the  lay  refufe 
Thy  wonted  partial  audience.    What,  though  firft 
In  years  unfeafon'd,  haply  ere  the  fports 

*  Truth  is  here  taken,  not  in  a  logical,  but  in  a  mixed 
and  popular  fdnfe,  or  for  ivhat  has  been  called  the  truth 
«f  things  ;  dcnotina-  as  ivell  their  natural  and  regular 
condition,  as  a  proper  ejiimate  or  judgment  concerning 
them. 


Of  ciilldii.ood  yet  were  o'er,  the  adventurous  lay 
With  many  fplcndid  profpedls,  many  charms, 
Allur'd   my   heart,    nor   confcious  whence   they 

fprung,     - 
Nor  heedful  of  their  end  \  yet  ferious  truth 
Her  empire  o'er  the  calm,  fequefter'd  theme 
Affertcd  foon  ;  while  falichood's  evil  brood, 
Vice  and  deceitful  picafure,  flie  at  once 
Excluded,  and  my  fancy's  carelefs  toil 
Drew  to  the  better  caufe.     Maturer  aid 
Thy  friendfliip  added,  in  the  paths  of  life. 
The  bufy  paths,  my  unaccuftom'd  feet 
Prcferving  :  nor  to  truth's  recefs  divine. 
Through  this  wide  arapument's  unbeaten  fpac;. 
Withholding  furer  guidance  ;  while  by  turns 
We  trac'd  the  fages  old,  or  while  the  queen 
Of  fciences  (whom  manners  and  the  mind 
Acknowledge)  to  my  true  companion's  voice 
Not  unattentive,  o'er  thi  wintery  lamp 
Inclin'd  her  fceptre,  favouring.     Now  the  fates 
Have  other  talks  impos'd.     'Fo  th£e,  my  friend, 
The  miniftry  of  freedom  and  the  faith 
Of  popular  decrees,  in  early  youth. 
Not  vainly  they  committed.     T^Ac  they  fent 
To  wait  on  pain  ;  and  filent  ^rts  to  urge. 
Inglorious  :   not  ignoble  ;  if  my  cares. 
To  fuch  as  languilh  on  4  grievous  bed, 
P^afe  and  the  fweet  forgetfulnefs  of  ill 
Conciliate:  nor  delightlefs;  if  the  mufe 
Her  fhades  to  vifit  and  to  talle  her  fprings. 
If  fome  dilcinguifh'd  hours  the  bounteous  mufe 
Impart,  and  grant  (what  ftie  and  fhe  alone 
Can  grant  to  mortals)  that  my  hand  thofe  wreath? 
Of  fame  and  honeft  favour,  which  the  blefs'd 
Wear  in  Elyfium,  and  which  never  felt 
The  breath  of  envy  or  mahgnant  tongues. 
That  thefe  my  hand  for  thee  and  for  myfelf 
May  gather.    Meanwhile,  Q  my  faithful  friend, 
O  early  chofen,  ever  found  the  fame. 
And  trufled  and  belov'd  ;  once  more  the  verfe 
Long  (J.effj'i'd,  always  obvious  to  thine  ear. 
Attend,  indulgent.     So  in  lateft  years,       [cloth'd 
When    time   tiiy   head  with  honours  {hall  have 
Sacred  to  even  virtue,  may  thy  mind. 
Amid  the  calm  review  of  feafons  pall:. 
Fair  offices  of  friendfliip  or  liind  peace, 
Or  public  7.eal,  may  then  thy  mind  well-pleas'd 
Recall  i;hefe  happy  fludies  of  cur  prime,      [fcends 
From  lieaven  my  flrains  begin^    I^rom  heaven  de- 
The  flame  of  genius  to  the  chofen  breaft, 
And  beauty  with  poetic  wonder  join'd. 
And  infpiration.     Ere  the  rifing  fun 
ohone  o'er  the  deep,  or  'mid  the  vault  of  night 
'V\\c  moon  her  filver  lamp  fufpended  :  ere 
The   vales  with  fprings  were  water'd,  or  with 

groves 
Of  oak  or  pine  the  ancient  hills  were  crot\'n'd ; 
I'hen  the  great  fpirit,  whom  his  works  adore, 
Within  his  own  deep  effcnce  view'd  the  forms, 
The  forms  eternal  of  created  things : 
Th.c  radiant  fun  •  the  moon's  nodlurnal  lamp; 
The  mountains  and  the  dreams  ;  the  ample  ftorcj 
Of  earth,  of  heaven,  of  nature.     From  the  firft, 
Oji  that  full  fcenc  his  love  divine  he  fix'd 
His  admiration.     Till,  in  time  complete. 
What  he  admir'd  and  lov'd  his  vital  power 
Unfolded  into  being.     Hence  the  breath 
Of  life  informing  each  organic  frame  : 
1  3  B  i.j 
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Hencethe  green  earth,  and  wild-refowndingwaves: 
Hence  light  and  /hade  alternate;  warmth  and  cold; 
And  bright  autumnal  Ikies,  and  vernal  fliowers, 
And  all  the  fair  variety  of  things. 

But  not  alike  to  every  mortal  eye 
Is  this  great  fcene  unveil'd-    For  while  the  claims 
Of  focial  life  to  different  labours  urge 
The  adtive  powers  of  man,  with  wifeft  care 
Hath  nature  on  the  multitude  of  minds 
Jmprefs'd  a  various  bias;  and  to  each 
Decreed  its  province  in  the  common  toiL 
To  forae  flie  taught  the  fabric  of  the  fpbere. 
The  changeful  moon,  the  circuit  of  the  Itars, 
The  golden  zones  of  heaven*    To  fome  flie  gave 
To  fearch  the  ftory  of  eternal  thought ; 
Of  fpace  and  time ;  of  fate's  unbroken  chain, 
And  will's  quick  movement.  Others  by  the  hand 
She  led  o'er  vales  and  mountains,  to  explore 
What  healing  virtue  dwells  in  every  vein 
Of  herbs  or  trees.     But  fome  to  nobler  hopes 
Were  deftin'd  :  fome  within  a  finer  mould 
She  wrought,  and  temper'd  with  a  purer  flame. 
To  thei'e  the  Siie  Omnipotent  unfolds, 
In  fuller  afpedts  and  with  fairer  lights, 
This  pidlure  of  the  vv-orld.     Through  every  part 
They  trace  the  lofty  (ketches  of  his  hand  : 
In  earth  er  air,  the  meadows  flpwery  ftore, 
The  moon's  mild  radiance,  or  the  virgin's  mien 
Drefs'd  in  attradlive  fmiks  they  fee  portray'd 
(As  far  as  mortal  eyes  the  portrait  fcan) 
Thofe  lineaments  of  beauty  which  delight 
The  mind  fupreme.     They  alio  feel  their  force, 
Enamour'd  :  they  partake  the  eternal  joy. 

For  as  old  Memnon's  image  long  renown'd 
Through  fabling  Egypt,  at  ttie  genial  touch 
Of  morning,  from  its  innioft  frame  fet  forth 
Spontaneous  mufic  ;  fo  doth  nature's  hand. 
To  certain  attributes  which  matter  claims, 
Adapt  the  finer  organs  of  the  mind  : 
So  the  glad  impulfe  of  thofe  kindred  powers 
(Of  form,  of  colour's  cheerful  pomp,  of  found 
Melodious,  or  of  motion  aptly  fped) 
Detains  th'  enliven'd  fenfe  ;  till  foon  the  foul 
Feels  the  deep  concord,  and  afl'ents  through  all 
Her  fundlions.     Then  the  charm  by  fate  prepar'd 
DifFufetli  its  enchantment.     Fancy  dream?. 
Rapt  into  high  difcourfe  with  prophets  old. 
And  wandering  through  Eiyfium,  fancy  dreams 
Of  facred  fountains,  of  6'erlhadowing  groves, 
Whofe  walks  with  godlike  harmony  refound  : 
Founlains,  vi^hich  Homer  vifits;  happy  groves. 
Where  Milton  dwells.     The  intclledlual  power, 
On  the  mind'c  throne,  fufpends  his  graver  cares, 
And  fmiles.     The  paflions,  to  divine  repofe 
Perfuaded  yield  :  and  love  and  joy  alone 
Are  wa'King  :  love  and  joy,  fuch  as  await 
An  angei's  meditation.     O  !  attend, 
Whoe'er  thou  art  wi)om  ihefe  delights  can  touch; 
Whom  nature's  afpeft,  r.r.ture's  fimple  garb, 
flan  thus  command  ;  O  !  liiten  to  my  fong ; 
And  I  will  guide  thee  to  her  blifsful  walks, 
And  teach  thy  folitude  her  voice  to  hear, 
Ar.d  point  her  gracious  features  to  thy  view. 

Know  then,   whate'er  of  the   world's  ancient 
Whate'er  of  mimic  art's  reflected  fcenes,      [ftore, 
With  love  and  admiriition  thus  infpire 
Attentive  fancy,  her  delighted  fons 


In  two  illuftrious  orders  comprehend, 

Self-taught.  From  him  whofe  ruific  toil  the  lark 

Cheers  warbling,  to  the  bard  whole  daring  thoughts 

Range  the  full  orb  of  being,  ftillthe  form, 

Which  fancy  worlhips,  or  fublime  or  fair 

Her  votaries  proclaim.     I  fee  them  dawn  : 

I  fee  the  radiant  vifions  where  they  rife. 

More  lovely  than  when  Lucifer  difplays 

His  glittering  forehead  through  the  gates  of  morn, 

To  lead  the  train  of  Phoebus  and  the  fpring. 

Say,  why  was  man  fo  eminently  rais'd 
Amid  the  vaft  creation;   why  empower'd 
Through  life  and  death  to  dart  his  watchful  eye, 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  limit  of  his  frame  ; 
But  that  the  Omnipotent  might  fend  him  forth,    . 
In  fight  of  angels  and  immortal  minds, 
As  on  an  ample  theatre  to  join 
In  contelt  with  his  equals,  who  fhall  beft 
The  talk  atchieve,  the  courfe  of  noble  toils, 
By.wifdom  and  by  mercy  preordain'd  ? 
Might  fend  him  forth  the  fovran  good  to  learn ; 
To  chafe  each  meaner  purpofe  from  his  bieall; 
And  through  the  mills  of  paffipn  and  of  ienfe,  • 
And  through  the  pelting  Itorms  of  chance  and 

pain, 
To  hold  flrait  on  with  conftant  heart  and  eye 
Still  fix'd  u];on  his  cverlafting  palm,  [burns 

The  approving  fmile  of  heaven?  Elfe   wherefore 
In  mortal  bofoms  this  unquenched  hope. 
That  feeks  from  day  to  day  fublimer  ends; 
Happy,  though  reltlefs  ?  Why  departs  the  foul 
Wide  from  the  track  and  journey  ot  her  times, 
To  grafj)  the  good  il-ie  knows  not  ?  in  the  field 
Of  things  which  may  be,  in  the  fpacious  field 
Of  fcience,  potent  arts,  or  dreadful  arms. 
To  raife  up  fcenes  in  which  her  own  defires 
Contented  may  repofe  ;  when  things,  which  are, 
Pall  on  her  temper,  like  a  twice-told  tale  : 
Her  temper,  ftill  demanding  to  be  free; 
Spurning  the  lude  control  of  wilful  might ; 
Proud  of  her  dangers  brav'd,  her  grief  endur'd. 
Her  ftrerigth  feverely  prov'd  ?  To  thefe  high  aims. 
Which  reafon  and  affe(fl:ion  prompt  in  man, 
Not  advcrfe  nor  unapt  hath  nature  fram'd 
His  bold  imagination.     For,  amid 
The  various  forms  which  this  full  world  prefents 
Like  rivals  to  his  choice,  what  human  breaft 
E'er  doubts,  before  the  tranlient  and  minute. 
To  prize  the  vaft,  the  ftable,  the  fublime  ? 
Who,  that  from  heights  aerial  fends  his  eye 
Around  a  wild  horizon,  and  furveys 
Indus  or  Ganges  rolling  his  broad  wave  [old. 

Through  mountains,  plains, through  fpacious  cities 
And  regions  dark  with  wocds ;  will  turn  away 
To  mark  the  path  of  fome  penurious  rill 
Which  murmureth  at  his  feet?  Where  does  the 
Confent  her  foaring  fancy  to  reftrain  [foui 

Which  bears  her  up  as  on  an  eagle's  wings, 
Deftin'd  for  higheil:  heaven  ;  or  which  of  fate's 
Tremendous  barriers  fliall  confine  her  flight 
To  any  humbler  quarry  ?  The  rich  earth 
Cannot  detain  her;  nor  the  ambient  air 
With  all  its  changes.     For  a  while  with  joy 
She  hovers  o'er  the  fun,  and  views  the  fmall 
Attendant  orbs,  beneath  his  facred  beam. 
Emerging  from  the  deep,  like  clufter'd  ifles 
Wkoje  rocky  fkipres  to  the  ghd  failor's  eye. 
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Refle(fl  the  gleams  of  morning  :  for  a  while 
With  pride  flie  fees  his  firm,  paternal  fway 
Eend  the  reluAant  planets  to  move  each 
Round  its  perpetual  year.     But  foon  flie  quits 
That  profpecfl :  meditating  loftier  views, 
She  darts  adventurous  up  the  long  career 
Of  comets  j  through  the  conllellations  holds 
Her  courfe,  and  now  looks  back  on  all  the  ftars 
Whofe  blended  flames  as  with  a  milky  llream 
Part  the  blue  region.     Empyrean  tracts, 
Where  happy  fouls  beyond  their  concave  heaven 
Abide,  (he  then  explores,  whence  purer  light    . 
For  countlefs  ages  travels  through  the  abyfs 
Nor  hath  in  fight  of  mortals  yet  arriv'd. 
Upon  the  wide  creation's  utmoft  fliore 
At'length  flie  ftands,  and  the  dread  fpace  beyond 
Contemplates,  half- recoiling;   nathlefs  down 
The  gloomy  void,  altonifli'd,  yet  unquell'd, 
She  plungeth;  down  the  unfathomable  gulf 
Where  Go<l  alone  hath  being.     There  her  hopes 
Reft  at  the  fated  goal.     For,  frbm  the  birth 
Of  human  kind,  the  Sovereign  Maker  faid 
That  not  in  humble,  nor  in  brief  delight, 
Not  in  the  fleeting  echoes  of  renown, 
Power's  purple  robes,  nor  pleafure's  flowery  lap, 
The  foul  fhould  find  contentment ;  but,  from  thefe 
Turning  difdainful  to  an  equal  good, 
Through  nature's  opening  walks  enlarge  her  aim, 
Till  every  bound  at  length  fliould  difappear, 
And  infinite  perfedlion  fill  the  fcene. 

But  lo,  where  beauty,  drefs'd  in  gentler  pomp, 
With  comely  fteps  advancing,  claims  the  verfe 
Her  charms  infpire.     O  beauty,  fource  of  praife, 
Of  honour,  even  to  mute  and  iifelefs  things; 
O  thou  that  kindleft  in  each  human  heart 
Love,  and  the  wilh  of  poets,  when  their  tongue 
Woiild  teach  to  other  bofoms  what  fo  charms 
Their  own;  O  child  of  nature  and  the  foul, 
In  happieft  hour  brought  forth  ;  the  doubtful  garb 
Of  words,  of  earthly  language,  all  too  mean, 
Too  lowly  I  account,  in  which  to  clothe 
Thy  form  divine.     For  thee  the  mind  alone 
Beholds ;  nor  half  thy  brightncfs  can  reveal 
Through  thofe  dim  organs,  whofe  corporeal  touch 
O'erfliadoweth  thy  pure  eflence.     Yet,  my  mufe, 
If  fortune  call  thee  to  the  talk,  wait  thou 
Thy  favourable  feafons  :  then,  while  fear 
And  doubt  are    abfent,   through    wide  nature's 

bounds 
Expatiate  with  glad  ftep,  and  choofc  at  will 
Whate'er  bright  ipoils,  the  florid  earth  contains, 
What'er  the  waters,  or  the  liquid  air. 
To  manifeft  unblemifli'd  beauty's  praife, 
And  o'er  the  breafts  of  mortals  to  extend 
Her  gracious  empire.     Wilt  thou  to  the  ifles 
Atlantic,  to  the  rich  Hefperian  clime. 
Fly  in  the  train  of  Autumn  ;  and  Igok  on. 
And  learn  from  him  ;  while,  as  he  roves  around, 
Where'er  his  fingers  touch  the  fruitful  grove. 
The  branches  bloom  with  gold ;  where'er  l;is  foot 
Imprints  the  foil,  the  ripening  cluftcrsfwell, 
Turning  afide  their  foliage,  and  come  forth 
In  purple  lights  till  every  hilloc  grows 
As  with  the  biuflies  of  an  evening  Iky  ? 
Or  wilt  thou  that  Theflalian  landfcape  trace, 
Where  flow  Peneus  his  clear  glafl'y  tide 
Draw:  fxaooth  along,  between  the  winding  cliffs 


Of  Offa  and  the  pathlefs  woods  unfhorn 
That  wave  o'er  huge  Olympus?  Down  the  ftream. 
Look  how  the  mountains  with  their  double  lange 
Embrace  the  vale  of  Tempe  :  from  each  fide 
Afcending  fteep  to  heaven,  a  rocky  mound 
Cover'd  with  ivy  and  the  laurel  boughs 
That  crown'd  young  Phoebus  for  the  Python  flain. 
Fair  Tempe!  on  whofe  primrofe  bank",  the^mora 
Awoke  molt  fragrant,  and  the  noon  repos'd 
In  pomp  of  lights  and  Ihad-ows  moil  fublime  :  [yet 
Whofe  lawns,  whofe  glades,  ere  human  footltops 
Had  trac'd  an  entrance,  were  the  hallow'd  haunt 
Of  fylvan  poweis  immortal ;   where  they  fate 
Oft  in  the  golden  age/ the  nymphs  and  fauns, 
Beneath  fome  arbor  branching  o'er  the  flood, 
And  leaning  round  hung  on  the  inltru(5live  lips 
Of  hoary  Pan.  or  o'er  fome  open  dale 
Danc'd  in  light  meafures  to  hisfevtrfold  yipe. 
While  Zephyr's  wanton  hand  along  their  path 
Flung  fliowers  of  painted  b!ofl"oms,  tare  le  dews, 
And  one  perpetual  Spring.     But  if  our  talk 
More  lofty  rites  demand,  with  all  good  vows 
Then  let  us  hallen  to  the  rur«l  haunt 
Where  young  MeliiTa  dwells.     Nor  thou  refufe 
The  voice  which  calls  thee  from  thy  lov'd  retreat, 
But  hither,  gentle  maid,  thy  footiteps  turn: 
Here,  to  thy  own  miqueftionable  theme, 
O  fair,  O  graceful,  bend  thy  polilh'd  brow, 
Afl'enting  ;  and  the  gladneis  of  thy  eyes 
Impart  to  me,  like  morning's  wiflied  light 
Seen  through  the  vernal  air.     By  yonder  dream, 
V/here  beech  and  elm  along  the  bordering  mead 
Send  forth  wild  melody  from  ev^ry  bough. 
Together  let  us  vvander  ;  where  the  hills 
Cover'd  with  fleeces  to  the  lowing  vale 
Reply  ;   where  tidings  of  content  and  peace 
Each  echo  brings.     Lo,  how  the  wefl em  fun 
O'er  fields  and  floods,  o'er  every  living  foul, 
DIiTufeth  glad  repofe  1  Then:  while  I  fpeak 
Of  beauty's  honours,  thou,  MelilTa,  thou 
Shalt  hearken,  not  unconfcious.     While  I  tell 
How  firlt  from  heaven  flie  came  ;  how  after  all 
The  works  of  life,  the  elemental  fcenes. 
The  hours,  the  feafons,  flie  had  oft  esplor'd, 
At  length  her  favourite  nianfion  and  her  throne 
She  fix'd  in  wo.Tnaii's  form  :  what  pleafing  ties 
To  virtue  bind  her  ;  what  efiecfliial  aid 
They  lend  each  other's  power  ;  and  how  divine 
Their  union,  lliould  fome  ambitious  maid. 
To  all  the  enchantment  of  the  Idalian  queen, 
Add  fanctity  and  wil'dom  ;  while  my  tongue 
Prolongs  the  tale,  Meliflfa,  thou  may'ft  feign 
To  wonder  whence  my  rapture  is  infpir'd; 
But  foon  the  fmile  which  dawn«  upon  thy  lip 
Shall  tell  it,  and  the  tenderer  bloom  o'er  all 
That  foft  cheek,  fpringing  to  the  marble  neck. 
Which  bends  alide  in  vain,  revealing  more 
What  it  would  then  keep  fllent,  and  in  vain 
Tiie  fenfe  of  praife  diflcmbling.     Then  my  fong 
Great  nature's  winning  arts,  which  thus  inform 
With  joy  and  love  the  rugged  breail  of  man. 
Should  found  in  numbers  worthy  of  fuch  a  theme  ; 
While  all  whofe  fouls  have  ever  lelt  the  force 
Of  thofe  enchanting  pailions,  to  my  lyre 
Should  throng  attentive,  and  receive  once  more 
Their  influence,  unobfcur'd  by  any  cloud 
Of  vulgar  care,  and  purer  than  the  hand 
3  ^  '"J 


764 


THE    WORKS    OF    AK£NSIDE. 


Of  fortune  can  beflow ;  nor,  to  confirm 
Their  fway,  fhould  awful  contemplation  fcorn 
To  join  his  dictates  to  the  genuine  ftrain 
Of  pleafiire's  tongue ;  nor  yet  fhould   pleafure's 
Be  much  averfe.     Ye  chiefly,  gentle  band       [ear 
Of  youths  and  virgins,  who  through  many  a  wifh 
And  many  a  fond  purftiit,  as  in  fome  fcene 
Of  magic  bright  and  fleeting,  are  allur'd 
By  various  beauty  ;  if  the  pleafing  toil 
Can  yield  a  moment's  refpite,  hither  turn 
Your  favourable  eai^,  ?nd  truftmy  words. 
I  do  not  mean,  on  blef^'d  Religion's  feat 
Prefenting  Superftition's  gloomy  form. 
To  dafli  your  foothing  hopes :  I  do  not  mean 
To  bid  the  jealous  thunderer  fire  the  heavens, 
Or  fhapes  infernal  rend  the  groaning  earth, 
And  fcare  you  from  your  joys.     My  cheerful  long 
With  happier  omens  call  you  to  the  field, 
Pleas'd  with  your  generous  ardor  in  the  chafe. 
And  warm  like  you.    Then  tell  me  (for  ye  know) 
Doth  beauty  ever  deign  to  dwell  where  ufe 
And  aptitude  are  ftrapgers  ?  is  her  praife 
Confefs'd  in  aught  whofe  moft  peculiar  ends 
Are  lame  and  fruitlefs  ?  or  did  nature  mean 
This  pleafing  call  the  herald  of  a  lie, 
To  hide  the  fliarae  of  difcord  and  difeafe, 
A.nd  win  each  fond  admirer  into  fnares, 
Foil'd,  baflSed  ?  No.    With  better  providence 
The  general  mother,  confcious  how  infirm 
Her  offspring  tread  the  paths  of  ^ood  and  ill, 
Thus,  to  the  choice  of  credulous  defire, 
Doth  obje<ils  the  completeft  of  their  tribe 
Diftinguifh  and  commend.     Yon  flowery  bank 
Cloth'd  in  the  foft  magnificence  of  fpring. 
Will  not  the  flocks  approve  it  ?  will  they  aflc 
The  reedy  fen  for  palture  ?   That  clear  rill 
Which  trickleth  murmuring  from  the  motfy  rock, 
Yields  it  wholefome  beverage  to  the  worn 
And  thirfty  traveller, 'than  the  Handing  pool 
With  muddy  weeds  o'ergrown  ?  Yon  ragged  vine 
Whofe  lean  and  fuUen  clufters  mourn  the  rage 
Of  Eurus,  will  the  wine-prefs  or  the  bowl 
Report  of  her,  a?  of  the  fwelling  grape 
Which  glitters  through  the  tendrils,  like  a  gem 
When  firft  it  meets  the  fun  ?  Or  what  are  all 
The  various  charms  to  life  and  fenfe  adjoin'd  i" 
Are  they  not  pledges  of  a  ftate  intire, 
Where  native  order  reigns,  with  every  part 
In  health,  and  every  function  well  perform VI  ? 

Thus  then  at  firft  was  beauty  fent  from  heaven, 
Tlie  lovely  miniftrefs  of  truth  and  good 
Jn  this  dark  world.     For  truth  and  good  are  one; 
And  Beauty  dwells  in  them,  and  they  in  lier 
With  like  participation.     Wherefore  then, 
O  fons  of  earth,  would  ye  diflolve  the  tie  ? 
O  I   wherefore  with  a  rafh  and  greedy  aim 
Seek  ye  to  rove  through  every  flattering  fcene 
Which  beauty  foems  to  deck,  nor  once  inquire 
Where  is  the  fuffrage  of  eternal  truth, 
Or  where  the  leal  of  undeceitful  good, 
To  fave  your  fearch  from  folly  .''  Wanting  thefe, 
Lo,  beauty  withers  in  your  void  embrace  ; 
And  with  the  glittering  of  an  idiot's  toy 
Did  fancy  mock  your  vows.     Nor  yet  let  hone. 
That  kindlieft  inmate  of  the  youthful  breaft. 
Be  hence  appall'd ;  be  turn'd  to  coward  floth 
fitting  in  filence,  with  dejedled  eyes 


Incurious  and  with  folded  hands.     Far  lefs 
Let  fcorn  of  wild  fantaftic  folly's  dreams 
Or  hatred  of  the  bigot's  favage  pride 
Perfuade  you  e'er  tliat  beauty,  or  the  love 
Which  waits  on  beauty,  may  not  brook  to  hear 
The  facred  lore  of  undeceitful  good 
And  truth  eternal.     From  the  vulgar  crov,'d 
Though  fupcrftition,  tyrannefs  abhorr'd, 
Trf';  reverence  due  to  this  majeftic  pair 
With  threats  and  execration  llill  demands  ; 
Though  the  tame  wretch,  who  afts  of  her  the  way 
To  their  celeftial  dwelling,  fhe  conftrains 
To  quench  or  fet  at  nought  the  lamp  of  God 
Within  his  frame  ;  through  many  a  cheerlefs  wild 
Though  forth  (he  leads  him  credulous  and  dark. 
And  aw'd  with  dubious  notion  ;  though  at  length 
Kaply  (he  plunge  him  into  cloifter'd  cells 
And  manfions  unrelenting  as  the  grave. 
But  void  of  quiet,  there  to  watch  the  hours 
Of  midnight  5  there,  amid  the  fcreaming  owl's 
Dire  fong,  vi'ith  fpedlres  or  with  guilty  fhades 
To  talk  of  pangs  and  everlafting  woe  ; 
Yet  be  not  ye  difmay'd.     A  gentler  ftar  ""^ 

Prefides  o'er  your  adventure.     From  the  bower 
Where  Wifdom  fate  with  her  Athenian  fons^ 
Could  but  my  happy  hand  intwine  a  wreath 
Of  Plato's  olive  with  the  iMantuanbay, 
Then  (for  what  need  of  cruel  fear  to  you. 
To  you  whom  godlike  love  can  well  command  ? 
Then  Ibould  my  powerful  voice  at  once  diipel 
Thofe  monkifli  horrors ;  fliould  in  words  divine 
Relate  how  favour'd  minds  like  you  ini^.'ir'd, 
And  taught  their  infpiration  to  condudt 
By  ruUing  heaven's  decree,  through  various  walks 
And  profpedls  various,  but  delightful  all. 
Move  onward;  while  now  myrtle  groves  appear, 
Now  arms  and  radient  tropliies,  now  the  rods 
Of  empire  with  the  curule  throne,  or  now 
The  domes  of  contemplation  and  the  mufe. 
Led  by  that  hope  fublime,  whofe  cloudlefs  eve  - 
Through  the  fair  toils  and  ornaments  of  earth 
DilcernS  the  nobler  life  referv'd  for  heaven, 
Favour'd  alike  they  worfliip  round  the  Ihrine 
Where  truth  confpicuous  vvlih  her  fifter-twins, 
The  undivided  partners  of  her  fway, 
With  good  and  beauty  reigns.  O  1  let  not  us 
By  Pleafure's  lying  blandiflmiments  detain'd, 
Or  crouching  to  the  frowns  of  bigot  Rage, 
O  !  let  not  us  one  moment  paufe  to  join 
That  chofeti  band.     And  if  the  gracious  power, 
Who  iirlt  awaken'd  my  untutor'd  fong. 
Will  to  ray  invocation  grant  anew 
The  tuneful  fpirit,  then  through  all  our  paths 
Ne'er  Ihall  the  found  of  this  devoted  lyre 
Be  wanting;  whether  on  the  rofy  mead 
When  fummer  fmiles,  to  warn  the  melting  heart 
Of  luxury's  allurement ;   whether  firm 
Againft  the  torrent  and  the  ftubborn  hill 
To  urge  free  virtue's  fteps,  and  to  her  fide 
Summon  that  ftrong  divinity  of  foul 
Which  conquers  chance  and  fate:  or  on  the  height, 
The  goal  aflign'd  her,  haply  to  proclaim 
Her  triumph  ;  on  her  brow  to  place  the  crown 
Of  uncorrupted  praife;  through  future  worlds 
To  follow  her  interminated  way, 
And  blefs  heaven's  image  in  the  heart  of  men. 
Such  is  the  worth  of  beauty ;  fuch  her  poverj 
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,So  blamelefs,  fo  reverM.     It  now  remaitr?, 
In  juft  gradation  through  the  various  ranks 
Of  bcin^,  to  contemplate  how  her  gifts 
Kife  in  due  meafure,  watchful  to  attend 
The  fteps  of  rifing  nature.     Lafl  and  leaft, 
In  colours  mingling  with  a  random  blaze, 
Doth  beauty  dwell.     Then  higher  in  the  forms 
Of  fimpleft,  eafieft  meafure  ;  in  the  bounds 
Of  circle,  cube,  or  fphere.     The  third  afcnt 
To  fymmetry  adds  colour  :  thus  the  pearl 
Shines  in  the  concave  of  its  purple  bed, 
And  painted  fliells  along  fome  winding  fhore 
Catch  with  indented  folds  the  glancing  fun; 
Next,  as  we  rife,  appear  the  blooming  tribes 
Which  clothe  the  fragrant  earth  ;  which   draw 

from  her 
Their  own  nutrition  ;  which  are  born  and  die  ; 
Yet,  in  their  feed,  immortal ;  fuch  the  flowers 
With  which" young  Maia  pays  the  village-maids 
That  hail  her  natal  morn  ;  and  fuch  the  groves 
Which  blithe  Pomona  rears  on  Yaga's  bank, 
To  feed  the  bowel  of  Ariconian  fvrains 
Who  quaft"  beneath  her  branches.     Nobler  flill 
Is  beauty's  name,  where,  to  the  full  confent 
01  members  and  of  features,  to  the  pride 
Of  colour,  and  the  vital  change  of  growth, 
Life's  holy  flame  with  piercing  fenfe  is  given. 
While  active  motion  fpeaks  the  temper'd  foul  5 
So  moves  the  bird  of  Juno  :  fo  the  fteed 
With  rival  fwiftnefs  beats  the  dufty  pl.iin, 
And  faithful  dogs  with  eager  ears  of  joy 
Salute  their  fellows.     What  fublimer  pomp 
Adorns  the  feat  where  virtue  dwells  on  earth, 
And  truth's  eternal  day-light  (hjnes  around  ; 
What  palm  belong.s  to  man's  imperial  front. 
And  woman  powerful  with  becoming  fmiles, 
Chief  of  terreftial  natures;  need  we  now 
Strive  to  inculcate  ?  Thus  hath  beauty  there 
Her  moil  confpicuous  praife  to  matter  lent, 
Where  rnoft  confpicuous  through  thatfliady  veil 
Breaks  forth  the  bright  expreffion  of  a  mind  : 
By  fteps  dire(5ling  our  enraptur'd  fearch 
To  him,  the  firft  of  minds;  the  chief,  the  fole ; 
"from  whom, through  thiswide, complicated  world, 
Did  all  her  various  lineaments  begin  ; 
To  whom  alone,  conlcnting  and  intir<% 
At  once  their  mutual  influence  all  diiplay. 
He,  Gi)d  mofl:  high  (bear  witneA, earth  and  heaven) 
The  living  fountains  in  Jiimfelf  contains 
Of  beauteous  and  fublime.     With  him  enthron'd 
Er^  days  or  years  trod  their  ethereal  way, 
In  his  fupreme  intelligence  inthron'd, 
The  queen  of  love  holds  her  unclouded  ftate, 
Urania.     Thee,  O  father,  this  extent 
Of  matter  ;  thee  the  fluggifh  earth  and  tra(5l 
Of  feas,  the  heavens  and  heavenly  fplendours  feel 
Pervading,  quickening,  moving.     From  the  depth 
Of  thy  great  elience,  forth  didft  thou  condudl 
Eternal  form  ;  and  there,  where  Chaos  reign'd, 
Gav'ft  her  dominion  to  eredl  her  feat. 
And  fancflify  the  manfion.      All  her  works 
Well  pleas'd  thou  didft  behold.     The  glc^my  fires 
Of  ftorm  or  earthquake,  and  the  pureft  light 
Offummer;  foft  Campania's  new-born  role 
And  th^flow  weed,  which  pines  on  Ruflian  hills, 
Comely  alike  to  thy  fuUvifion  ftand  : 
To  thy  liirrounding  vifion,  which  unites 


All  effences  and  powers  of  the  great  world 

In  one  fole  order  ;  fair  alike  they  ftand. 

As  features  well  confenting,  and  alike 

Requir'd  by  nature  ere  (lie  could  attain 

Her  juft  refemblance  to  the  perfe<fl  fhape 

Of  univerfal  beauty,  which  with  thee 

Dwelt  from  the  firft.     Thou  alio,  ancient  mind, 

Whom  love  and  free  beneficence  await 

In  all  thy  doings  ;  to  inferior  minds. 

Thy  offspring,  and  to  man,  thy  youngeft  fon, 

Refiifing  no  convenient  gift  nor  good  ; 

Their  eyes  didft  open,  in  this  earth,  yon  heaven, 

Thofe  ftarry  worlds,  the  countenance  divine 

Of  beauty  to  behold.     But  not  to  them 

Didft  thou  her  awful  magnitude  reveal 

Such  as  before  thine  own  unbounded  fight 

She  ftands  (for  never  Ihail  created  foul 

Conceive  that  objedl)  ;  nor,  to  ail  their  kinds. 

The  fame  in  fliape  or  features  didft  thou  frame 

Her  image.   Meafuring  well  their  dilferent  fpheres 

Of  fenfe  and  adlion,  thy  paternal  hand 

Hath  for  each  race  prepar'd  a  different  teft 

Of  beauty,  own'd  and  reverenc'd  as  their  guide 

Moft  apt,  moft  faithful.     Thence  inform'd,  they 

fcan 
The  cbjedls  that  furround  them  ;  and-feledl, 
Since  the  great  whole  difclaims  their  fcanty  view,' 
Each  for  himfelf  felecfis  peculiar  parts 
Of  nature  ;   what  the  ftandard  fix'd  by  heaven 
Within  his  breaft  approves:   acquiring  thus 
A  partial  beauty,  which  becomes  his  lot; 
A  beauty  which  his  eye  may  comprehend. 
His  hand  may  copy  :  leaving,  O  fupreme, 
O  thou  whom  none  hath  utter'd,  leaving  all 
To  thee  that  infinite,  confummate  form. 
Which  the  great  powers,  the  gods  around  thy 

throne 
And  neareft  to  thy  counfels.know  with  thee 
For  ever  to  have  been  ;  but  who  fhe  is. 
Or  what  her  likenefs,  know  not.     Man  furveys 
A  narrower  fcene,  where,  by  the  mix'd  efFedl 
Of  things  corporeal  on  his  paffive  mind. 
He  judgelh  what  is  fair.     Corporeal  things 
The  mind  of  man  impell  with  various  powers. 
And  various  features  to  his  eye  difclofe. 
The  powers  which  move  his  fenfe  with  inftant  joy, 
The  features  which  attradl  his  heart  to  love. 
He  marks,  combines,  repofits.     Other  powers 
And  features  of  the  felf-fame  thing  (unlets 
The  beauteous  form,  the  creature  of  his  mind, 
Requeft  their  dole  alliance)  he  o'erlooks 
Forgotten  ;  or  with  felt-beguiling  zeal. 
Whene'er  his  padions  mingle  in  the  work. 
Half  alters,  half  difowns.     The  tribes  of  men 
Thus  from  their  different  fundlions  and  the  fhapes 
Familiar  to  their  eye,  with  art  obtain, 
Unconfciops  of  their  purpofe,  yet  with  art 
Obtain  the  beauty  fitting  man  to  love  : 
Whole  proud  defires  from  nature's  homely  toil 
Oft  turn  away,  faftidious  :  alking  ftill 
His  mind's  high  aid.  to  purify  the  form 
From  matter's  grofs  communion  ;  to  fecure 
For  ever,  from  the  meddling  hand  of  change 
Or  rude  decay,  her  features  ;  and  to  add 
Whatever  ornaments  may  fuit  her  mien. 
Where'er  he  finds  them  fcatter'd  though  the  path-; 
Of  nature  or  of  fortune.     Tl'-en  he  feats  ' 
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The  accomplifh'd  image  deep  within  his  breaft, 
Reviews  it,  and  accounts  it  good  and  fair. 

Thus  the  one  beauty  of  the  world  intire, 
The  univerfal  Venus,  far  beyond 
The  keeneft  effort  of  created  eyes. 
And  their  moft  wide  horizon,  dwells  enthron'd 
In  ancient  Clence,     At  her  footftooi  ftands 
An  altar  burning  with  eternal  fire 
Unfullied,  unconfum'd.     Here  every  hour, 
Here  every  moment,  in  their  turns  arrive 
Her  offspring;   an  innumerable  band 
Of  fifrers,  comely  all ;  but  differing  far 
In  age,  in  ftature,  and  expreffive  mien, 
More  than  bright  Helen  from  her  new-born  babe. 
To  this  maternal  flirine  in  turns  they  come. 
Each  with  her  facred  lamp ;   that  from  the  fource 
Of  living  flame,  which  here  immortal  flows. 
Their  portions  of  its  luflre  they  may  draw 
For  days,  or  months,  or  years ;  for  ages,  fome  ; 
As  their  great  parent's  difcipline  requires. 
Then  to  their  feveral  manfions  they  depart. 
In  ftars,  in  planets,  through  the  unknown  fliores 
Of  von  ethereal  ocean.     Who  can  tell. 
Even  on  the  furface  of  this  rolling  earth, 
Hov.-  many  make  abode  ?  The  fields  the  groves. 
The  winding  rivers,  and  the  azure  main. 
Are  render'd  folemn  by  their  frequent  feet. 
Their  rites  fublime.  There  each  her  deftin'd  home 
Informs  with  that  pure  radiance  from  the  (kies 
Brought  down,  and  fhines  throughout   her  little 
Exulting.    Strait,  as  travellers  by  night     [fphere, 
Turn  towards  a  diftant  flame,  fo  lome  fit  eye, 
Among  the  various  tenants  of  the  fcene, 
Difcerns  the  heaven-born  phantom  feated  there. 
And  owns  her  charms.     Hence  the  wide  univerfe, 
Through  all  the  fcafons  of  revolving  worlds. 
Bears  witnefs  with  its  people,  gods  and  men. 
To  beauty's  blifsful  bower,  and  with  the  voice 
Of  grateful  admiration  (till  refounds  : 
That  voice,  to  which  is  beauty's  frame  divine 
As  is  the  cunning  of  the  mafter's  hand 
To  the  fweet  accent  of  the  well-tun'd  lyre. 

Genius  of  ancient  Greece,  whofe  faithful  fteps 
Have  led  us  to  thefe  awful  folitudes 
Of  nature  and  of  fcience  ;  imrfe  rever'd 
Of  generous  counfels  and  heroic  deeds ; 
O  !  let  fome  portion  of  thy  matchlefs  praife 
Dwell  in  my  breaft,  and  teach  me  to  adorn 
This  unattempted  theme.     ISor  be  my  thoughts 
Prefumptuous  counted,  if  amid  the  calm 
Which  Hefper  flieds  along  tl:e  vernal  heaven, 
If  I  from  vulgar  fuperftition's  walk. 
Impatient  fteal,  and  from  the  unfeemly  rites 
Of  fplendid  adulation,  to  attend 
With  hymns  thy  prefcnce  in  the  fylvan  fliade, 
By  their  malignant  footfteps  unprofan'd. 
Come,  O  renowned  power  ;  thy  glov/ing  mien 
Such,  and  fo  elevated  all  thy  form, 
As  when  the  great  barbaric  lord,  again 
And  yet  again  diminifli'd,  hid  his  face 
Among  the  herd  of  fatraps  and  of  kings ; 
And,  at  the  lightning  of  thy  lifted  fpear, 
Crouch'd  like  a  flave.  Bring  all  thy  martial  fpolls; 
Thy  palms,  thy  laurels,  thy  triumphal  fongs, 
Thy  fmiling  band  of  arts,  thy  god-like  fires 
Of  civil  wifdom,  thy  unconquer'd  youth 
After  fome  glorious  day  rejoicing  roun4 


Their  new-eredled  trophy.     Guide  my  feet 

Through  fair  Lyceum's  walk,  the  olive  Ihades 

Of  Academus,  and  the  facred  vale 

Haunted  by  fteps  divine,  where  once  beneath 

That  ever-living  platane's  ample  boughs 

Iliflui,  by  Socratic  founds  detain'd. 

On  his  neglected  urn  attentive  lay  ; 

While  Boreas,  lingering  on  the  neighbouring  fteep 

With  beauteous  Orithyia,  his  love-tale 

In  filent  awe  fi^fpended.     There  let  me 

With  blaraelefs  hand,  from  thy  unenvious  fields, 

Tranfplani  fome  living  blofloms,  to  adorn 

My  native  clime:   while,  far  beyond  the  meed 

Of  fancy's  toil  afpiring,  I  unlock 

The  fprings  of  ancient  Wifdom  :  while  I  add 

(What  cannot  be  disjoin'd  from  beauty's  prai'.ej 

Thy  name  and  native  drefs,thy  works  belov'd 

And  honoured  :  while  to  my  compatriot  youth 

I  point  the  great  example  of  thy  fons, 

And  tune  to  Attic  themes  the  Britifli  lyre. 

BOOK     II. 

MDCCLXV. 

Introduction  to  this  more  difficult  part  of  the 
fubjedl.  Of  truth  and  its  three  clalFes,  matter 
of  fadt;,  experimental  or  fcientifical  truth  (con- 
tradiftinguifhed  from  opinion),  and  univerfal 
truth :  which  laft  is  either  metaphyfical  or 
geometrical,  either  purely  intellecflual  or  per- 
fecflly  abftra(£led.  On  the  power  of  difcerning 
truth  depends  that  of  acfling  with  the  view  of 
an  end  ;  a  circumftance  elTential  to  virtue.  Of 
virtue  confidered  in  the  divine  mind  as  a  per- 
petual and  univerfal  beneficence.  Of  human 
virtue,  confidered  as  a  fyftem  of  particular  fen- 
timents  and  adlions,  fuitable  to  the  defign  of 
providence  and  the  condition  of  man  ;  to  whom 
it  conftitutes  the  chief  good  and  the  firft 
beauty.  Of  vice  and  its  origin.  Of  ridicule: 
its  general  nature  and  final  caufe.  Of  the  p«f- 
fions;  particularly  of  thofe  which  relate  to  evil, 
natural  or  moral,  and  which  are  generally  ac- 
counted painful,  though  not  always  unattended 
with  pleafure. 

Xiius  far  of  beauty  and  the  pleafing  forms 
Which  man's  untutor'd  fancy,  from  the  fcenes 
Imperfeft  of  this  ever-changing  world. 
Creates  ;  and  views,  enaruour'd.     Now  my  fong 
Severer  themes  demand:    myfterious  truth  ; 
And  virtue,  fovran  good  :  the  fpells,  the  trains, 
The  progeny  of  error  :  the  dreadful  fway 
Of  paffion  ;  and  whatever  hidden  ftores 
From  her  own  lofty  deeds  and  from  herfelf 
The  mind  acquires.     Severer  argument : 
Not  Icfs  attra<flive  ;  nor  deferving  Icfs 
A  confrant  ear.     For  what  are  all  the  forms 
Educ'd  by  fancy  from  corporeal  things, 
Greatnefs,  or  pomp,  or  fymmetry  of  parts  ? 
Not  tending  to  the  heart,  foon  feeble  grows, 
As  the  blunt  arrow  'gainft  the  knotty  trunk. 
Their  inipulfe  on  the  fenfe  :  while  the  pall'd  eye 
Expedls  in  vain  its  tribute  ;  alks  in  vain. 
Where  are  the  ornaments  it  once  admired  ? 
Not  fo  the  moral  fpccics,  nor  the  powers 
Of  paflion  and  of  thought.     The  ambitious  mind 
,  With  objecits  bgundlefs  as  her  own  defire* 
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Can  there  converfe  :  by  thefe  ur.fading  forms 
TouchM  and  awaken'd  Hill,  with  eager  acft 
She  bends  each  nerve,  and  meditates  well-pleas'd 
Ker  gifts,  her  godlike  fortune.     Such  the  fcenes 
Now  opening  round  us.     May  the  deftin'd  verfe 
Maintain  its  equal  tenor,  though  in  tracts 
Obfcure  and  ^duous  1  May  the  fource  of  light, 
Ail-prefent,  all-fufiicient,  guide  our  fteps 
Through  every  maze  :  and  whom  in  childifti  years 
From  the  loud  throng,  the  beaten  paths  of  wealth 
And  power,  thou  didit  apart  fend  forth  to  fpeak 
In  tuneful  words  concerning  higheft  things, 
Him  ftill  do  thou,  O  Father,  at  thofe  hours 
Of  penfive  freedom  when  the  human  foul 
Shuts  out  the  rumour  of  the  world,  him  ilill 
Touch  thou  with  fecret  leffons :  call  thou  back 
Each  erring  thought ;  and  let  the  yielding  ftrains 
From  his  full  bofom,  like  a  welcome  rill 
Spontaneous  from  its  healthy  fountain,  flow  I 

But  from  what  name,  what  favourable  fign, 
What  heavenly  aufpice,  rather  fliall  I  date 
My  perilous  excurfion,  than  from  truth, 
That  neareft  inmate  of  the  human  foul; 
Eftrang'd  from  whom,  the  countenance  divine 
Of  man  disfigurM  and  diflionour'd  finks 
Among  inferior  things  ?  For  to  the  brutes 
Perception  and  the  tranfient  boons  of  fenfe 
Hath  fate  imparted  :  but  to  man  alone 
Of  fublunary  beings  was  it  given 
Each  fleeting  impulfe  on  the  fenfual  powers 
At  leifure  to  review ;  with  equal  eye 
To  fcan  the  palfion  of  the  ftricken  nerve 
Or  the  vague  objedl  ftriking  :  to  conducfl 
From  fenfe,  the  portal  turbulent  and  loud, 
Into  the  mind's  wide  palace  one  by  one 
The  frequent,  prefling,  fludtuating  forms. 
And  queftion  and  compare  them.     Thus  he  learns 
Their  birth  and  fortunes ;  how  allied  the  haunt 
The  avenues  of  fenfe  :  what  laws  direcfl 
Their  union  ;  and  what  various  difcords  rife, 
Or  fix'd  or  cafual :  which  when  his  clear  thought 
Retains  and  when  his  faithful  words  exprefs, 
That  living  image  of  the  external  fcene, 
As  in  a  polifli'd  mirror  held  to'  view. 
Is  truth  :  where'er  it  varies  from  the  fhape 
And  hue  of  its  exemplar,  in  that  part 
Dim  error  lurks.     Moreover,  from  without 
When  oft  the  fame  fociety  of  forms 
In  the  fame  order  have  approacli'd  his  mind. 
He  deigns  no  more  their  fteps  with  curious  heed 
To  frace  ;  no  more  their  features  or  their  garb 
He  now  examines ;  but  of  them  and  their 
Condition,  as  with  fome  diviner's  tongue. 
Affirms  what  heaven  in  every  diftant  place, 
Through  every  future  feafon,  will  decree. 
This  too  is  truth  :  where'er  his  prudent  lips 
Wait  till  experience  diligent  and  flow 
Has  authoriz'd  their  fentence,  this  is  truth  ; 
A  fecond,  higher  kind  :  the  parent  this 
Of  fcience  ;  or  the  lofty  power  herfclf, 
Science  herfelf  :  on  whom  the  wants  and  cares 
Of  fecial  life  depend  ;  the  fubflitute 
Of  God's  own  wifdom  in  this  toilfome  world  ; 
The  providence  of  man.     Yet  oft  in  vain. 
To  earn  her  aid,  with  fixt  and  anxious  eye 
He  looks  on  nature's  and  on  fortune's  coarfe  : 
Too  muth  in  vain.    His  duller  vifual  ray 


The  fliUnefs  and  the  perfevering  atfls 

Of  nature  oft  elude  ;  and  fortune  oft 

With  ftepfantaflic  from  her  wonted  walic 

rums  into  mazes  dim.     His  fight  is  foil'd ; 

And  the  crude  fentence  of  his  faltering  tongue 

Is  but  opinion's  vt-ri'iO't,  half  believ'd 

And  prone  to  change.     Here  thou,  who  feel'ft, 

thine  ear 
Congenial  to  my  lyre's  profounder  tone, 
Paufe,  and  be  watchful.     Hitherto  the  (lores, 
Which  feed  thy  mind  and  excrcife  her  powers, 
Partake  the  relifli  of  their  native  foil, 
Their  parent  earth.     But  know,  a  nobler  dower 
Her  lire  at  birth  decreed  her;  purer  gifts 
From    his    own    treafure ;    forms   which    never 

dtign'd 
In  eyes  or  ears  to  dwell,  within  the  fenfe 
Of  earthly  organs  ;  but  fublime  were  plac'd 
In  his  eflential  rcafon,  leading  there 
That  vaft  ideal  hoft  which  all  his  works 
Through  cndlefs  ages  never  will  reveal. 
Thus  then  endovr'd,  the  feeble  creature  man. 
The  flave  of  hunger,  and  the  prey  of  death, 
Ev'n  now,  even  liere,  in  earth's  dim  prifon  bound, 
The  language  of  intelligence  divine 
Attains ;  repeating  oft  concerning  one 
And  many,  pafl:  and  prefent,  parts  and  whole, 
Thofe  fov'reign  di(?>ates  which  in  fartheft  heaver?. 
Where  no  orb  roll;,  eternity's  fix'd  ear 
Hears  from  coeval  truth,  when  chance  nor  change. 
Nature's  loud  progeny,  nor  nature's  felf 
Dares  intermeddle  or  approach  her  throne. 
Ere  long,  o'er  this  corporeal  world  he  learns 
To  extend  her  fway  ;  while  calHng  from  the  deen. 
From  earth  and  air,  their  multitudes  untold 
Of  figures  and  of  motions  round  his  walk. 
For  each  wide  family  fome  fingle  birth 
He  fetsin  view,  the  impartial  type  of  all 
Its  brethren  ;  fuffering  it  to  claim,  beyond. 
Their  common  heritage,  no  private  gift. 
No  proper  fortune.     Then  whate'er  his  eye 
In  this  difcerns,  his  bold  unerring  tongue 
Pronounccth  of  the  kindred,  without  bound. 
Without  condition.     Such  the  rife  nf  forms 
Sequefter'd  far  from  fenfe  and  every  fpot 
Peculiar  in  the  realms  of  fpace  or  time  : 
Such  is  the  throne  which  man  for  truth  amfS 
The  paths  of  mutability  hath  built 
Secure,  unlhaken,  ftill ;  and  whence  he  views, 
In  matter's  mouldering  ftrucT:ures,  the  pure  forms 
Of  triangle  or  circle,  cube  or  cone, 
Impaffive  all ;  whofe  attributes  nor  force 
Nor  fate  can  alter.     There  he  firft  conceives 
True  being,  and  an  intelledlual  world 
The  fame  this  hour  and  ever.     Thence  lie  deems 
Of  his  own  lot ;  above  the  painted  fliapes 
That  fleeting  move  o'er  this  terreftrial  fcene 
Looks  up ;  beyond  the  adamantine  gates 
Of  death  expatiates  ;  as  his  birthright  claims 
Inheritance  in  all  the  works  of  God  ; 
Prepares  for  endlefs  time  his  plan  of  life. 
And  counts  the  univerfe  itfelf  his  home. 

Whence  alfo  but  from  truth,  the  light  of  minds. 
Is  human  fortune  gladden'd  with  the  rays 
Of  virtue  ?  with  the  moral  colours  thrown 
On  every  walk  of  this  our  focial  fcene. 
Adorning  for  the  eye  of  gods  and  men 
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The  paflions,  a^ion,  habitudes  of  life. 
And  rendering  earth  like  heaven,  a  facred  place 
"Where  love  and  praife  may  take  delight  to  dwell  i' 
Let  none  with  heedlefs  tongue  trom  truth  dif-join 
The  reign  ot  virtue.     Ere  the  day  ipring  flow'd, 
Like  fifters  link'd  in  concord's  golden  chain, 
They  flood  before  tlie  great  eternal  mind 
Their  common  parent ;  and  by  him  were  both 
Sent  forth  among  his  creatures,  hand  in  hand, 
Infeparably  join'd  :  nor  e'er  did  truth 
Find  an  apt  ear  to  liften  to  her  lore, 
Which  knew  not  virtue's  voice  ;  nor,  fave  where 

truth's 
Majeftic  words  are  heard  and  underftood, 
Dpth  virtue, deign  to  inhabit.     Go,  inquire 
Of  nature  :  not  among  Tartarian  locks. 
Whither  the  hungry  vulture  with  its  prey 
Returns  :  not  where  the  lion's  fullen  roar 
At  noon  refounds  along  the  lonely  banks 
Of  ancient  Tigris  :  but  her  gentler  fcenes. 
The  dove-cote  and  the  fliepherd's  fold  at  inorn, 
Cor.fult ;  or  by  a  meadow's  fragrant  hedge. 
In  fpring-time  when  the  wotdlands  firit  are  green. 
Attend  the  linnet  fuiging  to  his  mate, 
Couch'd  o'er  their  tender  young.     To  this  fond 

care 
Thou  doft  not  virtue's  honourable  name 
Attribute  :  wherefore,  fave  that  not  one  gleam 
Of  truth  did  e'er  difcover  to  themfelves 
Their  little  hearts,  or  teach  them,  by  the  effedls 
Of  that  parental  love,  the  love  itfelf 
To  judge,  and  meafure  its  officious  deeds? 
But  man,  whofe  eyelids  truth  lias  flU'd  with  day, 
Difcerns  how  (kilfully  to  bounteous  ends 
His  v.'ife  affetflions  move  ;  wit'n  free  accord 
Adopts  their  guidance  ;  yields  himfelf  fecure 
To  nature's  prudent,  impulfe  ;   and  converts 
Inftincfl  to  duty  and  to  facred  law. 
Hence  right  and  fit  on  earth ;  while  thus  to  man 
The  Almighty  Legiflator  hath  explain'd 
The  fprings  of  adlion  tix'd  within  his  bread  ; 
Hath  given  him  power  to  fiacken  or  reftrain 
Their  effort;    and  hath  (ho.vn  him  how  they  join 
Their  partial  movernents  with  the  mafler-wheel 
Of  the  great  world,  and  ferve  that  facred  end 
AVhich  he,  the  unerring  reafon,  keeps  in  view. 

F.*  (if  a  mortal  tongue  may  fpf'ak  of  him 
And  his  dread  ways)  even  as  his  I'oundlefs  eye, 
Connecfling  every  form  and  every  cliai'ge. 
Beholds  the  perfect  beauty  ;  fo  his  will, 
Through  every  hour  producing  good  to  all 
The  family  of  creatures,  is  itfelf 
The  perfect  virtue.    -Let  the  grateful  fwain 
Kemember  this,  as  oft  with  joy  and  praife 
He  looks  upon  the  falling  dews  which  clothe 
His  lawns  with  verdure,  and  thp  tender  feed 
Nourifli  within  his  furrows:   when  between 
Dead  feas  and  burning  Ikies,  where  long  unmov'd 
The  bark  had  languidi'd,  now  a  ruflling  gale 
Lifts  o'er  the  fickle  waves  lier  dancing  prow. 
Let  the  glad  pilot,  burftiug  out  in  thanks, 
Remember  this :  lefi  blind  o'erweening  pride 
Pollute  their  offerings:  left  their  felfidi  heart 
Cay  to  the  heavenly  ruler,  "  At  our  call 
"  Relents  thy  j^ower  :  by  us  thy  arm  is  mov'd.'' 
Fools !  who  of  God  as  of  each  other  d.em  : 
Who  his  invariable  acSs  deduce 


From  fuduen  counfels  tranf.ent  as  their  own  ; 

Nur  farther  of  his  bounty,  than  the  event 

Whic'n  haply  meets  their.loud  and  eager  prayer, 

Acknowle<lge ;  nor,  beyond  the  drop  minute 

Which  haply  they  have  talted,  heed  the  fource 

That  flows  for  all ;  the  fountain  of  his  love 

Which,  from  the  fummit  where  he  (its  enthron'd. 

Pours  health  and  joy,  unfailing  ftreatm,  throughout 

The  fpacious  region  flourilhing  in  view, 

The  goodly  work  of  his  eternal  day. 

His  own  fair  univerfe  ;  on  which  alone 

His  counfels  fix,  and  whence  alone  his  will 

AiTumes  her  llrong  diceclion.     Such  is  now 

His  iov'reign  purpofe  :   fuch  it  was  before 

AU  multitude  of  years.     For  his  right  arm 

Was  never  idle  :  his  beflowing  love 

Knew  no  beginning;   was  not  as  a  change 

Of  mood  that  woke  at  lalt  and  ftarted  up 

After  a  deep  and  folitary  floth 

Of  boundlefs  ages.     No  :  he  now  is  good, 

He  ever  was.     The  feet  of  hoary  time 

Through  tiieir  eternal  courfe  have  travell'd  o'er 

No  fpeechlefs,  lifelefs  defart;  but  through  fcenes 

Chee;ful  with  bounty  ftill ;  among  a  pomp 

Of  worlds,  for  gladnefs  round  the  maker's  throne 

Loud-fliouting,  or,  in  many  diale(fts 

Of  hope  and  filial  truft,  imploring  thence 

The  fortunes  of  their  people  :  vvhere  fo  fis'd 

Where  all  the  dates  of  being,  fo  difpos'd 

To  every  living  foul  of  every  kind 

The  field  of  motion  and  the  hour  of  reft. 

That  each  the  general  happinels  might  fervo  ; 

And  by  the  difclpline  of  laws  divine 

Convinc'd  of  folly  orchaitis'd  from  guilt, 

£ach  might  at  length  be  happy.     What  remains 

Shall  be  like  what  is  pafs'd;   but  fairer  ftill, 

And  ftill  increafing  in  the  godhke  gifts 

Ot  life  and  truth.     The  fame  paternal  hanJ, 

From  the  mute  Ihell-filh  gafping  on  the  lliore, 

To  men,  to  angels,  ^o  celeitial  minds, 

Will  ever  lead  the  generations  on 

Through  higher  fcenes  of  being  :  while,  fupply'd 

From  day  to  day  by  his  enlivening  breath 

Inferior  orders  in  fucceflion  rife 

To  fill  the  void  below,'    As  flame  afcends. 

As  vapours  to  the  earth  in  fliowers  return, 

As  the  pois'd  ocean  toward  the  attr.i6hmg  moon 

Swells,  and  the  ever-lillening  planets  charm'd 

By  the  luu's  call  their  onward  pace  incline. 

So  all  things  which  have  life  afpire  to  God, 

Exhauftlefs  fount  of  iiitel'.eclual  day. 

Centre  of  fouls.  Nor  doth  the  maltering  voice 

Of  nature  ceafe  within  to  prompt  aright 

I'heir  fieps;  nor  is  the  care  of  heaven  withheld 

From  fending  to  the  toil  external  aid  ; 

That  in  their  ftations  all  may  perfevere 

To  climb  the  afcent  of  being,  and  approach 

For  ever  nearer  to  the  life  divine. 

But  this  eternal  fabric  was  not  rais'd 
For  man's  infpe<5lion.    Though  to  fome  be  given 
To  catch  a  tranfient  vifionary  glimpfe 
Of  that  majeftic  fcene  which  boundlefs  power 
Prepares  for  perfecfl  goodnefs,  yet  in  vain 
Would  human  life  htr  faculties  expand 
To  imbofom  fuch  an  objecfl.    Nor  could  e'er 
Virtue  or  praife  have  touch'd  the  hearts  of  men. 
?Iad  not  the  fovereign  guide,  through  every  ftagjc 


PLEASURESOF    THE   IMAGINATION, 


i'fi 


Of  this  their  various  joarney,  pointed  out 

New  hopes,  new  toils,    which  to    their  humble 

fphere 
Of  fight  and  ftrength  might  fuch  importance  hold 
As  doth  the  wide  creation  to  his  own. 
Hence  all  the  little  charities  of  life. 
With  all  iheir'duties :  iience  that  favn'.irite  palm 
Of  human  will,  when  duty  is  fuflic'd, 
And  ftill  the  liberal  foul  in  ampler  deeds 
Would  manifeft  herfelf ;  that  facred  fign 
Of  her  revcr'd  affinity  to  him 
Whole  bounties  are  his  own;  to  whom  none  faid, 
"  Create  the  wifeft,  fuileft,  faireft  world. 
"  And  make  its  offspring  happy  ;"  who,  intent 
Some  likenefs  of  himfelf  among  his  works 
To  view,  hath  pour'd  into  the  human  bread 
A  ray  of  knowledge  and  of  love,  which  guides 
Eartii's  feeble  race  to  adt  their  Maker's  part. 
Self-judging,  felf-oblig'd  :  while,  from  before 
That  godlike  funifllon,  the  gigantic  power 
Neceffity,  though  wont  to  curb  the  force 
Of  Chaos  and  the  favage  elements. 
Retires  abafli'd,  as  from  a  i'ceiie  too  high 
For  her  brute  tyranny,  and  with  her  bears 
Her  fcorned  followers,  terror,  and  bale  awe 
Who  blinds  herfelf,  and  that  ill-luited  pair, 
Obedience  link'd  with  hatred.     Then  the  foul 
Ariles  in  her  Itrength ;  and,  looking  round 
Her  bufy  fphere,  whatever  work  flie  view  s, 
Whatever  counfel  bearing  any  trace 
Of  her  Creator's  likenefs,  whether  apt 
To  aid  her  fellows  or  preferve  herfelf 
In  her  fuperior  fuiidlloiis  unimpair'd, 
Thither  fbe  turns  exulting:  that  fhe  claims 
As  her  peculiar  good  :  on  that,  througli  all 
The  fickle  feafons  of  the  day,  flie  looks 
With  reverence  ftill :  to  that,  as  to  a  fence 
Againft  afflitlion  and  the  darts  of  pain, 
Ker  drooping  hopes  repair  :  and,  once  oppos'd 
To  that,  all  other  pleafure,  other  wealth 
Vile,  as  the  drofs  upon  the  molten  gold, 
Appears,  andjoathfome  as  the  briny  lea 
To  him  who  languillies  with  thirft,  and  lighs 
For  fome  known  fountain  pure.     For  what  can 

ftrive 
With  virtue  ?  which  of  nature's  regions  vaft; 
Can  in  fo  many  forms  produce  to  fight 
Such  powerful  beauty  ?  beauty,  which  the  eye 
Of  hatred  cannot  look  upon  fecure  : 
Which  envy's  felf  contemplates,  and  is  turn'd 
Ere  long  to  tendernefs,  to  infant  fmiles, 
Or  tears  of  humblelt  love.     Is  aught  fo  fair 
In  all  the  dewy  landlcapes  of  the  fpring, 
The  Cummer's  noon-tide  groves,  the  purple  eve 
At  harveft-home,  or  in  the  frofty  moon 
Glittering  on  fome  fmooth  fea,  is  aught  fo  fair 
As  virtuous  friendlhip  ?  as  the  honour'd  roof 
Whither  from  higheft  heaven  immortal  love 
His  torch  ethereal  and  his  golden  bow 
Propitious  brings,  and  there  a  temple  holds 
To  whofe  unfpotted  fervice  gladly  vovv'd 
The  focial  band  of  parent,  brother,  child, 
Witli  fmiles  and  fwcet  difcourfe  and  gentle  deeds 
Adore  his  power  ?  What  gift  of  richeft  clime 
E'er  drew  fuch  eager  eyes,  or  prompted  fuch 
Deep  willies,  as  the  zeal  thaf  fnatcheth  Ijack 
ilram  llandei's  poiTonous  tooth  a  foe'^s  renown ; 


Or  crofleth  danger  in  his  lion-walk. 
A  rival's  life  to  refcue  ?  as  the  young 
Athenian  warrior  fitting  down  in  bond;, 
That  his  great  father's  body  might  not  want 
•  A  peaceful,  humble  tomb  ?  the  Roman  wife 
Teaching  her  lord  how  harmlefs  was  the  wound 
Of  death,  how  impotent  the  tyrant's  rage, 
Who  nothing  more  could  threaten  to  afflidl 
Their  faithful  love  ?  Or  is  there  in  the  abyfs, 
Is  there,  among  the  adamantine  fpheres 
Wheeling  unftiaken  through  the  boundlefs  void. 
Aught  that  with  half  fuch  majefty  can  fill 
The  human  bofom,  as  when  Brutus  rofe 
Refulgent  from  the  ftroke  of  Cxfar's  fate 
Amid  the  crowd  of  patriots  ;  and,  his  arm 
Aloft  extending  like  eternal  Jove 
When  guilt  brings  down  tlie  thunder,  call'd  aloud 
On  Tally's  name,  and  fhook  the  crimfon  fwor«J 
Of  jultice  in  his  rapt  aftoniih'd  eye, 
And  bad  the  father  of  his  country  hail, 
For  lo  the  tyrant  proftrate  on  the  dull, 
And  Rome  again  is  free  ?  Thus,  through  the  paths 
Of  human  life,  in  various  pomp  array'd 
Walks  the  wife  daughter  cf  the  Judge  of  heaven, 
Fair  virtue  ;  from  her  Father's  throne  fupreme 
Sent  down  to  utter  laws,  fuch  as  on  earth 
Mod  apt  he  knew,  moll  powerful  to  promote 
The  weal  of  all  his  works,  the  gracious  end 
Of  his  dread  empire.  And  though  haply  man's 
Obfcurcr  fight,  fo  far  beyond  himfelf 
And  the  brief  labours  of  his  little  home. 
Extends  not ;  yet,  by  the  bright  prefence  won 
Of  this  divine  inflrudlrefs,  to  her  fway 
Pleas'd  he  affents,  nor  heeds  the  diftant  goal 
To  which  her  voice  condu(fts  him.     Thus  hath 

God, 
Still  looking  toward  his  own  high  purpofe,  fix'd 
The  virtues  of  his  creatures ;  thus  he  rules 
The  parent's  fondnefs  and  the  patriot's  zeal; 
Thus  the  warm  fcnfe  of  honour  and  of  fliame  ; 
The  vows  of  gratitude,  the  faith  of  luve  j 
And  all  the  comely  intercourfe  ofpraife. 
The  joy  of  human  life,  the  earthly  heaven. 

How  far  unlike  them  muft  the  lot  of  guilt 
Be  found  !  Or  vi'hat  terreftrial  woe  can  match 
The  felf-convicled  bofom,  which  hath  wrought 
The  bane  of  others,  or  enflav'd  itfeif 
With  fiiackles  vile  ?  Not  poifon,  nor  Hiarp  fire 
Nor  the  worft  pangs  that  ever  monkifli  hate 
Suggefled,  or  defpotic  rage  impos'd. 
Were  at  that  feafon  an  unwifli'd  exchange  : 
When  the  foul  ioaths  herfelf:  when,  flying  thence' 
To  crowds,  on  every  brow  llie  fees  portray'd 
Fell  demons,  hate  or  fcorn,  which  drive  her  back 
To  folitude,  her  judge's  voice  divine 
To  hear  in  fecret,  haply  ibunding  through 
The  troubled  dreams  of  midnight,  and  ftill,  ftill 
Demanding  for  his  violated  laws 
Fit  recompenfe,  or  charging  her  own  tongue 
To  fpeak  the  award  of  juftice  on  herfelf. 
For  well  flie  knows  what  faithful  hints  withia 
Were  whifper'd  to  beware  the  lying  forms 
Which  turn'd  her  footfteps  from  the  fafer  way: 
What  cautions  to  fufpedt  their  painted  drefs, 
And  look  with  Heady  eyelid  on  their  imiles. 
Their  frowns,  their  tears.     In  vain.     Tjie  daz^ 
zling  hues 
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Of  fancy,  and  opinion's  eager  voice. 
Too  much  prevail'd.     For  mortals  tread  the  path 
In  which  opinion  fays  they  follow  good 
Or  fly  from  evil :   and  opinion  gives 
Report  of  good  or  evil,  as  the  fcene 
Was  drawn  by  fancy,  pleafing  or  deforni'd  : 
Thus  her  report  can  never  there  be  true 
Where  fancy  cheats  the  intelledtual  eye 
With  glaring  colours  and  diftorted  lines. 
Is  there  a  man  to  whom  the  name  of  death 
.   "Brings  terror's  ghaftly  pageants  conjur'd  up 
Before  him,  death-bed  groans,  and  difmal  vows. 
And  the  frail  foul  plung'd  headlong  from  the  brink 
©f  life  and  day -light  down  the  glomy  air, 
An  unknown  depth,  to  gulfs  of  torturing  fire 
y    Unvifited  by  mercy  ?  Then  what  hand 
Can  fnatch  this  dreamer  from  the  fatal  toils 
Which  fancy  and  opinion  thus  confpire 
To  twine  around  his  heart  ?  or  who  fliall  hufli 
Their  clamour,  when  they  tell  him  that  to  die, 
To  rilk  thofe  horrors,  is  a  direr  curfe 
Than  bafeft  life  can  bring  ?     Though  love  with 

prayers 
Mod  tender,  with  afflidlion's  facred  tears, 
Befeech  his  aid  ;  though  gratitude  and  faith 
Condemn  each  ftep  which  loiters;  yet  let  none 
Make  anfwer  for  him  that,  if  any  frown 
Of  danger  thwart  his  path,  he  will  not  Itay, 
Content,  and  be  a  wretch  to  be  fecure. 
_  Here  vice  begins  tben  :  at  the  gate  of  life, 
Ere  the  young  multitude  to  diverfe  roads. 
Part,  like  fond  pilgrims  on  a  journey  unknown, 
Sits  fancy,  deep  enchantrefs  ;  and  to  each 
With  kind  maternal  looks  prefents  her  bowl, 
A  potent  beverage.     Heedlefs  they  comply  : 
Till  the  whole  foul  from  that  myfterious  draught 
Is  ting'd,  and  every  tranfient  thought  imbibes 
Of  gladnefs  or  difguft,  defire  or  fear, 
One  homebred  colour  :  which  not  all  the  lights 
Of  fcience  e'er  (hall  change;  not  all  the  (torms 
Of  adverfe  fortune  wafh  away,  nor  yet 
The  robe  of  pureft  virtue  quite  conceal. 
Thence  on  they  pafs,    where  meeting  frequent 

fliapes 
Of  good  and  evil,  cunning  phantoms  apt 
To  fire  or  freeze  the  breait,  with  them  they  join 
In  dangerous  parley  ;  liifening  oft,  and  oft 
Gazing  with  reeklefs  paffion,  while  its  garb 
The  fpeclre  heightens,  and  its  pompous  tale 
Repeats  with  fome  new  circumftance  to  fuit 
That  early  tintfture  of  the  hearer's  foul. 
And  Ihould  the  guardian,  reafon,  but  for  one 
Short  moment  yield  to  this  illufive  fcene 
His  ear  and  eye  the  intoxicating  charm 
Involves  him,  till  no  longer  he  difcerns, 
Or  only  guides  to  err.     Then  revel  forth 
A  furious  band  that  fpurn  him  from  the  throne, 
And  all  is  uproar.     Hence  ambition  climbs 
With  Aiding  feet  and  hands  impure,  to  grafp 
Thofe  folemn  toys  which  glitter  in  his  view 
On  fortune's  rugged  fteep :  heuce  pale  revenge 
Unflieaths  her  murderous  dagger :  Rapine  hence 
And  envious  luft,  by  venal  fraud  upborne, 
Surmount  the  reverend  barrier  of  the  laws 
Which  kept  them  from  their  prey  :  hence  all  the 

crimes 
That  e'er  defil'd  the  earth,  and  all  the  plagues 


That  follow  them  for  vengeance,  in  the  guife 
Of  honour,  fafety,  pleafure,  eafe,  or  pomp. 
Stole  firft  into  the  fond  believing  mind. 

Yet  not  by  fancy's  vi-itchcraft  on  the  brain 
Are  always  the  tumultuous  paffions  driven 
To  guilty  deeds,  nor  reafon  bound  in  chains 
That  vice  alone  may  lord  it.     Oft,  adorn'd. 
With  motley  pageants,  folly  mounts  his  throne. 
And  plays  her  idiot  antics,  like  a  queen. 
A  thoufand  garbs  (he  wears ;  a  thoufand  ways 
She  whirls  her  giddy  empire.     Lo,  thus  far 
With  bold  adventure  to  the  IV'Iantuan  lyre 
I  (ing  for  contemplation  link'd  with  love 
A  penfive  theme.    Now  haply  (hould  my  fong 
Unbend  that  ferious  countenance,  and  learn 
Thalia's  tripping  gait,  her  flirill-ton'd  voice. 
Her  wiles  familiar  :  whether  fcorn  flie  darts 
In  wanton  ambufli  from  her  lip  or  eye. 
Or  whether  with  a  fad  difguile  of  care, 
O'ermanthng  her  gay  brow,  die  adls  in  fport 
The  deeds  of  folly,  and  from  all  fides  round 
Calls  forth  impetuous  laughter's  gay  rebuiie  ; 
Her  province.     But  through  every  comic  fcene 
To  lead  my  mufe  with  her  light  pencil  arm'd; 
Through  every  fwiftoccafion  whic'n  the  hand 
Of  laughter  points  at,  when  the  mirthful  (ting 
Diftends  her  labouring  fidesand  chokesher  tongue; 
Were  endlefs  as  to  found  each  grating  note 
With  which  the  rooks,  and  chattering  daws,  and 
Unwieldy  inmates  of  the  village  pond,         [grave 
The  changing  feafons  of  the  fky  proclaim  ; 
Sun,  cloud,  or  fliower.     Suffice  it  to  have  faid. 
Where'er  the  power  of  ridicule  difplays 
Her  quaint  ey'd  vifage,  fome  incongruous  form, 
Some  ftubborn  dilTonance  of  things  combin'd. 
Strikes  on  her  quick  perception  :  whether  pomp. 
Or  praife,  or  beauty  be  dragg'd  in  and  (hown 
Where  fordid  faihions,  where  ignoble  deeds, 
Where  foul  deformity  is  wont  to  dwell; 
Or  whether  thefe  with  ihrewd  and  wayward  fpite 
Invade  refplendent  pomps  imperious  mien. 
The  charms  of  beauty,  or  the  boaft  of  praife. 

Afk  we  for  what  fair  end  the  almighty  fire 
In  mortal  bofoms  (lirs  this  gay  contempt, 
Thefe  grateful  pangs  of  laughter;   from  difguil 
Educing  pleafure  ?   Wherefore,  but  to  aid 
The  tardy  (teps  of  reafon,  and  at  once 
By  this  prompt  impulfe  urge  us  to  deprefs 
VVild  folly's  aims .''  For  though  the  fober  light 
Of  truth  (low  dawning  on  the  watchful  mind 
At  length  unfolds,  through  many  a  fubtile  tie. 
How  thefe  uncouth  diforders  end  at  la(t 
In  public  evil ;  yet  benignant  heaven, 
Confcious  how  dim  the  dawn  of  truth  appears 
To  thoufands,  confcious  what  a  fcanty  paufe 
From  labour  and  from  care  the  wider  lot 
Of  humble  life  affords  for  iludious  thought 
To  fcan  the  maze  of  nature,  therefore  Itamp'd 
Thefe  glaring  fcenes  with  charatflers  of  fcorn. 
As  broad,  as  pbvious  to  the  paffing  clown 
As  to  the  ietter'd  fage's  curious  eye. 

But  other  evils  o'er  the  (teps  of  man 
Through  all  his  walks  impend;  againltwhofe  might 
The  flcHder  darts  of  laughter  nought  avail; 
A  trivial  warfare.     Some,  hke  cruel  guards, 
On  nature's  ever-moving  throne  attend ; 
With  miichief  arm'd  for  him  whoe'er  (hall  th^wrt 
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The  path  of  her  inexorable  wheels. 

While  flie  purfues  the  work  that  inuft  be  done 

Through  ocean,  earth,  and  air.     Hence  frequent 

forms 
Of  woe  ;  the  merchant,  with  his  wealthy  bark, 
Bury'd  by  dalhing  waves ;  the  traveller 
Pierc'd  by  the  pointed  lightning  in  his  hafte  ; 
And  the  poor  hufbandman,  with  folded  arms. 
Surveying  his  lolt  labours,  and  a  heap 
Of  blafted  chaffthe  produft  of  the  field 
Whence  he  expe<fled  bread.    But  worle  than  thefe 
I  deem,  far  worfe,  that  other  race  of  ills 
Which  human  kind  rear  up  among  themfelves  ; 
That  horrid  offspring  which  mifgovern'd  will 
Bears  to  fantaftic  error  j  vices,  crimes, 
Furies  that  curfe  the  earth,  and  make  the  blows, 
The  heavieft  blows,  of  nature's  innocent  hand 
Seem  fport ;  which  are  indeed  but  as  the  care 
Of  a  wife  parent,  who  folicits  good 
To  all  her  houfe,  though  haply  at  the  price 
Of  tears  and  froward  wailing  and  reproach 
For  loreie  unthinking  child,  whom  not  the  lefs 
Its  mother  deftines  to  be  happy  (till. 

Thefe  fources  then  of  pain,  this  double  let 
Of  evil  in  the  inheritance  of  man, 
Requir'd  for  his  protedlion  no  flight  force. 
No  carelefs  watch.     And  therefore  was  his  breaft 
Fenc'd  round  with  paflions  quick  to  be  alarm'd, 
Or  ftubborn  to  oppofe ;  with  fear  more  fwift 
Than  beacons  catching  flarae  from  hill  to  hill, 
Where  armies  land  ;  with  anger,  uncontroU'd 
As  the  young  lion  bounding  on  his  prey  ; 
With  I'orrow,  that  locks  up  the  ftruggling  heart ; 
And  fhame,  that  overcafts  the  drooping  eye 
As  with  a  cloud  of  lighting.      Thele  the  part 
Perform  of  eager  monitors,  and  goad 
The  foul  more  fharply  than  with  points  of  fleel, 
Her  enemies  to  fliun  or  to  refift. 
And  as  thofe  paflions,  that  converfe  with  good, 
Are  good  thernielves;  as  hope  and  love  and  joy, 
Among  the  faired  and  the  fweeteft  boons 
Of  life,  we  rightly  count :  fo  thefe,  which  guard 
Againft  invading  evil,  flill  excite 
Some  paiji,  fome  tumult :  thefe,  within  the  mind 
Too  oft  admitted  or  too  long  retain'd. 
Shock  their  frail  feat,  and  by  their  uncuvb'd  rage 
To  favages  more  fell  than  Libya  breeds 
Transform  themfelves;  till  human  thought  becomes 
A  gloomy  ruin,  haunt  of  (hapes  unblefs'd. 
Of  felf-tormenting  fiends  ;   horror,  defpair. 
Hatred,  and  wicked  envy  :  foes  to  all 
The  works  of  nature,  and  the  gifts  of  heaven. 

But  when  through  blamelefs  paths  to  righteous 
ends 
Thofe  keener  paflions  urge  the  awaken'd  foul, 
I  would  not,  as  ungracious  violence, 
Their  fway  defcribe,  nor  from  their  free  career 
The  fellowfhip  of  pleafure  quite  exclude. 
For  what  can  render,  to  the  felf-approv'd. 
Their  temper  void  of  comfort,  though  in  pain  ? 
Who  knows  not  with  what  majefty  divine 
The  forms  of  truth  and  juftice  to  the  mind 
Appear,  ennobling  oft  the  fharpelt  woe 
With  triumpji  and  rejoicing  ?   Who,  that  bears 
A  human  bofom,  hath  not  often  felt 
How  dear  are  all  thofe  ties  which  bind  our  race 
In  gentleaefs  together,  and  how  fweet 


Their  force,  let  fortune's  wayward  hand  the  while 
Be  kind  or  cruel  ?  Alk  the  faithful  youth 
Why  the  cold  urn,  of  her  whom  long  he  lov'd. 
So  often  fills  his  arms  ;  fo  often  draws 
His  lonely  footfteps,  filent  and  unfeen. 
To  pay  the  mournful  tribute  of  his  tears  ? 
Oh  I  he  will  tell  thee  that  the  wealth  of  worlds 
Should  ne'er  feduce  his  bofom  to  forego 
Thofe  facred  hours,  when,  fteahng  from  the  noife 
Of  care  and  envy,  fweet  remembrance  foothes 
With  virtue's  kindefl;  looks  his  aching  breath, 
And  turns  his  tears  to  rapture.     Afk  the  crowd 
Which  flies  impatient  from  the  village  walk 
To  climb  the  neighbouring  cliffs,  when  fiar  below 
The  favage  winds  have  hurl'd  upon  the  coaft 
Some  helplefs  bark ;  while  holy  pity  melts 
The  general  eye,  or  terror's  icy  hand 
Smites  their  diftorted  limbs  and  horrent  hair  ; 
While  every  mother  clofer  to  her  breaft 
Catcheth  her  child,  and,  pointing  where  the  waves 
Foam  through  the  fliatter'd  veiTel,  fhrieks  aloud 
As  one  poor  wretch,  who  fpreads  his  piteous  arms 
For  faccour,  fwallow'd  by  the  roaring  furge. 
As  now  another,  dafli'd  againft  the  rock. 
Drops  lifelefs  down.     O  1  deemeft  thou  indeed 
No  pleafing  influence  here  by  nature  given 
To  mutual  terror  and  companion's  tears? 
No  tender  charm  myfterious,  which  attracfls 
O'er  all  that  edge  of  pain  the  fecial  powers 
To  this  their  proper  adlion  and  their  end  ? 
Afk  thy  own  heart ;  when,  at  the  midnight  hour. 
Slow  through  that  penfive  gloom  thy  paufing  eye. 
Led  by  the  glimmering  taper,  moves  around 
The  reverend  volumes  of  the  dead,  the  fongs 
Of  Grecian  bards,  and  records  writ  by  fame 
For  Grecian  heroes,  where  the  fov'reign  power 
Of  heaven  and  earth  furveys  the  immortal  page 
Even  as  a  father  meditating  all 
The  praifes  of  his  fon,  and  bids  the  reft 
Of  mankind  there  the  faireft  model  learn 
Of  their  own  nature,  and  the  noblert  deeds 
Which  yet  the  world  hath  feen.     If  then  thy  fou! 
Join  in  the  lot  of  thofe  diviner  men ; 
Say,  when  the  profpe<ft  darkfens  on  thy  view; 
When,  funk  by  many  a  wound,  heroic  ftates 
IVIourn  in  the  duft,  and  tremble  at  the  frown 
Of  hard  ambition  ;  when  the  generous  band 
Of  youths  v.-lio  fought  for  freedom  and  their  fires 
Lie  lide  by  fide  in  death  ;  when  brutal  force 
Ufurps  the  throne  of  juftice,  turns  the  pomp 
Of  guardian  power,  the  majefty  of  rule. 
The  fword,  the  laurel,  and  the  purple  robe, 
To  poor  dilhoneft  pageants,  to  adorn 
A  robber's  walk,  and  glitter  in  the  eyes 
Of  fuch  as  bow  the  knee  ;  when  beauteous  works 
Rewards  of  virtue,  fculptur'd  forms  which  deck'd 
With  more  than  human  grace  the  warrior's  arcU 
Or  patriot's  tomb,  now  vidtims  to  appeafe 
Tyrannic  envy,  ftrew  the  common  path 
With  awful  ruins ;  when  the  mufe's  haunt. 
The  marble  porch  where  wifdom  wont  to  talk 
With  Socrates  or  Tully,  hears  no  more 
Save  the  hoarfe  jargon  of  contentious  monks. 
Or  female  fuperftition's  midnight  prayer; 
When  vuthlefi  havoc  from  the  hand  of  time 
Tears  the  deflroying  fey  the,  with  furer  ftroke 
To  rtiow  the  monuments  of  glory  down; 
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Till  defolation  o'er  the  grafs-grown  ftreet 

Expands  her  laven  wings,  and,  from  the  gate  ^ 

Where  fenates  once  the  weal  ot" nation's  plann  d, 

Hiffeth  the  gilding  fnake  through  hoary  weeds 

That  clal'p  the  mouldering  colu:rin  :  thus  when  all 

The  widely  mournful  I'cene  is  fis'd  within 

Thy  throbbing  bofom  ;  when  the  patriot's  tear 

Starts  from  thine  eye,  and  thy  estende'd  arm 

In  fancy  hurls  the  thunderbolt  of  Jove 

To  fire  the  impious  wreath  on  Philip's  brow, 

Or  dafli  Odiavius  from  the  trophied  car ; 

Say,  doth  thy  fecret  foul  repine  to  tarte 

The  big  diftrefs  ?  or  wouldft  thou  then  exchange 

Thofe  heart-ennobling  forrows  for  the  lot 

Of  him  who  fits  amid  the  gaudy  herd 

Of  filent  flatterers  bending  to  his  nod. 

And  o'er  them,  like  a  giant,  cafts  his  eye, 

And  fays  within  himfelf, "  I  am  a  king, 

"  And  wherefore  fliould  the  clamorous  voice  of  woe 

"  Intrude  upon  mine  ear  ?"  The  dregs  corrupt 

Of  barbarous  ages,  that  Circean  draught 

Of  fervitude  and  folly,  have  not  yet, 

Blefs'd  be  the  eternal  ruler  of  the  world  ! 

Yet  have  no  fo  difliononr'd,  fo  deform'd 

The  native  judgment  of  the  human  loulj 

Kor  fo  effac'd  the  image  of  her  £ie. 


BOOK    in. 


What  tongue 'then  may  explain  the  various  fate 
^''hich  reigns  o'er  earth'?  or  who  to  mortal  eyes 
illuitrate  this  perplexing  labyrinth 
Of  joy  and  woe  through  which  the  feet  of  man 
Are  doom'd  to  wander  ?  That  eternal  mind 
From  paffions,  wants,  and  envy  far  eftrang'd 
Who  built  the  fpacious  univerfe,  and  deck'd 
Each  part  fo  richly  with  wuate'er  pertains 
To  life,  to  health,  to  pleafure  ;  why  bade  he 
The  viper  evil,  creeping  in,  pollute 
The  goodly  fcene,  and  with  infidious  rage, 
Vybile  the  poor  inmate  looks  around  and  fmiies, 
Dsit  her  fell  iling  with  poifon  to  his  foul? 
H;'.rd  is  the  queltion,  and  from  ancient  days 
'Hath  fcill  opprefs'd  with  care  the  fage's  thought ; 
Jiath  drawn  forth  accents  from  the  poet's  lyre 
Too  fad,  too  deeply  plaintive  :  nor  did  e'er 
Thofe  chiefs  of  human  kind,  from  whom  the  light 
Of  heavenly  truth  firft  gleam'd  on  barbarous  lands. 
Forget  this  dreadful  fecret  when  they  told 
What  wondrous  things  had  to  their  favour'd  eyes 
And  ears  on  cloudy  mountain  been  reveaTd, 
Or  in  deep  cave  by  nymph  or  power  divine, 
Portentous  oft  and  wild.    Yet  one  I  know, 
Could  I  the  fpeech  of  lawgivers  aflurne. 
One  old  and  fplendid  tale  I  would  record 
With  which  the  mufe  of  Solon  in  fwtct  (trains 
Adorn'd  this  theme  profound,  and  render'd  all 
Itsdarknefs,  all  its  terrors,  bright  as  noon, 
Or  gentle  as  the  golden  ftar  of  eve. 
Who  knows  not  Solon  ?  laft,  and  wifeft  far, 
Of  thofe  whom  Greece  triumphant  in  the  height 
Of  glory,  llyl'd  her  fathers  ?  him  whofe  voice 
Through  Athens  huHi'd  the  ftorm  of  civil  wrath  ; 
Taught  envious  want  and  cruel  wealth  to  join 
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Minerva's  eager  people  to  his  laws. 

Which  their  own  goddefs  in  his  breaft  infpir'd  ? 

'Twas  now  the  time  when  his  heroic  taik 
Seem'd  but  pertorm'd  in  vain:  when   footh'd  by 
Of  flattering  fervjce,  the  fond  multitude       [years 
Hung  with  their  fudden  counfels  on  the  breath 
Of  great  Pifidratus:   that  chief  renown'd. 
Whom  Hermes  and  the  Idalian  queen  had  train'd 
Even  from'  his  birth  to  every  powerful  art 
Ofpleafing  and  perfuading:  from  whole  lips 
Flow'd  eloquence,  which  lilce  the  vows  of.love 
Could  iteal  away  fufpicion  from  the  hearts 
Of  all  who  liften'd.     Thus  from  day  to  day , 
He  won  the  general  fuftrage,  and  beheld 
Each  rival  overdiadow'd  and  deprefs'd 
Beneath  his  ampler  ftate  :  yet  oft  complain't^ 
As  one  lefs  kindly  treated,  who  had  hop'd 
To  merit  favour,  hut  fubmits  perforce 
To  find  another's  fervices  preferr'd, 
Nor  yet  relaseth  aught  of  faith  or  zeal. 
Th€n  tales  were  fcatter'd  of  his  envious  foes, 
Of  fnares  that  watch'd  his  fame,  of  daggers  aimM 
Againft  his  lif;e.     At  laft  with  trembling  limbs, 
His  hair  di&as'd  and  wild,  his  garments  loofe,     . 
And  ftain'd  v/ith  blood  from  felf  inflidled  wounds, 
He  burift  into  the  public  place,  as  there. 
There  only,  were  his  refuge  ;   and  declar'd 
In  broken  words,  with  flghs  of  deep  regret, 
The  mortal  danger  he  had  fcarce  repelTd. 
Fir'd  with  his  tragic  tale,  the  indignant  crowd, 
To  guard  his  fteps,  forthwith  a  menial  band, 
Array 'd  beneath  his  eye  for  deeds  of  war. 
Decree.     O  ftill  too  hberal  of  their  truft, 
And  oft  betray'd  by  over-grateful  love. 
The  generous  people  !  Now  behold  him  fenc'd 
By  mercenary  weapons,  like  a  king    • 
Forth  illuing  from  the  city  gate  at  eve 
To  feek  hisrufal  manfion,  and  with  pomp 
Crov.'ding  the  public  road.    The  fwain  Hops  fliorf, 
And  fig^s :.  the  olncious  townfmen  flaiid  at  gaze 
And  fiirinking  give  the  fuUen  pageant  room. 
Yet  not  the  lefs  obfequious  was  his  brow  ;       ■ 
Nor  lefs  profufe  of  courteous  v\;ords  his  tongue, 
Of  gracious  gifts  his  hatrd  :  the  while  by  Health, 
Like  a  Cmall  torre.nt  fed  with  evening. fliowers. 
His  train  increas'd.     Till,  at  that  fatal  time 
Juft  as  the  public  eye  with  doubt  an;!  Ihame 
Startled,  began  to  queftion  what  it  taw, 
Swift  as  the  found  of  earthquakes  ruih'd  a  voice 
Through  Athens,  that  Pififlratus  had  fiU'd 
The  rocky  citadel  with  hoftile  arms, 
Had  bar'd  the  fteep  afcent,  and  fate  within 
Amid  his  hirelings,  meditating  death 
To  all  whofe  itubborn  necks  his  yoke  refus'd. , 
WhcYe  then  v.'as  Solon  ?'  After  ten  long  years 
Of  abfence,  full  of  hafte  from  foreign  fliores 
The  fage,  the  lawgiver,  had  now  arriv'd  : 
Arriv'd,  alas,  to  fee  that  .vthens,  that 
Fair  temple  rais'd  by  him  and  facred  call'd 
To  Liberty  and  Concord,  now  profand, 
Ry  favage  hate,  or  funk  into  a  den 
Of  flaves  w'no  crouch  beneath  the  matter's  fcourge, 
And  deprecate  his  wrath  and  court  his  chains. 
Yet  did  not  the  wife  patriot's  grief  impede 
lis  virtuous  will,  nor  was  his  heart  inclin  d 
One  nio3:.3r.t'witU  fuch  \V9juaQ-i»lie  diftrefi 
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To  view  the  tranfient  ftorms  of  civil  war, 
As  thence  to  yield  his  country  and  her  hopes 
To  all-devoucing  bondage.     His  bright  helm, 
Ev'n  while  the  traitor's  impious  adl  is  told. 
He  buikles  on  his  hoary  head  :  he  girds       [fpear 
With  mail  his  ftooping   breaft  :  the    fliield,    the 
He  fnatcheth ;   and  with  fwift  indignant  (trides 
The  aiTembied  people  feeks :  proclaims  aloud 
It  was  no  time  for  counfel:  in  their  fpears 
Lay  all  their  prudence  now  :  the  tyrant  yet 
Was  not  fo  firmly  feated  on  his  throne, 
But  that  otie  (hock  of  their  united  force 
Would  dafli  him  from  the  fummit,of  his  pride 
Headlong  and  groveling  in  the  duft.    What  elfe 
Can  reaflert  the  loft  Athenian  name 
So  cheaply  to  the  laughter  of  the  world 
Betray'd  ;  by  guile  beneath  an  infant's  faith  [now 
So   mock'd  and   fcorn'd  ?   Away,   then :   freedom 
And  fafety  dwell  not  but  with  fame  in  arms : 
Myfelf  will  fhow  you  where  their  manfion  lies, 
And  through  the  walks  of  danger  or  of  death 
Condudl  you  to  them.  While  he  fpake,  through  all 
Their  crowded  ranks  his  quick  fagacious  eye 
He  darted ;  where  no  cheerfjl  voice  was  heard 
Of  focial  daring  j  no  ftretch'd  arm  was  feen 
Hallening  their  common  tafk  ;  but  pale  miftruft 
Wrinkled  each   brow :    they  ftiook  their   heads, 

and  down  [doubts 

Their  flack  hands  hung  :  cold  fighs  and  whifper'd 
From  breath  to  breath  ftole  round.     The   fage 

meantime 
Look'd  fpeechlefs  on,  while  his  big  bofom  heav'd 
Struggling  with  (hame  and  forrow  ;  till  at  laft 
A  tear  broke  forth  ;  and,  O  immortal  (hades  1 
O  Thefeus  !  he  exclaira'd,  O  Codrus,  where. 
Where  are  ye  now  ?  behold  for  what  ye  toil'd 
Through  life  '.  behold  for  whom  ye  chofe  to  die  '. 
No  more  he  added  ;  but  with  lonely  fteps 
Weary  and  flow,  his  filver  beard  deprefs'd, 
And  his  (tern  eyes  bent  heedlefs  on  the  ground, 
Back  to  his  filent  dwelling  he  repair'd. 
There  o'er  the  gate,  his  armour,  as  a  man 
Whom  from  the  fervice  of  the  war  his  chief 
DifmilTeth  after  no  itiglorious  toil, 
He  fix'd  in  general  view.     One  wifhfullook 
He  lent,  unconfcious,  toward  the  public  place 
At  parting  :  then  beneath  his  quiet  roof 
Without  a  word,  without  a  figh,  retir'd. 

Scarce  had  the  morrow's  fun  his  golden  rays 
From  fweet  Hymettus  darted  o'er  the  fanes 
Of  Cecrops  to  the  Salaminian  Ihores, 
When  lo,  on  Solon's  threlhold  met  the  feet 
Of  four  Athenians  by  the  fame  fact  care 
Condudled  all :  than  whom  the  ftate  beheld 
None  nobler.     Firft  came  Megacles,  the  fon 
Of  great  Alcmaeon,  whom  the  Lydian  king. 
The  mild,  unhappy  Crosfus,  in  his  days 
Of  glory  had  with  coftly  gilts  adorn'd, 
Fair  veHels,  fplendid  garments,  tindlur'd  webs, 
And  heaps  of  treafur'd  gold  beyond  the  lot 
■Of  many  fov'reigns  ;  thus  requitting  well 
That  hofpitable  favour  which  erewhile 
Alcmason  to  his  melTengers  had  (hewn, 
Whom  he  with  ofTerings  worthy  oi  the  God 
Sent  from  his  throne  in  Sardis  to  revere 
Apollo's  Dtlphic  flirine.     With  Megacles 
Approach' a  ais  fon,  whom  Agarilta  bore, 
he  viitucms  child  of  ClifthenGS  vvLofc  hand 
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Of  Grecian  fceptres  the  moft  ancient  far 
In  Sicyon  fway  d  :  but  greater  fame  he  drew 
Prom  arms  control'd  by  juitice,  from  the  love 
Of  the  wife  mufes,  and  the  unenvied  wreath 
Which  glad  Olympia  gave.     For  thither  once 
His  warlike  (teeds  the  hero  led,  and  there 
Contended  through  the  tumult  of  the  courfe 
With  fliilful  wheels.     Then  vi(flor  at  the  goal. 
Amid  the  applaufes  of  aflembled  Greece, 
High  on  his  car  he  flood  and  wav'd  his  arm. 
Silence  enfued  :   when  (trait  the  herald's  voice 
Was  heard,  inviting  every  Grecian  youth, 
Whom  Ciifthenes  content  might  call  his  fon 
To  vi(it,  ere  twice  thirty  days  were  paCs'd, 
The  towers  of  Sicyon.     There  the  chief  decreed. 
Within  the  circuit  of  the  following  year, 
To  join  at  Hymen's  altar,  hand  in  hand 
With  his  fair  daughter,  him  among  the  guefts 
Whom    worthieft   he    flioald   deem.     Forthwith 

from  all  [came 

The   bounds    of  Greece   the    ambitious   wooers 
From  rich  Hefperea ;  from  the  Illyriau  Ihore 
Where  Epidamnus  over  Adria's  furge 
Looks  on  the  letting  fun  ;  from  thofe  brave  tribes 
Chaonian  or  Moioilian  whom  the  race 
Of  great  Achilles  governs,  glorying  ftill 
In  Troy  o'erthrown ;  from  rough  JEtoUs.,  niirfe 
Of  men  who  firft:  among  the  Greeks  threw  off 
The  yoke  of  kings,  to  commerce  and  to  arms 
Devoted  ;  from  ThelTalia's  fertile  meads. 
Where  flows  Peneus  near  the  lofty  walls 
Of  Cranon  old;   from  ftroag  Eretria,  queen 
Of  all  Eubccan  cities,  who,  fublime 
On  the  fteep  margin  of  Euripus,  views 
Acrofs  the  tide  the  Marathonian  plain. 
Nor  yet  the  haunt  of  glory.     Athens  too, 
Minerva's  care,  among  her  graceful  fon» 
Found  equal  lovers  for  the  princely  maid: 
Nor  was  proud  Argos  wanting ;  nor  the  domes 
Of  facred  Elis  ;  nor  the  Arcadian  groves 
That  overfliade  Alpheus,  echoing  oft 
Some   Ihepherd's  fong.     But  through   the   illuf* 

trious  band 
Was  none  who  naight  with  Megacles  compare 
In  all  the  honours  of  unblemifli'd  youth. 
His  was  the  beauteous  bride  :  and  now  their  fon 
Young  Ciifthenes,  betimes,  at  Solon's  gate 
Stood  anxious  ;  leaning  forward  on  the  arm 
(jf  his  great  fire,  with  earnelt  eyes  that  afk'd" 
When  the  flow  hinge   would  turn,  with  refiilefs 

feet,  [heart 

And   cheeks  now  pale,   now    glowing :    for    his 
Throbb'd;  full  of  burltin:;  paffions,  anger,  grief 
With  ("corn  imbitter'd,  by  the  generous  boy 
Scarce  underftood,  but  which,  like  noble  fe«ds, 
Are  deftin'd  for  his  country  and  himfelf 
In  riper  years  to  bring  forth  fruits  divine 
Of  liberty  and  glory.     Ne.xt  appear'd 
Two  brave  companions  whom  one  mother  bare 
To  difte'-ent  lords ;  but  whom  the  better  ties 
Of  firm  e(teera  and  friendfliip  render'd  more 
Than  brother'^  :  firfl:  Miitiades,  who  drew 
From  godlike  .^acus  his  ancient  line  ; 
That  Aacus  whole  unimpeach'd  renown 
For  fan(n:ity  and  jaflice  won  the  lyre 
Of  elder  barJs  to  celebrate  him  thron'd 
In  Hades  o'er  the  dead,  where  his  decrees 
The  guilty  foul  within  the  burning  gates 
3  G 
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Of  Tartarus  compel,  or  fend  the  good 

To  inhabit  with  eternal  health  and  peace 

The  valhesof  Elyrium.     From  a  ftem 

So  facred,  ne'er  could  worthier  fcyon  fpring 

Than  this  Miltiades;  whofe  ai:i  erelong 

The  chiefs  of  Thrace,  already  on  their  ways 

Sent  by  the  infpir'd  foreknowing  maids  who  fits 

Upon  the  Delphic  tripod,  fliall  implore 

To  wield  their  fceptre,  and  the  rnral  wealth 

Of  fruitful  Chcrf^nefus  to  prote^fl 

With  arms  and  laws.     But,  nothing  careful  now 

Save  for  his  injur'd  country,  here  he  ftands 

In  deep  folicitude  with  Cymon  j.Mn'd  : 

Unconfcious  both  what  widely  different  lots 

Await  them,  taught  by  nature  as  they  are 

To  know  one  common  good,  one  common  ill. 

For  Cymon  not  his  valour,  not  his  birth 

Deriv'd  frcm  Codrus,  not  a  thoufand  gifts 

Dealt  round  him  with  a  wife,  benignaiit  hand, 

No,  not  the  Olympic  olive  by  himfelf 

From  his  own  brow  transierr'd  to  footh  the  mind 

Of  this  Fitiftratus,  can  long  preferve 

From  the  fell  envy  of  the  tyrant's  fons. 

And  their  affaffin  dagger.     But  if  death 

Obfcure  upon  his  gentle  fteps  attend, 

Yet  fate  an  ample  recompenfe  prepares 

In  nis  vidlorious  fon,  that  other  great 

Miltiades,  who  o'er  the  very  throne 

Of  glory  fhall  with  time's  aiTSduous  hand 

In  adammtine  charaders  engrave 

The  name  of  Athens  ;  and,  by  freedom  arm'd 

'Gainft  the  gigantic  pride  of  Afia's  king, 

iShall  all  the  atchievements  of  the  heroes  old 

Surmount,  of  Ilercides,  of  all  who  fail'd 

From  Theff.ily  with  Jafon,  all  who  fought 

For  empire  or  for  fame  at  Thebes  or  Troy. 

Such  were  the  parlots  who  within  the  porch 
Of  Solon  had  afi'emblcd.     But  the  gate 
Now  opens,  and  acrofs  the  amplefloor 
Strait  they  proceed  into  an  open  fpace 
Bri"-ht  with  the  beams  of  morn  :   a  verdant  fpot, 
■VVlfere  Hands  a  rural  altar,  pil'd  with  fods 
Cut  from  the  graffy  turf  and  girt  with  wreatlis 
Of  brnnching  palm.     Here  Solon's  felf  they  found 
Clad  in  a  robe  of  purple  pure,  and  deck'd 
With  leaves  of  olive  on  his  reverend  brow. 
lie  bow'd  before  the  altar,  and  o'er  cakes 
O.bariey  from  two  earthen  veflels  pour'd 
Of  honey  and  of  miik  a  plenteous  ftream  ; 
Calling  meantime  the  mufes  to  accept 
His  fimnle  offering,  by  no  vidim  ting'd 
With  blood,  nor  iullied  by  deftroying  fire. 
Eat  fuch  as  for  himfelf  Apollo  claim.s 
In  his  own  Uelos,  where  his  favourite  haunt 
Is  ther^ce  the  altar  of  the  pious  nam'd. 
Unfeen  the  guefts  drew  near,  and  filent  view'd 
That  wor.l.ip  ;  till  the  hero  prieft  his  eye 
Turn'd  toward  a  feat  on  which  prepar'd  there  lay 
A  branch  of  laurel.     Then  his  friends  confefs'd 
Before  him  Hood.     Backward  his  ftep  he  drew, 
As  loth  t'h  It  care  or  tumult  fliould  approach 
Thol'e  early  rites  diviiic:   but  foon  their  look<;, 
So  anxious,  and  their  hands,  held  forth  with  fuch 
Defponing  gefture,  bring  him  on  perforce 
To  fpeak  to  their  affliction.     Are  ye  come, 
He  cried,  to  mourn  with  me  this  common  fhame  ? 
Cr  aikje  fome  new  effort  which  may  break 
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Oar  fetters  ?  Know  then,  of  the  public  caufe 
Not  for  yon  traitor's  cunning  or  his  might 
Do  I  defpair  :  nor  could  I  wilh  from  Jove 
Aught  dearer,  than  at  this  late  hour  of  life, 
A  s  once  by  laws,  fo  now  by  ftrenuous  arms 
From  impious  violation  to  affert 
The  rights  our  fathers  left  us.     But,  alas  I 
What  arms  ?  or  who  fliall  wield  them  .''    Ye  be- 
held 
The  Athenian  people.     Many  bitter  days 
Muft  pafs,  and  many  wounds  from  cruel  pride 
Be  felt,  ere  yet  their  partial  hearts  find  room 
For  juft  refentment,  or  their  hands  endure 
To  luiite  this  tyrant  brood,  fo  near  to  all 
Their  hopes,  fo  oft  admir'd,  fo  long  belov'd. 
That  time  will  come,  however.     Be  it  yoius 
To  watch  its  fair  approach,  and  urge  it  on 
With  honeft  prudence:    me  it  ill  befeems 
.■^gain  to  fupplicale  the  unwilling  crowd 
To  refcue  from  a  vile  deceiver's  hold 
That  envied  pmver  which  once  with  eager  zeal 
They  offer'd  to  myfelf  ;  nor  can  I  plunge 
In  counfcls  Jeep  and  various,  nor  prepare 
For  diftant  wars,  thus  faulterintj  as  T  tread 
On  life's  hXt  verge,  ere  long  to  join  the  fiiades 
Of  Minos  and  Lycurgus.     But  behold 
What  care  employs  me  now.     My  vows  I  pay 
To  :he  fweet  mufes,  teachers  of  my  youth 
And  folace  of  my  age.     If  right  I  deem 
Of  the  ftill  voice  that  whifpers  at  my  heart. 
The  immortal  fiftcrs  have  not  quite  withdrawn 
Their  old  harmonious  influence.  Let  your  tongues 
With  facred  filence  favour  what  1  fpcak, 
And  haply  fhall  my  faithful  lips  be  taught 
To  unfold  celcflial  counfels,  which  may  arm 
As  with  impenetrable  fteel  your  breafls 
For  the  long  ftrife  before  you,  and  repel 
The  darts  of  adverfe  fate.     He  faid,  and  fnatch'd 
The  laurel  hough,  and  fate  in  filence  down, 
Fix'd,  wrapp'd  in  folemn  mufing,  full  before 
The  fun,  who  now  from  all  his  radiant  orb 
Drove  the  gray  clouds,  and  pour'd  his  genial  light 
Upon  the  brcaft  of  Solon.     Soloo  rais'd 
Aloft  the  leafy  rod,  and  thus  began  : 

Ye  beauteous  offspring  of  Olympian  Jove 
And  memory  divine,  Pierian  maids, 
Hear  rac,  propitious.     In  the  morn  of  life, 
When  hope  fhone  bright  and  all  theprofped  finird, 
To  your  fcquclser'd  manfion  oft  m.y  fteps 
Were  turn'd,  O  mufes,  and  witiiin  your  gate 
My  offerings  paid.  Ye  taught  me  then  with  ftraiiw 
Of  flowing  harmony  to  foften  war's 
Dire  voice,  or  in  fair  colours,  that  might  charm 
The  public  eye,  to  clothe  the  form  auftere 
Of  civil  counfel.     Now  my  feeble  age 
Negleded,  and  fupplanted  of  the  hope 
On^vhich  it  lean'd,  yet  finks  not,  but  to  you. 
To  ycur  mild  wifdom  flies,  refuge  belov'd 
C?  folicude  and  filence.     Ye  can  teach 
The  vifionsof  my  bed  whate'er  the  gods 
In  the  rude  ages  of  the  world  infpir'd, 
Or  the  fiifl  heroes  acted  :  ye  can  make 
The  morning  light  more  gladfome  to  my  fenfe 
Than  ever  it  appear'd  to  adlive  youth 
Purfuing  carelefs  pleafure  :  ye  can  give 
To  this  long  leifure,  thefe  unheeded  hours, 
A  labour  as  fublime,  as  when  the  fons 
Of  Athens  throng'dand  fpecchlefs  round  me  Hoot 
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To  hear  pronounc'd  for  all  their  future  deeds 

The  bounds  of  right  and  wrong.  Celeftial  powers, 

I  feci  that  ye  are  near  me  :  and  behold, 

To  meet  your  energy  divine,  I  bring 

A  high  and  facred  theme  ;  nor  lefs  than  thofe 

Which  to  the  eternal  cuftody  of  fame 

Your  lips  intrufled,  when  of  old  ye  dcign'd 

With  Orpheus  or  with  Homer  to  frequent 

The  groves  of  Hasmus  or  the  Chian  fliore. 

Ye  know,  harmonious  maids  (for  what  of  all 

My  various  life  was  e'er  from  you  eftrang'd  ?) 

Oft  hath  my  folitary  fong  to  yoa 

Reveal'd  that  duteous  pride  which  turn'd  my  flcps 

To  willing  exile  ;  earnefl  to  withdraw 

From  envy  and  the  difappointed  thirll 

Of  lucre,  led  tlie  bold  familiar  ftrife. 

Which  in  the  eye  of  Athens  they  upheld 

Again  ft  her  legiflator,  Ihould  impair 

With  trivial  doubt  the  reverence  of  his  laws. 

To  jEgypt,  therefore,  through  the  JEgean  iflss 

My  courfe  I  fteer'd,  and  by  the  banks  of  Nile 

Dwelt  in  Canopus.     Thence  the  hallow'd  domes 

Of  Sais,  and  the  rites  to  Ifis  paid, 

I  fought,  and  in  her  temple's  filent  courts, 

Through  many  changing  moons,  attentive  heard 

The  venerable  Sonchis,  while  his  tongue 

At  morn  or  midnight  the  deep  ftory  told 

Of  her  who  represents  whate'er  has  been, 

Or  is,  or  fhallbe;  whofc  myfterious  veil 

No  mortal  hand  hath  ever  yet  remov'd. 

By  him  exhorted,  fouthward  to  the  walls 

Of  On  I  pafs'd,  the  city  of  the  fun. 

The  ever-youthful  god.     'Twas  there,  amid 

His  prieflis  and  fages,  who  the  live-long  night 

Watch  the  dread  movements  of  the  ftarry  fphere, 

Or  who  in  wondrous  fables  half  difclofe 

The  fecrcts  of  the  elements,  'twas  there 

That  great  Pfenophis  taught  ipy  raptur'd  ears 

The  fame  of  old  Atlantis,  of  her  chiefs. 

And  her  pure  laws,  the  firft  which  earth  obey'd. 

l)eep  in  my  bofom  funk  the  noble  tale  ; 

And  often,  while  I  liften'd,  did  my  mind 

Foretell  with  what  delight  her  own  free  lyre 

Should  fometime  for  an  Attic  audience  raife 

Anew  that  lofty  fcene,  and  from  their  tom'os 

'Call  forth  thofe  ancieqA^f  migods  to  fpeak 

Of  jullice  and  the  hid^p^providence 

That  walk  among  manlynd.     But  yet  meantime 

The  myftic  pomp  of  Arnmon's  gloomy  fons 

Became  lefs pleafmg.     With  contempt  I  gaz'd 

On  that  tame  garb  and  thofe  unvarying  paths 

To  which  the  double  yoke  of  king  and  prieft 

Had  cramp'd  the  fullen  race.    At  laft  with  hjTims 

Invoking  our  own  Pallas  and  the  gods 

Of  cheerful  Greece,  a  glad  farewell  I  gave 

To  Egypt,  and  before  the  fouthern  wind 

Spread  my  full  fails.  What  climes  I  then  furvey'd, 

What  fortunes  I  encounter'd  in  the  reakii 

Of  Crffifus  or  upon  the  Cyprian  Ihore, 

The  muf€,who  prompts  my  bofom,  doth  not  now 

Confent  that  I  reveal.     But  v/hen  at  length 

Ten  times  the  fun  returning  from  the  fouth  [fill'd 

Had  ftrow'd  with  flowers  the  verdant  earth  and 

The  groves  with  mufic,  pleas'd  I  then  beheld 

The  term  of  thofe  long  errors  drawing  nigh. 

Kor  yet,  I  faid,  will  I  fit  down  within 

The  walls  of  Athens,  till  my  feet  have  trod 

Tiie  Cretaa  foil,  have  plerc'd  thofe  reverci:d  haunt* 


Whence  law  and  civil  concord  iffued  forth 
As  from  their  ancient  home,  and  ftill  to  Greece 
Their  wifeft,  loftieft  difcipllne  proclaim. 
Straight  where  Amnifus,  mart  of  Avealthy  Ihips, 
Appears  beneath  fam'd  Cno.Tus  and  her  towers 
Like  the  fair  handmaid  of  a  ilately  queen, 
I  check'd  my  prow,  and  thence  with  eager  fleps 
The  city  of  Minos  enter'd.     O  ye  gods. 
Who  taught  the  leaders  of  the  fimpler  time 
By  written  words  to  curb  the  untoward  will 
Of  mortals,  how  within  that  generous  ifle 
Have  ye  the  triumphs  of  your  powers  difplay'd, 
Munificent !  Thofe  fplendid  merchants,  lords 
Of  traffic  and  the  fea,  with  what  delight 
I  faw  them  at  their  public  meal,  like  fons 
Of  the  fame  houfehold,  join  the  plainer  fort 
Whofs  wealth  was  only  freedom  !  whence  to  thef; 
Vile  envy,  and  to  thofe  fantaftic  pride. 
Alike  was  llf  ange  ;  but  noble  concord  ftill 
Cherifh'd  the  ftrength  untam'd,  the  luftic  faith, 
Of  their  firft  fathers.     Then  the  growing  race. 
How  pleating  to  behold  them  in  their  fcliools, 
Their  fports,  their  labours,  ever  plac'd  within, 
O  fhadc  of  Minus,  thy  controling  eye  1 
Here  was  a  docile  band  in  tuneful  tones 
Thy  laws  pronouncing,  or  witii  lofty  hymns 
Praifmg  the  bounteous  gods,  or,  to  prelerve 
Their  country's  heroes  from  oblivious  night, 
Refounding  what  the  mufe  infpir'd  of  old; 
There,  en  the  verge  of  manhood,  others  met. 
In  heavy  armour  through  the  heats  of  noon 
To  march,  the  rugged  mountains  height  to  climb 
V/ith  meafur'd  fwiftnefs,  from  the  hard-bent  bow 
To  fend  refiftlefs  arrows  to  their  mark. 
Or  for  the  fame  of  prowefs  to  contend. 
Now  wreftling,  now  with  fifts  and  ilaves  oppos'd. 
Now  with  the  biting  falchion,  and  the^  fence 
Of  brazen  ftiields ;  while  ftill  the  warbling  flute 
Prefided  o'er  the  combat,  breathing  ftrains 
Grave,  folemn,  foft;  and  changing  headlong  fpits 
To  thoughtful  refoU'.ticn  cool  and  clear. 
Such  I  beheld  thofe  i'Lmders  reno>»,'n'd, 
So  tutor'd  from  their  birth  to  meet  in  war 
Each  bold  invader,  and  in  peace  to  guard 
That  living  flame  of  reverence  for  their  laws 
Which,  nor  the  ftorms  of  fortune,  nor  the  flood 
Of  foreign  wealth  diffus'd  o'er  all  the  land, 
Cculd  quench  or  flacken.     Firft  of  human  names 
In  every  Cretan's  heart  was  Txlinos ftill; 
A-id  holieft  far,  of  what  the  fun  furveys         [fea^s 
Through  his  whole  courfe,  were  thofe  primeval 
Which  with  religious  footfteps  he  had  taught 
Their  fires  to  approach  the  wild  Dactsean  cave 
Where  Jove  was  born ;  the  ever-verdant  meads 
Of  Ida,  and  the  fpacious  grotto,  where 
His  atlive  youth  he  pafs'd,  and  where  his  throne 
Yet  ftands  myfterious  ;  whither  Minos  came 
Each  ninth  returning  year,  the  king  of  gods 
And  mortals  there  in  fecret  to  confult 
On  juftice,  and  the  tables  of  his  law 
To  infcribe  anew.     Oft  alfo  with  like  zeal 
Great  Rhea's  manfion  from  the  CnoiTian  gates 
Men  vifit ;  nor  lefs  oft  the  antique  fane. 
Built  on  that  facred  fpot,  along  the  banks 
Of  fhady  Thercn,  where  benignant  Jove 
And  his  majcftic  confort  join'd  their  hands 
And  fpoke  their  nuptial  vows.    Alas,  'twas  thcr^ 
Thr:L  the  dire  fame  of  Athens  funk  in  beads 
C  c  ij 
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I  firft  recelv'd  ;  what  time  an  annual  feaft 
Had  fummon'd  all  the  genial  country  rourfd 
By  facrifice  and  poritp  to  brine  to  mind      [youths 
That  firil  great  fpoiifal ;    while  the  enamour'd 
And  virj^ins,  with  the  prieft  before  the  fhrine, 
Obferve  the  fame  pure  ritual,  and  invoke 
The  fame  glad  omens.     There,  among  the  crowd 
Of  ftfangers  from  thofe  naval  cities  drawn 
"U'hich  deck,  like  gems,  the  ifland's northern  Jhore 
A  merchartt  of  ^gina  I  defcry'd,  ' 

j\.Ty  ancient  hoft.     But,  forward  as  I  fprung 
To  meet  him,  he  with  dark  dejefted  brow, 
Sjopp'd  half-averfe ;  and,  O  Athenian  gueft, 
He  faid,  art  thou  in  Crete ;  thefe  joyful  ritfes 
Partakmg  ?  Know  thy  laws  are  blotted  out : 
Thy  country  kneel.s  before  a  tyrant's  throne. 
He  added  names  of  men,  with  hoftile  deeds 
Jjifaftrous ;  which  obfciire  and  indiftinel 
1  heard  :  for,  while  he  fpake,  my  heart  grew  cold 
And  my  eyes  dim :  the  altars  and  their  train 
No  more  were  prefent  to  me  :  how  I  far'd. 
Or  whither  tnrn'd,  I  know  not;  nor  recall 
Aught  of  thofe  moments  other  thail  the  fenfe 
Of  one  who  ftruggles  in  oppreffive  lleep. 
And,  from  the  toils  of  fome  diflrefsful  dream 
To  break  away,  with  palpitating  heart, 
Weak  limbs,  and  temples  bath'd  in  death-like  dew, 
Makes  many  a  painful  effort.     When  at  laft 
The  fun  and  nature's  face  again  appeared, 
>fot  far  I  found  me  ;  where  the  public  path, 
Wmding  through  cyprels  groves  and  fwelling 

meads, 
From  Cnoflus  to  the  cave  of  Jove  afcends. 
Hcedlefs  I  follow'd  on ;  till  Toon  the  Ikirts 
Of  Ida  rbfe.  before  me,  and  the  vault 
Wide-opening  pierc'd  the  mountain's  rocky  fide. 
Jintenng  within  the  threfhold,  on  the  ground 
I  fliuig  me,  fad,  faint,  overworn  with^toil. 
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One  tSort  more,  one  cheerful  lally  more. 
Our  deilin'd  co.irfe  will  finifh.     And  in  peace 
Then  for  ^n  oiFering  facred  to  the  powers 
Whf>  .lent  us  gracidus  guidance,  we  will  then 
Infcribe  a  m.onument  of  deathlcfs  praife. 
P  my  adventurous  fong  !  with  fteady  fpeed 
JLonghaft  thou,  on  an  untry'd  voyage  bound 
Saii'd  between  earth  and  heaven :  haft  now  fur- 

vey'd, 
vStretch'd  out  beneath  thee,  all  the  mazy  traiTtS 
Of  paffion  and  opinibn;  like  a  wade 
Of  fartds  and  flowery  lawns  and  tangling  woods, 
"V^'here  mortals  roam  bewilder'd  :  and  haft  now 
Exulting  .^oar'd  among  the  worlds  above, 
Or  hover'd  n^ar  the^cternal  gates  of  heaven, 
}f  haply  the  difcourfes  of  the'^gods, 
A  curious,  but  an  unprefuming  gueft, 
Then  might'ft  partake,  and  carry  back  fome  ftrain 
Of  divine  wifdcm,  lawful  to  repeaf. 
And  apt  to  be  conceiv'd  of  man  below. 
.A  different  talk  remains;  the  fecret  paths 
Of  car'.y  genius  to  e.^piore  ;   to  trace 
Thoie  haunts  where  fancy  her  preceilin'd  fojis, 


Like  to  the  demi-gods  of  old,  doth  nuifd 

Remote  from  eyes  profane.     Ye  happy  fouls 

V/ho  now  her  tender  difcipline  obey, 

Where  dwell  ye  .?  What  wild  river's  brink  at  ev6 

Impnnt  your  fteps?  M'^hat  folemn  grbVesat  nooO 

Ufe  ye  to  vifit,  often  breaking  forth 

In  rapture  'niid  your  dilatory  walk, 

Or  mufing,  as  in  flumber,  on  the  green  f 

— Would  I  again  were  with  you  !— O  ye  dales 

Of  Tyne,  and  ye  moft  ancient  woodlands ;  where 

Oft  as  the  giant  flood  obliquely  ftrides, 

And  his  banks  open,  and  his  lawns  extend, 

Stops  fhort  the  pleafed  traveller  to  view  , 

Prefiding  o'er  thd  fceng  fome  ruftic  tower, 

Founded  by  Norman  or  by  Saxon  hands ; 

0  ye  Northumbrian  fhadesi  which  overlook 
The  rocky  pavement  and  the  moity  falls 
Of  folitary  Wcnfbeck's  limpid  ftream ; 
How  gladly  I  recall  your  well-known  feat^ 
Belov'd  of  old,  and  that  delightful  time 
W'hen  all^  alone,  for  many  a  fummer's  day, 

1  wander'd  through  your  cahrl  receffes,  led 
In  fileftce  by  fome  powerful  hand  unfeen. 

Nor  will  I  e'er  forget  you.     Nor  fliall  e'er 
The  graver  talks  of  manhood,  or  the  advice 
Of  vulgar  wifdom  move  me  to  difclaim 
Thofe  ftudies  which  poflefs'd  me  in  the  dawn 
Of  life,  and  fix'd  the  colour  of  rity  mind 
For  every  future  year :  whehce  even  now 
From  fleep  I  refcue  the  clear  hoiirs  of  mom, 
And,  while  the  world  around  lies  overwhelm'd 
In  idle  darknefs,  am  alive  to  thoughts 
Of  honourable  fame,  of  truth  divine 
Or  moral,  and  of  minds  to  virtue  won 
By  the  fweet  magic  of  harmonious  verfe  ; 
The  themes  which  now  expedl  us.     For  thus  fa? 
On  gentral  habits,  and  on  arts  which  grow 
Spontaneous  irt  the  minds  of  all  mankind. 
Hath  dwelt  our  argument ;  and  hdw  felf-taught. 
Though  feldom  confcious  of  their  own  employ. 
In  nature's  or  in  fortune's  changeful  fcene 
Men  learn  to  judge  of  beauty,  and  acquire 
Thofe  forms  fet  up,  as  idols  in  the  foul 
For  love  and  zealous  praife.    Yet  indiftindl. 
In  vulgar  bofoms,  and  unnotic'd  lie 
Thefe  pleafing  ftores,  unlefs  the  cafual  force 
Of  things  external  prompt  the  heedlefs  mind 
To  recognize  her  wealth.     But  fome  there  are 
Ccinfcious  of  natlire,  and  the  rule  which  man 
O'er  nature  holds :  fome  who,  within  themfelvea ' 
Retiring  from  the  trivial  fcenes  of  chance 
And  momentary  pafllon,  can  at  will 
Call  lip  thefe  fair  exemplars  of  the  mind ; 
Review  their  features;  fcan  the  fecret  laws 
Which  bind  them  to  each  other :  and  difplay 
By  forms,  or  founds,  or  colours,  to  the  fenfe 
Of  all  the  world  their  latent  charms  difplay  ; 
Even  as  in  nature's  frame  (if  fuch  a  word. 
If  fuch  a  word,  fo  bold,  may  from  the  hps 
Of  man  proceed)  as  in  this  outward  frame 
Of  things,  the  Great  Artificer  portrays 
His  own  iramenfe  idea.     Various  names 
Thefe  among  mortals  bear,  as  various  figns 
They  ufe,  and  by  peculiar  organs  fpeak 
To  human  fenfe.     There  are  who,  by  the  flight 
Of  air  through  tubes  with  moving  flops  diflin(g, 
Or  by  extended  chords  in  meafure  taught 
To  Vibrate,  cau  alTcmble  powerful  founds 
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Expreffing  every  temper  of  the  mind 
From  every  caufe,  and  charming  all  the  foul 
With  paflion  void  of  care.     Others  meantime 
The  rugged  mafs  of  metal,  wood,  or  ftoue, 
Patiently  taming ;  or  with  eafier  hand 
Defcribing  lines,  and  with  more  ample  fcope 
Uniting  colours  ;  can  to  general  fight 
Produce  thofe  permanent  and  ptrfe<ft  forms, 
Thofc  charadlers  of  heroes  and  of  gods. 
Which  from  the  crude  materials  of  the  world 
Their  own  high  minds  created.     But  the  chief 
Are  poets ;  eloquent  men,  who  dwell  on  earth 
To  clothe  whate'er  the  foul  admires  or  loves 
With  language   and   with   numbers.     Hence  to 
A  field  is  open'd  wide  as  nature's  fphere  ;      [thefe 
Nay,  wider  :  various  as  the  fudden  adlis 
Of  human  wit,  and  vaft  as  the  demands 
Of  humaa  will.    The  bard  nor  length,  nor  depth, 
Nor  place,  nor  form  controls.     To  eyes,  to  ears. 
To  every  organ  of  the  copious  mind. 
He  offereth  all  its  treafures.     Him  the  hours, 


The  feafons  him  obey :  and  changeful  time 

Sees  him  at  will  keep  meafure  with  his  flight. 

At  will  outftrip  it.     To  enhance  his  toil, 

He  fummoneth  from  the  uttermoft  extent 

Of  things  which  God  hath  taught  him,  every  form 

Auxiliar,  every  power ;  and  all  befide 

Excludes  iniperious.     His  prevailing  hand 

Gives  to  corporeal  eflence,  life  and  I'enlc 

And  every  {lately  fundlion  of  the  foul. 

The  foul  itfelf  to  him  obfequious  lies. 

Like  matter's  paflive  heap ;  and  as  he  wills, 

To  reafon  and  afFc<fi:ion  he  afligns 

Their  jult  alliances,  their  jufl  degrees : 

Whence  his  peculiar  honours ;  whence  the  race 

Of  men  who  people  his  delightful  world, 

Men  genuine  and  according  to  themfelves, 

Tranicend  as  far  the  uncertain  fons  of  earth, 

As  earth  itfelf  to  his  delightful  world 

The  palm,  of  fpotlefs  beauty  doth  rciign. 


o   D   j:   s. 


BOOK  I.    ODE  I, 

PREFACE. 
I. 

O  N  yonder  verdant  hilloc  laid. 
Where  oaks  and  elms,  a  friendly  fliade, 

O'erlook  the  falling  ftream, 
O  mafler  of  the  Latin  lyre,  _ 
A  while  with  thee  will  I  retire 

From  fummer's  noontide  beam. 
II. 
And,  lo,  within  my  lonely  bower, 
The  induftrious  bee  from  many  a  flower 

CoUetfts  her  balmy  dews : 
"  For  me,"  ftie  fings,  "  the  gems  are  borne, 
»  For  me  their  filken  robe  adorn, 

"  Their  fragrant  breath  diffufe." 
III. 
Sweet  murmurer !  may  no  rude  ftorm 
This  hofpitable  fcene  deform, 

Nor  check  thy  gladfome  toils ; 
Still  niay  the  buds  unfuUied  fprinp. 
Still  fhowers  and  funfhine  court  thy  wing 

To  thefe  ambrofial  fpoils. 

IV. 

Nor  IhaU  my  mufe  hereafter  fail 
Her  fellow-labourer  thee  to  hail; 

And  lucky  be  the  ftrains ! 
For  long  ago  did  nature  frame 
Your  feafons  and  your  arts  the  fame, 

Your  pleafures  and  your  pains, 
v. 
Like  thee,  in  lowly  fylvan  fcenes. 
On  river-banks  and  flowery  greens 

My  mufe  delighted  plays  ; 
Nor  through  the  defart  or  the  air. 
Though  fwans  or  eagles  triumph  there^ 

With  fond  ambition  ftrays. 


Nor  where  the  boding  raven  chaunts. 
Nor  near  the  owl's  unhallowed  haunte 

Will  fhe  her  cares  employ  ; 
But  flies  from  ruins  4nd  from  tombs, 
From  fuperftition's  horrid  glooms, 

To  day-light  and  to  joy. 

VII. 

Nor  will  flie  tempt  the  barren  waftc  ; 
Nor  deigns  the  lurking  firength  to  tafle 

Of  any  noxious  thing ; 
But  leaves  with  fcorn  to  enyy's  ufe 
The  inapi4  nightfhade's  baneful  juice, 

7'he  nettle's  fordid  iling. 
viii. 
Frorn  all  which  nature  faireft  knows, 
The  vernal  blooms,  the  fummer  rofc, 

She  draws  her  blamclefs  wealth  ; 
And,  when  the  generous  tafk  is  doncj 
She  confecrates  a  double  booh. 

To  pleafure  and  to  health. 


ODE   11.     No.  r. 

FOtt  THE  WINTER  SOLSTICE^ 
Dec.  2,  J  740*. 

I. 

Now  to  the  utmoft  fouthern  goal 
The  fun  has  trac'd  liis  annual  way, 
And  backward  now  prepares  to  roll. 
And  blefs  the  north  with  earlier  day. 
Prone  on  Potofi's  lofty  brow. 
Floods  of  fublimer  fplendor  flow, 

*  T/jts  ode  ivas  afierivards  entirely  altered ;  as  ma^ 
he  feeti  in  the  Jollotuing  poem.  The  reader  "mill  not  ^* 
'  dijpleafcd  to  fee  it  as  it  luas  originally  ivritten». 
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Ripening  the  laient  feeds  of  gold, 
Whilft,  panting  in  the  lonely  fliade, 
The  afflided  Indian  hides  his  head, 
Nor  dares  the  blaze  of  noon  behold. 
II. 
But  lo!  on  this  defertcd  coaft. 
How  faint  the  Ught !  how  chill  the  air  ! 
Lo  !  arm'd  with  whirlwind,  hail,  and  frofl. 
Fierce  winter  defolatcs  the  year. 
The  fields  refign  their  cheerful  bloom; 
No  more  the  breezes  breathe  perfume; 
No  more  the  warb'.ing  waters  roll: 
Defarts  of  fnow  fatigue  the  eye  ; 
Succeflive  tcmpefts  bloat  the  flcy, 
And  gloomy  damps  opprefs  the  foul. 

HI. 

But  let  my  drooping  genius  rife, 
And  hail  the  fun's  remqtefl  ray  : 
Now,  now  he  climbs  the  northern  fkies, 
To-morrow  nearer  than  to-day. 
Then,  Ictidcr  howl  the  llormy  wafle. 
Be  fand  and  ocean  worfe  defac'd, 
Yet  brighter  hours  are  on  the  wing, 
And  fancy,  through  the  winterj'  gloom, 
Radiant  with  dews  and  flowers  in  bloom, 
Already  hails  the  emerging  fpring. 

IV. 

O  fountain  of  the  golden  day. 
Could  mortal  vows  but  urge  thy  fpeed, 
How  foon,  before  the  vernal  ray, 
Should  each  unkindly  damp  recede  1 
How  foon  each  tempeft  hovering  fly, 
That  now,  fermenting,  loads  the  flcy. 
Prompt  on  cur  heads  to  burfl  amain. 
To  rend  the  foreft  from  the  fleep, 
And  thundering  o'er  the  Baltic  deep, 
To  'whelm  the  merchant's  hopes  of  gain  I 

V. 

But  let  not  man's  imperfe6t  views, 
Prefume  to  tax  wife  nature's  laws: 
.   ^Tis  his  with  filent  joy  to  ufe 
The  indulgence  of  the  fovereign  caufe  ; 
Secure  that  from  the  whole  of  things 
Beauty  and  good  confiimmate  fprings, 
Beyond  what  he  can  reach  to  know. 
And  that  the  providence  of  heaven 
Has  feme  peculiar  bleffir.g  given 
*l'o  each  allotted  ftate  below, 
yi. 
Ev'n  now  how  fweet  the  wintery  night 
Spent  whh  the  old  illuftrious  dead : 
"While,  by  the  taper's  trembling  light, 
1  feem  the  awful  courfe  to  tread  ; 
"Where  chiefs  and  legiflators  lie, 
Whofe  triumphs  move  before  my  eye, 
■\\^ith  every  laurel  frefh  difplay'd: 
"While,  charm'd,  I  rove  in  claffic  fong. 
Or  bend  to  freedom's  fearlefs  tongue, 
Or  walk  the  academic  fbade.  '    • 


ODE  II.     No.  II. 

ON   THE  WINTER  SOLSTICE, 

1740. 

I. 

The  radiant  ruler  of  the  year 

At  1<  n^^th  his  wintery  goal  attains ; 


Seems  to  reverfe  the  long  career. 
And  northward  bend  his  fteady  reint. 
Now,  piercing  half  Potofi's  height. 
Prone  rufh  the  fiery  floods  of  light 
Ripening  the  mountain's  filver  ftores : 
While  in  fome  cavern's  horrid  fliade:. 
The  panting  Indian  hides  his  head. 
And  oft  the  approach  of  e\e  implores. 

II. 
But  lo,  on  this  deferted  coafl 
How  pale  the  fun  !  how  thick  the  air  1 
Muftering  his  florms,  a  fordid  hoft, 
Lo,  winter  defolates  the  year : 
The  fields  refign  their  latet\  bloom ; 
No  more  the  breezes  v,?.ft  perfume. 
No  more  the  PLreamsin  muiic  roll: 
But  fnows  fall  dark,  or  rains  refound  ; 
And,  while  great  nature  mourns  aroun4s 
Her  griefs  infect  the  human  foul. 

III. 
Hence  the  loud  city's  bufy  throngs 
Urge  the  warm  bowl  and  fplendid  fire ; 
Harmonious  dances,  feflive  fongs 
Againft  the  fpiteful  heaven  confpire : 
Meantime  perhaps  with  tender  fears 
Some  village-dame  the  curfew  hears, 
While  round  the  hearth  her  children  play 
At  morn  their  father  went  abroad ; 
The  moon  is  funk  and  deep  the  road ; 
She  fighs,  and  wonders  at  his  Hay. 

IV. 

But  thou,  my  lyre,  awake,  arife, 
And  hail  the  fun's  returning  force  : 
Even  now  he  climbs  the  northern  Ikies, 
And  health  and  hope  attend  his  courfe. 
Then  louder  howl  the  aerial  wafte, 
Be  earth  with  keener  cold  embrac'd. 
Yet  gentle  hours  advance  their  wing ; 
And  fancy,  mocking  winter's  might. 
With  flowers  and  dews  and  flreaming  light 
Already  decks  the  new-born  fpring. 
v. 

0  fountain  of  the  golden  day. 

Could  mortal  vows  promote  thy  fpeed. 
How  foon  before  thy  vernal  ray 
Should  each  unkindly  damp  recede  ! 
How  foon  each  hovering  tempeft  fly, 
Whofe  ftores  for  mifchief  arm  the  fky, 
Prompt  on  our  heads  to  burft  amain, 
To  rend  the  foreft  from  the  fteep. 
Or,  thundering  o'er  the  Baltic  deep, 
To  'whelm  the  merchant's  hopes  of  gain  : 

VI, 

But  let  not  man's  unequal  views 
Prefume  o'er  nature  and  her  laws: 
'Tis  his  with  grateful  joy  to  ufe 
The  indulgence  of  the  fov'reign  caufe ; 
Secure  that  health  and  beauty  fprings 
Through  this  majeftic  frame  of  things, 
Beyond  what  he  can  reach  to  know ; 
And  that  heaven's  all-fubduing  will, 
With  good  the  progeny  of  ill, 
Attempereth  every  ftate  below. 

vn. 
Hew  pleafmg  wears  the  wintery  nighty 
Spent  with  the  old  illuftrious  dead  ! 
While,  by  the  taper's  trembling  light, 

1  feem  thcfe  awful  fccnes  to  tread 
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Where  cnlefs  or  legiflators  lip, 
Whofe  triumphs  move  before  my  eye 
III  arms  and  antique  pomp  airay'd  ; 
While  now  I  tafte  the  Ionian  fon g. 
Now  bend  to  Plato's  godlike  tongue 
Refoundmg  through  the  olive  fliade. 

VIII. 

But  fhould  feme  cheert'ul,  equal  friend 
Bid  leave  the  ftudious  page  a  while, 
Let  mirth  on  wifdom  then  attend, 
And  fecial  eafe  on  learned  toil. 
Then  while,  at  love's  uncareful  (lirine, 
Each  dictates  to  the  god  of  wine 
Her  name  whom  all  his  hopes  obey, 
What  flattering  dreams  each  bofom  warm, 
While  abfence,  heightening  every  charm, 
Invokes  the  flow  returning  May  ! 

IX. 

May,  thou  delight  of  heaven  and  earth. 

When  will  thy  genial  ftar  arife  ? 

The  aufpicious  morn,  which  gives  thee  birth, 

Shall  bring  Eudora  to  my  eyes. 

Within  her  fylvan  Haunt  behold, 

As  in  the  happy  garden  old, 

She  moves  like  that  primeval  fair  : 

Thither,  ye  filver- founding  lyres. 

Ye  tender  fmiles,  ye  chafte  defires. 

Fond  hope  and  mutual  faith,  repair. 

X. 
And  if  believing  love  can  read 
His  better  omens  in  her  eye, 
Then  fliall  my  fears,  O  chaiming  maid, 
And  every  pain  of  abfence  die  : 
Then  fliall  my  jocund  harp,  attun'd 
To  thy  true  ear,  with  fweeter  found 
Purfue  the  free  Horatian  fong  ; 
Old  Tyne  (hall  liften  to  my  tale, 
And  echo  down  the  bordering  vale 
The  liquid  melody  prolong. 

ODE      III. 

TO  A  FRIEND  UNSUCCESSIUL  IN  LOVE. 
I. 

Indeed,  my  Ph9edria,if  to  to  find 
That  wealth  can  female  wiflies  gain. 
Had  e'er  difturb'd  your  thoughful  mind, 
Or  coft  one  ferious  moment's  pain, 
I  (hould  have  faid  that  all  the  rules. 
You  learn'd  of  moralifts  and  fchools, 
Were  very  ufelefs,  very  vain. 

II. 
Yet  I-perhaps  miftake  the  cafe- 
Say,  though  with  this  heroic  air. 
Like  one  that  holds  a  nobler  chafe, 
You  try  the  tender  lofs  to  bear, 
Does  not  your  heart  renounce  your  tongue  ! 
Seems  not  my  cenfure  ftrangely  wrong 
To  count  it  fuch  a  flight  affair  ? 

III. 
When  Hefper  gilds  the  (haded  fey. 
Oft  as  you  feek  the  well-known  grove, 
Methinks  I  fee  you  caft  your  eye 
Back  to  the  morning  fcenes  ot  love : 
Each  pleafing  word  you  heard  her  fay, 
Her  gentle  look,  her  graceful  way. 
Again  your  ftruggling  fancy  move. 


Then  tcll  me,  is  your  foul  entire  ? 
Does  wifdom  calmly  hold  her  throne  ? 
Then  can  you  queftion  each  defire. 
Bid  this  remain,  and  that  begone  i* 
No  tear  half-(larting  from  your  eye  ? 
No  kindling  blufh  you  know  not  why  ? 
No  ftealing  figh,  nor  ftifled  groan  ? 

V. 

Away  with  this  unmanly  mood! 
See  where  the  hoary  churl  appears, 
Whofe  hand  hath  feiz'd  the  favourite  goo(J 
Which  you  referv'd  for  happier  years : 
While,  lide  by  fide,  the  bkUhing  maid 
Shrinks  from  his  vifage,  half  afraid, 
Spite  of  the  fickly  joy  (he  wears. 

VI. 

Ye  guardian  powers  of  love  and  fame, 
This  chafte,  harmonious  pair  behold  ; 
And  thus  reward  the  generous  flame 
Of  all  who  barter  vows  for  gold. 
O  bloom  of  youth,  O  tender  charms 
Well  buried  in  a  dotard's  arms  ! 
O  equal  price  of  beauty  fold  1 

VII. 

Ceafe  then  to  gaze  with  looks  of  love  ; 

Bid  her  adieu,  the  venal  fair  : 

Unworthy  (he  your  blifs  to  prove  ; 

Then  wherefore  fliould  (he  prove  your  care  } 

No:  lay  your  myrtle  garland  down; 

And  let  a  while  the  willow's  crown 

With  luckier  omens  bind  your  hair. 

VIII. 

O  ju(t  efcap'd  the  faithlefs  main, 
Though  driven  unwilling  on  the  land: 
To  guide  your  favour'd  iteps  again, 
Behold  your  better  genius  ftand  : 
Where  truth  revolves  her  page  divine. 
Where  virtue  leads  to  honour's  (lirine. 
Behold,  he  lifts  his  awful  hand. 

IX. 

Fix  but  pn  thefe  your  ruling  aim. 
And  time,  the  fire  of  manly  care. 
Will  fancy's  dazzling  colours  tame 
A  foberer  drefs  will  beauty  wear  : 
Then  Ihail  efteem  1)y  knowledge  led 
Enthrone  within  your  heart  and  head 
Some  happier  love,  fome  truer  fair. 

ODE    IV. 

AFFSCTED    IKDIFFERENCE, 

To  the  fame. 

I. 

Yes,  you  contemn  the  perjur'd  maid 
Who  all  your  favourite  hopes  betray 'dr 
Nor.  though  her  heart  (hould  home  return^ 
Her  tuneful  tongue  its  falfehood  mourn, 
Her  wining  eyes  your  faith  implore. 
Would  you  her  hand  receive  again, 
At  once  dilTemble  your  difdain. 
Or  liften  to  the  fyren's  theme. 
Or  (loop  to  love  .  fince  now  efteem. 

And  confidence,  andfriendfhip  is  no  more. 
II. 
Yet  tell  me,  Plixdria,  tell  me  why, 
When  fummoning  your  pride  you  try 
C  c  iiij 
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To  meet  her  looks  with  cool  negledl, 
Or  crofs  her  walk  with  (light  refpe<2:, 
(For  fo  is  falfehood  beft  repaid) 
Whence  do  your  cheeks  indignant  glow  ? 
Why  is  your  ftruggling  tongue  fo  flow  ? 
What  means  that  darknefs  on  your  brow  ? 
As  if  with  all  her  broken  vow 
You  meant  the  fair  apoftate  to  upbraid? 

-^  O  D  E    V. 

AGAINST    SUSPICION. 

1. 

Oh  fly  1  'tis  dire  fufpicion's  mien  ; 
And,  meditating  plagues  unfeen, 

The  forqerefs  hither  bends  : 
Behold  her  torch  in  gall  imbrued: 
Behold — her  garment  drops  with  blood. 

Of  lovers  and  of  friends. 
II. 
Fly  far  !   already  in  your  eyes 
I  fee  a  pale  fuffufion  rife; 

Ard  foon  through  every  vein, 
Soon  will  her  fccret  venom  fpread. 
And  all  your  heart  and  all  your  head,^ 

Imbibe  the.  potent  ftain. 
III. 
Then  many  a  demon  will  flie  raife 
To  vex  your  deep,  to  hsunt  your  ways; 

While  gleams  of  lofl;  delight 
R:iife  the  dark  tempeft  of  the  brain, 
As  lightning  fliinei  acrofs  the  main 

Through  whirlwinds  and  through  night. 

No  more  can  faith  or  candour  move  ; 
$ut  each  ingenuous  deed  of  love, 

Which  reafon  would  applaud. 
Now,  frailing  o'er  her  dark  diftrefs, 
Fancy  malignant  ftrives  to  drefs 

Like  injury  and  fraud. 

V. 

Farewell  to  virtue's  peaceful  times : 
Soon  will  you  ftoop  to  adl  the  crimes 

Which  t^ius  you  ftoop  to  fear: 
Guilt  follows  gniit :   and  where  the  train 
Begins  with  wrongs  of  fuch  a  llain, 

What  horrors  from  the  rear '. 

VI. 

'Tis  thus  to  work  her  baleful  power, 
Sufpicion  waits  the  fullen  hour 

Of  fr^tfuliiefs  and  ftrife. 
When  care  the  infirmer  bofom  wrings, 
Or  Eiirus  waves  his  murky  wings 

To  damp  the  feats  of  life. 

VII. 

But  come,  forfake  the  fcere  unblefs'd 
Which  firft. beheld  your  faithful  breaft 

To  groundlefs  fears  a  prey  : 
Tome,  where  with  my  prevailing  lyre 
The  fkies,  the  ftreams,  the  groves  confpire 

To  charm  your  doubts  away. 

VIIl. 

ThroTidin  the  fun's  defcending  car, 
What  power  urifeen  diffuieth  far 

This  tendernefs  of  mind  ? 
,What  ^eniys  faiies  sn  yonder  flood  i 


What  god,  in  whifpets  from  the  woody 
Bids  every  thought  be  kind  ? 

IX. 

O  thou,  whate'er  thy  awfiil  name. 
Whofe  wifdom  our  untoward  frame 

With  fecial  love  reftrains  j 
Thou,  who  by  fair  affeiftion's  ties 
Giv'ft  us  to  double  all  our  joys 

And  half  difarm  our  pains : 

Let  univerfal  candour  ftill. 

Clear  as  yon  heaven-refledling  rill, 

Preferve  my  open  mind  ; 
Nor  this  nor  that  man's  crooked  ways 
One  fordid  doubt  within  me  raif^ 

To  injure  human  kind. 

ODE    VI. 

HYMN    TO    CHEERFULNESS. 

How  thick  the  flxades  of  evening  clofe  ! 
How  pale  the  fey  with  weight  of  fnows ! 
Hafte,  light  the  tapers,  urge  the  fire. 
And  bid  the  joylefs  day  retire. 

Alas,  in  vain  I  try  within 

To  brighten  the  dejefted  fcene. 
While  rous'd  by  grief  thefe  fiery  pains 
Tear  the  frail  texture  of  my  veins  : 
While  winter's  voice,  that  itorms  around. 
And  yon  deep  death-bell's  groan;»g  found 
Renew  my  mind's  oppreffive  gloom. 
Till  ftarting  horror  thakes  the  room. 

Is  there  in  nature  no  kind  power 
To  footh  afflidlion's  lonely  hour  ? 
To  blunt  the  edge  of  dire  difeafe. 
And  teach  thefe  wintery  fliades  to  pleafe? 
Come,  cheerfulnefs,  triumphant  fair. 
Shine  through  the  hovering  cloud  of  care  ; 
O  fweet  of  language,  mild  of  mien, 
O  virtue's  friend  and  pleafure's  queen, 
Aflwage  the  flames  that  burn  my  breaft, 
Compofe  my  jarring  thoughts  to  reft  ; 
And  while  thy  gracious  gifts  I  feel^ 
My  long  fhall  all  thy  praife  reveal. 

As  once  ('twas  in  Aftrea's  reign) 
The  vernal  powers  renew'd  their  train. 
It  happen'd  that  immortal  love 
Was  ranging  through  the  fpheres  above, 
And  downward  hither  caft  his  eye 
The  year's  returning  pomp  to  fpy. 
He  faw  the  radiant  god  of  day, 
Waft  in  his  car  the  rofy  May  ; 
The  fragrant  airs  and  genial  hours 
Were  (hedding  round  him  dews  and  flowers ^ 
Before  his  wheels  Aurora  pafs'd, 
And  Hefper's  golden  lamp  was  laft. 
But,  faireft  of  the  blooming  throng. 
When  health  majeftic  mov'd  along. 
Delighted  to  furvey  below 
The  joys  which  from  her  prefence  flow. 
While  earth  cnlivenM  hears  her  voice. 
And  fwains,  and  flocks,  and  fields  rejoice  5 
Then  mighty  love  her  charms  confefs'd. 
And  foon  his  vows  inclin'd  her  breaft, 
And,  known  from  that  aufpicious  morn, 
Thee  pleafing  cheerfulnefs,  was  born. 
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Thon  cheerfulnefs,  by  heaven  defign'd 
To  fvvay  the  movements  of  the  mind, 
Whatever  fretful  paffion  fprings, 
Whatever  wayveard  fortune  brings 
To  difarrange  the  power  within, 
And  ftrain  the  mufical  machine  ; 
Thou,  Goddefs,  thy  attempering  hand 
Doth  each  difcordant  firing  command, 
Refines  the  foft,  and  fwells  the  Itrong  ; 
And,  joining  nature's  general  fcng. 
Through  many  a  varying  tone  unfolds 
The  harmony  of  human  fouls. 

Fair  guardian  of  domeftic  life. 
Kind  baniiher  of  homebred  ftrife. 
Nor  fullen  lip,  nor  taunting  eye. 
Deforms  the  fcene  where  thou  art  by  : 
No  fickening  hufband  damns  the  hour 
Which  bound  his  joys  to  female  power  ; 
No  pining-mother  weeps  the  cares 
Which  parent's  wafte  on  thanklefs  heirs: 
The  officious  daughters  pleas'd  attend; 
The  brother  adds  the  name  of  friend  : 
By  thee  with  flowers  their  board  is  crown'd, 
With  fongs  from  thee  their  walks  refound ; 
And  morn  with  welcome  luftre  fkines, 
And  evening  unperceiv'd  declines. 

Is  there  a  youth,  whofe  anxious  heart 
Labours  with  love's  unpitied  fmart  ? 
Though  now  he  ftray  by  rills  and  bowers, 
And  weepfng  wafte  the  lonely  hours. 
Or  if  the  nymph  her  audience  deign, 
Debafe  the  ftory  of  his  pain 
With  flavifli  looks,  difcolour'd  eyes, 
And  accents  faltering  into  fighs ; 
Yet  thou,  aufpicious  power,  with  eafe 
Canft  yield  him  happier  arts  to  pleafe, 
Inform  his  mien  with  manlier  charms, 
Inflrurt  his  tongue  with  noble  arms. 
With  more  commanding  paffion  move. 
And  teach  the  dignity  of  love. 

Friend  to  the  mufe  and  all  her  train, 
For  thee  I  court  the  mufe  again  : 
The  mufe  for  thee  may  well  exert 
Her  pomp,  her  charms,  her  fondeft  art. 
Who  owes  to  thee  that  pleafing  fway 
Which  earth  and  peopled  heaven  obey. 
Let  melancholy's  plaintive  tongue 
Repeat  what  later  bards  have  fung ; 
But  thine  was  Homer's  ancient  might. 
And  thine  vidlorious  Pindar's  flight : 
Thy  hand  each  Lelbian  wreath  attir'd  ; 
Thy  lip  Sicilian  reeds  infpir'd  : 
Thy  fpirit  lent  the  glad  perfume 
Whence  yet  the  flowers  of  Teos  bloom  ; 
Whence  yet  from  Tibur's  Sabine  vale 
Delicious  blows  the  enlivening  gale, 
While  Horace  calls  thy  fportive  choir, 
Heroes  and  nymphs,  around  his  lyre. 

But  fee  vsrhere  yonder  penfive  fage 
(A  prey  perhaps  to  fortune's  rage, 
Perhaps  by  tender  griefs  opprefs'd. 
Or  blooms  congenial  \o  his  breaft) 
Retires  in  defart  fcenes  to  dwell. 
And  bids  the  joylefs  world  farewell. 
Alone  he  treads  the  autumnal  IhadCj 
Alone  beneath  the  mountain  laid 


He  f#es  the  nightly  damps  afcend. 
And  gathering  ttorms  aloft  impend ; 
He  hears  the  neighbouring  furges  roll. 
And  raging  thunders  fhake  the  pole  ; 
Then,  llru£l  by  every  objeA  round. 
And  ftunn'd  by  every  hofrid  found. 
He  afks  a  clue  for  nature's  ways  ; 
But  evil  haunts  him  through  the  maze:' 
He  fees  ten  thoufand  demons  rife 
To  wield  the  empire  of  the  Ikies, 
And  chance  and  fate  aflume  the  rod. 
And  malice  blot  the  throne  of  God. 
— O  thou,  whofe  pleafing  power  I  fin^. 
Thy  lenient  influence  hither  bring; 
Compofe  the  ftorm,  difpel  the  gloom. 
Till  nature  wear  her  wonted  bloom, 
Till  fields  and  fhades  their  fweets  exhal^ 
And  mufic  fwell  each  opening  gale  : 
Then  o'er  his  breaft  thy  foftnefs  pour. 
And  let  him  learn  the  timely  hour 
To  trace  the  world's  benignant  laws. 
And  judge  of  that  prefiding  caufe. 
Who  founds  on  difcord  beauty's  reiga, 
Converts  to  pleafure  every  pain. 
Subdues  each  hoftile  form  to  reft. 
And.  bids  the  univerfe  he  blefs'd- 

O  thou  whofe  pleafing  power  I  Cng, 
If  right  I  touch  the  votive  firing, 
If  equal  praife  I  yield  thy  name. 
Still  govern  thou  thy  poet's  flame  ; 
Still  with  the  mufe  my  bofom  fiiare. 
And  footh  to  peace  intruding  care. 
But  moft  exert  thy  pleafing  power 
On  friendlhip's  confecrated  hour  ; 
And  while  my  Sophron  points  the  road 
To  godlike  wifdom's  calm  abode, 
Or  warm  in  freedom's  ancient  caufe 
Traceth  the  fource  of  Albion's  la^vs. 
Add  thou  o'er  all  the  generous  toil 
The  light  of  thy  unclouded  fmile. 
But,  if  by  fortune's  ftubborn  fv;ay. 
From  him  and  frier.fhip  torn  away, 
I  court  the  roufe's  healing  fpell 
For  griefs  that  ftill  with  abi'ence  dwell. 
Do  thou  condudt  my  fancy's  dreams 
To  fuch  indulgent  placid  themes, 
As  juft  the  ftruggling  breaft  may  cheer 
And  juft  fufpend  the  ftartipg  tear. 
Yet  leave  that  facred  fenfe  of  woe 
Which  none  but  friends  and  lovers  know. 

ODE    VII. 

ON  THE  USE  OF  POETlir. 
I. 

Not  for  •hemfelves  did  human  kind 
Contrive  the  parts  by  heaven  aflign'd 

On  life's  wide  fcene  to  play : 
Not  Sctpio's  force,  nor  Cxfar's  ikill 
Can  conquer  glory's  arduous  hill. 

If  fortune  clofe  the  way. 
II. 
Yet  ftill  the  felf-depending  foul. 
Though  laft  and  leaft  in  fortune's  rollj 
Hii  proper  fpheie  comajands  j 
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And  knows  what  nature's  feal  bef  ow'd. 
And  fees,  before  the  throne  of  God, 

The  rank  in  which  he  ftands. 
III. 
"V^Tio  traln'd  by  laws  the  future  age, 
Who  refcued  nations  from  the  rage 

Of  partial,  fadlious  power, 
My  heart  with  diftant  homage  views  ; 
Content  if  thou,  celeftlal  mufe, 

Didft  rule  n>y  natal  hour. 

'  IV. 

Not  far  beneath  the  heroe's  feet, 
Nor  from  the  legiflator's  feat 

Stands  far  remote  the  bard. 
Though  not  with  public  terrors  crown'd. 
Yet  wider  fliall  his  rule  be  found, 

More  lafting  his  award. 
V. 
Lycurgus  fafliion'd  Sparta's  fame, 
And  Pompey  to  the  Roman  name 

Gave  univerfal  fway : 
Where  are  they  ? — Homer's  reverend  page 
Holds  empire  to  the  thirtieth  age, 

And  tongues  and  climes  obey. 

VI. 

And  thus  when  William's  afts  divine 
No  longer  fhall  from  Bourbon's  line 

Draw  one  vindidlive  vow; 
When  Sidney  fhail  with  Cato  reft. 
And  Ruffel  move  the  patriot's  breaft 

No  more  than  Brutus  now  : 

VII. 

Yet  then  fliall  Shakfpeare's  powerful  art 
O'er  every  paflion,  every  heart, 

Confirm  his  awful  throne  : 
Tyrants  fliall  bow  before  his  laws ; 
Aad  freedom's,  glory's,  virtue's  caufe, 

Their  dread  aflertor  own. 

ODE   vni. 

ON  LEAVING  HOLLAND. 
I.       I. 

Farewell  to  Leydcn's  lonely  bound, 
The  Belgian  mufe's  fober  feat ; 
Where  dealing  frugal  gifts  around 
To  all  the  favorites  at  her  feet, 
She  trains  the  body's  bulky  frame 
For  paffive, perfevering  toils; 
And  left,  from  any  prouder  aim. 
The  d?.ring  mind  ftiould  Icorn  her  homely  fpoils. 
She  breathes  maternal  fogs  to  damp  its  reftlefs 
flame. 

T.      2. 
Farewell  the  grave,  pacific  air, 
,         Where  never  mountain  zephyr  blew: 
The  marfliy  levels  lank  and  bare, 
Which  Pan,  which  Ceres  never  knew  : 
The  Naiads,  with  obfcene  attire. 
Urging  in  vain  their  urns  to  flow; 
While  round  them  chaunt  the  croaking  choir, 
And  haply  footh  fome  lover's  prudent  woe. 
Or  prompt  fome  reftive  bard,  and  modulate  his 
lyre. 

I-     3. 

Farewiell,  ye  nymphs,  whom  fober  care  of  gain 
Siiatth'd  in  your  cradles  from  the  god  of  love : 


She  render'd  all  his  boafted  arrows  vain  ; 
And  all  his  gifts  did  he  in  fpite  remove. 
Ye  too,  the  flqw  -cy'd  fathersof  the  land,  [hand. 
With  whom  dominion   fteals  from  hand  to 
Unown'd,  undignify'd  by  public  choice, 
I  go  where  liberty  to  all  is  known, 
And  tells  a  monarch  on  his  throne, 
He  reigiis  not  but  by  her  preferviug  voice. 

n.    I. 

O  my  lov'd  England,  when  with  thee 
Shall  1  fit  down,  to  part  no  more  ? 
Far  from  this  pale,  difcolour'd  fea. 
That  deeps  upon  the  reedy  fhore, 
When  ftiall  I  plough  thy  azure  tide  ? 
When  on  thy  hills  the  flocks  admire, 
Like  mountairi  fnows ;  till  down  their  fide 
I  trace  the  village  and  the  facred  fpire,  [divide. 
While  bowers  and  copies  green  the  golden  flope 

n.   2. 

Ye  nymphs  who  guard  the  pathlefs  grove, 
Ye  blue-ey'd  lifters  of  the  ftreams, 
With  whom  I  wont  at  morn  to  rove. 
With  whom  at  noon  I  talk'd  in  dreams  : 
O  1  take  me  to  your  haunts  again, 
The  rocky  fpring,  the  greenwood  glade  ; 
To  guide  my  lonely  footO^eps  deign. 
To  prompt  my  flumbersin  the  murmuring  fliade. 
And  footh  my  vacant  ear  with  many  an  airy  ftrain. 

n.   3. 

And  thou,  my  faithful  harp,  no  longer  mourn 
Thy  drooping  matter's  inaufpicious  hand  : 
New  brighter  (kies  and  frelher  gales  return, 
Now  fairer  maids  thy  melody  demand. 
Daughters  of  Albion,  liften  to  my  lyre  1 

0  Phoebus,  guardian  of  the  Aonian  choir. 
Why  founds  not  mine  harmonious  as  thy  own, 
When  all  the  virgin  deities  above 

With  Venus  and  with  Juno  move 
In  concert  round  the  Olympian  fathers  throne  ? 
III.     I. 
Thee  too,  proteftrefs  of  my  lays, 
Elate  with  whofe  majeftic  call 
Above  degenerate  Latium's  praife. 
Above  the  flavifli  boaft  of  Gaul, 

1  dare  from  impious  thrones  reclaim,  ~ 
And  wanton  floth's  ignoble  charms, 
The  honours  of  a  poet's  name 

To  Somers'  counfels,  or  to  Hamden's  arms, 
Thee,  freedom,  I   rejoin,  and  blefs  thy  genuine 
flame. 

III.     2. 
Great  citizen  of  Albion  I  Thee 
Heroic  valour  ftill  attends 
And  ufeful  fcience  pleas'd  to  fee 
How  art  her  ftudious  toil  extends. 
While  truth  diff'ufiiig  from  on  high 
A  luftre  uncontin'd  as  day, 
Fills  and  commands  the  public  eye  ; 
Till,  pierc'd  and  finking  by  her  powerful  ray, 
Tame  faith  and  monkifli  awe,  like  nightly  demons, 
fly. 

HI.     3. 
Hence   the  whole    land  the   patriot's   ardoup 
fliares  : 
Hence  dread  religion  dwells  with  focial  joy  j 
And  holy  paflions  and  unfuUied  cares, 
In  youth,  in  age,  domeftic  life  employ.^ 
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O  fair  Britannia,  hail ! — With  partial  love 
The  tribes  of  men  their  native  feats  approve, 
Unjuft  and  hoftile  to  each  foreign  fame  ; 
Eut  when  for  generous  minds  and  manly  laws 
A  nation  holds  her  prime  appl.iufc. 
Their  public  zeal  fliall  all  reproof  difclaim. 

ODE     IX. 

TO    CURIO  *. 

T744. 

I. 

Thrice  hath  the  fpring  beheld  thy  faded  fame 
Since  I  exulting  grafp'd  the  tuneful  fliell; 
Eager  through  endlefs  years  to  iound  thy  name, 
Proud  that  my  memory  with  thine  fliould  dwell. 
How  haft  thou  ftain'd  the  fplendor  of  my  choice  1 
Thofe  godlike  forms  which  hover'd  round  thy 

voice, 
Laws,  freedom,  glory,  whither  are  they  fiown  ? 
What  can  I  now  of  thee  to  time  report, 
Save  thy  fond  country  made  thy  impious  fport, 

Her  fortune  and  her  hope  the  vidiims  of  thy  own  ? 
II. 
There  are  with  eyes  unmov'd  and  recklefs  heart 
Who  faw  thee  from  thy  fummit  fall  thus  low, 
Vv^ho  deem'd  thy  arm  extended  but  to  dart 
The  public  vengeance  on  thy  private  foe. 
Eut,  fpite  of  every  glofs  of  envious  minds, 
'Ihe  owl-ey'd  race  whom  virtue's  luftre  blinds, 
Who  fagely  prove  that  each  man  hath  his  price, 
I  ftili  believ'd  thy  aim  from  blemifh  free, 
I  yet,  even  yet,  believe  it,  fpite  of  thee 

And  all  thy  painted  pleas  to  greatnefs  and  to  vice. 
III. 
"  Thou  didft  not  dream  of  liberty  decay'd, 
"  Nor  wilh  to  make  her  guardian  laws  more 

ftrong  : 
**  But  the  rafii  many,  firfl  by  thee  mifled, 
"  Bore  thee  at  length  unwillingly  along." 
Rife  from  your  fad  abodes,  ye  curlt  of  old. 
For  faith  deferted  or  for  cities  fold, 
Own  here  one  untry'd,  unexampled,  deed  ; 
One  myftery  of  fhame  from  Curio,  learn, 
To  beg  the  infamy  he  did  not  earn,  [meed. 

And  fcape  in  guilt's  difguife  from  virtue's  offer'd 

IV. 

For  faw  we  not  that  dangerous  power  avow'd. 
Whom  freedom  oft  hath  found  her  mortal  bane. 
Whom  public  wifdom  ever  ftrove  to  exclude. 
And  but  with  blulhes  fufFereth  in  her  train  ? 
Corruption  vaunted  her  bewitching  fpoils, 
O'er  court,  o'er  fenate,  fpread  in  pomp  her  toils, 
Andcall'dherfelf  the  ftates  diredling  foul: 
Till  Curio,  like  a  good  magician,  try'd 
With  eloquence  and  reafon  at  his  fide,        [trol, 
By  ftrength  of  holier  fpells  the  enchantrefs  to  con- 
V. 
Soon  with  thy  country's  hope  thy  fame  extends ; 
The  refcued  merchant  oft  thy  words  refounds : 
Thee  and  thy  caufe  the  rural  hearth  defends  : 
Jlis  bowl  to  thee  the  grateful  failor  crowns  : 
!rhe  learn'd  reclufe,  with  awful  zeal  who  read 
Of  Grecian  heroes,  Roman  patriots  dead. 

*  .See  the  "  Epifile  to  Curio." 


Now  with  like  av/e  doth  living  merit  fcan  ; 
While  he,  whom  virtue  in  his  ble/l  retreat 
Bade  focial  eafe  and  public  paflions  meet, 
Afcends  the  civil  fcene,  and  knows  to  be  a  man. 

VI. 

At  length  in  view  the  glorious  end  appear'd : 
We  faw  thy  fpirit  through  the  fenate  reign  ; 
And  freedom's  friends  thy  inflant  omen  heard 
Of  laws  for  which  their  fathers  bled  in  vain. 
W^ak'd  in  the  flrife  the  public  genius  rofe 
More  keen,  more  ardent  from  his  long  repofe : 
Deep  through  her  bounds  the  city  felt  his  call : 
Each  crowded  haunt  was  flirr'd   beneath  his 

power, 
And  murmuring  challeng'd  the  deciding  hour 
Of  that  too  vaft  event,  the  hope  and  dread  of  all. 

VII. 

O  ye  good  powers  who  look  on  human  kind, 
Inllrud:  the  mighty  moments  as  they  roll. 
And  watch  the  fleeting  ftiapes  in  Curio's  mind, 
And  fleer  his  paflions  fteady  to  the  goal. 
O  Alfred !  father  of  the  EngUfh  name, 
O  valiant  Edward  !  firfl;  in  civil  fame, 
O  William!  height  of  public  virtue  pure. 
Bend  from  your  radiant  feats  a  joyful  eye 
Behold  the  fum  of  all  your  labours  nigh. 
Your  plans  of  law  complete,  your  ends  of  rule 
fecure. 

VIII. 

'Twas  then — O   fliame  !    O  foul    from  faith 

eftrang'd  ! 
O  Albion  oft  to  flattering  vows  a  prey  ! 
'Twas  then — Thy  thought  what  fuddcn  frenzy 

chang'd  ? 
What  rulhing  palfy  took  thy  flrength  away  ? 
Is  this  the  man  in  freedom's  caufe  approv'd  ? 
The  man  fo  great,  fo  honour'd,  fo  belov'd  .' 
Whom  the  dead  enyy'd,  and  the  living  blefs'd? 
Thi.s  patient  flave  by  tinfel  bonds  allur'd  ? 
This  wretched  fuitor  for  a  boon  abjur'd.' 
Whom  thofe  that  fear'd  him,  fcorn;  that  trufled 

him,  deteft  ? 

IX. 

O  loft  alike  to  aflion  and  repofe  ! 
With  all  that  habit  of  familiar  fame. 
Sold  to  tlie  mockery  of  relentlefs  foes,    [fliame, 
A.nd  doom'd  to  exhauft  the   dregs  of  life  in 
To  a(51  with  burning  brow  and  throbbing  heart 
A  poor  deferter's  dull  exploded  part, 
To  flight  the  favour  thou  canft  hope  no  more. 
Renounce  the  giddy  crowd  the  vulgar  wind. 
Charge  thy  own  lightnefs  on  thy  country's  mind, 
And  from  her  voice  appeal  to  each  tame  foreign 
fhore. 

X, 

But  England's  fons,  to  purchafe  thence  applaufej 
Shall  ne'er  the  loyalty  of  flaves  pretend, 
By  courtly  paflions  try  the  public  caufe ; 
Nor  to  the  forms  of  rule  betray  the  end. 
O  race  eredl !  by  manlieft  paflions  mov'd. 
The  labours  which  to  virtue  fl;and  approv'd. 
Prompt  with  a  lover's  fondnefs  to  furvey ; 
Yet,  where  injuftice  works  her  wilful  claim. 
Fierce  as  the  flight  of  Jove's  deflroying  flame. 
Impatient  to  confront,  and  dreadful  to  repay. 

XI. 

Thefe  thy  heart  owns  no  longer.  In  their  room 
See  the  grave  (jueen  of  pageants,  honour,  dwell. 
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Couch'3  in  thy  bofoJn's  deep  tempeftuous  gloom 
I<ike  fomegrim  idol  in  a  fcrcerer'sceli. 
Before  her  rites  thy  fickening  reafon  flew, 
Divine  perfuafion  from  thy  tongue  withdrew, 
"While  laughter  mock'd,  or  pity  ftole  a  figh : 
Can  wit  her  tender  movements  rightly  frame 
Where  the  prime  funftion  of  the  foul  is  lame  ? 

Can  fancy 's  feeble  fprings  the  force  of  truth  fupply  ? 
xn. 
But  come :  'tis  time  :  ftrong  deftiny  impends 
To  fhut  thee  from  the  joys  thou  haft  betray'd  : 
With  prince?  fill'd,  the  folemn  fane  afcends, 
By  infamy,  the  mindful  demon  fway'd. 
There  vengeful  vows  for  guardian  laws  effac'd, 
From  nations  fetter'd,and  from  towns  laid  wafte, 
For  ever  through  the  fpacious  courts  refound : 
Their  long  pofterity's  united  groan 
And  the  fad  charge  of  horrors  not  their  own, 

Aflail  the  giant  chiefs,  and  prefs  them  to  the 
ground. 

XIII. 

In  fight  old  Time,  imperious  judge,  awaits : 
.  Above  revenge,  or  fear,  or  pity,  juft. 
He  urgeth  onward  to  thofe  guilty  gates 
The  great,  the  fage,  the  happy,  and  augiift. 
And  flill  he  afks  them  of  the  hidden  plan 
"Whence  every  treaty,  every  war  began, 
Evolves  their  fecrets  and  their  guilt  proclaims : 
And  flill  his  hands  defpoil  them  on  the  road 
Of  each  vain  wreath  by  lying  bards  beflow'd, 
And  crufh  their  trophies  huge,  and  raife  their 

fculptur'd  names, 
xiv. 
Ye  mighty  fliades,  arife,  give  place,  attend : 
Here  his  eternal  manfion  Curio  feeks :       [bend, 
—Low  doth  proud  Wentwordi  to  the  ftranger 
And  his  dire  welcome  hardy  Clifford  fpeaks : 
"  He  comes,  whom  fate  with  furer  arts  prepar'd 
*'  To  accomplifh  all  which  we  but  vainly  dar'd  : 
"  Whom  o'er  the  ftubborn  herd  ftie  taught  to 

"  reign*  [power 

"  Who  footh'd  with  gaudy  dreams  their  raging 
•'  Even  to  its  laft  irrevocable  hour : 
*  Then  baffled  their  rude   ftrcngth,  and  broke 

"  them  to  the  chain." 

XV. 

But  ye,  whom  yet  wife  liberty  infpires. 
Whom  for  her  champions  o'er  the  world  fhe 

claims, 
^That  houfehold  godhead  whom  of  old  your  fires 
SoughtinthewoodsofElbe,and  bore  to  Thames) 
Drive  ye  this  hoftile  omen  far  away ; 
Their  own  fell  efforts  on  her  foes  repay ; 
Yourwealth,  your  arts,  your  fame,be  hers  alone: 
Still  gird  your  fwords  to  combat  on  her  fide ; 
Still  frame  your  laws  her  generous  teft  to  abide  ; 

And  win  to  her  defence  the  altar  and  the  throne, 
xvx. 
Prote6l  her  from  yourfelves,  ere  yet  the  flood 
Of  golden  luxury,  which  commerce  pours, 
Hath  fpread  that  felfifii  liercenefs  through  youi: 

blood, 
"Which  not  her  lighteft  difcipUne  endures : 
Snatch  (rom  fantaftic  demagogues  her  ciufe : 
Dream  not  of  Noma's  manners,  Plato's  laws: 
A  wifer  founder,  and  a  nobler  plan, 
O  fons  of  Alfred,  were  for  you  affign'd ; 
Bring  to  that  birthright  but  an  equal,  mind. 

And  CO  Aibllhier  loc  VvlU  fate  rcjbfvc  for  man. 


O  D  E    X. 

TO  THE  MUSE. 
I. 

Queen  of  my  fongs,  harmonious  mai<J> 
Ah  why  haft  thou  withdrawn  thy  aid  i 
Ah  why  forfaken  thus  my  breaft 
With  inaufpicious  damps  opprefs'd  ? 
Whe^-e  is  the  dread  prophetic  heat, 
M^'ith  which  my  bofom  wont  to  beat  ? 
Where  all  the  bright  myfterious  dreams 
Of  haunted  groves  and  tuneful  ftreams, 
That  woo'd  my  genius  to  divineft  themes  |t 

Say,  goddefs,  can  the  feftal  board. 
Or  young  Olympia's  form  ador'd : 
Say,  can  the  pomp  of  promis'd  fame 
Relume  thy  faint,  thy  dying  flame  ? 
Or  have  melodious  airs  the  power 
To  give  one  free,  poetic  hour  ?. 
Or,  from  amid  the  Elyfi^n  train. 
The  fqul  of  Milton  Ihall  I  gain, 

To  win  thee  back  with  fome  celeftijJ  ftrain  J 
III. 
P  powerful  ftrain,  O  facred  foul ! 
His  numbers  every  fenfe  controul : 
And  now  again  my  bofom  burns; 
The  mufe,  the  muie  herfelf,  returns. 
Such  on  the  banks  of  Tyne,  confefs'd, 
I  hail'd  the  fair  immortal  gueft. 
When  firft  ftie  feal'd  me  for  her, own. 
Made  all  her  blifsful  treafures  known. 

And  bade  me  Iwear  to  follow  her  alone, 

ODE     XI. 

ON  lOVE.       TO  A  FRIEND. 
I. 

No,  foolilh  youth — To  virtuous  fame 
If  now  thy  early  hopes  be  vow'd. 
If  true  ambition's  nobler  flame 
Copimand  thy  footfteps  from  the  crowd, 
Lean  not  to  love's  enchanting  fnare ; 
His  fongs,  his  words,  his  looks  beware. 

Nor  join  his  votaries,  the  young  and  fair. 
II. 
By  thpugjit,  bx  daijgers,  and  by  toils. 
The  wreath  of  juft  renown  is  worn ; 
Nor  will  ambition's  awful  fpoils 
The  flowery  pomp  of  eafe  adorn  : 
But  love  untjends  the  force  of  thought; 
By  love  unmanly  fears  are  taught ; 

And  love's  reward  with  gaudy  floth  is  boughtj 
III. 
Yet  thou  haft  read  in  tuneful  lays. 
And  heard  from  many  a  zealous  breaft. 
The  pleafing  tale  of  beauty's  praife 
In  wifdom's  lofty  language  drefs'd ; 
Of  beauty  powerful  to  impai't 
Each  finer  fenfii,  each  comlier  art. 

And  footh  and  polilh  man's  ungentle  hearty 

IV. 

If  then,  from  love's  deceit  fecure. 
Thus  far  alone  thy  wifties  tend, 
Go ;  fee  the  white-wing'd  evening  hoiUT 
On  Delia's  vernal  walk  defcend : 
Go,  while  the  golden  light  ferene. 
The  grove,  the  lawn,  the  foften'd  foene| 
Becomgs  the  prcfence  of  the  rural  queen ;,    - 
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Aticnd,  while  that  harmonious  tongue 
Each  bofoni,  each  defire  commands : 
Apollo's  lute  by  Hermes  ftrung 
And  touch'd  hy  chafte  Minerva's  hands, 
Attend.     I  feel  a  force  divine, 

0  Delia,  win  my  thoughts  to  thine ; 
^hat  half  the  colour  of  thy  life  is  mine. 

VI. 

Yet,  confcious  of  the  dangerous  charm, 
Soon  would  1  turn  my  fteps  away ; 
Nor  oft  provoke  the  lovely  hajm, 
Nor  lull  my  reafon's  watchful  fway. 
But  thou,  my  friend — I  hear  thy  fighs ; 
Alas,  I  read  thy  downcall  eyes ; 
And  thy  tongue  faulters ;  and  thy  colour  flies. 

VIII 

So  foon,  again  to  meet  the  fair  ? 
So  penfive  all  this  abfent  hour  ? 
— O  yet,  unlucky  youth,  beware. 
While  yet  to  think  is  in  thy  power. 
In  vain  with  friendfhip's  flattering  name 
Thy  paffion  veils  its  iaward  Ihame  ; 
Friendfhip,  the  treacherous  fuel  of  thy  flame ! 

VIII. 

Onee  I  remember,  new  to  love. 
And  dreading  his  tyrannic  chain, 

1  fought  a  gentle  maid  to  prove 
What  peaceful  joys  in  friendfhip  reign  ; 
Whence  we  forfooth  might  fafely  fkand. 
And  pitying  view  the  love-fick  band. 

And  mock  the  winged  boy's  malicious  hand. 

IX. 

Thus  frequent  pafs'd  the  cloudlefs  day. 
To  fmiles  and  fweet  difcourfe  refign'd  ; 
While  I  exulted  to  furvey 
One  generous  woman's  real  mind: 
Till  friendfhip  foon  my  languid  breaft 
Each  night  with  unknown  cares  poflefs'd, 
Dafli'd  my  coy  flumbers,  or  my  dreams  diftrefs'd. 

X. 

Fool  that  I  was !-— And  now,  even  now 
While  thus  I  preach  the  Stoic  drain, 
Unlefs  I  Ihun  Olympia's  view, 
An  hour  unfays  it  all  again. 
O  friend ! — when  love  direits  her  eyes 
To  pierce  where  every  palQon  lies, 
Where  is  the  firm,  the  cautious,  or  the  wife  ? 


ODE    XII. 

*,  To  SIR  FRANCIS  HENRY  DRAKE,  BART, 

I. 

JBehold,  the  balance  in  the  fky 
Swift  on  the  wintery  fcale  inclines ; 
To  earthy  caves  the  Dryads  fly. 
And  the  bare  paftures  Pan  refigfns. 
I-ate  did  the  farmer's  fork  o'erfpread 
With  recent  foil  the  twice-mown  mead. 
Tainting  the  bloom  which  autumn  knows : 
He  whets  the  rufty  coulter  now. 
He  binds  his  oxen  to  the  plough. 
And  wide  his  future  harveft  throws. 

II. 
Now,  London's  bufy  confines  round. 
By  Keniington's  imperial  tawers, 


From  Highgate's  rough  defcent  profound, 
Eflexian  heaths,  or  Kentilh  bowers. 
Where'er  1  pafs,  I  fee  approach  » 

Some  rural  ftatefman's  eager  coach 
Hurried  by  fenatorial  cares : 
Where  rural  nymphs  (alike  within, 
Afpiring  courtly  praife  to  win) 
Debate  their  drefs,  reform  their  airs. 

III. 
Say,  what  can  now  the  country  boaft, 

0  Drake,  thy  footfteps  to  detain. 
When  peevifh  winds  and  gloomy  froft 
The  funfliine  of  the  temper  ftain .'' 
Say,  are  the  priefts  of  Devon  grown 
Friends  to  this  tolerating  throne, 
Champions  for  George's  legal  right  ? 
Have  general  freedom,  equal  law. 
Won  to  the  glory  of  Nafiau 

Each  bold  WeiTexian  fquire  and  knight  ? 

IV. 

1  doubt  it  much  ;  and  guefs  at  leafl 
That  when  the  day,  which  made  us  free. 
Shall  next  return,  that  facred  feaft 
Thou  better  may'ftobferv&with  me. 
With  me  the  fulphurous  treafon  old 

A  far  inferior  part  Ihall  hold 
In  that  glad  day's  triumphal  ftrain; 
And  generous  William  be  rever'd. 
Nor  one  untimely  accent  heard 
Of  James  or  his  ignoble  reign. 

V. 

Then,  while  the  Gafcon's  fragrant  wine 
With  modeft  cups  our  joy  fupplies. 
We'll  truly  thank  the  power  divine 
Who  bade  the  chief,  the  patriot  rife ; 
Rife  from  heroic  eafe  (the  fpoil 
Due,  for  his  youth's  Herculean  toil, 
From  Belgium  to  her  faviour  fon) 
Rife  with  the  fame  unconquer'd  zeal 
For  our  Britannia's  injur'd  weal, 
Her  laws  defac'd,  her  fhrines  o'erthrown* 

VI. 

He  came.    The  tyrant  from  our  fhore. 

Like  a  forbidden  demon,  fled ; 

And  to  eternal  exile  bore 

Pontific  rage  and  vaflal  dread. 

There  funk  the  mouldering  Gothic  reign  i 

New  years  came  forth,  a  liberal  train, 

Call'd  by  the  people's  great  decree. 

That  day,  my  friend,  let  bleflings  crown: 

— Fill,  to  the  demigod's  renown 

From  whom  thou  hafl  that  thou  art  free. 

VII. 

Then,  Drake,  (for  wherefore  fliould  we  part 

The  public  and  the  private  weal .') . 

In  vows  to  her  who  fways  thy  heart, 

Fair  health,  glad  fortune,  will  we  deal. 

Whether  Aglaia's  blooming  check. 

Or  the  foft  ornaments  that  fpeak 

So  eloquent  in  Daphne's  fmile. 

Whether  the  piercing  lights  that  fly 

From  the  dark  heaven  of  Myrto's  eye, 

Haply  thy  fancy  then  beguile. 

viir. 
For  fo  it  is.     Thy  ftubborn  breaft. 
Though  touch'd  by  many  aflighter  woun5, 
Hath  no  full  conqueft  yet  confel's'd, 
Hoi:  the  one  fatal  charmer  fount}. 
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While  I,  a  true  and  loyal  fwain, 
My  fair  Olympia's  gentle  reign 
Through  all  the  varying  feafons  own. 
Her  genius  ftill  my  bofom  warms  : 
No  other  maid  for  me  hath  charms, 
Or  I  hare  eyes  for  her  alone. 

ODE    XIII. 

ON    LYRIC    POETRY. 
I.  I. 

Onci  more  I  join  the  Thefpian  choir, 
And  tafte  the  infpiring  fount  again  : 

0  parent  of  the  Grecian  Jyre, 
Admit  me  to  thy  powerful  ftrain— 
And  lo,  with  eafe  my  ftep  invades 
The  pathlefs  vale  and  opening  fliades. 
Till  now  I  fpy  her  verdant  feat : 
And  now  at  large  I  drink  the  found. 
While  thefe  her  offspring,  liftening  round, 
By  turns  her  melody  repeat. 

I.  a. 

1  fee  Anacreon  fmile  and  Ting, 
His  filver  trefles  breathe  perfume  ; 
His  cheek  difplays  a  fecond  fpring 
Of  rofes  taught  by  wine  to  bloom. 
Away,  deceitful  cares,  away, 
And  let  me  liften  to  his  lay  ; 
Let  me  the  wanton  pomp  enjoy. 

While  in  fmooth  dance  his  light-wing'd  hours 
Lead  round  his  lyre  its  patron  powers, 
Kind  laughter  and  convivial  joy. 

I-  3- 

Broke  from  the  fetters  of  his  native  land, 
Devoting  fhame  and  vengeance  to  her  lords, 
With  louder  impulfe  and  a  threatening  hand 
The*Lefbian  patriotfmites  the  founding  chords: 
Ye  wretches,  ye  perfidious  train. 
Ye  curs'd  of  gods  and  free-born  men, 

Ye  murderers  of  the  laws. 
Though  now  ye  glory  in  your  luft. 
Though  now  ye  tread  the  feeble  neck  in  duft, 
Yet  time   and  righteous  Jove  will  judge  your 
dreadful  caufe. 

IL  I. 
But  lo,  to  Sappho's  melting  airs 
Defcends  the  radiant  queen  of  love  : 
She  ftniles,  and  afks  what  fonder  cares 
Her  fiipphant's  plaintive  ir.eafures  move  : 
Why  is  my  faithful  maid  diftrefs'd  ? 
Who,  Sappho,  wounds  thy  tender  breaft  1 
Ssy,  flies  he  ? — Soon  he  Ihall  purfue  : 
Shuns  he  thy  gifts  '—He  loon  (hall  give  : 
Slights  he  thy  forrows  ?— He  (hall  grieve, 
And  foon  to  all  thy  wifhes  bow. 

II.  a. 
But,  O  Melpomene,  for  whom 
Awakes  thy  golden  fliell  again  ? 
What  mortal  breath  (hall  e'er  prefume 
To  echo  that  unbounded  ftrain  ? 
Majeftic  in  the  frown  of  years, 
Behold  the  |  man  of  Thebes  appears : 
For  fome  there  are,  whofe  mighty  frame 
The  hand  of  Jove  at  birth  endow'd 

•  Alccens. 
f  tindar.     - 


With  hopes  that  mock  the  gazing  crowd  ; 
As  eagles  drink  the  noon-tide  flame. 

II.  3- 

While  the  dim  raven  beats  her  weary  wings, 
And  clamours  far  below. — Propitious  mufe. 
While  I  fo  late  unlock  thy  purer  fprings, 
And  breathe  whate'er  thy  ancient  airs  infufe> 
Wilt  thou  for  Albion's  fons  around 
(Ne'er  hadll  thou  audience  more  renown'd') 

Thy  charming  arts  employ, 
As  when  the  winds  from  lliore  to  fhore 
Through  Greece  thy  lyre's  perfuafive  language 
bore, 
Till  towns  and  ifles  and  feas  return'd  the  vocal  joy  ? 

III.  I. 

Yet  then  did  pleafure's  lawlefs  throng-. 
Oft  ruliiing  forth  in  loofe  attire, 
Thy  virgin  dance,  thy  graceful  fong. 
Pollute  with  impious  reVels  dire. 
O  fair  !   O  chafte  '.   thy  echoing  (hade 
May  no  foul  difcord  here  invade  : 
Nor  let  thy  (trings  one  accent  move, 
Except  what  earth's  untroubled  ear 
'Mid  all  her  focial  tribes  may  hear. 
And  heaven's  unerring  throne  approve. 

III.    2. 

Queen  of  the  lyre,  in  thy  retreat 

The  faired  flowers  of  Pindus  glow  ; 

The  vine  afpires  to  crown  thy  feat, 

And  myrtles  round  thy  laurel  grow  ; 

Thy  firings  adapt  their  varied  ftrain 

To  every  pleafure,  every  pain, 

Which  mortal  tribes  were  born  to  prove  ; 

And  ftrait  our  paflions  rife  or  fall, 

As  at  the  wind's  imperious  call 

The  ocean  fwells,  the  billows  move. 

III.  3. 

When  midnight  liftenso'er  the  flumbering  ear;'  , 
Let  me,  O  mufe  '.   thy  folemn  whifpers  hear  : 
When  morning  fends  her  fragrant  breezes  forth, 
With  airy  murmurs  touch  my  opening  ear. 
And  ever  watchful  at  thy  fide, 
Let  wifdom's  awful  fuffrage  guide 

The  tenor  of  thy  lay  : 
To  her  of  old  by  Jove  was  given 
To  judge  the  various  deeds  of  earth  and  heaven; 
'Twas  thine  by  gentle  arts  to  win  us  to  her  fway. 

IV.  I. 
Oft  as,  to  well-earn'd  eafe  refign'd, 
I  quit  the  maze  where  fcience  toils. 
Do  thou  refreOi  my  yielding  mind 
With  all  thy  gay,  delufive  fpoils. 
But,  O  indulgent,  come  not  nigh 
The  bufy  (leps,  the  jealous  eye 
Of  wealthy  care  or  gainful  age  ; 
Whofe  barren  fouls  thy  joys  difdain, 
And  hold  as  foes  to  reafon's  reign 
Whome'er  thy  lovely  works  engage. 

IV.  -.. 
When  friendfhip  and  when  letter'd  mirth 
Haply  partake  my  firtiple  board, 
Then  let  thy  blamelefs  hand  call  forth 
The  mufic  of  the  Teian  chord. 
Or  if  invok'd  at  fofter  hours, 
O  !  feek  with  me  the  happy  bowers 
That  hear  Olympia's  gentle  tongue  ; 
To  beauty  Ii.nk'd  with  virtue's  train, 
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To  love  devoid  of  jealous  pain, 
There  let  the  Sapphic  lute  be  ftrung; 
IV.  3. 
But  when  from  envy  and  from  death  to  claim 
A  hero  bleeding  for  his  native  land  ; 
When  to  throw  incenfe  on  the  veftal  flame 
Of  libertymy  genius  gives  command, 
Nor  Thebau  voice  nor  Lefblan  lyre 
From  thee  !  O  mufe,  do  I  require  ; 
While  my  prefaging  mind, 
Confcious  of  powers  fhe  never  knew, 
Aftonifh'd  grafps  at  things  beyond  her  view, 
Nor  by  another's  fate  fubmits  to  be  confin'd. 


ODE    XIV. 

TO    THE    HON.    CHARLES    T0WN5IND. 

From  the  country. 

I. 

Say,  Townfhend,  what  can  London  boafl: 
To  pay  thee  for  the  pleafures  loft/ 

The  health  to-day  refign'd  ; 
When  fpring  from  this  her  favourite  feat 
Bade  winter  haften  his  retreat. 

And  met  the  weftern  wind. 
II. 
Oh  knew'ft  thou  how  the  bamly  air, 
The  fun,  the  azure  heavens  prepare 

To  heal  thy  languid  frame  ; 
No  more  would  noify  courts  engage,] 
In  vain  would  lying  fadlion's  rage 

Thy  facred  leifure  claim. 

HI. 

Oft  I  look'd  forth,  and  oft  admir'd  ; 
Till  with  the  ftudious  volume  tir'd 

I  fought  the  open  day ; 
And  fure,  I  cry'd,  the  rural  gods 
Expedl  me  in  their  green  abodes, 

And  chide  my  tardy  (lay. 
IV.    ■ 
But  ah  in  vain  my  reftlefs  feet 
Trac'd  every  filent  fliady  feat 

Which  knew  their  forms  of  old  : 
Nor  Naiad  by  her  fountain  laid, 
Nor  Wood-nymph  tripping  through  her  glade, 

Did  now  their  rites  unfold  : 

V. 

Whether  to  nurfe  fome  infant  oak 
They  turn  the  flowly-tinkling  brook 

And  catch  the  pearly  fliowers. 
Or  brufli  the  mildew  from  the  woods, 
Or  paint  with  noon-tide  beams  the  buds, 

Or  breathe  on  opening  flowers. 

VI. 

Such  rites,  which  they  with  fpring  renew, 
The  eyes  of  care  can  never  view  ; 

And  care  hath  long  been  mine: 
And  hence  offended  with  their  gueft-. 
Since  grief  of  love  my  foul  opprcfs'd, 

They  hide  their  toils  divine. 

VII. 

But  foon  fliall  thy  enlivening  tongue 
This  heart,  by  dear  afili(ftion  wxung, 
With  noble  hope  infpire  : 
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Then  will  the  fylvan  powers  again 
Receive  me  in  their  genial  train, 
And  lifteii  to  my  lyre. 

VIII. 

Beneath  yon  Dryad's  lonely  fliadc, 
A  ruftic  altar  fliall  be  paid. 

Of  turf  with  laurel  fram'd  : 
And  thou  the  infcription  wilt  approve;' 
"  This  for  the  peace  which,  loft  by  love 

"  By  friendfliip  was  reclaim'd." 

ODE    XV. 

TO    THE    EVENING-STAR. 
I. 

To-NiGHT  retir'd  the  queen  of  heaven 

With  young  Endymion  ftrays : 
And  now  to  Hefper  is  it  given 
A  while  to  rule  the  vacant  flcy, 
Till  flie  fliall  to  her  lamp  fupply 

A  rtream  of  lighter  rays. 
II. 
O  Hefper  !  while  the  ftarry  throng 

With  awe  thy  paths  furrounds,   ' 
Oh  liften  to  my  fuppliant  fong. 
If  haply  now  the  vocal  fphere 
Can  fuffer  thy  delighted  ear 

To  ftoop  to  mortal  founds. 
III. 
So  may  the  bridegroom's  genial  ftrain  i 

Thee  ftill  invoke  to  fliine  : 
So  may  the  bride's  unmarried  train 
To  Hymen  chaunt  their  flattering  vow 
Still  that  his  lucky  torch  may  glow 

With  laftre  pure  as  thine. 

IV. 

Far  other  vows  muft  I  prefer 

To  thy  indulgent  power, 
Alas  I  but  now  I  paid  my  tear 
On  fair  Olympia's  virgin  tomb  : 
And  lo,  from  thence,  in  queft  I  roam 

Of  Philomela's  bower. 

V. 

Propitious  fend  thy  golden  ray, 

Thou  purefl:  light  above  : 
Let  no  falfe  flame  feduce  to  ftray 
Where  gulf  or  flieep  lie  hid  for  harm  s 
But  lead  where  mufic's  healing  charm 

May  footh  afllidled  love. 

VI. 

To  them,  by  many  a  grateful  fong 

In  happier  feafons  vow'd, 
Thefe  lawns,  Olympia's  haunt,  belong  : 
Oft  by  yon  filver  fliream  we  walk'd. 
Or  fix'd,  while  Philomela  talk'd, 

Beneath  yon  copfes  flood. 
vri. 
Nor  feldom,  where  the  beachen  boughs 

That  rooflefs  tower  invade, 
We  come  while  her  enchanting  mufe 
The  radiant  moon  above  us  held  : 
Till  by  a  clamorous  owl  compell'd 

She  fled  the  folemn  fhade. 

VIII. 

But  hark  ;  I  hear  her  liquid  tone. 

Now,  Hefper,  guide  my  feet 
Down  the  red  marl  with  mofs  o'ergrown. 
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irhrough  yon  wild  thicket  next  the  plain, 
Wiofe  hawthorns  choke  the  winding  lane 
Which  leads  to  her  retreat. 

IX. 

See  the  green  fpace ;  on  either  hand 

Enlarg'd  it  fpreads  around  : 
See,  in  the  midft  Ihe  takes  her  ftand. 
Where  one  old  oak  his  awful  (hade 
Extends  o'er  half  the  level  mead 

Enclos'd  in  woods  profound. 

X. 

Hark,  how  through  many  a  melting  note 

She  now  prolongs  her  lays  J 
How  fweetly  down  the  void  they  float ! 
The  breeze  their  magic  path  attends : 
The  ftars  fliine  out :  the  foreft  bends  : 

The  wakeful  heifers  gaze. 

XI. 

Whoe'er  thou  art  whom  chance  may  bring 

To  this  fequefter'd  fpot, 
Jf  then  the  plaintive  fyren  fing, 
Oh  foftly  tread  beneath  her  bower, 
And  think  of  heaven's  difpofing  power. 

Of  man's  uncertain  lot. 

XII. 

Oh  think,  o'er  all  this  mortal  ftage. 

What  mournful  fcenes  arife  : 
What  ruin  waits  on  kingly  rage  : 
How  often  virtue  dwells  with  woe  : 
How  many  griefs  from  knowledge  flow  : 

How  fwiftly  pleafure  flies. 

XIII. 

O  facred  bird,  let  me  at  eve. 

Thus  wandering  all  alone, 
Thy  tender  counfel  oft  receive. 
Bear  witnefs  to  thy  penfive  airs. 
And  pity  nature's  common  cares 

TiU  I  forget  my  own. 


ODE    XVI. 


TO  CALEB  BARDINGE,  M.  D. 


With  fordid  floods  the  wintery  *  urn 
Hath  ftain'd  fair  Richmond's  level  green ; 
Her  naked  hill  the  Bryads  mourn. 
No  longer  a  poetic  fcene. 
No  longer  there  thy  raptur'd  eye 
The  beauteous  forms  of  earth  or  Iky 
Surveys  as  in  their  author's  mind  ; 
And  London  Ihelters  from  the  year 
Thofe  whom  thy  focial  hours  to  fliare 
The  Attic  raufe  delign'd. 
II. 
From  Hampftead's  airy  i'ummit  me 
Her  gueft  the  city  fliall  behold, 
What  day  the  people's  ftern  decree 
To  unbelieving  kings  is  told. 
When  common  men  (the  dread  of  fame) 
Adjudg'd  as  one  of  evil  name, 
Before  the  fun,  the  anointed  head. 
Then  feek  thou  too  the  pious  town, 


*  Aquarius. 


With  no  unworthy  cares  to  crowii  '^'^' 

That  evening's  awful Ihade.  "'    - 

III.  ■  -^ 

Deem  not  I  call  thee  to  deplore 

The  facred  martyr  of  the  day. 

By  fait  and  penitential  lore 

To  purge  our  ancient  guilt  away. 

For  this,  on  humble  fairh  I  reft 

That  ftiU  our  advocate,  the  prieft. 

From  heavenly  wrath  Will  favc  the  land  i 

Noralk  what  rites  our  pardon  gain, 

Nor  how  his  potent  founds  reftrain 
The  thunderer's  lifted  hand. 
IV. 

No,  Hardinge :  peace  to  church  and  ftate 

That  evening,  let  the  mufe  give  law  : 

While  I  anew  the  theme  relate 

Which  my  firft  youth  enamour'd  faw. 

Then  will  I  oft  explore  thy  thought. 

What  to  rejedl  which  Locke  hath  taught, 

^^'hat  to  purfue  in  Virgil's  lay : 

Till  liope  afcends  to  loftieft  things, 

Nor  envious  demagogues  or  kings 
Their  frail  aod  vulgar  fway. 

V. 

O  vers'd  in  all  the  human  frame, 
Lead  thou  where'er  my  labour  lies, 
And  Englifli  fancy's  eager  flame 
To  Grecian  purity  chaftife  : 
While  hand  in  hand,  at  wifdom's  (hrin&. 
Beauty  with  truth  I  ftrive  to  join. 
And  grave  aflent  with  glad  applaufe  j 
To  paint  the  ftory  of  the  foul. 
And  Plato's  vifions  to  controul 
By  Verulamain  *  laws. 

ODE    XVIL 

ON  A  SERMON  AGAINST  GIORV* 

1747- 
I. 

Come  then,  tell  me,  fage  divine, 

Is  it  an  offence  to  own 

That  our  boforas  e'er  incline 

Toward  immortal  glory's  throne? 

For  with  me  nor  pomp,  nor  pleafure, 

Bourbon's  might,  Braganza's  treafure, 

So  can  fancy's  dream  rejoice. 

So  conciliate  reafon's  choice, 
As  one  approving  word  of  her  impartial  voice* 
II. 

If  to  fpurn  at  noble  praife 

Be  the  paflport  to  thy  heaven. 

Follow  thou  thofe  gloomy  ways ; 

Ne  fiich  law  to  me  was  given. 

Nor,  I  truft,  fliall  I  deplore  me 

Faring  like  my  friends  before  me  ; 

Nor  an  holier  place  delire 

Than  Timoleon's  arms  acquire. 
And  Tally's  curule  chair,  and  Milton's  golden  lyre; 


*  Veruliim  gave  one  of  his  titles  to  Francii. 
Bacon,  Novum  Organum. 
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ODE    XVIII. 

JO  IWE   RIGHT  HONOURABLE  FRANCIS  EARL  OF 
HUNTINGDON. 

1747- 

I.  I. 

The  wife  and  great  of  every  clime, 
Tlirough  all  the  fpacious  walks  of  time, 
Where'er  the  mufe  her  power  difplay'd, 
With  joy  have  liften'd,  and  obey'd. 
For,  taHght  of  heaven  the  facred  nine 
Perfuafive  numbers,  forms  divine, 

To  mortal  fenfe  impart  : 
They  beft  the  foal  with  glory  fire  ; 
They  noLleit  counfels,  boldeft  deeds  infpire  ; 
And  high  o'er  fortune's  rage  enthrone  the  fixed 
heart. 

I.  a. 

Nor  lefs  prevailing  is  their  charm 

The  vengeful  bofom  to  difarm  ; 

To  melt  the  proud  with  human  woe, 

And  prompt  unwilling  tears  to  flow. 

Can  wealth  a  power  like  this  afford  ? 

Can  Cromwell's  arts,  or  Marlborough's  fword, 
An  equal  empire  claim  ? 

No,  Haftings.     Thou  my  words  will  own  : 
.   Thy  breaft  the  gifts  of  every  Miife  hath  known ; 
Nor  llirdl  the    giver's   luve    difgrace    thy   noble 
narae. 

I-  3- 

The  Mufe's  awfal  art, 
And  the  bleft  fundlion  of  the  jioet's  tongue, 
:   Ne'er  Hialt  thou  bluili  to  honour  ;  to  ailert 
From  all  that  fcorhed  vice  or   flavifli  fear  hath 
fung, 
Nor  fliall  the  blandifliment  of  Tufcan  brings,   „ 
Warbling  at  will  in  pleafure's  myrtle  bower ; 
Nor  (h"li  the  fervile  notes  to  Celtic  kings 
By  flattering  minftrels  paid  in  evil  hour, 
Move  thee  to  fpurn  the  heavenly  Mufe's  reign, 

A  different  drain, 
'  And  other  themes 

5^rora  her  prophetic  fliades  and  hallow'd  ftreams 
(Thou  well  canft  witnefs)   meet   the   purged 

ear :    • 
Such,  as  when  Greece  to  her  immortal  fliell 
Rejoicmg  lillen'd,  godlike  founds  to  hear  ; 
To  hear  the  fweet  in!tru<5lrefs  tell 
(While  men  and  heroes  thrgug'd  around) 
How  life  its  nobleft  ufe  may  find. 
How  well  for  freedom  be  refign'd  ; 
And  how,  by  glory,  virtue  fliall  be  crovvn'd. 

II.  T. 

Such  was  the  Chian 'father's  ftrain 
To  many  a  kind  domeftic  train, 
Whofe  pious  hearth  and  genial  bowl 
Had  cheer'd  the  reverend  pilgrim's  foul; 
Whi^n,  every  hofpitable  rite 
With  equal  bounty  to  reqv.ite, 

He  ftruck  his  ma^ic  iirings  ; 
And  pour'd  fpontaneous  numbers  forth. 
And    feiz'd   their  ears   with    tales  of  ancient 
worth,  [things. 

And  fill'd  their  mufing  hearts  with  vail  heroic 
Yot.  IX. 


Now  oft,  where  happy  fpirits  dwell, 
Where  yet  he  tunes  his  charmine  ihell, 
Oft  near  him,  with  applauding  bands. 
The  genius  of  his  country  Hands. 
To  liltening  gods  he  makes  him  known, 
That  man  divine,  by  whom  were  fown 

The  feeds  of  Grecian  fame  : 
Who  firft  the  race  with  freedom  fir'd  ; 
From  whom.  Lycurgus  Sparta's  fons  infpir'd  ; 
From  whom  Plataean  palms  and  Cyprian  trophies 
Came. 

II.  3. 
O  noblefl,  happieft  age  ! 
When  Ariftides  rul'd,  and  Cimon  fouglit  ; 
When  all  the  generous  fruits  of  Homer's  page 
Exulting  Pindar  faw  to  full  perfection  brought. 
O  Pindar,  oft  (halt  thou  be  hail'd  of  me  : 
Not  that  Apollo  fed  thee  from  his  (hrine  ; 
Not  that  thy  lips  drank  fweetnefs  from  the  bee; 
Nor  yet  that,  ftadlous  of  thy  notes  divine. 
Pan   danc'd    their   meafure   with    the    fylvar\ 
throng  : 

But  that  thy  fong 
Was  proud  to  unfold 
What  thy  bafe  rulers  trembled  to  behold  ; 
Amid  corrupted   Thebes  was  proud  to  tell 
The  deeds  of  Athens  and  the  Perfian  ihame  : 
Hence  on  thy  head  their  impious  vengeance  fell* 
But  thou,  O  faithful  to  thy  fame, 
The  Mufe's  law  didft  rightly  know; 
That  who  would  animate  his  lays, 
And  other  minds  to  virtue  raife. 
Mult  feel  his  own  with  all  her  fpirit  glow. 
HI,  I. 
Are  there,  approv'd  of  later  times, 
Whofe  verfe  adorn'd  a  *  tyrant's  crimes? 
Who  faw  majeftic  Rome  betray'd. 
And  lent  the  imperial  ruffian  aid  ? 
Alas  1  not  one  polluted  bard, 
No,  not  the  ftrainsthat  Mincius  heard, 
Or  Tibur's  hills  rcply'd. 
Dare  to  the  Mufe's  ear  afpire  ; 
Save  that,inftrud:ed  by  the  Grecian  lyre, 
With  freedom's  ancient  notes  their  fhameful  tafe 
they  hide. 

III.    2. 

Mark,  how  the  dread  Pantheon  (lands, 
Amid  the  domes  of  modern  hands : 
Amid  the  toys  of  idle  ftate. 
How  fimply,  how  ferenely  great '. 
Then  turn,  and,  while  each  U'eflern  clime 
Prefents  her  tuneful  fons  to  time, 

So  mark  thou  Milton's  name; 
And  add,  "  Thus  differs  from  the  throng 
"  The  fpirit  %vhich  inform'd  thy  awful  fongj, 
"  Which  bade  thy  potent  voice  protedl  thy 
'*  country's  fame." 
III.  3- 
Yet  hence  barbaric  zeal ' 
His  memory  with  unholy  rage  purfues ; 
While  from  thefe  arduous  cares  of  public  weal 
She  bids  each  bard  begoue,  and  reft  him  will* 
his  Mufe. 


*  G&avianui  Cxfar. 
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O  fool  I  to  thir.k  th?  man,  whofe  ample  mind 
Mult  grafp  at  all  that  yonder  ftars  I'urvey  ; 
Muft  join  the  nobleft  forms  of  every  kind. 
The  world's  moft  penert  image  to  difplay. 
Can  e'er  his  couatry's  irajefty  behold, 
Unmov'd  or  cold ! 
O  fool !  to  deem 
That  he,  whofe  thought  muft  vifit  every  theme, 
WTiofe  heart  mult  every  llrong  emotion  know 
Infpir'd  by  nature,  or  by  fortune  taught ; 
That  he,  if  haply  fome  prefumptuous  foe, 
With  falfe  ignoble  fcience  fraught. 
Shall  fpurn  at  freedom's  faithful  band  ; 
That  he  their  dear  defence  will  fhun, 
Or  hide  their  glories  from  the  fun. 
Or  deal  their  vengeance  with  a  woman's  hand  I 
IV.  I. 
Icare  not  that  in  Arno's  plain, 
Or  on  the  fportive  banks  of  Seine, 
From  public  themes  the  Mule's  quire 
Content  with  polifli'd  eafe  retire. 
Where  priefts  the  rtudious  head  command, 
Where  tyrants  bow  the  warlike  hand 

To  vile  ambition's  aim, 
Say,  what  can  public  themes  affordj 
Save  venal  honours  to  an  hateful  lord, 
Referv'd  for  angry  heaven,  and  fcorn'd  of  honeft 
fame  ? 

IV.    2. 

13ul  here,  where  freedom's  equal  throne 
To  all  her  valiant  fons  is  known  ; 
Where -all  are  confcious  of  her  cares. 
And  each  the  power,  that  rules  him,fhares ; 
Here  let  the  bard,  whofe  daftard  tongue 
Leaves  public  arguments  unfung. 
Bid  public  praife  farewell : 
Let  him  to  fitter  climes  rea.ove. 
Far  from  the  hero's  and  tlie  patriot's  love. 
And  lull  myfterious  monks  to  flumber  in  their 
cell. 

IV.  3. 
O  Haftings,  not  to  all 

Can  ruling  heaven  the  fame  endowments  lend  : 
Yet  ftiii  doth  nature  to  her  offspring  call, 
That  to  one  general  weal  their  different  powers 
they  ber.d, 
Unenvious.     Thus  alone,  though  {trains  divine 
Inform  the  bofom  of  the  Mule's  fon  ; 
Thowgh  with  new  honours  the  patrician's  line 
Advance  from  age  to  age  ;  yet  thus  aloi.e 
1  hey  win  the  fuffrage  of  impartial  fame. 
The  poet's  name 
He  beft  AikII  prove, 
Whofe    lays    the  foul  with    nobleft    padlons 

move. 
Btit  thee,  O  progeny  of  heroes  old. 
Thee  to  feverer  toils  thy  fate  requires : 
The  fate  which  form'd  thee  in  a  chofen  mould, 
Tlie  grateful  country  of  thy  fires. 
Thee  to  fublimer  paths  demand  ; 
Sublimer  than  thy  fires  could  trace, 
Or  thy  own  Edward  teach  his  race, 
Though  Gaul's  proud  genius  fank    beneath   his 
hand* 

V.  I. 

From  rich  domains  and  fvibjecl  farms, 
They  led  the  ruttic  youth  to  arms  5 
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And  kings  their  Item  atchievements  fear'd 
While  private  ftrife  their  banners  rear'd. 
But  loftier  fcenes  to  thee  are  fliown, 
\^'here  empire's  wide-eftablilh'd  throne 
No  private  matter  fills  : 
Where,  long  foretold,  the  people  reigns  : 
Where  each  a  vaffal's  hunible  heart  difdains; 
And  judgeth  what  he  fees  j  and,  as  he  judgeth, 
wills. 

V.  s. 
Here  be  it  thine  to  calm  and  guide 
The  fvvelling  democratic  tide  ; 
To  watch  the  ftate's  uncertain  frame. 
And  biffle  facftion's  partial  aim  : 
But  chiefly,  with  determin'd  zeal, 
To  quell  that  fervile  band,  who  kneel 

To  freedom's  banifli'd  foes ; 
That  monlter,  which  is  daily  found 
Expert  and  bold  thy  country's  peace  to  wouml; 
Yet  dreads  to  handle  arms,  nor  manly  counfel 
knows. 

....  ^-  ^- 

Tis  higheft  heaven's  command, 

That  guilty  ains  ihould  fordid  paths  purfue; 

That  what  enfnares  the  heart  fhould  maim  the 

hand. 

And  virtue's  wor'hlefs  foes  be  falfe  to  glory  too. 

But  look  on  freedom.     See,  through  every  age. 

What  labours,  perils,  griefs,  hath  fhe  difdain'd  I 

What  arms,  what  regal   pride,  what    prieftiy 

rage. 

Have  her  dread  offspring  conquer'd  orfuflain'dl 

For    Albion   well  have    conquer'd.     Let    the 

(trains 

Of  happy  f«-ain«. 

Which  now  lefonnd 

Where  Scarfdaie's  cliffs  the  fwelling  paflures 

bound. 

Bear  witnefs.     There,  oft  let  the  farmer  hail 

The  facred  orchard  which  embowers  his  gate. 

And  rtiow  to  ftrangers  paffmg  down  the  vale, 

Where  Ca'ndub,  Booth,  and  Ofborne  fate ; 

When,  burfting  from  their  country's  chain, 

Even  in  the  midft  of  deadly  harms. 

Of  papal  fnares  and  lawlefs  arms, 

They  piann'd  for  freedohi  this  her  nobleft  reign. 

VL  I. 

This  reign,  thefe  laws,  this  public  care, 

Which  Naffau  gave  us  all  to  Ihare, 

Had  ne'er  adorn'd  the  Englifh  name. 

Could  fear  have  filenc'd  freedom's  claim. 

But  fear  in  vain  attempts  to  bind 

Thofe  lofty  efforts  of  the  mind 

VVhich  focial  good  infpires  ; 

Wliere  men,  for  this,  affault  a  throne. 

Each  adds  the  common  welfare  to  his  own  ; 

And  each  unconquer'd  heart  the  ftrength  of  all 

acquires. 

VL  2. 

Say,  was  it  thus,  v^^hen  late  we  view'd 

Our  tields  in  civil  blood  imbrued  ?    . 

When  fortune  crown'd  the  barbarous  hoft> 

And  half  the  aftonidi'd  ille  was  loft  ? 

Did  one  of  all  that  vaunting  train. 

Who  dare  affront  a  peaceful  reign, 

Durft  one  in  arms  appear? 

Durft  oae  ill  counfels  pledge  bis  life  ? 
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Stake  his  luxurious  fortunes  in  tlie  ftrife  ? 
Or  lend   his  boalted  name  his  vagrant  friends  to 
cheer  ? 

VI.  3. 
Yet,  Haftings,  the(e  are  they 
WTio challenge  to  themfelves  thy  country's  love; 
The  true  ;  the  conftant  :  who  alone  can  weigh, 
What  glory  lliould  demand,  or  liberty  approve  ! 
But  let  their  works  declare  them.     Thy  free 

powers, 
The  generous  powers  of  thy  prevailing  mind, 
Not  for  the  talks  of  their  confederate  hours, 
Lewd  brawls  and  lurking  flander,  where  dcfign'd, 
Be  thou  thy  own  approver,     Honeft  praife 
Oft  nobly  fways 
Ingenuous  youth  : 
But,  fought  from  cowards  and  the  lying  mouth, 
Praife  is  reproach.     Eternal  God  alone 
For  mortals  fixeth  that  fublime  award. 
He,  from  the  faithful  records  of  his  throne, 
Bids  the  hiftorian  and  the  bard 
Diipofe  of  honour  and  of  fconi ; 
Difcern  the  patriot  from  the  flave ; 
And  write  the  good,  the  wife,  the  brave, 
For  ieflbns  to  the  multitude  unborn. 


BOOK   II.     ODE   I. 

THE  REMONSTRANCE  OF  SHAKESPEARE. 

Suppofed  to  hni'e  been  fpoken  at  the  'Theatre- 
Royal,  nvhile  the  French  Comedians  were  afiing 
by  Subjcription. 

1749. 

If,  yet  regardful  of  your  native  land. 

Old   Shakfpeare's  tongue    you  deign  to   under- 

ftand, 
Lo,  from  the  blifsful  bowers  where  Heaven  rewards 
Inftru(ftive  fages  and  unblemilh'd  bards, 
I  come,  the  ancient  founder  of  the  ftage. 
Intent  to  learn,  in  this  difcerning  age. 
What  form  of  wit  your  fancies  have  embraced, 
And  wither  tends  your  elegance  of  tafte, 
That  thus  at  length  our  homely  toils  you  fpurn. 
That  thus  to  foreign  fcenes  you  proudly  turn, 
That  from  my  brow  the  laurel  wreath  you  claim 
To  crown  the  rivals  of  your  country's  fam-^. 

What,  though  the  footlteps  of  my  devious  mufe 
The  meafur'd  walks  of  Grecian  art  refufe  ? 
Or  though  the  franknefs  of  my  hardy  ft\le 
Mock  the  nice  touches  of  the  critic's  file  ? 
Yet,  what  my  age  and  climate  held  to  vievf, 
Impartial  1  furvej'd  and  fciirlefs  drew. 
And  lay,  ye  Ikilful  in  tlie  haman  heart. 
Who  know  to  prize  a  poet's  nob'.eft  part, 
What  age,  what  clime,  could  e'er  an  ampler  field 
Foi  lofty  thought,  for  daring  fancy,  yield  ? 
I  f;iw  this  England  break  the  fliamiful  bands 
Forg'd  for  the  fouls  of  men  by  fiicred  hands : 
I  faw  each  groaning  realm  her  aid  implore  ; 
Her  fons  the  heroes  of  each  warlike  lliore  : 
Her  naval  ftandard  (the  d:re  Spaniard's  bane) 
Cbey  J  through  A\  the  circuit  of  the  main. 
Then  too  great  comme-ce,  for  a  late-found  woild, 
Around  your  coaft  her  eager  fails  unfuri'd  : 


New  hopes,  new  pafllons,  thence  the  bofom  fir'd  j 
New  plans,  new  arts,  the  genius  thence  infpir'd  ; 
Thenct-  every  fcene,  which  private  fortune  knows 
In  llronger  life,  with  bolder  fpirit  rofe. 

Difgrac'd  I  this  full  pfofpecl  which  I  drew  ? 
My  colours  languid,  or  my  ftrokes  untrue  ? 
Have  not  your  fages,  warriors,  fwains,  and  kings, 
Confefs'd  the  living  draught  of  men  and  things  ?- 
What  other  bard  in  any  clime  appears 
Alike  the  mafter  of  your  fmiles  and  tears  ? 
Yet  have  I  deign'd  your  audience  to  entice 
With  wretched  bribes  to  luxury  and  vice  ! 
Or  have  my  various  fcenes  a  purpofe  known 
V/hich  freedom,  virtue,  glory,  might  not  own  ? 

Such  from  the  iirft  was  my  dramatic  plan; 
It  (liould  be  youtb  to  crown  what  I  began  : 
And  now  th;it  England  fpurns  her  Gothic  chain, 
And  equal  laws  and  locial  fcience  reign, 
I  thought.  Now  furely  ihall  my  zealous  eyes 
View  nobler  bards  and  juiter  critics  rife, 
Intent  with  learned  labour  to  refine 
The  copious  ore  of  Albion's  native  mine. 
Our  If  ately  mufe  more  graceful  airs  to  teach, 
And  form  her  tongue  to  more  attradlive  fpeech, 
Till  rival  nations  liften  at  her  feet. 
And  own  her  polifh'd  as  they  own'd  her  great. 

But  do  you  thus  my  favourite  hopes  fulfil  ? 
Is  France  at  laft  the  ftandard  of  your  fliili  ? 
Alas  for  you  I  that  fo  betray  a  mind 
Of  art  unconfcious,  and  to  beauty  blind. 
Say  ;  does  her  language  your  ambition  ralfe. 
Her  barren,  trivial,  unharmonious  phrafe. 
Which  fetters  eloquence  to  fcantieft  bounds, 
And  maims  the  cadence  of  poetic  founds  ? 
Say  ;  does  your  humble  admiration  choofe 
The  gentle  prattle  of  her  comic  mufe, 
While  wits,  plain-dealers,  fops,  and  fools  appear, 
Charg'd  to  lay  nought  but  what  the  king  may 

hear  ? 
Or  rather  melt  your  fympathizing  hearts 
Won  by  her  tragic  fcene's  romantic  arts. 
Where  old  and  young  declaim  on  foft  defire, 
And  heroes  never,  but  for  love  expire  ? 

No.  Though  the  charrns  of  novelty,  a  whila. 
Perhaps  too  fondly  win  your  thoughtk-is  fmilei_' 
Yet  not  for  you  defign'd  indulgent  fate  .^^' 

The  modes  or  manners  of  the  Bourbon  ftate. 
And  ill  your  minds  my  partial  judgment  reads. 
And  many  an  augury  my  hope  mifleads, 
If  the  fair  maids  of  yonder  blooming  train 
To  their  light  courtihip  would  an  audience  deign, 
Or  thofe  chafte  matrons  a  Parifian  wife, 
Choofe  for  the  model  of  domeftic  life  ; 
Or  if  one  youth  of  all  that  gerierous  band. 
The  Itrength  and  fplendouv  of  iheir  native  land, 
Would  yield  his  portion  of  his  country's  faiiiC, 
And  quit  old  freedom's  patrimonial  c\aim. 
With  lying  fmiles  opprefuon's  pomp  to  fee. 
And  judge  of  glory  by  a  king's  decree. 

O  bleft  at  home  with  juftly-envied  laws, 
O  long  the  chiefs  of  Europe's  general  caufe. 
Whom  Heaven  hai  h  chofen  at  each  dangerous  hour 
To  check  the  inroads  of  barbaric  power, 
The  rights  of  trampled  nations  to  reclaim. 
And  guard  the  focial  world  from  bonds  and  fliame; 
Oh  let  not  luxury's  fantaftic  charms 
Thus  give  the  lie  to  your  heroic  arms : 
3^ij 
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Nor  for  the  ornaments  of  life  embrace 
Diflioneft  lelfons  from  that  vaunting  race, 
Whom  fate's  dread  laws  (for,  in  eter:  al  fate, 
Defpotic  rule  waj;  heir  to  freedom's  hate) 
"Whom,  in  each  warlike,  each  commercial  part. 
In  civil  counfel,  and  in  pleafing  art, 
The  jud?e  of  earth  predeftin'd  for  your  foes, 
And  made  it  fame  and  virtue  to  oppofe. 

ODE      II. 


Thou  filent  power,  whofe  welcome  fway 
Charms  every  anxious  thought  away  ; 
In  whofe  divine  oblivion  drown'd, 
Sore  pain  and  weary  toil  grow  mild, 
Love  is  with  kinder  looks  beguil'd. 
And  grief  foro-ets  her  fondly-cheriili'd  wo'.md  ; 
O  whither  haft  thou  tlow,-n,  indulgent  god  ? 
God  of  kind  (hadows  and  of  heaUng  dews. 
Whom  doft  thou  touch  with  thy  Lechsean  rod  ? 
Around  whofe  temples  now  thy  opiate  airs  diffuCe  ? 
If. 
Lo,  midnight  from  her  ftarry  reign 
Looks  awful  down  on  earth  snd  main. 
The  turiefiil  birds  lie  hulh'd  m  fli-ep, 
With  all  that  cop  the  verdant  food, 
With  all  that  fkim  the  crji^al  flood, 
Or  hauni  the  caverns  ct  the  rocky  fteep. 
No  rufiii'-g  winds  dutuib  the  tufted  bowers  ; 
No  wakeful  found  the  moon-light  valley  knows. 
Save  where  tiie  brook  its  liquid  murinur  pours, 
And  lulls  the  waving  fccrie  ta  more    profound 
repofe. 

III. 
Olet  not  tre  alone  complain. 
Alone  invoke  '.hy  power  in  viiin  I 
Defcend,  propitious,  on  my  eyes  ; 
Not  from  the  couch  that  bears  a  crown, 
Not  from  the  courtly  ftatefman's  down, 
Nor  where  ths  mifer  and  his  treafure  lies  ;    [reft. 
Bring  not  t!,e  Ihapes  that  b'cnk    lie  muuierer's 
,  _.  Nor  thofe  the  hireling  fold'cr  Ijves  to  fee, 
**Nor  thufe  which  h'unt  tlic  bigot's  gloomy  breaft : 
Far  be  their  guilty  nights,  and  far  their  dreams 
from  me ! 

IV. 

Nor  yet  thofe  awful  forms  prefent. 
Tor  chiefs  and  heroes  only  meant : 
The  figur'd  brafs,  tlie  choral  fong, 
The  refcued  people's  glad  applaufc, 
The  lifteninT  fenate,  and  the  laws 

Fix'd  by  the  counfels  of  *  Timoleon's  tongue. 

Are  fcenes  too  grand  for  fortune's  private  ways  ; 

And  though  they  fhine  in  youth's  ingenuous 
view. 

The  fober  gainful  arts  of  modern  days 
To  fuch  romantic  thoughts  have  bid  a  long  adieu. 


OF    AKENSIDE. 

V. 

I  afk  not,  god  of  dreams,  thy  cafe 
To  banifh  love's  prefentments  fair  : 
Nor  rofy  cheek,  nor  radiant  eye  « 

Can  arm  him  with  fuch  ftrong  commana 
That  the  young  forcerer's  fatal  hand  ♦ 

Shall  round  -.n)  foul  his  pleafing  fetters  tie. 
Nor  yet  the  courtier's  hope,  the  giving  fuiile 
(A  lighter  phantom,  and  a  bafer  chain) 

Did  e'er  in  llumber  ray  proud  lyre  beguile 
To  lend  the   pomp  of  thrones  her  ill-according 
ftrain. 

vi. 
But  Morpheus,  on  thy  balmy  wing 
Such  honourable  vifions  bring. 
As  footh'd  great  Milton's  injur'd  age. 
When  in  prophetic  dreams  he  faw 
The  race  unborn  with  pious  awe 
Imbibe  each  virtue  from  his  heavenly  page  : 
Or  fuch  as  Mead's  benignant  fancy  knows 
When  health's  deep  treafures,  by  liis  heart  ex- 

p'or'd, 
Have  fav'd  the  infant  from  an  orphan's  woes. 
Or  to  the  trembling  fire  his  age's  hope  reftor'd.. 

ODE      IIL 

TO  THE  CUCKOW. 


•  After  Timolion  bad  ndivered  Syrncufe  from 
the  tyranny  of  Dionyfiu  i  :e  people  on  every  im- 
portant deliveration  fent  fjr  him  into  the  'put  lie 
afemhly,  afked  his  advice^  and  voted  according  to 
it.    Plutarch. 


0  RUSTIC  herald  of  the  fpring, 
At  length  in  yonder  woody  vale 
Faft  by  the  brook  I  hear  thee  ling  ; 
And,  liudious  of  thy  homely  tale, 
\mid  the  vefpers  of  the  grove. 
Amid  the  chaunring  choir  of  love. 

Thy  fage  refponfes  hail. 
II. 
The  time  has  been  when  I  have  frown'if  . 
To  hear  thy  voice  the  woods  invade  ; 
And  while  thy  fotemnacccnt  drown'd 
Some  fweeter  poet  of  the  fliade, 
Thus,  thought  I,  thus  the  fonsof  care 
Some  conftant  youth,  or  generous  fair 

With  dull  advice  upbraid. 
III. 

1  faid,  "  While  Philomela's  fong 

"   Proclaims  the  palTion  of  the  grove, 
"  It  ill  befeems  a  cuckovv's  tongue 
"  Her  charming  language  to  reprove"— 
A  las,  how  much  a  lover's  ear 
Hates  all  the  fober  truth  to  hear, 
The  fober  truth  of  love  1 

IV. 

When  hearts  are  in  each  other  blefs'd. 
When  nought  but  lofty  faith  can  rule 
The  nymph's  and  fwain's  confenting  breaft. 
How  cuckow-like  in  Cupid's  fchool, 
With  ftore  of  grave  prudential  faws 
On  fortune's  power,  and  cuftom's  laws. 
Appear;  each  friendly  fool! 

V. 

Yet  think  betimes,  ye  gentle  train 
Whom  love,  and  hope,  and  fancy  fway,' 
Whom  every  harflier  care  dildain. 
Who  by  the  morning  judge  the  day. 
Think  that,  in  April's  faireft  hours, 


ODES. 
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To  ■warbling  fiiades  and  painted  flowers 
The  cuckow  joins  his  lay. 

ODE      IV. 

TO  THE  HONOURABLE  CHARLES  TOWNSHEND. 

In  the  Country. 

1750- 

I.  I. 

How  oft  (hall  I  furvey 
This  humble  roof,  the  lawn,  the  greenwood  fliade. 

The  vale  with  (heaves  o'erfpread, 
The  glaffy  brook,  the  flocks  which  round  theeftray; 

When  will  thy  cheerful  mind 
Of  thefe  have  utter'd  all  her  dear  eReem  ? 

Or,  tell  me,  doft  thou  deem 
No  more  to  join  in  glory's  toilfome  race, 

But  here  content  embrace 
That  happy  leifure  which  thou  hadft  refign'd  ? 

I.    2. 

Alas,  ye  happy  hours. 
When  books  and  youthful  fportthe  foul  could  fhare. 

Ere  one  ambitious  care 
Of  civil  life  had  aw'd  her  Ampler  powers ; 

Oft  as  your  winged  train 
Revifit  here  my  friend  in  white  array, 

O  fail  not  to  difplay 
Each  fairer  fcene  where  I  perchance  had  part, 

That  fo  his  generous  heart 
The  abode  of  evenfrieudfhip  may  remain. 

I.  3-  . 

For  not  imprudent  of  my  lols  to  come, 
I  faw  from  contemplation's  quiet  cell 
His  feet  afcending  to  another  home, 
Where  public  praife  and  envied  greatnefs  dwell. 
But  (hall  we  therefore,  O  my  lyre, 
Reprove  ambition's  beft  delire  ? 

Extinguilh  glory's  flame  ? 
Far  other  was  the  talk  enjoin'd 
When  to  my  hand  thy  firings  were  firft  aflrgn'd  •■ 
"far  other  faith  belongs  to  friendfliip's  honour'd 
name, 

II.  I. 

Thee,  Townfliend,  not  the  arms 
Of  (liimbeving  eafe,  nor  jjeafure's  rofy  chain, 

Were  deftin'd  to  detain  : 
No,  nor  bright  fcience,  nor  the  mufe's  charms. 

For  them  high  heaven  prepares 
Their  proper  votaries,  an  humbler  band  : 

And  ne'er  would  Spenier's  hand 
ilave  deign'd  to  ilrike  the  warbling  Tufcan  ihell, 

Nor  Harrington  to  tell 
What  habit  an  immortal  city  wears. 
II.  2. 
Had  this  been  born  to  fliield  [tray'd 

The  canfe  which  Cromwell's  impious  hand  be^ 

Or  that,  like  Vere,  difplay'd 
His  redcrofs  banner  o'er  the  Belgian  field ; 

Yet  where  the  wifl  divine 
Hath  (hut  thofe  loftielt  paths,  it  next  remains, 

With  reafon  clad  in  ftrains 
Of  harmony,  felecfled  minds  to  infpire, 

And  virtue's  living  fire 
To  feed  and  eternize  in  hearts  like  thine. 


II.  3. 


For  never  fliall  the  herd,  whom  enVy  fways, 
So  quell  my  pr.rpofe  or  my  tongue  controul. 
That  I  fliould  fear  illullrious  worth  to  praife, 
Becaufe  its  malter's  iriendfliip  mov'd  my  fouL 
Yet,  if  this  undiiiembhng  ftrain 
Should  now  perhaps  thine  ear  detain 

With  any  pleafing  found, 
Remember  thou  that  righteous  fame 
From  hoary  age  a  flrifl  account  will  claim 
Of  each  aufpicious  palm  with  which  thy  youth 
was  crown'd. 

III.   I. 
Nor  obvious  is  the  way 
Where  heaven  e.xpedls  thee  ;  nor  the    traveller 
leads, 
Through  (lowers  or  fragrant  meads, 
Or  groves  that  hark  to  Philomela's  lay. 

The  impartial  laws  of  fate 
To  nobler  virtues  wed  feverer  cares. 

]s  there  a  man  who  fliares 
The  fummit  next  where  heavenly  natures  dwell  ? 

Afk  him  (for  he  can  tell) 
What  ftorms  beat   round  that  rough  laborious 
height. 

III.  2. 
Ye  heroes,  who  of  old 
Did  generous  England  freedom's  throne  ordain; 

From  Alfred's  parent  reign 
To  Nafl'au,  great  deliverer,  wife  and  bold ; 

I  know  your  perils  hard. 
Your  wounds,  your  painful  marches,  wintery  feas^ 

The  night  eftrang'd  from  eafe. 
The  day  by  cowardice  and  falfehood  vex'd. 

The  head  with  doubt  perplex'd, 
The  indignant  heart  difdaining  the  reward. 

III.  3. 
Which  envy  hardly  grants.     But,  O  renown, 
O  praife  from  judging  heaven  and  virtuous  men, 
If  thus  they  purchas'd  thy  divineft  crown. 
Say,  who  (hall  hefitate  }  or  who  complain  ? 
And  now  they  fit  on  thrones  above : 
And  when  among  the  gods  they  move 

Before  the  fov'reign  mind, 
*'  Lo,  thefe,"  he  faith,  "  lo,  thefe  are  they 
<•  Who  to  the  laws  of  mine  eternal  fway 
"  From  violence  and  fear  alTerted  human  kind." 
IV.  I. 
Thus  honour'd  while  the  train 
Of  legifiators  in  hisprefance  dwell ; 

If  I  may  aught  foretell. 
The  (latefman  (ball  the  feccnd  palm  obtain. 

For  dreadful  deeds  of  arms 
Let  vulgaj  bards,  with  undifcerning  praife. 

More  glittering  t-ophies  raife  ■ 
But  wifeft  heaven  v,iifi.t  deeds  may  chiefly  move 

To  favoui   :r.d  to  love? 
What,  fuve  rhe  iilefi  ig-  01  ''.verted  harms? 
IV.   2. 
Nor  to  the  embattled  field 
Shall  the  atchievements  of  the  peaceful  gown. 

The  green  imraoital  crown 
Of  valour,  01  the  fongs  of  conqueft  yield. 

Nor  Fairfax  wildly  bold. 
While  bare    "  i  relt  he  hew'd  his  fatal  way, 

Througn  Nauby's  fii'ji  array. 
To  heavier  dangers  did  his  brealt  oppofc, 
3  D  iij 
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Than  Pym's  free  virtue  chofe, 
When  the  proud  foi  ce  of  Strafibrd  he  control'd 

IV.  3. 
But  what  is  man  at  enmity  with  truth  ?     [mind 

■1,.^       u^^T '^^/'^'*'  "^  Wentworth's  copious 
When    bhghted  all  the  promifc  of  his  youth) 
I  he  patriot  m  a  tyrant's  league  had  join'd  ? 

Let  Ireland's  loud-lamenting  plains, 

LetTyne's  and  Humber's  trampled'fwains, 

l.et  menac  d  London  tell 

How  impious  guile  made  wifdom  bafe ; 
How  generous  zeal  to  cruel  rage  gave  place  • 
Andhowunblefs'dhe  liv'd.andhow  dilhonour'dfell! 

V.  I. 
Thence  never  hath  the  mufe 

Around Jiis  tomb  Pierian  rofes  flung: 

Nor  Ihall  one  poets  tongue 
His  name  for  mufic's  pleafing  labour  choofe. 

And  ftire,  when  nature  kind 
Hath  deck'd  fomc  favour 'd  breaft  above  the  throne 

i  hat  man  with  grievous  wrong 
AfF.onts  and  wounds  his  genius,  if  he  bends 

i  o  guilt  s  Ignoble  ends 
The  fuudions  of  his  ill-fubmitting  mind. 
V.  2. 
For  worthy  of  the  wife 
2>Tothing  can  feem  but  virtue;  nor  earth  yield 

1  heir  fame  an  equal  field, 
£«ve  where  impartial  freedom  gives  the  prize. 

1  here  Somers  fix'd  his  name 
Enrojl'd  the  next  to  William.     There  fliall  time 

i  o  every  wondering  clime 
Pomt  out  that  Somers,  who  from  fadion's  crowd 

I  he  llandercus  and  the  loud, 
Could  fair  affent  and  mod«fl  reverence  claim. 
V.  3. 
Nor  aught  did  laws  or  ibcial  arts  acquire 
Nor  this  majeftic  weal  of  Albion's  land  ' 
Tid  aught  accomplilh,  or  to  aught  a/pire. 
^  luipit  his  guidance,  his  luperior  hand. 
And  rightly  fhall  the  mufe's  care 
\yreaths  like  her  own  for  him  prepare, 

Whofe  mind  s  enamoir'd  aim 
Could  forms  of  civil  beauty  draw 
S-jblime  as  ever  Jage  or  poet  law 
Yet  ftill  to  life's  rude  fcene  the  proud  ideas  tame. 
VI.  I. 
Lft  none  profane  be  near ' 
The  mufe  was  never  foreign  to  his  breafl  3 

On  power's  great  ftat  confefs'd. 
btiJl  to  her  voice  he  bent  a  lover's  car 

And  if  the  blefled  know 
Their  ancient  cares  even  now  the  unfading  groves 
-.i.-u     Where  haply  Milton  roves  ^  groves, 

■W  ith  Spenfcr,  hear  the  e.,chantedechos  round 
^7r  I.  ^■'^'■°"?^^=*'''Jieft  heaven  refound 
With  Somers,  guardian  of  their  fame  below 
VI.  2. 
He  knew,  the  patriot  knew, 
rh«t  letters  and  thr  n.yfes  powerful  art 

i-xalt  the  mgenuous  heart, 
Ard  brighten  every  form  of  jult  and  true. 

1  hey  lend  a  nobler  fway 
To  civil  wifdom,  thai,  corruption's  lure 

Could  ever  yet  procure  : 
They  tco  trom    ,..,•.,...!.:  malignant  light 

Cloth  d  m  the  fairell  colours  of  the  dajr. 
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VI.  3, 
O  Townfliend,  thus  may  time,  the  judge  fevere, 
Inltruift  my  h.ippy  tongue  of  thee  to  tell : 
And  when  I  fpeak  of  one  to  freedom  dear 
For  planning  wifely  and  for  ading  well. 
Of  one  whom  glory  loves  to  own. 
Who  ftill  by  liberal  means  alone 

Hath  liberal  ends  purfued; 
Then  for  the  guerdon  of  my  lay, 
«  1  his  man  with  faithful  friendfliip,  will  I  fay. 
From  youth  to  honour'd  age  my  arts  and  me 
"  hath  view'd." 

ODE     V.  ' 

ON    LOVE    OF    PRAISE. 

Of  all  the  fprings  within  the  mind 

U  hich  prompt  her  fteps  in  fortune's  maze, 

trom  none  more  plcafmg  aid  we  find 
1  han  from  the  genuine  love  of  praife. 

Nor  any  partial,  private  end 

Such  reverence  to  the  public  bears  • 
^or  any  paflion,  virtue's  friend. 

So  like  to  virtue's  felf  appears. 

For  who  in  glcry  can  delight 

Without  delight  in  glorious  deeds  f 
What  man  a  charming  voice  can  flight. 

Who  courts  the  echo  that  fucceeds  ? 

IV. 

But  not  the  echo  on  the  voice 

M  ore,  than  on  virtue  pra.fe  depends ; 
lo  which,  of  courfe,  its  real  price 
The  judgment  of  the  prailcr  lends. 
v. 
if  praife  then  with  religious  awe 

From  the  foie  perfe(5t  judge  b.  fought, 
A  nobler  aim,  a  purer  law, 

Nor  prieft,  nor  bard,  nor  fage  hath  taught. 

VI.  ** 

With  which  in  charaa.T  the  fame 

i  hough  m  an  humbler  Iphere  it  lies 
I  count  that  foul  of  human  fame,  ' 

'l"he  fuffrage  of  the  good  and  wife. 

ODE    VI. 

TO    WILLIAM    HALL,   ESquIRE. 
fViti  the  Wo,  ks  of  Chaulhu.  2 

Attend  to  Chaulieu's  wanton  lyre:  '' 

Vnle,  fluent  as  the  Iky-lark  fings  , 

\\  hen  firft  the  morn  allures  its  wines 
1  he  epicure  his  theme  purfucs  •  * 

And  tell  mc  if,  among  the  choir 
Whofe  mufic  charms  the  ba'nk  of  Seine.  ' ; 

.0  full,  fo  free,  fo  rich  a  ftiain 
L  er  didtated  the  warbling  mufe 


Yet,  Hall,  while  thy  judicious  ear 
Admires  the  well-difllifiblcd  art 
J  hat  can  fuch  harmony  impart 
•1  o  tiic  lame  pace  of  Gallic  rhvmes; 
Whik  wu  fioiji  affeftation  dear, 
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Bright  images,  and  paflions  true, 
Recal  to  thy  affcnciug  view 
The  envied  bards  of  nobler  times  j 

III. 
Say,  is  not  oft  his  dodlrine  wrong  ? 
This  priefl  of  pkafure,  who  afpires 
To  lead  us  to  her  facred  firss, 
Knows  he  the  ritual  of  her  fhrine  ? 
Say  (^her  fweet  influence  to  thy  fong 
So  may  the  goddcfs  fall  afford) 
Doth  (he  conient  to  be  ador'd 
With  flianielefs  love  and  frantic  wing  ? 

'  IV. 

Nor  Cato,  nor  Chryfippus  here 
Need  we  in  higk  indignant  phrafe 
From  their  Elyfian  quiet  raife  ; 
But  pleafure's  oracle  alone 
Confult ;  attentive,  not  fevere. 
O  pleafure,  we  blafphenne  not  thee  ; 
Kor  emulate  the  rigid  knee 
Which  bends  but  at  the  floic  throne. 

V. 

We  own  had  fate  to  man  affign'd 
Nor  fenfe,  nor  wifli,  but  what  obey 
Or  Venus  foft  or  Bacchus  gay, 
Then  might  our  bard's  voluptuous  creed 
Moft  aptly  govern  human  kind : 
Unlefs  perchance  v/hat  he  hath  fung 
Of  tortur'd  joints  and  nerves  unftrung, 
Some  wrangling  heretic  ihould  plead. 

VI. 

But  now  with  all  thefe  proud  defires 
For  dauntlefs  truth  and  honeft  fame; 
With  that  ftrong  mafter  of  our  frame, 
The  inexorable  judge  within, 
V.'hat  can  be  done  ?  Alas,  ye  fices 
Of  love  ;  alas,  ye  rol'y  fmiles, 
Ye  netfirar'd  cups  from  happier  foils, 
—Ye  have  no  bribe  his  grace  to  win. 

ODE     VII. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  REVEREND   BENJAMIN  LORD 
BISHOP  OF  WINCHESTER.      I754. 

1.    I. 

For  toils  which  patriots  have  endur'd, 

For  treafon  quell'd  and  laws  fecur'd, 

In  every  nation  time  difplays 

The  palm  of  honourable  piaife. 

Ijivy  may  rail ;  and  fadtion  fierce 

May  ftrive  :  but  what,  alas,  can  thofe 
(Though  bold,  yet  blind  and  fordid  foes) 
To  gratitude  and  love  oppofe. 

To  faithful  flory  and  perfualive  verfe  ? 
I.  2. 
O  nurfe  of  freedom,  Albion,  fay, 
Ihou  tamer  ofdefpotic  fway. 
What  man,  among  thy  fons  around. 
Thus  heir  to  glory  haft  thou  found  ? 
What  page,  in  all  thy  annals  bright. 
Hail  thou  with  purer  joy  furvey'd 
Tlian  that  where  truth,  by  Hoadly's  aid. 
Shines  through  impollure's  folemn  fhade, 

Through  kingly  and  through  facerdotal  night. 

1.3- 

To  him  the  teacher  blefs'd. 
Who  fent  religion,  from  the  palmy  field 
Ey  Jordan,  like  the  morn  to  cheer  the  weft, 


And  lifted  up  the  veil  which  heaven  from  earth 
conceal'd. 
To  Hoadly  thus  his  mandate  he  addrefs'd  : 
"  Go  thou,  and  reTcuc  my  difhonour'd  law  _ 
"  From  hands  rapacious  and  from  tongues  im- 

"  pure : 
«  Let  not  my  peaceful  name  be  made  a  lure 
"  Fell  perfecution's  mortal  fnares  to  aid : 
"  Let  not  my  words  be  impious  chains  to  drav*' 
"  The  freeborn  foul  in  more  than  brutal  awe, 
"  To  faith  without  aflent,  allegiance  unrepaid." 

II.  I. 
No  cold  or  unperforming  hand 
Was  arm'd  by  heaven  with  this  command. 
The  world  foon  felt  it :  and,  on  high, 
To  William's  ear,  with  welcome  joy 
Did  Locke  among  the  bleft  unfold 
The  rifing  hope  of  Hoadly's  name, 
Godolphin  then  confirm'd  the  fame  ; 
And  Somers,  when  from  earth  he  came. 

And  generous  Stanhope  the  fair  fequel  told. 
II.  2. 
Then  drew  the  lawgivers  around, 
(Sires  of  the  Grecian  name  renown'd) 
And  liftening  afk'd,  and  wondering  knew. 
What  private  force  could  thus  fubdue 
The  vul^jar  and  the  gieat  combin'd; 
Could  war  with  facred  folly  wage  ; 
Could  a  whole  nation  difengage 
From  the  dread  bonds  of  many  an  age, 

And  to  new  habits  mould  the  public  mind. 

II.  3. 
For  not  a  conqueror's  fv/ord. 
Nor  the  ftrong  powers  to  civil  founders  known, 
Were  his :  but  truth  by  faithful  fearch  explor'd, 
And  fecial  fenfe,  like  feed,  in  genial  plenty  fown. 
Wherever  it  took  root,  the  foul  (reftor'd 
To  freedom)  freedom  too  for  others  fought. 
Not  monkilh  craft  tlie  tyrant's  claim  divine, 
Not  regal  zeal  the  bigot's  cruel  ftirine 
Could  longer  guard  from  reafon's  wa;  fare  fage  ; 
Not  the  wild  rabble  to  fedition  wrought. 
Nor  fynods  by  the  papal  genius  taught, 
Nor  St.  John's  fpirit  loofe,  nor  Atterbury's  rage. 
III.  I. 
But  where  fliall  recompence  be  found  ? 
Or  how  fuch  arduous  merit  crown'd  ? 
For  look  on  life's  laborious  fcene  ; 
What  rugged  fpaces  lie  between 
Adventurous  virtue's  early  toils 
And  her  triumphal  throne  !  The  fliade 
Of  death,  meantime,  does  oft  invade 
Her  progrefs  ;  nor  to  us  difplay'd, 
Wears  the  bright  heroine  her  expeded  fpoils/i 
III.  1. 
Yet  born  to  conquer  is  her  power  : 
— O  Hoadly,  if  that  favourite  hour 
On  earth  arrive,  with  thankful  awe. 
We  ovv-n  juft  heaven's  indulgent  law. 
And  proudly  thy  fuccefs  behold  ; 
We  attend  thy  reverend  length  of  days 
With  benedldion  andv.ith  praife, 
And  hail  thee  in  our  public  ways 
Like  feme  great  fpirit  fam'd  in  ages  old. 

in.  3. 

While  thus  our  vows  prolong 
Thy  fteps  on  earth,  ar»d  when  by  us  refign'i 
Thcu  join'il  thy  feniors,  that  heroic  throng 
3  D  i»j 
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Who  refcued  or  preferv'd  the  rights  of  human  kind, 
O  !  not  nnv.-of  thy  may  thy  Albion's  tongue 
Thee  fliil,  her  friend  and  benefactor,  name  : 
O  !  never,  Koadly,  in  thy  countj  y's  eyes, 
May  impious  gold,  or  pleafures  gaudy  prize. 
Make  public  virtue,  public  freedom,  vile  ; 
Kor  our  own  manners  tempt  us  to  difclaim 
That  heritage,  our  nobleft  wealth  and  fame, 

Which  thou  haft  kept  entire  from  force  and  fac- 
tion's guile. 

ODE     VIII. 

If  rightly  tuneful  bards  decide. 

If  it  he  fix'd  in  love's  decrees, 
That  beauty  ought  not  to  be  tried 

But  by  its  native  power  to  pleafe. 
Then  tell  me,  youths  and  lovers,  tejl, 
What  fair  can  Amoret  excel  ? 

II. 
Behold  that  bright  unfullied  fmile. 

And  wifdom  fpeaking  in  her  mien  : 
Yet  (ihe  fo  artlefs  all  the  while. 

So  little  ftudious  to  be  feen ) 
We  nought  but  inftant  gladnefs  know, 
JJor  think  to  whom  the  gift  we  owe. 

III. 
But  neither  mufic,  nor  the  powers 

Of  youth  and  mirth  and  frolic  cheer. 
Add  half  that  funfliine  to  the  hours. 

Or  make  life's  profpe<51:  half  fo  clear, 
As  memory  brings  it  to  the  eye 
From  fcenes  where  Amoret  was  by. 

IV. 

Yet  not  a  fatirift  could  there 

Or  fault  of  indifcretion  find  ; 
>Ior  any  prouder  fage  declare 

One  virtue,  pi<ftur'd  in  his  mind, 
Whofe  fyrm  with  lovelier  colours  glows 
Than  Amoret's  demeanor  Ihows. 

V. 

This  fuie  is  beauty's  happieft  part : 
This  gives  tiie  moft  unbounded  fway: 

This  fhaii  enchant  the  fubjedl  heart 
When  rofe  and  lily  fade  away  ; 

And  Ihe  be  »i.ill,  in  fpite  of  time, 

gwcet  Amoret  in  ail  her  prime. 

ODE     IX. 

AT  STUDV. 
I. 

Whither  did  my  fancy  flray  ? 
By  what  magic  drawn  away 

Have  I  left  my  ftudious  theme  ? 
From  his  philofophic  page, 
From  the  problems  of  the  fage. 

Wandering  through  a  pleafing  dream  ? 
II. 
'Tis  in  vain,  alas  !  I  find, 
Much  in  vain,  my  zealous  mind 

Would  to  !-:arncd  wifdom'.s  throne 
Dedicate  iach  thougluful  hour  : 
Jvfatui  t  bids  a  Mter  power 

Claim  fome  minutes  for  his  own 
111. 
l.tt  the  bufy  or  the  wife 
View  him  with  contemptuous  eyes; 

Love  is  native  to  tlie  heart; 


Guide  its  wifties  as  you  will ; 
Without  love,  you'll  find  it'ililll 
Void  in  one  elTential  part.     ' 

•      IV. 

Me  though  no  peculiar  fair 
Touches  with  a  lover's  care ; 

Though  the  pride  of  my  defire 
Aflcs  immortal  friendfhip's  name, 
Alks  the  palm  of  honeft  fame, 

And  the  old  heroic  lyre  ; 

V. 

Though  the  day  have  fmoothly  gone, 
Or  to  letter'd  leifure  known, 

Or  in  focial  duty  fpent ; 
Yet  at  eve  my  lonely  breaft 
Seeks  in  vain  for  perfect  reft ; 

Languifhes  for  true  content. 

O  D  E    X. 

TO  THOMAS  EDWARDS,   ESqpiI^E: 

On  the  late  edition  of  Mr.  Pope's  JVorL- 

I7JI- 

I. 

Belii:ve  me,  Edwards,  to  reftrain 
The  licence  of  a  railer's  tongue 
Is  what  but  feldom  men  obtain 
By  fenfe  or  wit,  by  profe  or  fong  : 
A  talk  for  more  Herculean  powers. 
Nor  fuited  to  the  facred  hours 
Of  leifure  in  the  mufe's  bowers. 

II. 
In  bowers  where  laurel  weds  with  palm, 
The  mufe,  the  blamelefs  queen,  refides; 
Fair  fame  attends,  and  wifdom  calm 
Her  eloquence  harmonious  guides  : 
While,  ftiut  for  ever  from  her  gate. 
Oft  trying,  ftill  repining    wait 
Fierce  envy  and  calumnious  hate. 


Who  then  from  her  delightful  bounds 
Would  ftep  one  moment  forth  to  hetd 
What  impotent  and  favage  founds 
From  their  unhappy  mouths  proceed  ? 
No  :  rather  Spenfer'e  lyre  again 
Prepare,  and  let  thy  pious  ftrain 
For  Pope's  diftionovir'd  fhade  complain. 

.jv. 
Tell  how  difpleas'd  was  every  bard. 
When  lately  in  the  Elyfian  grove 
They  of  his  mufes  guardian  heard, 
His  delegate  to  fame  above  ; 
And  what  with  one  accord  they  faid 
Of  wit  in  drooping  age  niifled. 
And  Warburton's  officious  aid : 

V. 

How  Virgil  mourn'd  the  fordid  fate 
To  that  melodious  lyre  aflign'd, 
Beneath  a  tutor  who  fo  late 
With  Midas  and  his  rout  combin'd 
By  fpiteful  clamour  to  confound    . 
That  very  lyre's  enchanting  found, 
'1  hough  liftening  realms  admir'd  around  : 

VI. 

How  Horace  own'd  he  thought  the  fire 
Of  his  friend  Pope's  fatiric  line 
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Did  farther  fuel  fcarce  require 
From  fuch  a  militant  diTine  : 
How  Milton  fcorn'd  the  fophift  vain 
Who  durft  approach  his  hallow'd  drain 
With  unwalh'd  hands  and  lips  profane. 

VII. 

Then  Shakfpeare  debonnair  and  mild 
Brought  that  ftrange  comment  forth  to  view  ; 
Conceits  more  deep,  he  faid  and  fmil'd, 
Than  his  own  fools  or  madmen  knew  : 
But  thank'd  a  generous  friend  above, 
Who  did  with  free  adventurous  love 
Such  pageants  from  his  tomb  remove. 

VIIl. 

And  if  to  Pope,  in  equal  need. 
The  fame  kind  office  thou  would'ft  pay. 
Then,  Edwards,  all  the  baiid  decreed 
That  future  bards  with  frequent  lay 
Should  call  on  thy  aufpicious  name, 
From  each  abfurd  intruder's  claim, 
To  keep  inviolate  theit  fame. 


ODE    XI. 


TO  THE  COUNTRY  GENTLEMEN  OF  ENGLAN3. 


1758. 


Whither  is  Europe's  ancient  fpirit  fled  ? 
Where  are  thofe  valiant  tenants  of  her  (liore, 
Who  from  the  warrior  bow  the  ftrong  daft  fped, 
Or  with  firm  hand  the  rapid  pole-ax  bore  ? 
Freeman  and  foldier  was  their  common  name. 
Who  late  with  reapers  to  the  furrow  came, 
Now  in  tie  front  of  battle  charg'd  the  loe  : 
V/ho  tauglit  the  (leer  the  wintery  plough  to  en- 

.dure, 
Nowin  full  councils check'd  encroachingpower, 
And  gave  the  guardian  laws  their  majefty  toknow. 
II. 
But  who  are  ye  ?  from  Ebro's  loitering  fons 
To  Tiber's  pageants,  to  the  fports  of  Seine ; 
From  Rhine's  frail  palaces  to  Danube's  thrones 
And  cities  looking  on  the  Cimbric  main. 
Ye  loft,  ye  felf  deferted  ?  whofe  proud  lords 
Have  baffled  your  tame  hands,  and  given  youi 

fwords 
To  llaviQi  ruffians,  hir'd  for  their  command  : 
Thefe,  at  fome  greedy  monk's  or  harlot's  nod, 
See  rifled  nations  crouch  beneath  their  rod  : 
Thefe  are  the  public  will,  the  reafon  of  the  land. 
.  III. 

Thou,  heedlefs  Albion,  what,  alas  !  the  while 
Doft  thou  prefume  ?  O  inexpert  in  arms, 
Yet  vain  of  freedom,  how  dolt  thou  beguile. 
With  dreamsof  hope,  thefe  near  and  loud  alarms? 
Thy  fplendid  home,  thy  plan  of  lawsreiiown'd, 
The  praife  and  envy  of  the  nations  round. 
What  care  haft  thou  to  guard  from  fortune's 

fway  ? 
Amid  the  Itorms  of  war,  how  foon  may  all 
The  lofty  pile  from  its  foundations  fall, 
Of  ages  the  proud  toil,  the  ruin  of  a  day  I 

IV. 

No  :  thou  art  rich,  thy  ftreams  and  fertile  vales 
Add  induftry's  wife  gifts  to  nature's  ftore  ; 


And  every  port  is  crowded  with  thy  fails. 
And  every  wave  throws  treafure  on  thy  fhore. 
What  boots  it  ?  If  luxurious  plenty  chariu 
Thy  felfifli  heart  from  glory,  if  thy  arm 
Shrink  at  the  frowns  of  danger  and  of  pain, 
Thofe  gifts,  that  treafure  is  no  longer  thine. 
Oh  rather  far  be  poor.      Thy  gold  will  (bine 
Tempting  the  eye  of  force,  and  deck  thee  to  thy 
bane. 

V. 

But  what  hath  force  or  war  to  do  with  thee  i 
Girt  by  the  azure  tide,  and  thron'd  lublime 
Amid  thy  floating  bulwarks,  how  canft  fee. 
With  fcorri,  the  fury  of  each  hoftile  clime 
Dafh'd  ere  it  reach  thee.     Sacred  from  the  foe 
Are  thy  fair  fields.  Athwart  thy  guardian  prow 
No  bold  invader's  foot  fiiall  tempt  the  ftrand— 
Yet  fay,  ray  country,  will  the  waves  and  wind 
Obey  thee  ?  Hafte  thou  all  thy  hopes  refign'd 
To  the  Iky 's  fickle  faith?  the  pilot's  waveringhand? 

VI. 

For  oh  '.  may  neither  fear  nor  ftronger  love 
(Love,  by  thy  virtuous  princes  nobly  won) 
Thee,  latl  of  many  wretched  nations,  move. 
With  mighty  armies  llation'd  round  the  throne 
To  truft  thy  fafety.     Then,  farewell  the  claims 
Of  freedom  '.  her  proud  records  to  the  flames 
Then  bear,  an  offering  at  ambition's  Qirine  ; 
Whate'er  thy  ancient  patriots  dar'd  demand 
From  furious  John's,  or  faithlefs  Charles's  hand. 
Or  what  great  William  feal'd  for  his  adopted  line. 

VII. 

But  if  thy  fons  be  worthy  of  their  name. 
If  liberal  laws  with  liberal  hearts  they  prize. 
Let  them  from  conqueft,  and  from  feryile  fhame, 
In  war's  glad  fchool  tlieir  own  protecflors  rife. 
Ye  chiefly,  heirs  of  Albion's  cultur'd  plains. 
Ye  leaders  of  her  bold  and  faithful  fwainS; 
Now  not  unequal  to  your  birth  be  found  : 
The  public  voice  bids  arrfi  your  rural  ft  ate. 
Paternal  hamlets  for  your  enfigns  wait. 
And  grange  and  fold  prepare  to  pour  their  youth 
around. 


Why  are  ye  tardy  ?  what  inglorious  care 
Detains  you  from  their  head,  your  native  poft  ? 
Who  moll  their  country'sfame  and  fortune  flrare, 
'Tis  theirs  to  ftiare  her  toils,  her  perils  raoft. 
Each  man  his  taili  in  focial  life  fuftains. 
With  partial  labours,  with  domeftic  gains. 
Let  others  dwell:   to  you  indulgent  heaven 
By  council  and  by  arms  the  public  caufe 
To  ferve  for  public  love  and  love's  applaufe, 
The  firft  employment  far,  the  nobleft  hire,  hath 
given. 

IX. 

Have  ye  not  heard  of  Lacedemcn's  fame  ? 
Of  Attic  chiefs  in  freedom's  war  divine  ? 
Of  Rome's  dread  generals  ?  the  Valerian  name  ? 
The  Fabion  fons  ?  the  Scipios,  matchlefsline  ? 
Your  lot  was  theirs.  The  farmer  and  the  fwain 
Met  his  lov'd  patron's  fummons  from  the  plain  ; 
The  legions  gather'd;  the  bright  eagles  flew  ; 
Barbarian  monarchs  in  the  triumph  mourn'd  ; 
The  conquerors  to  their  houfehold  gods  return'd. 
And  fed  Calabrian  flocks,  and  fteer'd  the  Sabine 
plough. 
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Shall  then  this  glory  of  the  antique  age. 
This  pride  oi  men,  be  loft  among  mankind  ? 
Shall  war's  heroic  arts  no  more  engage 
The  unbought  hand,  the  unfubjecfled  mind  ? 
Doth  valour  te  the  race  no  more  belong  ? 
No  more  with  fcorn  of  violence  and  wrong 
Doth  forming  nature  now  her  fons  infpire, 
That,  like  fome  myftery  to  R  w  reveal'd. 
The  IkiU  of  arms  abaih'd  and  aw'd  they  yield, 
And  from  their  own  defence  with  hopelefs  hearts 
retire  ? 

XI. 

O  fliame  to  human  life,  to  human  laws  I 
The  loofe  adventurer,  hireling  of  a  day. 
Who  his  fell  fword  without  afFecftion  draws, 
"Whofe  God,  whofe  country,  is  a  tyrant's  pay, 
Tnis  man  the  leflbns  of  the  field  can  learn  ; 
Can  every  palm,  which  decks  a  warrior,  earn. 
And  every  pledge  of  conquelt ;  wliile  in  vain, 
To  guard  your  altars,  your  paternal  lands, 
Are  focial  arms  held  out  to  your  free  hands : 
Too  arduous  is  the  lore  ;  too  irkfome  were  the  pain. 

XII. 

Meantime  by  pleafure's  lying  tales  allur'd, 
From  the  bright  fun  and  living  breeze  ye  ftray  ; 
And  deep  in  London's  gloomy  haunts  immur'd, 
JBrood  o'er  your  fortune's,  freedom's  health's  de- 
cay. 
O  blind  of  choice  and  to  yourfelves  untrue  ! 
The  young  grove  ftioots,  their  bloom  the  fields 

renew. 
The  manfion  alks  its  lord,  the  fwains  theirfriend; 
While  he  doth  riot's  orgies  haply  (hare. 
Or  ternpt  the  gamefter's  dark,  deftroying  fnare. 
Or  at  fome  courtly  (hrine  with  flavifh  incenfe  bend- 

XIIJ. 

And  yet  full  oft  your  anxious  tongues  complain 
That  lawlefs  tumult  promps  the  ruftic  throng; 
That  the  rude  village-inmates  now  difdain 
Thofe  homely  ties  which  rul'd  their  fathers  long. 
Alas  :  your  fathers  did  by  other  arts 
Draw  thofe  kind  ties  around  their  fimple  hearts, 
And  led  in  other  paths  their  dudile  will ; 
By  fuccour,  faithful  counfel,  courteous  cheer. 
Won  them  the  ancient  manners  to  revere. 

To  prize  their  country's  peace,  and  heaven's  due 
rites  fulfil. 

xiv. 
But  mark  the  judgment  of  experienc'd  time, 
Tutor  of  nations.     Doth  light  difcord  tear 
A  ftate  ?  and  impotent  fedition's  crime  ? 
The  powers  of  warlike  prudence dwellnot there; 
The  powers  who  to  command  and  to  obey. 
Inftrudl  the  valiant.     There  would  civil  fway 
The  rifuig  race  to  manly  concord  tame  ? 
Oft  let  the  marfliall'd  field  their  Iteps  unite. 
And  in  glad  fplendour  bring  betote  their  fight 

One  common  caufe  and  one  hereditary  fame. 

XV. 

Nor  yet  be  aw'd,  nor  yet  your  talk  difown. 
Though  war's  proud  votaries  look  on  fevere  ; 
Thoujjh  fecrets  taught  ercwhile  to  them  alone, 
They  deem  profan'd  by  your  intruding  ear. 
Let  them  in  vain,  your  maitial  hope  to  quell, 
Of  new  refinements,  fie:ter  wea^icni  teh, 


And  mock  the  old  fimplicity,  in  vafn ! 
To  the  time's  warfare,  fimple  or  refin'd. 
The  time  itfelf  adapts  the  warrior's  mind; 

And  equal  prowefs  ftill  fhall  equal  palms  obtain. 
XVI. 
Say  then  ;  if  England's  youth,  in  earlier  days, 
On  glory's  field  with  well-train'd  armies  vy'd, 
Why  (hall  they  now  renounce  that  generous 

praife  ? 
Why  dread  the  foreign  mercenary's  pride  ? 
Though  Valois  brav'd  young  Edward's  gentle 

hand, 
And  Albert's  rulh'd  on  Henry's  way-worn  band, 
With  Europe's  chofen  fons  in  arms  renown'd, 
Yet  not  on  Vere's  bold  archers  long  they  look'd. 
Nor  Audley's  fquires,  nor  Mowbray's  yeomen 
brook'd :  [bound. 

They  faw  their  ftandardfall.and  left  their  monarch 
XVII. 
Such  were  the  laurels  which  your  fathers  won  ; 
Such  glory's  didlates  in  their  dauntlefs  breaft  ; 
— Is  there  no  voice  that  fpeaks  to  every  (on  ? 
No  nobler,  holier  call  to  you  addrefs'd  ? 
O  I  by  majeftic  freedom,  righteous  laws, 
By  heavenly  truth's,  by  manly  reafon's  caufe, 
Awake  ;   attend  ;  be  indolent  no  more  : 
By  friendfiiip,  focial  peace,  domeftic  love, 
Rife  ;  arm  ;  your  country's  living  fafety  prove  ; 

And  train  her  valiant  youth,  and  watch  aroaiid 
her  (liore. 

ODE    XII. 

ON   RECOVERING    FROM   A    FIT    OF    SICKNESS. 

In  the  Country,  1458. 

1. 

Thy  verdant  fcenes,  O  Goulder's  hill. 
Once  more  I  feek,  a  languid  gueft : 
With  throbbing  temples  and  with  burden'd  breaft 
Once  more  I  chmb  thy  fteep  aerial  way. 
O  faithful  cure  of  oft-returning  ill. 
Now  call  thy  fprightly  breezes  round, 
Dilfolve  this  rigid  cough  profound. 
And  bid  the  fprings  of  life  with  gentler  move- 
mentplay. 

II. 
How  gladly  'mid  the  dews  of  davirn 
By  weary  lungs  thy  healing  gale. 
The  balmy  weft  or  the  frefh  north,  inhale  1 
How  gladly,  while  my  muling  footfteps  rove 
Round  the  cool  orchard  or  the  funny  lawn, 
Awak'd  I  ftop,  and  look  to  find 
What  flirub  perfumes  the  pleafant  wind. 
Or  what  wild  fongfter  charms  the  Dryads  of  the 
grove. 

III. 
Now,  ere  the  morning  walk  is  done, 
The  diftant  voice  of  health  I  hear 
Welcome  as  beauty's  to  the  lover's  ear. 
"Droop  not,  nor  doubt  of  my  return,"  (lie  cries  ; 
"  Here  will  I,  'mid  the  radiant  calm  of  noon, 
"  Meet  thee  beneath  yon  chefuut  bower, 
"  And  lenient  ori  thy  bo.^om  pour 
"  That  indolence  divine  which  lulls  the  earth  au'.'. 
•'  ilucs." 
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IV. 
The  goddefs  promis'd  not  in  vain. 
I  found  her  at  my  favourite  time. 
Nor  wilh'd  to  breathe  in  anyfofter  clime, 
While  (half-reclin'd,  half-flumbering  as  I  lay) 
She  hoTcr'd  o'er  me.     Then,  among  her  train 
Of  nymphs  and  zephyrs,  to  my  view 
Thy  gracious  form  appear'd  anew 
Then  firft,  O  heavenly  mule, unfeen  for  many  a  day. 

V. 

In  that  foft  pomp  the  tuneful  maid 
Shone  like  the  golden  Itar  of  love. 

I  faw  her  hand  in  carelefs  meafures  move  ; 

1  heard  iweet  preludes  dancing  on  her  lyre. 

While  my  whole  frame  the  facred  found  obey'd. 
New  funftiine  o'er  my  fancy  Ipnngs, 

New  colours  clothe  external  things. 
And  the  laft  glooms  of  pain  and  iickiy  plaint  retire. 

IV. 

0  Goulder's  hill,  by  thee  reftor'd 
Once  more  to  this  enliven'd  hand. 

My  harp,  which  late  refounaed  o'er  the  land 

The  voice  of  glory,  folemn  and  fevere. 

My  Dorian  harp  (hall  now  with  mild  accord 

To  thee  her  joyful  tribute  pay, 

And  fend  a  lefs-ambitious  lay 
Of  fnendlhip  and  of  love  togreet  thy  mailer's  ear. 

VII. 

For  whi-n  within  thy  Iliady  feat 
Firft  from  the  fultry  town  he  chofe,    . 
And  the  tir'd  fenate's  cares,  his  willi'd  repofe, 
Then^waft  thou  mine  ;  to  me  a  happier  home 
For  fecial  leifure  :  where  my  welcome  feet, 
Eftrang'd  from  all  the  entangling  ways 
In  which  the  reltJels  vulgar  Itrays, 
Through  nature's  fimple  pathi  with  ancient  faith 
might  roam. 

VIII. 

And  while  around  his  fylvan  fcene 

My  Dyfon  led  the  whiie-wing'd  hours, 
Oft  from  the  Athenian  Academic  bowers 
Their  fages  came :  oft  heard  our  lingering  walk 
The  Mautuan  muCc  warbling  o'er  the  green  : 

And  oft  did  Tully's  revereiid  fliade. 

Though  much  for  liberty  afraid. 
With  us  of  letter'd  eafe  or  virtuous  glory  talk. 

IX. 

But  other  guefts  were  on  their  way. 
And  reach'd  erelong  this  favour'd  grove; 
Ev'n  the  celellial  progeny  of  Jove, 
Bright  Venus,  with  her  all-fubduing  fon, 
Whofe  golden  Ihaft  molt  willingly  oliey 
The  beft  and  vvifeft.     As  they  came, 
Glad  Hymen  wav'd  his  genial  flame. 
And  fang  their  happy  gifts,  and  prais'd  their  fpot- 
lefs  throne. 

y. 

1  faw  when  through  yon  feftive  gate 
He  led  along  his  chofen  maid, 

And  to  my  friend  with  fmiles  prefeiiting  faid  ; 
*'  Receive  that  faireft  wealth  which  heaven  af- 

"  fign'd 
"  To  human  fortune.     Did  thy  lonely  ftate 
"  One  wifh.one  utmoft  hope  confefs? 
"  Behold,  fhe  .comes,  to  adorn  and  blefs  : 
f  Comes,  worthy  of  thy  heart,  and  equal  to  thv 
"  mind."  •'  '  ^  J 


ODE  xiir. 

TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  MEMOIRS  OF  THE  HOUSE  Ot 
BRANDENBURCH. 

I. 

The  menrenown'd  as  chiefs  of  human  race. 
And  born  to  lead  in  counfels  or  in  arms, 
Have  feldom  turn'd  their  feet  from  glory's  chafe. 
To  dwell  with  books,or  court  the  mufe'scharms. 
Yet,  to  our  eyes  if  haply  time  hath  brought 
Some  genuine  tranfcript  of  their  calmer  thought. 
There  itili  we  own  the  wile,  the  great,  or  good ; 
And  Caelar  there  and  Xenophon  arc  feen, 
As  clear  in  fpirit  and  fublime  of  mien. 

As  on  Pharfalian  plains,  or  by  the  Aflynan  flood. 
II. 
Say  thou  too,  Frederick,  was  not  this  thy  aim  ? 
Thy  vigils  could  the  dudent's  lamp  engage, 
Except  for  this  ?  except  that  future  fame 
Might  read  thy  genius  in  the  faithful  page  ? 
That  hereafter  envy  fhall  prefume 
With  words  irreverent  to  infcnbe  thy  tomb, 
And  bafer  weeds  upon  thy  palms  to  fling. 
That  hence  poUerity  may  try  thy  reign, 
Aflert  thy  treaties,  and  thy  wars  explain, 

And  view  in  native  lights  the  hero  and  the  king, 
III.. 
O  evil  forefight  and  pernicious  care  I 
Wilt  thou  indeed  abide  by  this  appeal  > 
Shall  we  the  leifons  of  thy  jicn  compare 
With  private  honour  or  with  public  zeal  ? 
Whence  then  at  things  divine  thofedartsoffcorn? 
Why  are  the  woes,  which  virtuous  men  have 

borne 
For  facred  truth,  a  prey  to  laughter  given  ? 
What  fiend,  what  foe  of  nature,  urg'd  thy  arm 
The  Almighty  of  his  fceptre  to  dilarni  ? 

To  pufli  this  earth  adrift,  and  leave  it  loofe  from 
heaven  ? 

IV. 

Ye  godlike  fliades  of  legiflators  old. 
Ye  who  made  Rome  victorious,  Athens  wife. 
Ye  firll  of  mortals  with  the  blels'd  enioli'd, 
Say,  did  not  horror  in  your  boloms  rife, 
W^hen  thus  by  impious  vanity  impell'd 
A  magillrate,  a  monarch,  ye  beheld 
AftVonting  civil  order's  holieit  bands  ? 
Thofe  bands  whn.h  ye  fo  labour'd  to  improve  ? 
Thole  hopes  and  fears  of  jaltice  trom  above. 
Which  tam'd  the  lavage  world  to  youi  divine  com- 
mands ? 

ODE    XIV. 

THE  COMPLAINT, 
1. 

Away  !  Away  ! 
Tempt  nu  no  more,  ii.fidious  Love! 

Thy  toothing  fway 
Long  did  my  youth,  ul  bolom  prove  : 
At  length  ihy  treaion  is  difcern'd. 
At  lenj.tlUoin    de?.i-bi)ught  vau'.ion  eam'd; 
Away  I  nor  hope  wy  iiper  age  to  move. 
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I  Rnow,  I  fee 
Her  merit.     NocJs  it  now  be  fhown, 

Al^  '.  to  me  ? 
How  often,  to  myfelf  unknown, 
The  graceful,  gentle,  virtuous  maid 
Have  I  admir'd  !  How  often  faid, 
What  joy  to  call  a  heart  like  hers  one's  own, 
III. 

But,  flattering  god, 
O  fquanderer  of  content  and  eafe, 

In  thy  abode 
Will  care's  rude  leffon  learn  to  pleafe  ? 
O  fay,  deceiver,  haft  thou  won 
Proud  fortune  to  attend  thy  throne. 
Or  plac'd  thy  friends  above  her  ftern  decrees  ? 

ODE    XV. 

•N   DOMESTIC    MANNERS. 

I. 

Meek  honour,  female  fliame, 
O  I  whither,  fweeteft  offspring  qf  the  fky. 

From  Albion  doft  thou  fly  ; 
Of  Albion's  daughters  once  the  favourite  fame  ? 

O  beauty's  only  friend, 
"Who  giv'ft  her  pleafing  reverence  to  infplre  ; 

Who  felfifli,  bold  deGre 
Doft  to  efteem  and  dear  affedlion  turn  ; 

Alas  1  of  thee  forlorn. 
What  joy, what  praife,  what  hope  can  life  pretend? 


Behold  ;  your  youths  in  vain 
Concerning  nuptial  happinefs  inquire  : 

Our  maids  no  more  afpire 
The  arts  of  halhlul  Hymen  to  attain  ; 

But  with  triumphant  eyes 
And  cheeks  impaffive,  as  they  move  aIong> 

A(k  homage  of  the  throng. 
The  lover  fwears  that  in  a  harlot's  arms 

Are  found  the  felf-i'ame  charm«. 
And  worthlefs  and  deferred  lives  and  dies. 
III. 

Behold  ;  unblefs'd  at  home, 
The  father  of  the  cheerlefs  houfehold  mourns ; 

The  night  in  vain  returns. 
For  love  and  glad  content  at  diftance  roam  ; 

While  (he,  in  whom  his  mind 
Seeks  refuge  from  the  day's  dull  tafk  of  cares, 

To  meet  him  fhe  prepares, 
Through  noife  and  fpleen  and  all  the  gamefter's  i 

A  liftlefs,  harafs'd  heait, 
Where  not  one  tender  thought  can  welcome  find. 

'    IV. 

'Twas  thus,  along  the  fliore 
Of  Thames,  Britannia's  guardian  genius  heard, 

From  many  a  tongue  preferr'd. 
Of  ftrife  and  grief  the  fond  inventive  lore  : 

At  which  the  queen  divine 
Indignant,  with  her  adamantine  fpear 

Like  thunder  founding  near. 
Smote  the  red  crofs  upon  her  fdverfhield 

And  thus  her  wrath  reveal'd. 
(I  watch'd  her  awful  words  and  made  them  mine.) 
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B.  I.  Ode  XVIII.  Stanza  II.  t.]  Lycurgtis  j 
the  Lacedemonian  lawgiver,  bcought  into  Greece 
from  Afia  Minor  the  firft  complete  copy  or  Ho- 
mer's Works.— At  Plat.xa  was  fought  the  decifive 
battle  between  the  Perfian  army  and  the  united 
militia  of  Greece,  under  Panfanias  and  Ariftides. 
— Cymon  the  Athenian  erected  a  tropiiy  in  Cy- 
prus, for  two  great  victories  gained  on  the  fame 
day  over  the  Perfians  by  fca  and  land,  iiiodorus 
Siculus  has  preferved  the'  infcriptinn  which  the  ' 
Atlienians  affixed  to  the  confecrated  fpoils,  after 
this  great  fuccefs;  in  vt'hich  it  is  very  remarkable, 
thai  the  greatnefs  of  the  occafion  has  raifed  'he 
Tnaniicr  of  exprcffion  above  the  ufual  fmiplicity 
and  modefty  of  all  other  ancient  iiifcriptions.  It 
is  this : 

£S.  OT.  r.'  ETPnnHN.  ASIAS.  AIXA.  nONT02, 
ENEIME. 
KAI.    nOAEAS.     eNHT^N.    0OTPO2.     APH2. 
EnF.XEI. 

©TAEN.  nn  loioTiuN  RnixeoNinN  fenet'. 

ANAPflN 
EPTON.  EN    HnElPni.  KAI.  KATA.  nONTON. 
AMA. 


OIAE.  TAP.  EN.  KTnPni.  MHAOTS    nOAAOTS 

OAE2ANTE2. 
^OINIKflN.  EKATON.  NATS.  EAON    EN.  HE. 
AAFEI. 
ANAPriN.    n.AH0OT2AS.    MEFA.   A'.   ESFENEN. 

a:£is  rn'.  ATxnN 

nAIIFElS       AM<t>OTEPAIX.     XEP2I.    KPATEI, 
nOAEMOT. 

The  folloiving  tranjldtian  it  almoll  literal : 
Since  firft  the  fea  from  Afia's  hoflile  coaft 
Divided  Europe,  and  the  god  of  war 
.    AfTa'l'd  imperious  cities;  never  yet. 
At  once  among  the  waves  and  on  the  fliore, 
Had  fuch  a  labour  been  atchiev'd  by  men 
Who  earth  inhabit.     Tiiey,  whofe  aims  the 

Mtdes 
In  Cyprus  felt  pernicious,  they,  the  fame 
Have  won  from  ficilful  Tyre  an  hundred  fhips 
Crowded  with  warriors.     Afia  groans  in  both 
Her  hands  fore  fmitten,  by  the  might  of  war. 
Stanza  II.  3.]     Pindar  was  contemporary  with 
Arifbides  and  Cymon,  in  whom  the  glory  of  an- 
cient Greece  was  at  its  height.     When  Xerxes  in 
vaded  Greece,  Pindar  was  true  to  the  common 


NOTES    ON  THE   TWO   BOOKS    OF   ODES. 


797 


interefl  of  his  country  ;  though  his  fellow  citi- 
zens, the  Thebans,  had  fold  thcmfclves  to  the 
Perfi:in  king.  In  one  of  his  odes,  he  expreffes  the 
great  diflrefs  and  anxiety  of  his  mind,  occafioned 
by  the  vaft  preparations  of  Xerxes  agaJnft  Greece. 
(Ifllim.  8)  In  another  he  celebrates  the  victories 
of  Salani's,  Platxa,  and  Himera.  (Pytli.  I.)  It 
will  be  necefiary  to  add  two  or  three  other  parti- 
culars of  his  life,  real  or  fabulous,  in  order  to  ex- 
plain what  follows  in  the  text  concerning  him. 
Firfl ,  then,  he  was  thought  to  be  fo  great  a  favour- 
ite of  Apollo,  that  the  prieflsof  that  djity  allotted 
him  a  conflant  fnare  of  their  offerings.  It  was 
laid  of  him,  as  of  fonic  other  illuftrious  men,  that 
at  his  birth  a  fwarm  of  bees  lighted  on  his  lips,  and 
fed  him  with  their  honey.  It  wao  alfo  a  tradition 
concerning  him,  that  Pan  was  heard  to  recite 
his  poetiy,  p.ad  feen  dancing  to  one  of  his  hymns 
on  the  mountains  near  TJietes.  But  a  real  hiilo- 
rical  fadb  in  his  life  is,  that  the  Thebans  impofed 
a'laigc  fine  upon  him  on  accoimt  of  the  venera- 
tion which  he  cxpreiTed  in  his  poems  for  that  he- 
roic fpirit,  fhown  by  the  people  of  Athens  in  de- 
fence of  the  common  liberty,  which  his  own  fel- 
low-citizens had  Ihamefiilly  betrayed.  And  as  the 
argument  of  this  ode  implies,  that  great  poetical  ta- 
huts,  and  high  fenliments  of  liberty,  da  reciprocally 
produce  and  affiji  each  other,  fo  Pindar  is  perhaps  the 
moft  exemplary  proof  of  this  connexion,  which 
(occurs  inhif-ory.  The  Theoans  were  remarkable, 
In  general,  for  a  flavifh  difpofition  through  all  the 
fortunes  of  their  commonwealth,  at  the  time  of 
its  ruin  by  Philip  5  and  even  in  its  bell  fcate,  un- 
der the  adm,iniftration  of  Pelopidas  and  Epami- 
nondas :  and  every  one  knows,  they  were  no  lefs 
remarkable  for  great  dullnefs,  and  want  of  all  ge- 
nius. That  Pindar  fhould  have  equally  diftin- 
guiflied  himfelf  from  the  reft  of  his  fellow-citizens 
in  both  thcfe  refpetSs,  feems  fomewhat  extraordi- 
nary, and  is  fcarce  to  be  accounted  for  but  by  the 
preceding  obfervation. 

Stanza  HI.  3.]  Alluding  to  his  "  Defence  of 
•'  the  people  of  England"  againft  Salraafius.  See 
particularly  the  manner  in  which  he  himfelf  fpeaks 
of  that  undertaking,  in  the  introdu(3;ion  to  his  re- 
j)ly  to  Morus. 

■  Stanza  IV.  3.]  Edward  III.;  from  whom  def- 
cended  Henry  Haflings,  third  Earl  of  Hunting- 
don by  tl)e  daughter  of  the  Duke  of  Clarence, 
brother  to  Edward  IV. 

Stanza  V.  3. J  At  Whittington,  a  village  on 
the  edge  of  Scarfdale  in  Derbyfhire,  the  Earls  of 
Devonfiiire  and  Danby,  with  the  Lord  Delamere, 


privately  concerted  the  plan  of  the  Revolution. 
The  houfe  in  which  they  met  is  at  prefent  a  fami- 
houfc ;  and  the  country  people  diftinguilh  the 
toom  in  which  they  fat,  by  the  name  of  "  the 
"  plotting  parlour." 

B.  11.  Ode  VII.  Stanza  II.  I.]  Mr.  Locke  died 
in  1704,  when  Mr.  Hoadly  was  beginning  to  dif- 
tir.ouifh  himfelf  in  the  caufe  of  civil  and  religious 
liberty..  Lord  Godolphin  in  1712,  Vv'hen  the  doc- 
trines of  the  Jacobite  faftion  chiefly  favoured  by 
thole  in  power:  Lord  Somers  in  1716,  amid  the; 
p.aclicesof  the  Nonjuring  clergy  againft  the  Pro- 
teftant  eflablifhraent ;  and  Lord  Stanhope  in  1721, 
during  the  controverfy  with  the  lower  houfe  of 
convocation. 

B.  II.  Ode  X.  Stanza  V.]  During  Mr.  Pope's 
war  with  Theobald,  Concanen,  and  the  refl  of 
theirtribe,  Mr.  Warburton,  the  prefent  Lord  Bifliop 
of  Gloucefter,  did  with  great  zeal  cultivate  their 
friendfhip  ;  having  been  introduced,  forfooth,  at 
the  meetings  of  that  refpedlable  confederacy :  a 
favour  which  he  afterwards  fpoke  of  in  very  high 
terms  of  complacency  and  thankfulnefs.  At  the 
fame  time,  in  his  intercourfe  with  them,  he  treat- 
ed Mr.  Pope  in  a  moft  contemptuous  manner,  an<i 
as  a  writer  without  genius.  Of  the  truth  of  thefe 
alTertions,  his  Lordfliip  can  have  n,o  doubt,  if  he: 
recoliedlr,  his  own  correfpondence  v/ith  Concanen; 
a  part  of  which  is  ftill  in -being,  and  will  proba- 
bly be  remembered  as  long  as  any  of  this  prelate's 
writings. 

B.  II.  Ode  XIII.]  In  the  year  1 751  appeared  a 
very  fplendid  edition,  in  quarto,  of "  Memoires 
"  pour  fervir  a  I'Hifteire  de  la  Maifon  de  Bran- 
"  debourg,  a  Berlin  &  a  la  Haye;"  with  a  pri- 
vilege figned  Frederick ;  the  fame  being  engraved 
in  imitation  of  hand-writing.  In  this  edition, 
among  other  extraordinary  paffages,  are  the  two' 
following,  to  which  the  third  ftanza  of  this  ode 
more  particularly  refers: 

Page  163.]  "  11  fe  fit  une  migration"  (the  au- 
thor is  fpeaking  of  what  happened  of  the  revoca- 
tion of  the  ediit  of  Nantes)  "  dont  on  n'avoit  guere 
"  vu  d'exemples  dans  I'hiftorie  :  un  peuple  entier 
"  fortit  du  royaume  par  I'efprit  de  parti  en  haine 
"  du  pape,  &  pour  recevoir  fous  un  autre  ciel  la 
"  CvHTimunion  fous  les  deux  efpeces :  quatre  cens 
"  mille  ames  s'expatrierent  ainfi  &  abandonnerent 
"  tous  leur  biens  pour  dstonncr  dans  d'autres  tem- 
"  pies  les  vleux  pfeaumes  de  Clement  Marot." 

Page  342.]  "  La  crainte  donna  le  jour  a  lacre- 
"  dulite,  &  Tamour  propreintereffabientot  leciel 
"  audeftin  des  hommes." 


HYMN  TO  THE  NAIADS. 


MDCCXLVI. 


The  nymphs,  who  prefide  over  fp rings  and  rivu- 
lets, are  addreffed  at  day-break,  in  honour  of 
their  feveral  fuudlions;  and  of  the  relations 
which  they  bear  to  the  natural  and  to  the  mo- 
ral world.  Their  origin  is  deduced  from  the  firft 
allegorical  deities,  or  powers  of  nature  ;  accord- 


ing to  the  dodrine  of  the  old  mythological 
poets,  concerning  the  generation  of  the  gods  ■ 
and  the  rife  of  things.  They  are  then  fuccef- 
fively  confidered,  as  giving  motion  to  the  air 
and  exciting  fummer-breezes;  as  nouriihing  and 
beautifying  the  vegetable  creation ;  as  contri- 
buting- to  the  fullnefs  of  navigable  rivers,  and 
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confequently  to  the  maintenance  of  commerce ; 
and  by  that  means,  to  the  maritime  part  of  mi- 
litary power.  Next  is  reprefented  their  favour- 
able influence  upon  health,  when  aflifted  by  ru- 
ral exercife  :  which  introduces  their  connediion 
■with  the  art  of  phyfic,  and  the  happy  efFeds  of 
mineral  medicinal  fprings.  Laftly,  they  are 
celebrated  for  the  friendihip  which  the  mufes 
bear  them,  and  for  the  true  infpiration  which 
temperance  only  can  receive  :  in  oppoOtion  to 
the  enthufiafm  of  the  more  licentious  poets. 

O'er  yonder  eaftern  hill  the  twilight  pale 

Walks  forth  from  darknefs  ;  and  the  god  of  dav. 

With  bright  Aftrsa  feated  by  his  fide, 

Waits  yet  to  leave  the  ocean.     Tarry,  nymphs, 

Ye  nymphs,  ye  blue-ey'd  progeny  of  Thames, ' 

Who  now  the  mazes  of  this  rugged  heath 

Trace  with  your  fleeting  fteps;  who  all  nightlong 

Repeat,  amid  the  cool  and  tranquil  air. 

Your  lonely  murmurs  ;  tarry,  and  receive 

My  ofFer'd  lay.     To  pay  you  homage  due,         lo 

I  leave  the  gates  of  fleep ;  nor  ihall  my  lyre 

Too  far  into  the  fplendid  hours  of  morn 

Engage  your  audience  :  my  obfervant  hand 

Shall  dole  the  ftrain  ere  any  fultry  beam 

Approach  you.     To  your  fubterranean  haunts 

Ye  then  may  timely  fteal;  to  pace  with  care 

The  humid  fands ,  to  loofen  from  the  foil 

The  bubbling  fources,  fo  dired  the  rills 

To  meet  in  wider  channels ;  or  beneath 

Some  grotto's  dripping  arch,  at  height  of  noon  20 

To  flumber,  flielter'd  from  the  burning  heaven. 

Where  fliall  my  fong  begin,  ye  nymphs .'  or  end? 
Wide  is  your  praife  and  copious — Firft  of  things, 
Firft  of  the  lonely  pov/ers,  ere  time  arofe, 
Were  love  and  Chaos.     Love  the  fire  of  fare  ; 
Elder  than  Chaos.     Born  of  fate  was  time. 
Who  many  fons  and  many  comely  births 
Devour'd,  relentlefs  father  :  till  the  child 
Of  Rhea  drove  him  from  the  upper  fey. 
And  quell'd  his  deadly  might.  Then  focial  reign'd 
The  kindred  powers,  Tethys,  and  reverend  Ops,  31 
And  fpotlefs  Vefta ;  while  fupreme  of  Iway 
Remain'd  the  cloud-compeller.     From  the  couch 
Of  Tethys  fprang  the  fedgy  crowned  race. 
Who  from  a  thoufand  urns,  o'er  everj'  clime, 
Send  tribute  to  their  parent :  and  from  them    ' 
Are  ye,  O  Naiads  !  Arethufa  fair, 
And  tuneful  Aganippe ;  that  fweet  name, 
Bandufia  ;  that  foft  family  which  dwelt 
With  Syrian  Daphne  ;  and  the  honour'd  tribes  40 
Belov'd  of  Paean.     Liften  to  my  ftrain. 
Daughters  of  I'ethys  :  .iiften  to  your  praife. 

You,  nymphs  the  winged  olfsprmg,  which  of  old 
Aurora  to  divine  Aftrsus  bore. 
Owns ;  and  your  aid  befeecheth.  When  the  might 
Of  Hyperion,  from  his  noontide  throne. 
Unbends  their  languid  pmions,  aid  from  you 
They  aik  :   Favonius  and  the  mild  fouth-weft 
From  you  relief  implore.     Your  fallying  ftreams 
Frcfh  vigour  to  their  weary  wings  impart.         50 
Again  they  fly,  difporting ;  from  the  mead 
Half  ripen'd  and  the  tender  blades  of  corn, 
To  fweep  the  noxious  mildew  ;  or  difpel 
Contagious  ftreams,  which  oft  the  parched  earth 
Ereathes  on  her  fainting  fons.  From  noon  to  eve, 
Along  the  river  and  the  paved  brook, 
ATcend  the  cheerful  breezes ;  haii'd  of  bards 


Who,  faft  by  learned  Cam,  the  ^olian  lyre 

Solicit  ;  nor  unwelcome  to  the  youth 

Who  on  the  heights  of  Tibur,  all  inclin'd  6<5 

O'er  rufliing  Anio,  with  a  pious  hand 

The  reverend  fcene  delineates,  broken  fanes 

Or  tombs,  or  pillar'd  aqueduds,  the  pomp  ' 

Of  ancient  time ;  and  haply,  while  he  fcans 

The  ruin,  with  a  filent  tear  revolves 

The  fame  and  fortune  of  imperious  Rome. 

You  too,  O  nymphs,  and  your  unenvious  aid 
The  rural  powers  coniefs ;  and  ftill  prepare 
For    you    their  choiceft    treafures.     Pan    com- 
mands, 
Oft  as  the  Delian  king  with  Sirius  holds  70 

The  central  heavens,  the  father  of  the  grove 
Commands  his  Dryads  over  your  abodes 
To  fpread  their  deepeft  umbrage.     Well  the  god 
Remembereth  how  indulgent  ye  fupplied 
Your  general  dews  to  nurfe  them  in  their  prime. 
Pales,  the  pallure's  queen,  where-e'er  ye  ftray, 
Purfues  your  fteps,  delighted;  and  the  path 
With  hving  verdure  clothes.    Around  your  haunts 
The  laughing  Chloris,  with  profufeth  hand,       79 
Throws  wide  her  blooms,  her  odours.  Still  with  you 
Pomona  feeks  to  dwell :  and  o'er  the  lawns, 
And  o'er  the  vale  of  Richmond,  where  witli  Thames 
Ye  love  to  wander,  Amalthea  pours 
Well-pleas'd  the  wealth  of  that  Ammonian  horni 
Her  dower ;  unmindful  of  the  fragrant  ifles 
Nyfxan  or  Atlantic.  Nor  canft  thou, 
(Albeit  oft,  ungrateful,  thou  doll  mock 
The  beverage  of  the  lober  Naiad's  urn, 
O  Bromius,  O  Lenscan)  nor  canft  thou 
Difown  the  powers  whofe  bounty,  ill  repaid,      90 
With  nedlar  feeds  thy  tendrils.     Yet  from  me. 
Yet,  blamelefs  nymphs,  from  my  delighted  lyre, 
Accept  the  rites  your  bounty  well  may  claim. 
Nor  heed  the  fcofhngs  of  the  Edonian  band. 
For  better  praife  awaits  you.     Thames,  your  fircj 
As  down  the  verdant  flope  your  duteous  rills 
Defcend,  the  tribute  ftately  Thames,  receives, 
Delighted ;  and  your  piety  applauds ; 
And  bids  his  copious  tide  roll  on  fecure. 
For  faithful  are  his  daughters  ;  and  with  words  100 
Aufpicious  gratulates  the  bark  which,  now 
His  banks  forfaking,  her  adventurous  wings 
Yield  to  the  breeze,  with  Albion's  h;.ppy  gifts 
Extremeft  ifles  to  blefs.     And  oft  at  morn. 
When  Hermes,  from  Olympus  bent  o'er  eartli 
To  hear  the  words  of  Jove,  on  yonder  hill 
Stoops  lightly-failing  ;  oft  intent  your  fprings 
He  views:  and  wavmg  o'erfome  new-born  ftream 
His  bleft  pacific  wand,  "  And  yet,"  he  cries, 
"  Yet,"cries  the  fon  of  Maia,"  though  reclufe  no  ■ 
"  And  filent  be  your  ftores,  from  you,  fair  nymphs, 
"  Flows  wealth  aiid  kind  fociety  to  men. 
"  By  you  my  fundfion  and  my  honour'd  name 
"   Do  I  poflefs;  v^hileo'er  the  Beetle  vale, 
"  Or  through  the  towers  of  Alemphis,  or  the  palms 
"  By  facred  Ganges  water'd,  I  cond'.id!: 
"  The  Engliih  merchant ;  with  the  buxom  fleece 
"  Of  fertile  Ariconium  while  I  clothe 
"  Sarmat^an  kings  ;  or  to  the  houfehold  gods 
"  Of  Syn'n.  from  the  bleak  Cornubian  fliore,    lao 
"  E)ifpenfe  the  mineral  treafure  which  of  old 
"  Sidonian  pilots  fought,  when  this  fair  land 
•'  Was  ytt  unconfcious  of  thofe  generous  arts 
«  Which  wife  Phoenicia  from  their  native  cljnre 
*♦  Tranfpiantcd  to  a  more  indulgent  heaven*" 
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Such  are  the  wor<fc,  of  Hermes:  fuch  the  praife, 
O  Naiads,  which  from  tongues  celeftial  waits 
Vour  bounteous  deeds.  From  bounty  iffueth  power : 
And  thofewho,  fedulous  in  prudent  works, 
Relieve  the  wants  of  nature,  Jove  repays  130 

With  noble  wealth,  and  his  own  feat  on  earth. 
Fit  judgments  to  pronounce,  and  curb  the  might 
Of  wicked  men.     Your  kind  unfailing  urns 
Not  vainly  to  the  hofpitable  arts 
Of  Hermes  yield  their  ftore.     For,  O  ye  nymphs. 
Hath  he  not  won  the  unconquerable  queen 
Of  arms  to  court  your  fricndfhip  ?  You  fhe  owns 
The  fair  aflbciates  who  extend  her  fway 
Wide  o'er  the  mighty  deep  ;   and  grateful  things 
Of  you  fhe  uttereth,  oft  as  from  the  fhore         140 
Of  Thames,  or  Medway 's  vale,  or  the  green  banks 
Of  VecSla,  fhe  her  thundering  navy  leads 
To  Calpe's  foaming  channel,  or  the  rough 
Cantabrian  furge;  her  aufpices  divine 
Imparting  to  the  fenate  and  the  prince 
Of  Albion,  to  difmay  barbaric  kings, 
The  Iberian,  or  the  Celt.     The  pride  of  kings 
Was  ever  fcorn'd  by  Pallas  :  and  of  old 
Rejoic'd  the  virgin,  from  the  brazen  prow 
Of  Athens  o'er  .^gina's  gloomy  furge,  150 

To  drive  her  clouds  and  ftorms ;  o'erwhelming  all 
The  Perfian's  promis'd  glory,  when  the  realms 
Of  Indus  and  the  foft  Ionian  clime, 
When  Libya's  torrid  champain  and  the  rocks 
Of  cold  Imaiis  join'd  their  fervile  bands. 
To  fweep  the  fons  of  liberty  from  earth. 
In  vain  :  Minerva  on  the  bounding  prow 
Of  Athens  ftood,  and  with  the  thunder's  voice 
Denounc'd  her  terrors  on  their  impious  heads. 
And  fhook  her  burning  xgis.     Xerxes  faw  ;     160 
From  Heracleum,  on  the  mountain's  height 
Thron'd  in  his  golden  car,  he  knew  the  llgn 
Celeftial ;  felt  unrighteous  hope  forfake 
His faulteringheart, and  turn'd  hisface  with  fhamc. 

Hail,  ye  who  fliare  the  ftern  Minerva's  power; 
Who  arm  the  hand  of  liberty  for  war  : 
And  give  to  the  renown'd  Britannic  name 
To  awe  contending  monarchs  :  yet  benign, 
Yet  mild  of  nature  :   to  the  works  of  peace 
More  pi  one,  and  lenient  of  the  many  ills  170 

Which  wait  on  human  life.     Your  gentle  aid 
Hygeia  well  can  witnefs ,  fhe  who  faves. 
From  poifonous  cates  and  cups  of  pleafing  bane. 
The  wretch  devoted  to  the  entangling  fnares 
Of  Bacchus  and  of  Comus.     Him  fhe  leads 
To  Cynthia's  lonely  haunts.     To  fpread  the  toils. 
To  beat  the  coverts,  with  the  jovial  horn 
At  dawn  of  day  to  fummon  the  loud  hounds. 
She  calls  the  lingering  fluggard  from  his  dreams  : 
And  where  his  breaft   may  drink  tlie  mountain 
Andwherethcfervorof  the  funny  vale         [breeze, 
May  beat  upon  his  brow,  through  devious  paths 
Beckons  his  rapid  courfer.     Nor  when  eafe. 
Cool  eafe  and  welcome  flumbers  have  becalm'd 
His  eager  bofom,  does  the  queen  of  health 
Her  pleafing  care  withhold.     His  decent  board 
She  guards,  prefiding  ;  and  the  frugal  powers 
With  joy  fedate  leads  in  :  and  while  the  brown 
Ennsean  dame  with  Pan  prefents  her  ftores  ; 
While  changing  ftill,  and  comely  in  the  change,  190 
Vertumnus  and  the  hours  before  him  fpread 
The  garden's  banquet :  you  to  crown  his  feafl. 
To  crown  his  feafl,  0  Naiads,  you  the  fair 


Hygeia  calls :  and  from  your  flielving  feats, 
And  groves  of  poplar,  plenteous  cups  ye  bring. 
To  flake  his  veins  :  till  foon  a  purer  tide 
Flows  down  thofe  loaded  channels :  walheth  off 
The  dregs  of  luxury,  the  lurking  feeds 
Of  crude  difeafe  ;   and  through  the  abodes  of  life 
Sends  vigour,  fends  repofe.     Hail,  Naiads :  hail. 
Who  give,  to  labour,  health  ;  to  ftooping  age,  aor 
The  joys  which  youth  had  fquander'd.     Oft  your 
Will  I  invoke  !  and,  frequent  in  your  praife,  [urns 
Abafh  the  frantic  Thyrfus  with  my  fong. 

For  not  eflrang'd  from  you  benignant  arts 
Is  he,  the  god,  to  whofe  myfterious  fhrine 
My  youth  was  facred,  and  my  votive  cares 
Belong ;  the  learned  Paeon.     Oft  when  all 
His  cordial  treafures  he  hath  fearch'd  in  vain  ; 
When  herbs,  and  potent  trees,  and  drops  of  balm 
Rich  with  the  genial  influence  of  the  fun,        2lt 
(To  roufe  dark  fancy  from  her  plaintive  dreams. 
To  brace  the  nervelefs  arm,  with  food  to  win 
Sick  appetite,  or  hufli  the  unquiet  breaft 
Which  pines  with  filent  paflion)  he  in  vaia 
Hath  prov'd  ;  to  your  deep  manfions  he  defcends^ 
Your  gates  of  humid  rock,  your  dim  arcades. 
He  entereth  ;  where  impurpled  veins  of  ore 
Gleam  on  the  roof;  where  through  the  rigid  mine 
Your  trickling  rills  infmuate.  There  the  god   22a 
From  your  indulgent  hands  the  ftreaming  bowl 
Wafts  to  his  pale-ey'd  fuppliants  ;  wafts  the  feeds 
Metallic,  and  the  elemental  falts 
Wafh'd  from  the  pregnant  glebe.     They  drink ; 

and  foon 
Flies  pain  ;  flies  inaufpicious  care :  and  foon 
The  focial  haunt  or  unfrequented  fhade 
Hears  lo,  lo  Pxan  ;  as  of  old. 
When  Python  fell.    And,  O  propitious  nymphs ! 
Oft  as  for  helplefs  mortals  I  implore 
Your  falutary  fprings,  through  every  urn        a^* 
Oh  fhcd  your  healing  treafures.     With  the  firft 
And  fineft  breath,  which  from  the  genial  ftrife 
Of  mineral  fermentation  fprings,  like  light 
O'er  the  freih  morning's  vapoiirs,  luftrate  then 
The  fountain,  and  inform  the  rifing  wave. 

My  lyre  fhall  pay  your  bounty.    Scorn  not  ye 
That  humble  tribute.     Though  a  mortal  hand 
Excite  the  ftrings  to  utterance,  yet  for  themes 
Not  unregarded  of  celeftial  powers, 
I  frame  their  language ;  and  the  mufes  deign  24O 
To  guide  the  pioiis  tenor  of  my  lay. 
The  mufes  (facred  by  their  gifts  divine) 
In  early  days  did  not  my  wondering  fenfe 
Their  fecrets  oft  reveal :  oft  my  rais'd  ear 
In  flumber  felt  their  mufic  :  oft  at  noon 
Or  hour  of  funfet,  by  fome  lonely  ftream, 
In  field  or  ihady  grove,  they  taught  me  words 
Of  power  from  death  and  envy  to  preferve 
The  good  man's  name.  Whence  yet  with  grateful 

mind, 
And  offerings  unprofan'd  by  ruder  eye,  35O 

My  vows  I  fend,  my  homage,  to  the  feats 
Of  rocky  Cirrha,  where  with  you  they  dwell : 
Where  you  their  chafte  companions  they  admit 
Through  all  the  hallowed  fcene  :  where  oft.  intent. 
And  leaning  o'er  Caftalia's  mofly  verge, 
I'hcy  mark  the  cadence  of  your  confluent  urns, 
How  tuneful,  yielding  gratcfulleft  repofe 
To  their  conforted  mcafure  :  till  again, 
With  emulation  all  the  founding  choir, 
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And  bright  Apollo,  leader  of  the  fong 

Their  voices  through  the  liquid  air  exalt. 

And  fweep  their  lofty  firings:    thofe  powerful 

firings 
That  charm  the  mind  of  gods  :  that  fill  the  courts 
Of  wide  Olympus  with  oblivion  fweet 
Of  evils,  with  immortal  rell  from  cares: 
AiTuage  the  terrors  of  the  throne  of  Jove  ; 
And  quench  the  formidable  thunderbolt 
Of  unrelenting  fire.     With  flacken'd  wings' 
While  now  the  folemn  concert  breathes  around. 
Incumbent  o'er  the  fceptre  of  his  lord  27© 

Sleeps  the  flern  eagle ;  by  the  number'd  notes, 
Poffefs'd;  and  fatiate  with  the  melting  tone  : 
Sovereign  of  birds.     The  furious  god  of  war, 
His  darts  forgetting,  and  the  winged  wheels 
That  bear  him  vengeful  o'er  th'  embattled  plain, 
Relents,  and  fooths  his  own  fierce  heart  to  eafe, 
Mofl  welcome  eafe.     The  fire  of  gods  and  men, 
In  that  great  moment  of  divine  delight, 
Xiooks  down  on  all  that  live ;  and  whatfoe'er 
He  loves' not,  o'er  the  peopl'd  earth  and  o'er  iSo 
The  interminated  ocean,  he  beholds 
Curs'd  with  abhorrence  by  his  doom  fevere. 
And  troubled  at  the  found.     Ye,  Naiads,  ye 
With  ravifh'd  ears  the  melody  attend 
"Worthy  of  facred  filence.     But  the  flares 
Of  Bacchus  v/ith  tempeflv.ous  clamours  fcrive 
To  drown  the  heavenly  flrains  ;  of  highefl  Jove 
Irreverent,  and  by  mad  prefumption  Sr'd 
Their  own  difcordant  raptures  to  advance 
With  hoftile  emulation.   .  Down  they  rufh        29© 
From  Nyfa's  vine-impurpled  cliif,  the  dames 
Of  Thrace,  the  fatyrs,  and  the  unruly  fauns, 
With  old  Silenus,  reeling  through  the  crowd 
Which  gambols  round  him,  in  convulfions  wild 
Toiling  their  limbs,  and  brandiihing  in  air 


The  ivy-mantled  Thyrfus,  or  the  torch 
Through  black  fmoke  flaming,  to  the  Phrygian 

pipe's 
Shrill  voice,  and  to  the  clafhing  cymbals,  mix'd 
With  (hrieks  and  frantic  uproar.     May  the  o-ods  ■ 
From  every  unpolluted  ear  avert  30® 

Their  orgies !  If  within  the  feats  of  men, 
Within  the  walls,  the  gates,  where  Pallas  hold* 
The  guardian  ke) ,  if  haply  there  be  found 
Who  loves  to  mingle  with  the  revel-band 
And  hearken  to  their  accents;  who  afpires 
From  fuch  inftrndlion  to  inform  his  breaft 
With  vcrfe ;  let  him,  fit  votarift,  implore 
Their  infpiration.     He  perchance  the  gifts 
Of  young  Lyxus,  and  the  dread  exploits, 
May  fing  in  apteft  numbers  :   he  the  fate  31c 

Of  fober  Pentheus,  he  the  Paphian  rites, 
And  naked  Mars  with  Cytherea  chain'd, 
And  ilrcng  Alcides  in  the  fplnfter's  robes, 
May  celebrate,  applauded.     But  with  you, 
O  Naiads,  far  from  that  unhallow'd  rout, 
Muft  dwell  the  man  whoe'er  to  praifed  themes 
Invokes  the  immortal  mufe.     The  immortal  mufe 
To  your  calm  habitations,  to  the  cave 
Corycian  or  the  Delphic  mount,  will  guide       319 
His  footfteps ;  and  with  your  unfullied  ftrealms 
His  lips  will  bathe :  whether  the  eternal  lore 
Of  Themis,  or  the  niajefly  of  Jove, 
To  mortals  he  reveal ;  or  teach  his  lyre 
The  unenvy'd  guerdon  of  the  patriot's  toils, 
In  thofe  unfading  iflands  of  the  blefs'd. 
Where    facred    bards    abide.       Hail,    honour'd 

nymphs ; 
Thrice  hail.     For  you  the  Cyrenaic  fiiell 
Behold,  I  touch,  revering.     To  my  fongs 
Be  prefent  ye  with  favourable  feet. 
And  all  profaner  audience  far  remove.  330 
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Elder  than  Chao!.']  Heilod,  in 
h'>s  Theogony,  gives  a  difierent  account,  and 
ir.akes  CLaos  the  eldell  of  being?:  though  he  af- 
figns  to  Love  neither  father  nor  fuperior  :  which 
circumfta'jce  is  particularly  mentioned  by  Fha- 
drus,  in  Plato's  Banquet,  as  being  obfervable  not 
only  iri  Hefiod,  but  in  all  otiier  writers  both  of 
verfe  and  profe :  and  on  the  fame  occalion  he  cites 
a  line  from  Parmenides.  in  v.'hich  Love  is  cx- 
prefsly  flyled  the  eldell  of  all  the  gods.  Yet  Arif- 
tophancs,  in  the  Birds,  affirms,^  that  "  Chaos, 
"  iind  Night,  and  Erebus,  and  Tartarus,  were 
"  firfl ;  and  that  Love  was  produced  from  an  egg, 
"  which  the  fable-winged  night  depofited  in  the 
"  immenfe  bofom  of  Erebus."  But  it  mufl  be 
obferved,  that  the  Love  defigned  by  tliis  comic 
poet  was  ahvays  diftinguifhed  from  the  other, 
fror-"  that  original  and  felf-exiflent  being  the  TO 
ON  or  ArAGOM  of  Plato,  and  meant  only  the 
AHiMIOTProS  or  fecond  perfon  of  the  old  Grecir.n 
trinity  i  .0  v  hom  is  infcribed  an  hymn  among 
thofe  which  pa.fs  tinder  the  name  of  Orpheus, 


where  he  is  called  Protcgonos,  or  the  firfl-bc- 
gotten,  is  faid  to  have  been  born  of  an  egg,  and 
is  reprefentcd  as  the  principal  or  origin  of  all  thefe 
external  appearances  of  nature.  Iri  the  fragments- 
of  Orpheus,- colledled  by  Henry  Stephens,  he  is 
named  Phanes,  the  difcoverer  or  dii'clofer ;  who 
unfolded  the  ideas  of  the  fupreme  intelligence, 
and  espofed  them  to  the  perception  of  inferior, 
btiings  in  this  vifible.  frame  of  the  world;  z» 
Alacrobius,  and  Proclus,  and  Athcnagoras,  all 
agree  to  interpret  the  feveral  pafTages  of  Orpheus, 
v.hich  they  have  preferved. 

But  the  I>ove  defigned  in  our  text,  is  the  one 
felf-exiflent  and  infinite  mind  v,-hom  if  the  gene- 
rality of  ancient  mythologills  have  cot  introduced 
or  truly  defcribed  in  accounting  for  the  produc-. 
tion  of  the  world  and  its  appearances;  yet,  to  a 
modern  poet,  it  can  be  no  objc<3:ion  that  he  hath 
ventured  to  differ  from  them  in  this  particular ; 
though,  in  other  refpefts,  he  profelTeth  to  imitate 
their  manner  and  conform  to  their  opinions.  For 
in  thefe  great  points  of  natural  theology,  they  dif-. 
fer  no  Irfs  remarkj-bly  among  th«nfdvc»;  and  are 
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I'fierpetually  confounclinff  the  philofophical  re- 
I  iations  of  thinf^s  with  the  traditionary  circum- 
iftances  of  mythic  hiftory  :  upoa  which  very  ac- 
[  count,  Calliniichus,  in  his  hymn  to  Jupiter,  de- 
(  clareth  his  dilVent  from  them  concerning  even  an 
article  of  the  national  creed  ;  addins^,  that  the  art- 
cicnt  bards  were  by  no  means  to  be  depended  en. 
Anc?  yet  in  the  exordium  of  tlie  ohl  Arcjonaiitic 
poem,  afcrihed  to  Orpheus,  it  is  faid,  that  "  Love, 
*'  whom  mortals  in  latter  times  call  Phanes,  was 
"  the  father  of  the  eternally  begotten  Night ;" 
who  is  generally  reprefented  by  thefe  mythologi- 
cal poets,  as  being  herfelf  the  parent  of  all  things ; 
and  who,  in  the  Indigitamenta,  or  Orphic  Hymns, 
is  faid  to  be  the  fame  with  Cypris,  or  Love  itfelf. 
Moreover,  in  the  body  of  this  Argonautic  poem, 
■where  the  perfunated  Orpheus  introduceth  him- 
felf  finging  to  his  lyre  in  reply  to  Chiron,  he  cele- 
brateth  ''  the  obfcure  memory  of  Chaos,  and  the 
*'  natures  vvhich  it  contained  within  itfelf  in  a 
*'  ftate  of  perpetual  viciffitude  ;  how  the  heaven 
■*'  had  its  boundary  deterinined;  the  generation 
*'  of  the  earth',  the  depth  of  the  ocean;  and  alfo 
*'  the  fapient  Love,  the  moft  ancient  the  felf- 
*'  fufficient ;  with  all  the  beings  which  he  pro- 
•'  duced  when  he  feparated  one  thing  from  an- 
•'  other."  -  Which  noble  pafTage  is  more  direcftly 
to  Ariftotle's  purpofe  in  the  fir(t  book  of  his  meta- 
phyfics,  than  any  of  thofe  he  has  there  quoted,  to 
^lovv  that  the  ancient  poets  and  mythologilts  a- 
greed  with  Empedocles,  Anaxagoras,and  the  other 
inore  fober  philofophcrs.  in  that  natural  antici- 
pation and  common  notion  concerning  the  necef- 
iity  of  mind  and  reafon  to  account  tor  the  connec- 
tion, motion,  and  good  order  of  the  world.  For, 
though  neither  this  poem,  nor  the  hymns  which 
pais  under  the  fame  name,  are,  it  fliould  feem, 
the  work  of  the  real  Orpheus;  yet  beyond  all 
queiHon  they  are  very  ancient-  The  hymns,  more 
particularly,  are  allowed  to  be  older  than  the  in- 
■valion  of  Greece  by  Xerxes ;  and  were  probably 
a  fet  of  public  and  foiemn  forms  of  devotion:  as 
aj)pe:)rs  by  a  palfage  in  one  of  them,  which  De- 
moithenes  hath  almoft  literally  cited  in  his  firft 
oration  againft  Ariftogiton,  as  the  faying  of  Or- 
pheus, the  founder  of  their  molt  holy  niyfterles. 
On  this  account,  they  arc  of  higher  authority  than 
any  other  mythological  work  now  extant,  the 
Theogoiiy  of  Hefiod  himfeif  not  excepted.'  The 
poetry  of  them  is  often  extremely  noble  ;  and  the 
myfterious  air  vvhich  prevails  in  them,  together 
ivith  its  delightful  imoreilion  upon  the  mind,  can- 
not be  better  espieffed  than  in  that  remarkable 
del'cription  with  which  they  infpired  the  German 
editor  Efchenbath,  when  he  accidentally  met 
■with  them  at  Leipfic  :  ,"  Thefaurum  me  reperiire 
^'  credidi,"  fays  he,  "  &  profedto  thefaurum  re- 
*'  peri.  Incredibile  di<flu  quo  me  facro  horrore 
*'  afBaverint  indigitamenta  ifta  deorum  :  nam  et 
"  tempus  ad  illorum  letlionem  eligere  cogebat, 
*'  qood  vel  folum  horrorem  incutere  animo  poteil 
•'  nodlurnum  ;  cum  enim  totam  diem  conftimferim 
"  in  contempiando  urbis  fplendore,  2c  in  ade'u,-  ■ 
*'  dis,  quibus  fcatet  urbs  ilia,  viris  do;!l:s ;  fola 
"  nox  reftabat,  quam  Orplico  confecrare  potui. 
■"  In  abylTum  quendam  myfleriorum  venerands 
"  ar.tiquitatis  defcendsre  videbat,  quotiefcuiique 
'    Vl  IX  4 


"  (ilente   mtmdo,  folis  vigilantibus  aflrls  et  luna 
"  /xikaii>}(pxTU%  iftos  hymnos  ad  manus  fumfi." 

Line  2 1;.  C.'jaor.]    The   unformed,    undigefted. 
mafs  of  Mofes  and  Plato  :  which  Milton  calls 
"  The  womb  of  nature. 

Ibid.  Lave,  the  fire  r,j'  Tate^  Fate  is  the  uni- 
verfal  fyftem  of  natural  taufes;  the  work  of  the 
omnipotent  mind,  or  of  love  :  fo  Minucius  Felix  ; 
"  C)iiid  aliud  eft  fatum,  quam  quod  deunoquoque 
"  ndltrum  deus  fatiis  eft."  So  alfo  Cicero,  in  the 
firft  book  on  Divination  :  "  Faturh  autem  id  ap- 
"  pello,  quod  Grseci  EIPMAPMENHN  ;  id  eft, 
"  ordinem  feriemque  caufaruni,  cum  caufa  caufse 
"  nexa  rem  es  fe  gignat~-ex  .quo  intelligi'cr,  ut 
"  fatum.  fit  non  id  quod  fuperftitiofe,  fed  id  quod 
"  phyfice  dicitlir  caufa  teterna  rerum."  To  the 
fame  purpofe  is  the  dotflrine  of  Hierocles,  in  that 
excellent  fragment  concerning  Providence  antl 
Deftiny.  As  to  the  three  fates,  or  deftinies  of  the 
pt)ets,  they  reprefented  that  part  of  the  general 
fyftem  of  natural  caufes  which  relates  to  man,  and 
to  other  mortal  beings:  for  fo  we  ar;'. told  in  the 
hymn  addrelTed  to  them  among  the  Orphic  Indi- 
gitamenta, where  they  are  called  the  daughters  of 
Night  (or  Love)  and,  contrary  to  the  vulgar  no- 
tion, are  diftinguiflied  by  the  epithets  of  gentle, 
and  tend,  r-hearted.  According  to  Hefiod,  Theog. 
ver.  904,  they  were  the  daughters  of  Jupiter  and 
Themis;  but  in  the  Orphic  hymn  to  Vetms,  or 
Love,  that  Goddefs  is  dire(flly  ityled  the  mother  of 
Neccffity,  and  is  reprefented,  immediately  after, 
as  governing  the  three  deftinies,  and  condudling 
the  whole  fyftem  of  natural  caules. 

L.  1.^.  BomofFat^-  nvas  Time,]  Cronos,  Saturn, 
or  Time,  was,  according  to  Apollodorus,  the  fon 
of  Coelum  and  Tellus.  But  the  author  of  the 
hymns  gives  it  quite  undifguifed  by  mythological 
language,  and  calls  him  plainly  the  orTjpring  of 
the  earth  and  the  ftarry  heaven  ;  that  is,  of  Fate, 
as  explamed  in  the  preceding  note. 

L.  27.  Iv^ht  rninvfa'is  de'VGur^d.'l  The  known 
fable  of  Saturn  devouring  his  chihlren  was  cer- 
tainly meant  to  imply  the  diffollition  ot  natural  bo- 
dies ;  which  are  produced  and  deftroyed  by  time. 

L.  2S.  29.  The  child  of  Rhea-]  Jupiter  fo  cal- 
led by  Pindar. 

L.  29.  Drove  him  from  the  upper f''y.\  That  Ju- 
piter dethroned  his  father  Satutn,  is  recorded  by 
all  the  mvtho'ogills.  Phurnutus,  or  Cornutus,  the 
author  of  a  little  Greek  treaufe  on  the  nature  of 
the  gods,  informs  us,  that  by  Jupiter  was  meant 
the  vegetable  foul  of  the  worlds  vvhich  reftrained 
and  prevented  thofe  uncertain  altt-rations  whioh 
Saturn,  or  Time,  ufed  formerly  to  ciufe  in  the 
mundane  fyftem. 

L.  33.  T;!'fffyjf/;7^r<'/'>«V.]  Our  mythology  here 
fuppoleth,  that  before  the  eftablifhment  of  the  vi- 
tal, vegetative,  piaftic  nature  (reprelcnted  by  Ju- 
piter) the  four  elements  v»>ere  in  a  variable  and 
unff-tied  condition  ;  but  afterwards,  vel -ciifpofed 
and  at  peacr  among  themfclve=.  Tethys  was  the 
wife  of  the  Ocean ;  Ops,  or  Rhea,  the  Earth ; 
"Vefta,  the  eldeft  daughter  of  Saturn.  Fire;  and 
the  cloud-competloror  Zst-j  mips^Jiys^tw,  the  Air; 
though  he  al'o  reprefented  the  plailic  principle 
of  natnre,  as  maybe  fdsn  iti'  the  Orphic  hymn 
infcribed  to  hi.TJ, 
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Line  34.  Tkeftdgy-Cfoivred  race.^  The  river- 
eods ;  who,  according  to  Hefiod's  Theogony,  were 
ithe  fons  of  Oceanus  and  Tethys. 

I,.  36,37.  From  thcTit,  are  ye,  0  Naiads  ]  The 
<lefcent  of  the.  Naiads  is  Jefs  certain  than  moft 
.points  of  the  Greek  mythology.  .Homer  OdyfT. 
xiii.  v^a.1  Aiofy..  Virgil,  in  the  eighth  book  of  the 
JEneid,  ipeaks  as  if  the  nymphs,  or  Naiads,  were 
tSe  parents  of  the  rivers  ■  but  in  this  he  contra- 
dicts the  teftimony  of  Hefiod,  and  evidently  de- 
parts  from  the  othordox  fyftem,  which  repre- 
lei;teth  feveral  nymphs  as  retaining  to  every  fingle 
river.  On  the  other  hand.  Calimachus,  who  was 
very  learned  in  q,ll  the  fchool-divinity  of  thofe 
times,  in  his  hymn  to  Delos,  maketh  Penus,  the 
great  Theffalian  river-god,  the  father  of  his 
•nymphs:  and  Ovid,  in  the  fourteenth  book  of  his 
Metamorphofes,  mentions  the  Naiads  of  Latium 
as  the  immediate  daughters  of  the  neighbouring 
river. gods.  Accordingly,  the  Naiads  of  particu- 
lar rivers  are  occafionally,  both  by  Ovid  and  Sta- 
tins, called  by  a  patronymic,  from  the  name  of  the 
river  to  which  they  belong. 

L.  43.  Syrian  Laphrie.]  The  grove  of  Daphne 
in  Syria,  near  Antioch,  was  famous  for  its  delight- 
ful fountains. 

Ibid.  The  tribes  beloved  by  Paori]  Mineral 
and  medicinal  fprings.  Paeon  was  the  phyfician 
of  the  gods. 

L.  43.  The  lu'wged  offspring']  The  Winds ; 
A\ho,  according  to  Hefiod  and  Apollodorus,  were 
the  fons  of  Aftraeus  and  Aurora. 

L.  46.  /irv/>fno«.]  A  fon  of  Ccelum  and  Tellup. 
and  father  of  the  Sun,  who  is  thence  called,  by 
Pindar,  Hyperionides.  But  Hy|jerion  is  put  by 
Homer  in  the  fame  manner  as  here,  for  the  fun 
himfelf. 

L.  49.  Your f allying Jlr earns. ]  Theftateofthe 
fttmofphere  with  refpedl  to  reft  and  motion  is,  in 
feveral  ways,  all'edled  by  rivers  aiid  running 
Itreams  ;  and  that  more  efpecially  in  hot  feafons: 
tirft,  they  deftroy  its  equilibrium,  by  cooling  thofe 
pirts  of  it  with  which  they  are  in  contaft ;  and 
iecondly,  they  communicate  their  own  motion  : 
•  and  the  r.ir  p.  hich  is  thus  moved  by  them,  being 
left  heated,  is  of  conteqiience  more  elaftic  than 
other  parts  of  the  atmorphere,and  therefore  fitter 
to  preferve  and  to  propagate  that  motitm. 

L.  70.  Delicti! king.]  One  of  the  epithets  of 
Apollo,  or  the  fun,  in  the  Orphic  hymn  infcri- 
bed  to  him. 

L.  7f.  Chloris.]  The  ancient  Greek  name  for 
Florr.. 

L.  S3.  Amnlthea.]  The  mother  of  the  firft  Bac- 
chus, whole  birth  and  education  was  written,  as 
Dicdorns  Siculus  informs  us,  in  the  old  Pelafgic 
char^cfler,  by  Thynioetes,  grandfon  to  Laomedon, 
.and  ( ontemporary  with  Orpheus.  Thymcetes  had 
travelled  over  Libya  to  the  country  which  borders 
on  the  weftern  ocean  ;  there  he  law  the  illand  of 
>Jyfa,  and  learned  from  the  iiih:ibitants,  that 
"  Amnion,  king  of  Lybia,  was  married  in  former 
"  ages  to  Rhea,  fifter  of  Saturn  and  t!ie  Titans  : 
*■  that  he  afterwerds  fell  in  love  with  a  beautiful 
*'  virgin,  whofe  name  was  Anialthea  ;  liad  by  her 
'  a  foil,  and  gave  her  jjoflellinn  ofa  neigiibouring 
«'  riaifl  of  knd,  wcnderf'.iily  fertile^    which  in 


"  fhape  nearly  rffi  mbling  the  horn  of  an  ox,  vfa* 
"  thence  called  the  Hefperian  horn,  and  after> 
"  wards  the  horn  of  Amalthea  •  that,  fearing  the  ' 
"  jealoufy  of  Rhea,  he  concealed  the  young  Bac- 
"  chus,  with  his  mother,  in  the  illand  of  Nyfa;'* 
the  beauty  of  which,  Diodorus  defcribes  with 
great  dignity  and  pomp  of  ftyle.  This  fable  is  one 
of  the  nobleft  in  all  the  ancient  mythology,  and 
feems  to  have  made  a  particular  impreflion  on  the 
imagination  of  Milton  ;  the  only  modern  poet 
(unlefs  perhaps  it  be  neceffary  to  except  Spenfer) 
who,  in  thefe  myfterious  traditions  of  the  poetic 
ftory,  had  a  heart  to  feel,  and  words  to  exprefs,  the 
fimple  and  folitary  genius  of  antiquity.  To  raife 
the  idea  of  his  Paradife,he  prefers  it  even  to 

"  that  Nyl'ean  ifle 

"  Girt  by  the  river  Triton,  where  old  Cham, 
•*  (WTjom   Gentiles  Ammon  call,  and  Lybian 
•'  Hid  Amalthea,  and  her  florid  fon,  [Jove 

*'  Young   Bacchus,  from  his  ftepdame  Rhea's 

eye." 
L.    121.  Edonian   band.]     The  priefteffes  and 
other  minifters  of  Bacchus;  fj  called    from  E- 
donus,  a  mountain  of    Thrace,  where    his   rites 
were  celebrated. 

L.  05.  fVhen  Herrnes  ]  Hermes,  or  Mercury,. 
was  the  patron  of  commerce  ;  in  which  benevo- 
lent characfler  he  is  addrefled  by  the  author  of  the 
Indigitamenta  in  thefe  beautiful  lines : 

L.  121.  Difpenft  the  mineral  treafure.]  The 
merchants  of  Sidon  and  Tyre  made  frequent 
voyages  to  the  coaft  of  Cornwall,  from  whence 
they  carried  home  great  quantities  of  tin 

L.  136.  Hath  he  not  nvon.]  Mercury,  the  pa- 
tron of  commerce,  being  fo  greatly  dependent 
on  the  good  offices  of  the  Naiads,  in  return 
obtains  for  them  the  friendlhip  of  Minerva,  tlie 
goddefs  of  war  ;  for  military  power,  at  leail  the 
naval  part  of  it,  hath  comiantly  followed  the 
eflablifliment  of  trade;  which  exemplifies  the  pre- 
ceding obfervation,  that  "  from  bounty  iilueth 
*•  power." 

L.  143,  144.  Calpe — Cantabrianfurge.]  Gibral- 
tar and  the  bay  of  Bifcay. 

L.  150  JEgind's  gloomy  furge.]  Near  this 
ifland,  the  Athenians  obtained  the  victory  of  Sala- 
mis,  over  the  Perfian  navy. 

L.  i6o.  Xerxes  fcnv]  This  circumftance  is  re- 
corded in  that  pallage,  perhaps  the  moft  fplendid 
among  all  the  remains  of  ancient  hiil:ory,  where 
Plutarch,  in  his''  Life  of  Themiftocles,"  defcribes 
the  fea-fights  of  Artemifium  and  Salarais. 

L.  ^04.  Thyrfus.]  A  ftafF,  or  fpear,  wreathed 
round  with  ivy;  of  conftant  ufe  in  the  Baccha-j 
nalian  myfterics.  \ 

L.  217.  Jo  Ptxan.]  An  exclamation  ofvidory' 
and  triumph,  derived  from  Apollo's  encounter 
with  Python. 

L.  252.  Cinha]  One  of  the  fummits  or  Par- 
naiTus,  and  lacred  to  Apollo.  Near  it  were  feve- 
ral fotmtains,  faid  to  be  frequented  by  the  mufes. 
■'lyla.  thf  other  eminence  (,f  the  fame  mountain, 
was  dedicated  to  Bacchus. 
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t.  16^.  Charm  the  wind  ofgodi.]  This  whole 
paffage,  concerning  the  effeifls  of  facred  muflc 
among  the  gods,  is  taken  from  Pindar's  firft  Py- 
thian ode. 

L.  apy.  Phrygian  pipe's-']  The  Phrygian  mu- 
lic  was  fantaftic  and  turbulent,  and  fit  to  excite 
diforderly  paffions. 

1"  30^s  303-   The  gates  nvhere  Pallas  holds 

The  guardian  key.']  It  was  the  office 
of  Minerva  to  be  the  guardian  of  walled  cities , 
whence  flie  was  named  nOAIAX  and  noAIOTXOS, 
and  had  her  flatues  placed  in  their  gates,  being 
fuppoied  to  keep  the  keys  ;  and  on  that  account 
ftyled  KAHAOTXOS. 

L.  310,  31 1.  Fateoffoher  Pefitheus.}  Pentheus 
was  torn  in  pieces  by  the  Bacchanalian  priefts  and 
women,  for  defpifing  their  myfleries. 

L,  318,319.  The  cave  Corycian.]  Of  this  cave 
Paufanias,  in  his  tenth  book,  gives  the  following 
defcription  :  "  Between  Delphi  and  the  eminences 
"  of  Parnaflus,  in  a  road  to  the  grotto  of  Corycium, 
"  which  has  its  name  from  the  nymph  Corycia, 
"  and  is  by  far  the  mod  remarkable  which  1  have 
"  feen.  One  may  walk  a  great  way  into  it  with- 
*'  out  a  torch.  It  is  of  a  conliderable  height  and 
*'  hath  feveral  fprings  within  it ;  and  yet  a  much 
"  greater  quantity  of  water  diftills  from  the  fliell 


"  and  roof,  fo  as  to  be  continually  dropping  on  the 
"  ground.  The  people  round  ParnalTus  hold  it 
*'  facred  to  the  Corycian  nymphs  and  to  Han." 

L.  3rp.  Delphic  mount]  Delphi,  the  feat  and 
oracle  of  Apollo,  had  a  mountaneous  and  rocky 
fituation,  on  the  ikirts  of  Parnaflus. 

L.  327.  Cyre/ia'ic]  Cyrene  was  the  native 
country  of  Callimachus,  whofe  hymns  are  the  moft 
remarkable  example  of  that  mythological  paflion 
which  is  aHumed  in  the  preceding  poem,  and  have 
always  aflbrded  particular  pleafure  to  the  author 
of  it,  by  reafon  of  the  myfterious  folemnity  with 
which  they  atledl  the  mind.  On  this  accoant  he 
was  induced  to  attempt  fomewhat  in  the  fame 
manner;  folely  by  way  of  exercife :  the  manner 
itfelf  being  now  almoft  entirely  abandoned  in  poe- 
try. And  as  the  mere  genealogy,  or  the  perfonal 
adventures  of  heathen  gods,  could  have  been  but 
little  interefting  to  a  modern  reader ;  it  was  tliete- 
fore  thought  proper  to  feleift  fome  convenient  part 
of  the  hiftory  of  nature,  and  to  employ  ihefe  an- 
cient divinities  as  it  is  probable  they  were  firft 
employed  ;  to  wit,  in  perfonifying  natural  caufes, 
and  in  reprefenting  the  mutual  agreement  or  op- 
pofitlon  of  the  corporeal  and  moral  powers  of  the 
world  :  which  hath  been  accounted  the  very 
highell  office  of  poetry. 
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fOR  A  GROTTO. 

To  me,  whom  in  their  lays  the  fhepherds  call 
Adtsea,  daughter  of  the  neighbouring  ftream. 
This  cave  belongs.     The  fig-tree  and  the  vine. 
Which  o'er  the  rocky  entrance  downward  flioot, 
Where  plac'd  by  Glyron.    He  with  cowfiips  pale, 
Primrofe,  and  purple  lychnis,  deck'd  the  green 
Before  thy  threfliold,  and  my  (helving  walls 
With  honeyfuckle  cover'd.     Here  at  noon, 
Luird  by  the  murmur  of  my  rifing  fount, 
1  (lumber:  here  my  cluftering  fruits  I  tend: 
Or  from  the  humid  flowers,  at  break  of  day, 
Frefli  garlands  weave,  and  chafe  from   all    my 
Each  thing  impure  or  noxious.     Enter  in,  [bounds 
O  ftranger,  undifmay'd.     Nor  bat,  nor  toad 
Here  lurks  :  and  if  thy  breaft  of  blamelefs  thoughts 
Approve  thee,  not  unwelcome  (halt  thou  tread 
My  quiet  manfion  :  chiefly,  if  thy  name 
Wife  Pallas  and  the  immortal  mufes  own. 

II. 

FOR  A  STATUE  OF  CHAUCER  AT  WOOD- 
STOCK, 

Such  was  old  Chaucer.     Such  the  placid  mien 
Of  him  who  firft  with  harmony  inform'd 
The  language  of  our  fathers.     Here  he  dwelt 
For  many  a  cheerful  day.     Thefe  ancient  walls 
Have  often  heard  him,  while  his  legends  blithe 


He  fang ;  of  love,  ot  knighthood,  or  the  wiles 
Of  homely  life;  through  each  eftate  and  age. 
The  faihions  and  the  follies  of  the  world   {chance 
With  cunning  hand   portraying.       Though   per- 
From  Blenheim's  towers, O  (tranger,thou  art  come 
Glowing  with  Churchill's  trophies  ;  yet  in  vain 
Dolt  thou  applaud  them  if  thy  breaft  be  cold 
To  him,  this  other  hero  ;  who,  iti  times 
Dark  and  untaught,  began  with  charming  verfe 
To  tame  the  rudenefs  of  his  native  land, 

III. 

Whoe'er-  thou  art  whofe  path  in  fummer  lies 
Through   yonder   village,  turn   thee    where    the 
Of  branching  oaks  a  rural  palace  old  [grove 

Imbofoms.     There  dwells  Albert,  generous  lord 
Of  all  the  harveft  round.     And  onward  thence 
A  low  plain  chapel  fronts  the  morning  light 
Faft  by  a  filent  rivulet.     Humbly  walk, 
O  ftranger,  o'er  the  confecrated  ground  ; 
And  on  that  verdant  hilloc,  which  thou  fec'ft 
Befer  with  ofiers,  let  thy  pious  hand 
Sprinkle  fredi  water  from  the  brook,  f.nd  ftre.v 
Sweet-fmelling  flowers.     For  there  doth  Ldmund 
The  learned  (hepherd  ;  for  each  rural  art       [reft, 
Fam'd,  and  for  fongs  harmonious,  and  the  woes 
Of  iil-rertu!ted  love.     The  faithlefs  pride 
Of  fair  Matilda  fank  him  to  the  grave       [Heaven 
In    manhood's  prime.      But    foon    did   righteous 
With  tears,  with  fliarp  remorfe,  and  pining  care, 
Ave.ige  her  falfehood.     Ncr  could  all  the  guiJ, 
•        .  3  E  ^j 
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And  nuptial  pomp,  which  lar'd  her  plighted  faith 
From  Edmund  to  a  loftier  hiifband's  home, 
Relieve  her  breaking  heart,  or  turn  afide 
The  ftrokes  of  death.     Go,  traveller ;  relate 
The  mournful  ftory.     Haply  fome  fair  maid 
May  hold  it  in  remembrance,  and  be  taught 
That  riciies  cannot  pay  for  truth  or  love. 

IV. 

O  vouTHS  and  virgins  :  O  declining 
O  pale  misfortune's  (laves:  ()  ye  who  dwell 
Unknown  with  humble  quiet ;  ye  who  wait 
In  courts,  or  fill  the  golden  feat  of  kings : 
O  fons  of  fport  and  pleafure  :  O  thon  wretch 
That  weep'il  for  jealous  love,  or  the  fore  wounds 
Of  confcious  guilt,  or  death's  rapacious  hand 
"VVhich  left  thee  void  of  hope  :  O  ye  who  roam 
7n  exile ;   ye  who  through  the  embattled  field 
Seek  bright  renown ;  or  who  for  nobler  palms 
Contend,  the  leaders  of  a  public  canfe  ; 
Approach  :   behold  this  marble.     Know  ye  not 
The  features  ?  Hath  not  oft  his  faithful  tongue 
Told  you  the  fafiiion  of  your  own  eftate, 
The  fecrets  of  your  bofom  ?  Here  then,  round 
His  monument  with  reverence  while  ye  ftand. 
Say  to  each  other  :  "  This  was  Shakfpeare's  form  ; 
*'   Who  waik'd  in  every  path  of  humafi  life, 
*'  Felt  every  paffion  ;  and  to  all  mankind 
*'  Doth  now,  will  ever,  that  experience  yield 
*'  Which  his  own  genius  only  could  acquire," 


C!ULIELMVS  III.  FORTIS,  PIVS,  LIBERATOR,  CVM 
3NEVNTE  AETATE  PATRIAE  LABENTI  ADFVISSET 
-SALVS  IPSE  VNICA;  CVM  MOX  ITIDEM  REIPVB- 
XICAE  BRITANNICAE  VINDEX  RENVNCIATUS  ES- 
SE! ATQJ7E  STATOR  ;  TVM  DENIQ^^E  AD  ID  SE 
>JATVM  RECOGNOVIT  ET  REGEM  f  ACTVM,  VT 
CVRARET  ICE  DOMINO  IMPOTtNTI  CEDERENT 
TAX,  FIDES,  FORTVNA  GENERIS  HVMANI.  AVC- 
'SOKl  PVELICAE  EEEICITATIS  P.  G.  A.  M.  A. 

VI. 
FOR  A  COLU.VIN  AT  RUNNYMEDE. 
Thou,  who  the  verdant  plain  doft  traverfe  here, 
AVhile  Thames  among  hi>  willows  from  thy  view 
Retires ;   O  ftran  ^ev,  ftay  thee,  and  the  fcene 
Around  contemplate  well.     This  is  the  place 
"Where  England's  ancient  barons,  chid  in  arms 
And  ftern  with  conqueft,  from  their  tyrant  king 
(Then  render'd  tame)  did  challenge  and  fecure 
The  charter  of  thy  freedom.     Pafs  not  on 
Till  thou  haft  blaft  their  memory,  and  paid 
Thofe  thanks  which  -God  appointed  the  reward 
Of  public  virtue.     And  if  chance  thy  home 
Salute  thee  v/ith  a  father's  honour'd  name. 
Go,  call  thy  ivns:  inltrucl  them  what  a  debt 
They  owe  their  anceftors ;  and  make  them  fwear 
'l"o  pay  it,.by  tranfmitting  down  entire         [born. 
Thofe  facred  rights  to  which-  themfclves  were 

VII. 

THE  WOOD-NYMPH. 

V^PPROACrf  in  fllence.     'Tis  ro  vulgar  tale 
AViiich  I,  the  Drjad  of  ihish^-ary  onk, 


Pronounce  to  mortal  ears.     The  fecond  age 
Now  halleneth  to  its  period,  fince  I  rofe 
On  this  fair  lawn.     The  groves  of  yonder  vale 
Are   all   my    offspring:    and  each  nymph,   who 
The  copfcs  and  the  furrow'd  fields  beyond,  [guards 
Obeys  me.     Many  changes  have  I  feen 
In  liumHii  things,  and  many  awful  deeds 
Ofjullice,  when  the  ruling  hand  oi  J  ove 
Again  t  the  tyrants  of  the  land,  againft 
The  uiiliallow'd  fons  of  luxury  and  guile, 
Was  arm'd  for  retribution.     Thus  at  length 
Expert  in  laws  divine,  I  know  the  paths 
Of  wifdom,  and  erroneous  folly's  end 
Have  oft  prefag'd  :  and  now  well-pleas'd  I  wait 
Each  evening  till  a  noble  youth,  who  loves 
My  lliade,  a  while  releas'd  from  public  cares. 
Yon  peaceful  gate  fliall  enter,  and  fit  down 
Beneath  my  branches.     Then  his  muling  mind 
I  prompt,  unfeen  ;  and  place  before  his  view 
Sincerelt  forms  of  good  ;  and  move  his  heart 
With  the  dread  bounties  of  the  Sire  Supreme 
Of  gods  and  men,  with  freedom's  generous  deeds. 
The  lofty  voice  of  glory  and  the  faith 
Of  facred  friendfliip.     Stranger,  I  have  told 
My  fwidlion.     If  within  thy  bofom  dwell 
Aught  which  may  challenge  praife,  thou  wilt  not 
Unhonour'd  my  abode,  nor  Ihall  I  hear         [leave* 
A  i'paring  benedidlion  from  thy  tongue. 

VIII. 

Ye  powers  unfeen,  to  whom  the  bards  of  Greece 

EredVed  altars ;  ye  who  to  the  mind 

More  lofty  views  unfold,  and  prompt  the  heart 

With  more  divine  emotions  ;  if  erewhile 

Not  quite  unpleafing  have  my  votive  rites 

Of  you  been  deem'd,  when  oft  this  lonely  feat 

To  you  I  corifecrated  ;  then  vouchfafe 

Here  with  your  inftant  energy  to  crown 

My  happy  folitude.     It  is  the  hour 

When  uioft  I  love  to  invoke  you,  and  have  felt 

Moft  frequent  your  glad  miniftry  divine. 

The  air  is  calm  ;  the  fun's  unveiled  orb 

Shines  in  the  middle  heaven      The  harveft  round 

Stands  quiet,  and  among  the  golden  flieaves 

The  reapers  lie  reclin'd    The  neighbouring  groves 

Are  mute ;  nor  even  a  linnet's  random  ftrain 

Echoeth  atrud  the  filence.     Let  me  feel 

Your  influence,  ye  kind  powers.    Aloft  in  heaven 

Abide  ye  ?  or  on  thofe  tranfparent  clouds 

Pafs  ye  from  hill  to  hill  ?  or  on  the  (liades 

Which  yonder  elms  caft  o'er  the  lake  below 

Do  you  converfe  retir'd  ?  From  what  lov'd  haunt 

Shall  I  expeel  you  ?  Let  me  once  more  feel 

Your  influence,  O  ye  kind infpiring  powers: 

And  I  will  guard  it  well,  nor  Ihall  a  thought 

Rife  in  my  mind,  uor  fhall  a  pafllon  move 

Acrols  my  bofom  unobferv'd,  unftor'd 

By  faithful  memory.    And  then  at  fome 

More  zcYwe  moment,  will  I  call  them  forth 

Anew ;  and  join  them  in  majeftic  forms. 

And  give  them  utterance  in  harmonious  ftrains; 

That  all  mankind  fliall  wonder  at  your  fway. 

IX. 

Me  though  in  life's  fequefter'd  vale 
The  Almighty  Sire  ordaia'd  to  dwell, 
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Retnote  from  glory's  toilfome  ways, 
And  the  great  fcenes  of  public  praife  ; 
Yet  let  me  ftill  with  grateful  pride 
Remember  how  my  infant  frame 
He  teniper'd  with  prophetic  flame, 
And  early  mafic  to  my  tongue  fupply'd. 

'Twas  then  my  future  fate  he  weigh'd. 
And,  this  be  thy  concern,  he  faid. 
At  once  with  paffion's  keen  alarms, 
And  beauty's  pleafurable  charms, 
And  facred  truth's  eternal  light, 
To  move  the  various  mind  of  man  ; 
Till  under  one  unblemifli'd  plan, 
His  reafon,  fancy,  and  his  heart  unite. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  CURIO  *. 

Thrice  has  the  fpring  beheld  thy  faded  fame. 
And  the  fourth  winter  riles  on  thy  Ihame, 
Since  I  exulting  grafp'd  the  votive  (hell, 
In  founds  of  triumph  all  thy  praife  to  tell ; 
Bleft  could  my  ikill  through  ages  make  thee  fliine, 
And  proud  to  mix  my  memory  with  thine. 
But  now  the  caufe  that  wak'd  my  long  before, 
With   praife,   with  triumph,  crowns  the  toil  no 

more. 
If  to  the  glorious  man,  vvhofe  faithful  cares, 
Nor  queli'd  by  malice,  nor  relax'd  by  years, 
Had  aw'd  ambition's  wild  audacious  hate. 
And  dragg'd  at  length  corruption  to  her  fate  ; 
If  every  tongue  its  large  applaufes  ow'd, 
And  well-earn'd  laurels  every  mufe  bellow'd; 
If  public  juftice  urg'd  the  high  reward. 
And  freedom  fmil'd  on  the  devoted  bard  : 
Say  then,  to  him  whofe  levity  or  luft 
laid  all  a  people's  generous  hopes  in  daft  ; 
Who  taught  ambition  firmer  heights  of  power, 
And  fav'd  corruption  at  her  hopelefs  hour  ; 
Does  not  each  tongue  its  execrations  owe  ? 
Shall  not  each  mufe  a  wreath  of  lliame  beitow  ^ 
And  public  jaftice  fantflify  the  award  .' 
And  freedom's  hand  protedl  the  impartial  bard  ? 

Yet  long  rehidlant  I  forbore  thy  name. 
Long  watch'd  thy  virtue  like  a  dying  flame, 

*  Curio  was  a  yovng  Roman  Senato7-  of  dljlin- 
guijljed  birth  and  parts,  luho,  vpon  hisjiijt  en- 
trance into  the  Forian,  had  been  committed  to  the 
care  of  Cicero.  Being  profnfe  and  extravagant, 
he.foon  di/Jipated  a  large  andfplendid  fortune  ; 
tofupply  the  ivant  ofivhich,  he  ivas  driven  to  the 
TteceJJity  of  abetting  the  deftgns  of  Cxfar  (igainft 
the  liberties  of  his  country,  although  he  had  before 
been  a  profejfed  enemy  to  him — Cicero  exerted 
himfelf  ivith  great  energy  to  prevent  his  ruin,  but 
ywithout effeSi,  and  he  became'one  ofthefirjl  vic- 
tims in  the  civil  nvar.  This  epifile  was  firji 
fublifljed  in  the  year  1 744,  nuhen  a  celebrated  pa- 
triot, after  a  long,  and  at  la/l  a  fuccefsful  oppoji- 
tion  to  an  unpopular  minijler,  had  deferted  the 
caufe  of  his  country,  and  become  the  forernoft  in 
fupport  and  defence  cf  the  fame  meafures  he  had 
fofteadily,  andforfuch  a  length  of  time  contended 
againfl.  It  nvas  altered  by  the  Author  into  the 
"  Ode  to  Curio  •'''  buttles  criginal pQan  is  too  cu- 
rious to.be  omitted- 


Kung  o'er  each  glimmering  fpark  with  anxious 

eyes. 
And  wilird  and  hop'd  the  light  again  would  rife. 
But  fince  thy  guilt  ftill  more  entire  apptars. 
Since  no  art  hi(l»s,  no  fuppofuion  clears; 
Since  vengeful  (lander  now  too  links  her  blaft. 
And  the  firll:  rage  of  party-hate  is  paft  ; 
Calm  as  the  judge  of  ttuth,  at  ]en;;th  I  come 
To  weigh  thy  merits,  and  pronounce  thy  doom  : 
So  may  my  truft  from  all  reproach  be  free. 
And  earth  and  time  cotitirm  the  fair  decree. 

There  are  who  fay  they  view'd  without  amaze 
Thy  fad  reverfe  of  all  thy  former  praife  ; 
That  through  the  pageants  of  a  patriot's  name, 
They  pierc'd  the  foulnefs  of  thy  fecret  aim  ; 
Or  (leem'd  thy  arm  exalted  but  to  throw 
The  public  thunder  on  a  private  foe. 
But  I,  whofe  foul  confented  to  thy  caufe, 
Who  felt  thy  genious  ftamp  its  own  applaiife, 
VVho  faw  the  fpirits  of  each  glorious  age 
Move  in  thy  bolom,  and  diredl  thy  rage  ; 
I  fcorn'd  the  ungenerous  glofs  of  ilavilli  minds. 
The  owl-ey'd  race,  whom  virtue's  luftre  blinds. 
Spite  of  the  learned  in  the  ways  of  vice. 
And  all  who  prove  that  each  man  has  his  price, 
I  ftill  belicv'd  thy  end  was  jiift  and  free  ; 
And  yet,  even  yet  believe  it— Ipite  of  thee. 
Even  though  thy  mouth  impure  has  dar'd  difclaim, 
Urg'd  by  the  wretched  inipotence  of  Aame, 
Whatever  filial  cares  thy  zeal  had  paid 
To  laws  infirm,  and  liberty  dccay'd  ; 
H.is  begg'd  ambition  to  forgive  the  fliow  ; 
Ha^  told  corruption  thou  wert  ne'er  her  foe  ; 
Has  boafted  in  thy  country's  awful  ear, 
Her  grofs  delufion  when  llie  held  thee  dear  ; 
How  tame  fliefollow'd  thy  tempeftuous  call. 
And  heard  thy  pompous  tales,  and  truited  ail — 
Rife  from  your  fad  abodes,  ye  curft  of  old 
For  laws  fub verted,  and  for  cities  fold  I 
Paint  all  the  nobleft  trophies  of  your  guilt, 
I'he  oaths  you  perjur'd,  and  the  blood  you  fpilt ; 
Yet  mult  you  one  untempted  vilentfs  oWn, 
One  dreadful  palm  referv'd  for  him  alone  : 
With  ftudied  arts  his  country's  praife  to  fpurn. 
To  beg  the  infamy  he  did  not  earr, 
To  challenge  hate  when  honour  was  his  due. 
And  plead  his  crimes  where  all  his  virtue  knew.  ' 
Do  robes  of  ftate  the  guarded  heart  enclofe 
From  each  fair  feeling  human  r.ature  knows  ? 
Can  pompous  titles  ftun  the  enciianted  ear 
To  all  that  reafon,  all  that  fenfs,  would  hear? 
Elfe  could'ft  thou  e'er  defertthy  iV.cred  polt. 
In  fuch  unthankful  bafenefs  to  be  loft  } 
Elfe  could'ft  thou  wed  the  emptinels  of  vice. 
And  yield  thy  glories  at  an  idiot's  price  ? 

When  they  who,  loud  for  liberty  and  laws. 
In  doubtful  times  had  fought  their  country's  caufe, 
When  now  of  conqueft  and  dominion  furp. 
They  fought  alone  to  hold  their  fruits  fecure  ; 
\\'hen  taught  by  thefe,  opprefilon  hid  the  face 
To  leave  corruption  ftronger  in  her  place, 
By  filent  fpells  to  work  the  public  fate. 
And  taint  the  vitals  of  the  paffive  flate, 
Till  healing  wifdom  fliould  avail  no  more. 
And  freedom  loath  to  tread  the  poifon'd  fhore; 
Tlien,  like  fome  guardian  god  that  flies  to  lave 
The  weary  pilgrim  from  the  an  inflant  gra%-e., 
a  E  lij 
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Whom,  flcepingand  fecure,  the  guileful  fnake 

Steals  near  and  nearer  tluoughthe  peaceful  brake; 

TiiOn  Curio  rofe  to  ward  the  public  woe, 

To  wake  the  heedlefs,  and  incite  the  flow, 

Ag"airifl;  corruption  liberty  to  arm, 

And  quell  the  enchantrefs  by  a  mightier  charm. 

Swift  o'er  the  land  the  fair  contagion  flew, 
And  witli  thy  country's  hopes  thy  honours  grew. 
Thee,  patriot,  the  patrician  roof  confefs'd : 
Thy  powerful  voice  the  refcued  merchant  blefs'd; 
Of  thee  with  awe  the  rural  health  refounds  ; 
The  bowl  to  thee  the  grateful  failor  crowns  ; 
Touch'd  in  the  Cghing  fliade  with  manlier  fires, 
To  trace  thy  fteps  the  love-iick  youth  afpires ; 
The  leani'd  rechife,  who  oft  amaz'd  had  read 
Of  Grecian  heroes,  Roman  patriots  dead, 
With  new  amazement  hears  a  living  name 
Pretend  to  fliare  in  fuch  forgotten  fame ; 
Ard  he  who,  fcorning  courts  and  courtly  ways. 
Left  the  tame  tradl  of  thefe  dejedled  days. 
The  life  of  nobler  ages  to  rtnew 
In  virtues  facrcd  from  a  monarch's  view, 
Rcus'd  by  thy  labours  from  the  blcft  retreat. 
Where  focip.l  eafe  and  public  pafBons  meet. 
Again  afcending  treads  the  civil  fcene. 
To  aft  and  be  a  man,  as  thou  hadfl  been. 

Thus  by  degrees  thy  caufe  fuperior  grew. 
And  the  great  end  appcar'd  at  laft  in  view : 
V/c  heard  th.e  people  in  thy  hopes  rejoice; 
Wf  faw  tlie  fcnate  bending  to  thy  voice ;       [reign 
The  friends  of  freedom  hail'd   the  approaching 
Of  laws  for  which  our  fathers  bled  in  vain  ; 
While  venal  faftion,  fcruck  with  new  difmay, 
Shrunk  at  the  frown,  and  feIf-?bandon'd  lay. 
M^'ak'd  in  the  fhock.  the  public  genius  rofe, 
Abafa'd  and  keener  from  his  long  repcfe  ; 
Snblime  in  ancient  pride,  he  rais'd  the  fpear 
Which  flaves  and  tyrants  long  were  wont  to  fear 
The  city  felt  his  call :  from  man  to  man. 
From  ftreet  to  flreet,  the  glorious  horror  ran  ; 
Each  crowded  haurt  was  ftir'd  beneath  his  power, 
And,  murmuring,  challeng'd  the  deciding  hour. 

Lo  !  the  deciding  hour  at  laft  appears ; 
The  hour  of  every  freeman's  hopes  and  fears  ! 
Thou,  genius !  guardian  of  the  Roman  name, 
O  ever  prompt  tyrannic  rage  to  tame ! 
JndrxiA  the  mighty  moments  as  they  roll, 
And  guide  each  movement  fteady  to  the  goal. 
Ye  fpirits,  by  whofe  providential  art 
Succeeding  motives  turn    he  changeful  heart. 
Keep,  keep  the  befi  in  view  to  Curio's  mind. 
And  watch  his  fancy,  and  his  pafllcns  bind  ! 
Ye  fhades  i.-nmortal,  who,  by  frecc-om  led. 
Or  in  the  field,  or  on  the  fcaffold  bled. 
Bend  from  your  radiant  feats  a  joyful  eye. 
And  view  the  crown  of  all  your  labours  nigh. 
See  freedom  mounting  her  eicrnal  throne  i 
Thr'  fword  fubmitled,  and  the  laws  her  own  : 
i^ee  !  public  power  chaftis'd  beneath  her  Hands, 
With  eyes  intent,  and  uncorrupted  hands  ! 
See  private  life  by  wjfeft  arts  reclaim'd  ! 
See  art^cnt  youth  to  nobicfi  manners  fram'd  ! 
See  us  acquire  whate'er  was  fought  by  you. 
If  Curio,  only  Curio  will  be  true. 

'Twas  then — O  fhame  !  O  t:ufi  how  ill  repaid  I 
O  JLatium,  oft  by  faithlefs  fons  betray'd  !— 
'■J'was  then~.What  frenzy  rn  thy  rcafon  Tole  ? 
What  fpells  unCnew'd  thy  dctefmiu'd  foul  i 


—Is  this  the  man  in  freedom's  caufe  appr6v*<Jf 
The  man  fo  great,  fo  honour'd,  fo  belov'd  ? 
This  patient  Have  by  tinfel  chains  allur'd  i 
This  wretched  fuitor  for  a  boon  abjur'd  ? 
This  Curio,  hated  and  defpis'd  by  all  ? 
Who  fell  himfelf  to  work  his  country's  fall  ? 

O  loft,  alike  to  action  and  repofe ! 
Unknown,  unpity'd  in  the  worft  of  woes  f 
With  all  that  confcious,  undiflembled  pride. 
Sold  to  the  infults  of  a  foe  defy'd  ! 
With  all  that  habit  of  familiar  fame, 
Docm'd  to  exhaufl  the  dregs  of  life  in  fliamel 
The  fole  fad  refuge  of  thy  baflled  art, 
To  aift  a  ftatefinan's  dull,  exploded  part. 
Renounce  the  praife  no  longer  in  thy  power, 
Difplay  thy  virtue,  though  without  a  dower. 
Contemn  the  giddy  crowd,  the  vulgar  wind. 
And  fliut  thy  eyes  that  others  may  be  blind. 
— Forgive  me,  Romans,  that  I  bear  to  fmile 
When  fliamelefs  mouths  your  majefty  defile. 
Paint  you  a  thoughtlefs,  frantic,  headlong  crew. 
And  call  their  own  impieties  on  you. 
For  witnefs,  freedom,  to  whofe  facred  power 
My  foul  was  vow'd  from  reafon's  earlieft  hour, 
How  have  I  fl.ood  exulting,  to  furvey 
My  country's  virtues  opening  in  thy  ray  ! 
How,  with  the  fons  of  every  foreign  (hore 
The  more  I  match'd  them,  honour'd  hers  the  more* 
D  race  ereft  !  whofe  native  ftrength  of  foul. 
Which  kings,  nor  priefls,  nor  fordid  laws  controulj 
Burfts  the  tame  round  of  animal  affairs, 
And  feeks  a  nobler  centre  for  its  cares ; 
'ntent  the  laws  of  life  to  comprehend. 
And  fix  dominion's  limits  by  its  end. 
Who,  bold  and  equal  in  their  love  or  hate, 
By  confcious  reafon  judging  <=.yery  ftate. 
The  man  forget  not,  though  in  rags  he  lies. 
And  know  the  mortal  through  a  crown's  difgujfe  ; 
Thence  prompt  alike  with  witty  fcorn  to  view 
Fallidious  grandeur  lift  his  folemn  brow. 
Or,  all  awake  at  pity's  foft  command, 
Bend  the  mild  ear,  and  ftretch  the  gracious  hand; 
Thence  large  of  heart,  from  envy  far  remov'd. 
When  public  toils  to  virtue  ftand  approv'd. 
Not  the  young  lover  fonder  to  admire. 
Nor  more  indulgent  the  delighted  fire  ; 
Yet  high  and  jealous  of  theif  free-born  name. 
Fierce  ^s  the  flight  of  Jove's  deflroying  flame. 
Where'er  opprelfion  works  her  wanton  fway, 
Proud  to  confront,  and  dreadful  to  repay. 
But  if,  to  purchafe  Curio's  fage  applaufe. 
My  country  mufl  with  him  renounce  her  caufe. 
Quit  with  a  flave  ihe  path  a  patriot  trod. 
Bow  the  meek  knee,  and  kifs  the  regal  rod  ; 
Then  ftill,  ye  pov/ers,  inftrudt  his  tongue  to  rail, 
Nor  let  his  zeal,  nor  let  his  fubjeift  fail : 
Elfe,  ere  he  change  the  ftyle,  bear  me  away 
To  where  the  Cracchi,  *  where  the  Bruti  ftay! 

O  long  rever'd,  and  late  refign'd  to  fliame ! 
If  tliis  uncourtly  page  thy  notice  claim 
When  the  loud  cares  of  bufinefs  are  withdrawn, 
Nor  well-dreft  beggars  round  thy  footfteps  fawn  ; 

*  Tie  t-ivo  brothers,  Tiheriiis  and  Caius  Gracchus 
hji  their  lives  in  attempting  to  introduce  the  only  regula- 
tion that  could  give  (lability  and  good  order  to  the  Roman 
republic.  L.  Junius  Brutus  fouruied  the  iommon-wea  th, 
and di:d  in  its  d'/ence.  Aken Sip.t* 
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^n  that  ftill,  thoughtful,  folitary  hour, 
■\Vhen  truth  exerts  her  unrefifted  power. 
Breaks  the  falfe  optics  ting'd  with  fortune's  glare, 
Unlocks  the  breafl,  and  lays  the  pafhons  bare  : 
'I'hen  turn  thy  eyes  on  that  important  fcene, 
And  afe  thyfelf — if  all  be  well  within. 
Where  is  the  heart-felt  worth  and  weight  of  foul, 
Which  labour  could  not  ftop,  nor  fear  controul  i 
Where  the  known  dignity,  the  ftamp  of  awe, 
"Which,  half  abalh'd,  the  proud  and  venal  law  ? 
Where  the  calm  triumphs  of  an  honeft  caufe  ? 
Where  the  delightful  tafle  of  juft  applanfe  ? 
Where  the  ftrong  reafon,  the  commanding  tongue. 
On  which  the  fenate  fir'd  or  trembling  hung  ! 
All  vanilh'd,  all  are  fold — And  in  their  room, 
Couch'd  in  thy  bofom's  deep,  difcradted  gloom, 
See  the  pale  form  of  barbarous  grandeur  dwell, 
I-ike  fome  grim  idol  in  a  forccrer's  cell ! 
To  her  in  chains  thy  dignity  was  led ; 
At  her  polluted  fhrine  thy  honour  bled ; 
Withblafted  weeds  thy  awful  brow  fhe  crown'd. 
Thy  powerful  tonguewith  poifon'd  philters  bound. 
That  baffled  reafon  ftraight  indignant  flew. 
And  fair  perfualion  from  her  feat  withdrew  : 
For  now  lio  longer  truth  fupports  thy  caufe ; 
No  longer  glory  prompts  thee  to  applaule ; 
No  longer  virtue  breathing  in  thy  breaft, 
With  all  her  confcious  majefty  confeft. 
Still  bright  and  brighter  wakes  the  almighty  fljune, 
To  roul'e  the  feeble,  and  the  wilful  name. 
And  where  Ihe  fees  the  catching  glimpfes  roll, 
Spreads  the  flrong  blaze,  and  all  involves  the  foul ; 
But  cold  reflraints  thy  confcious  fancy  chill. 
And  formal  paffions  mock  thy  ftruggling  v/ill ; 
Or,  if  thy  genius  e'er  forget  his  chain. 
And  reach  impatient  at  a  nobler  flrain. 
Soon  the  fad  bodings  of  contemptuous  mirth 
Shoot  throngh  thy  breaft,  and  ftab  the  generous 

birth. 
Till,  blind  with  finart,  from  truth  to  frenzy  toft. 
And  all  the  tenor  of  thy  reafon  lofl, 
Perhaps  thy  anguifh  drains  a  real  tear ; 
While  fome  with  pity,  fome  with  laughter  hear. 
—Can  art,  alas  '.  or  genius,  guide  the  head, 
Where  truth  or  freedom  from  the  heart  are  fled  ? 
Can  leffer  wheels  repeat  their  native  ftroke. 
When  the  prime  fundion  of  the  foul  is  broke  ? 

But  come,  unhappy  man  !  thy  fates  impend  ; 
Come,  quit  thy  friends,  if  yet  thou  haft  a  friend ; 
Turn  from  the  poor  rewards  of  guilt  like  thine, 
Renounce  thy  titles,  and  thy  robes  refign; 
For  fee  the  hand  of  deftiny  difplay'd 
To  fhut  thee  from  the  joys  thou  haft  betray'd  1 
See  the  dire  fane  of  infamy  arife ! 
Dark  as  the  grave,  and  fpacious  as  the  fkies ; 
Where,  from  the  firft  of  time,  thy  kindred  train, 
The  chiefs  and  princes  of  rhe  unjull  remain. 
Eternal  barriers  guard  the  pathlefs  road 
To  warn  the  wanderer  of  the  curft  abode  ; 
But  prone  as  whirlwinds  fcour  the  paflive  Iky, 
The  heights  furmounted,  down  the  fteep  they  fly. 
There,  black  with  frowns,  relentlefs  time  awaits. 
And  goads  their  footfteps  to  the  guilty  gates  : 
And  Itill  he  aflcs  them  of  their  unknown  aims. 
Evolves  their  fecrets,  and  their  guilt  proclaims ; 
And  ftill  his  hands  defpoil  them  on  the  road 
Of  each  vain  wrqath,  by  lying  bards  beftow'd, 


Break  their  proud  marbles,  cruih  their  feflal  cars. 
And  r' lid  the  lawlcfs  trophies  of  their  wars. 
At  laft  the  gates  his  potent  voice  obey  ; 
Fierce  to  thiir  dark  abode  he  drives  his  prey, 
Where,  ever  arm'd  with  adamantine  chains, 
The  watchful  demon  o'er  her  vaflals  reigns. 
O'er  mighty  names  and  giant-powers  of  luft. 
The  great,  the  fage.  the  happy,  and  auguft  *. 
No  gleam  of  hope  their  balelul  maufion  cheers. 
No  found  of  honour  hails  their  unbleft  ears ; 
But  dire  reproaches  from  the  friend  betray'd, 
The  childlefs  fire  and  violated  maid; 
But  vengeful  vows  for  guardian  laws  effac'd. 
From  towns  enflav'd  and  continents  laid  wafte  ; 
But  long  pofterity's  united  groan. 
And  the  fad  charge  of  horrors  not  their  own, 
For  ever  through  the  trembling  fpace  refound. 
And  fink  each  impious  forehead  to  the  ground. 

Ye  mighty  foes  of  liberty  and  reft. 
Give  way,  do  homage  to  a  mightier  gueft  ! 
Ye  daring  fpirits  of  the  Roman  race, 
See  Curio's  toil  your  proudeft  claims  efface  ! 
— Aw'd  at  the  name,  fierce  f  Appius  rifing  bends. 
And  hardy  Cinna  from  his  throne  attends  -. 
"  He  comes,  they  cry,  to  whom  the  fates  afilgn'd 
"  W'ith  furer  arts  to  work  v/hat  we  defigu'd, 
"  From  year  to  year  the  ftubborn  herd  to  fv/ay, 
"  Mouth  all  their  wrongs,  and  all  their  rage  obey ; 
"  Till,  own'd  their  guide  and  trufted  with  their 

"  power, 
"  He  mock'd  their  hopes  in  one  decifive  hour: 
"  Then,  tir'd  and  yielding,  led  them  to  the  chain, 
"  And  quench  the  fpirit  we  provok'd  in  vain." 

But  thou.  Supreme,  by  whofe  eternal  hands  . 
Fair  liberty's  heroic  empire  ftands  ; 
Whofe  thunders  the  rebellious  deep  controul. 
And  quell  the  triumphs  of  the  traitor's  foul, 
O  turn  this  dreadful  omen  far  away ! 
On  freedom's  foes  their  own  attempts  repay : 
Relume  her  faered  fire  fo  near  fuppreft. 
And  fix  her  fhrine  in  every  Roman  breaft  : 
Though  bold  corruption  boaft  around  the  land, 
"  Let  virtue,  if  flie  can,  my  baits  withftand  !" 
Though  bolder  now  (he  urge  the  accurfed  claim. 
Gay  with  her  trophies  rais'd  on  Curio's  fhame  ; 
Yet  fome  there  are  who  fcorn  her  impious  mirth. 
Who  know  what  confcience  and  a  heart  are  worth. 
— O  friend  and  father  of  the  himian  mind, 
Whofe  art  for  nobleft  ends  our  frame  deiign'd  1 
If  I  ,  though  fated  to  the  ftudious  fliado 
Which  party-ftrife  nor  anxious  power  invade. 
If  I  afpire  in  public  virtue's  caufe, 
To  guide  the  niufes  by  fublimer  laws, 
Do  tliou  her  own  authority  impart. 
And  give  m.y  numbers  entrance  to  the  heart. 
Perhaps  the  verfe  might  loufe  her  fmother'd  flamcj 
And  fnutch  the  fainting  patriot  back  to  fame  ; 
Perhaps.,  by  worthy  thougiits  of  human  kind. 
To  worthy  deeds  esalt  the  confcious  mir^d ; 
Or  dalh  corruption  in  her  proud  career. 
And  teach  her  flaves  that  vice  was  born  to  fear. 


*  Titles  luh'n-h  ha'ji  ban  generally  ofcribcd  to  the 
tiiojl p.inicioiis  of  men.  Akenside. 

*  Appius  Claudius  the  D.'ccm'vir,  and  L.  Cornelius 
a  una,  both  attempted  to  eJiaW'Jio  a  tyrannical  dominion 
in  Rqwc,  and  b:th  pcriJhtJ  by  tkc  ircjfju.   AkensiOE 
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LOVE.  AN  ELEGY. 


Too   iT.uch  my  heart   of  beauty's  power    hath 

known, 
Too  long  to  love  hath  reafon  left  her  throne  ; 
Too  long  my  genius  jT!Ou:n'd  his  myrtle  chain, 
And  three  rich  years  of  youth  confurn'd  in  vain. 
My  wilhes,  lull'd  with  foft  inglorious  dr«ams, 
Forgot  the  patriot's  and  the  fagi.'-.  themes  : 
Through  each  Elyfian  vale  and  fairy  grove, 
Through  all  the  enchanted  paradife  of  love. 
Alifled  by  iickly  hope's  deceit 'itl  flame, 
Averfe  to  a(5bion,and  renouncing  fame. 

At  Lift  the  vifionary  fcenes  dccav, 
My  eyes,  exulting,  blefs  the  new-born  day, 
"V^'hofc  faithful  beams  deteft  the  dangerous  road 
In  which  my  hcedlefs  feet  fecurely  trod, 
And  ftript'  the  phantorns  of  their  lying  charms 
That  lui.'d  my  foul  from  wiido.'n's  peaceful  arms. 

For   filver    flreams   and  banks  befpread   with 
flowers, 
For  mclTy  couches  and  harmonious  bowers, 
Lb!  barren  heaths  appear,  and  p::thtefs  v.oods, 
And  rocks  hung  dreadful  o'er  uufathnm'd  floods: 
For  opennefs  of  heurt,  for  tcndL'r  fmiles,      [wiles, 
.  Looks  fraught   with  love,  and  wrath  difarmirg 
Lo!  fuUen  fpite,  and  perjur'd  luft  of  gain. 
And  cruel  pride,  and  crurjler  difdain. 
Lo  !  cordial  faith  to  idiot  airs  refin'd, 
I\ow  coolly  civil,  now  tranfporting  kind. 
For  graceful  eafe,  lo  !  affodation  walks ;  ' 
And  dull  half-fenfe,  for  wit  and  wifdoni  talks. 
New  to  eac!".  hour  what  low  dciight  fiiccecds, 
■yVhat  precious  furniture  of  hearts  and  heads  ! 
By  nought  their  prudence, but  by  gettug,  known; 
And  all  their  courage  in  deceiving  Ihown. 

See  rest  what  plagues  attend  tht  lo^'tr's  ftate, 
"What  frloli! ful  forms  of  terror,  fcorn,  and  hate  ! 
See  burning  fury  heaven  and  earth  defy  ! 
See  dun;b  defpair  in  icy  fef^ers  lie  ! 
See  black  fufpicion  bend  his  gloomy  brow, 
The  Iiid^ous  image  of  himfelf  lo  view  ! 
And  fond  belief,  with  al!  a  Icvcr'?  Tame, 
Sinks  in  thofearmsihat points  hishead v.ith  fliame! 
There  v.-an  dcjedlioh,  faultering  as  he  goes, 
In  {hades  aiid  filcuce' vainly  fceks  repofe  • 
J^Tufing  through  pathlcfs  wi'ds,  confumes  the  day. 
Then  loft  in  darkncfs  weeps  the  hours  away. 
Here  the  fay  crowd  of  luxury  advance; 
Some  touchthc  lyre,  and  others  urge  the  dance  ; 
On  every  head  the  rofy  garland  glows, 
In  every  hand  the  golden  gol.let  flows. 
The  Syren  views  them  with  exulting  eyes. 
And  lan^'bs  at  Laftful  virtue  as  flie  fiies. 
But  iec  behind,  v.  here  fcorn  and  want  appear, 
^Fhe  grave  remonftrancc  and  the  wiuy  fneer. 
See  fell  remorfe  in  aclion,  prompt  to  dart 
Ker  fnaky'poifon  tlitfugh  the  confcious  heart. 
And  florfi  to  cancel,  v/ith  oblivinus  fliamc, 
'i'hc  fair  metncrial  of  recording  fame. 

Arc  thefe  delights  thit  one  would  wifli  to  gain.? 
Jnliis  t!;-  tlyfiur.i  of  a/ober  braip  I 
To  wait  for  happin°.fs  in  female  fmilcs, 
Bear  all  her  fcorii,  be  caught  with  all  her  wiles, 
V  ith  prayers,  v^ith  bribe,  with  lies,  her  pity  Crave, 
Bkfs  hLT  hard  bonds,  and  boaft  to  Le  her  flavc  ; 


To  feel,  for  trifles,  a  diftrading  trai^ 

Of  hones  and  terrors  equally  in  vain  ; 

Tins  hour  to  trembie,  and  the  next  to  glow, 

Can  pride,  can  fenlc,  can  reafon,  ftoop  lo  low? 

M'hen  virtue,  at  an  eafier  price,  difpiays 

1  he  facrcd  v.rcathi  of  honourable  piaifc; 

When  v/ifdoin  utters  h^r  divine  decree. 

To  laugh  at  pompous  folly,  and  be  free. 

I  bid  acLU,  then,  to  thefe  woeful  fcenes; 
I  bid  adieu  to  all  the  fex  of  queens; 
Adieu  to  ever .  luflcring,  fimpL-  loul 
'j'hat  lets  a  woman's  will  his  eafe  controul. 
Tiiere  lau^h,  ye  witty  ;  and  rebuke,  ye  grave! 
For  me,  1  fcoru  to  bo:;i"t  that  ini  a  flave. 
1  bid  the  whining  brothtrlioodbc;  gone; 
Joy  tc  my  hea.i  t :  my  \.  ifncs  are  my  own  ! 
Farev-iii  the  female  heaven, the  female  hell; 
To  th'j  :,-rcat  God  of  love  a  gk.d  fcrewell. 
Is  th;.^  nie  triumph  of  thy  awful  name  ? 
Are  thelc  the  fpicr.did  hopes  that  urg'd  thy  aim, 
Whe;.  firii  my  bofom  own'd  thy  haughty  fway  ?• 
When  thus  Minerva  heard  thee,  bcaiting,  fay, 
"  Go,  martial  maid,  elfewhere  thy  arts  employ, 
"  Nor  hope  to  flicker  that  d'jvoted  boy. 
"  Go  teach  the  foieriin  fons  cf  care  and  age, 
"  The  penfive  ftatcfmen,  and  the  midnight  fage  ; 
"  The  young  -.vith  me  mull;  other  lefibns  prove, 
"  Youth  calls  for  pleafure,  pleafure  calls  for  love. 
"  Eehoid  his  heart  thy  grave  advice  dildains, 
"  Eel.old  I  bind  him  in  eternal  chains." 

Alas!  great  love,  how  idle  v/as  the  boafl ! 
Thy  ciK-.ias  are  broken,  and  thy  ieffons  iofl  ; 
1  liy  wUful  rage  has  tir'd  my  fuft'ering  heart, 
Aidpaflici;,  reafon,  forc'd  tliee  to  depart. 

L'ut  '.•  hsveforc-  aoH  thou  linger  on  thy  way  ? 
Why  vainly  fearch  for  fome  pretence  to  flay, 
M'iien  en   vdi  oi  vadais  court  thy  pleafing  yoke, 
And  courticis  vicfluiis  bow  them  to  the  Itroke  ? 
Lo  I   lOiir.J  tiiy  llnine  a  tlioufand  youths  advance, 
Warm  wiih  the  gentle  ardoUrs  ol  romance  ; 
Each  long',  to  aflcrt  thy  caufe  with  feats  of  arms. 
And  make  the  vvoiid  confeis  Dulcinea's  charms. 
1  en  thouland  girl-,  with  tiowery  chapietscrovs  n'd, 
To  groves  aiid  llreams  thy  tender  triumph  found  ; 
Each  bids  the  Itrcam  in  murmurs  fpeak  her  flame, 
Eacii  calls  the  grove  to  figh  her  fhepherd's  name. 
But.  It  thy  pride  fuch  eai'y  honour  Icorn, 
If  nob  cr  trojihies  muft  thy  toil  adorn, 
Beho.d  yon  flowery  antiquated  maid  3 

Bright  in  tiie  bloom  of  threelcore  years  difplay'd  ;' 
Her  fliait  thou  bind  in  thy  deiightful  chains, 
.'Viid  thrill  with  gentle  pangs  her  wither'd  veins, 
Ker  frolly  cheek  with  crimion  bluihes  dye, 
Vv  ith  dreams  of  rapture  meit  her  maudlin  eye, 

'f  11:11  then  thy  labours  to  the  fervile  crowd. 
Entice  the  wary,  and  controul  the  proud  j 
Make  the  fad  nuier  his  beft  gains  forego. 
The  folemn  (tatefman  figh  to  be  a  beau. 
The  hold  coquette  with  tondelt  paflion  burn. 
The  Bacchanalian  o'er  his  bottie  mourn  : 
.'^nd  that  chief  f; lory  of  thy  power  maintain, 
"  To  poile  ambition  in  a  female  brain." 
Be  thefe  thytriumphs.     But  no  more  prefume 
That  my  rebellious  heart  will  yield  thee  rooni. 
I  know  thy  puny  force,  thy  fimple  wiles ; 
I  break  tnuuiphaiu  tliiough  thy  flinify  toils : 
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I  fee  tliy  dying  lamp's  laft  languid  plow. 
Thy  arrows  blunted,  and  imbrac'd  thy  bow. 
I  teel  diviner  tires  my  breaft  inflame, 
lo  active  icience,  and  ingenuous  fame; 
Reiiime  the  paths  ray  earlieft  choice  beean, 
And  lot'e,  vvith  pride,  the  lover  in  the  rn^n. 

A  BRITISH  PHILIPPIC  : 

Occqfioned  by  the  i?ifults  of  the  Spaniards,  and  the 
prejent  preparations  for  ivar. 

MDCCXXXVIII. 

Whence  this  unwonted  tranfport  in  my  breaft  ? 
Why  glow  my  thoughts,  and  whither  would  the 

mufe 
Afpire  with  rapid  wing  ?  Her  country's  caufe 
Demands  her  efforts;  at  that  facred  call 
She  fummons  all  her  ardour,  throws  afule 
The  trembling  lyre,  and  with  the  wairior's  trump 
She  means  to  thunder  in  each  Britilh  ear; 
And  if  one  fpark  of  honour  or  of  fame, 
Dlldain  of  infult,  dread  of  infamy, 
One  thought  of  public  virtue  yet  furvive. 
She  means  to  wake  it,  roufe  the  generous  flame, 
With  patriot  zeal  infpirit  every  breaft. 
And  fire  each  Britilli  heart  with  Britifti  wrongs. 

Alas,  the  vain  attempt  I   what  influence  now 
Can  the  mufe  boaft  1  or  what  attention  now 
Is  paid  to  fame  or  virtue  ?  Where  is  now 
The  Britilli  fpirit,  generous,  warm,  and  brave, 
So  frequent  wont  from  tyranny  and  woe 
To  free  the  fuppliant  nations?    Where,  indeed  1 
If  that  protc(flion,  once  to  ftrangers  given. 
Be  now  with-'held  from  fons  ?  each  nobler  thought. 
That  vvarm'd  our  fires,  is  loft  and  buried  now 
In  luxury  and  avarice.     Baneful  vice  1 
How  it  unman's  a  nation  1  yet  I'll  try, 
yH  aim  to  lliake  this  vile  degenerate  lloth; 
I'll  dare  to  roufe  Britannia's  dreaming  tons 
To  fame,  to  virtue,  and  impart  around 
A  generous  feeling  of  compatriot  woes. 

Come  then  the  various  powers  of  forceful  fpeech, 
All  that  can  move,  awaken,  lire,  tranfport ; 
Come  the  bold  ardour  of  the  Theban  bard  I 
The  arouflng  thunder  of  the  patriot  Greek  '. 
The  loft  periuafion  of  tlie  Roman  fage  1 
Come  all  1  and  raife  me  to  an  equal  height, 
A  rapture  worthy  of  my  glorious  raufe  ! 
Left  my  be  it  etforts  failing  fliould  debafe 
The  facred  theme  ;  for  with  no  common  wing 
The  mute  attempts  to  foar.    Yet  what  need  thefe  ? 
My  country's  fame,  my  free-born  Britifli  heart. 
Shall  be  my  lieft  infpirers,  raife  my  fli'^ht 
High  as  the  Theban's  pinion,  and  with  more 
Than  Greek  or  Roman  flame  exalt  my  foul- 
Oil  !  could  I  give  the  vaft  ideas  birth 
Espreffive  of  the  tlioughts  that  flame  within, 
No  more  fliould  lazy  luxury  detain 
Pur  ardent  youth  ;  no  more  fliall  Britain's  fons 
Sit  tamely  palTive  by,  and  caieleis  hear 
The  prayers,  fighs,  groans  (iuimortal  infamy  !) 
Of  fellow  Eritons,  with  opprefTion  funk, 
in  bitternefs  of  foul  demanding  aid. 
Calling  on  Britain,  their  dear  native  land, 
The  land  of  liberty  ;  fo. greatly  fam'd 
For  juft  redrefs :  tiie  land  fo  cllcn  dyed 


With  her  beft  blood,  for  that  aroufing  caufe. 
The  freedom  of  her  fons  ;  thofe  tons  that  nowr 
Far  from  the  manly  blefllngs  of  her  fway, 
Drag  the  vile  fetters  of  a  Spanilh  lord. 
And  dare  they,  dare  the  vanquiih'd  fons  of  Spain, 
Enflave  a  Briton  >  Wave  they  then  forgot. 
So  foon  forgot,  the  great,  the  immortal  day, 
V\'hen  refcued  Sicily  with  joy  beheld 
The  fwift-wing'd  thunder  of  the  Biitifli  arm 
Difperfe  their  navies  ?   when  their  coward  bands 
Fled,  like  the  raven  from  the  bird  of  Jove, 
From  fwift  impending  vengeance  fled  in  vain  : 
Are  thefe  our  lords  ?   And  can  Britannia  lee 
Her  foes  oft  vanquifli'd,  thus  defy  her  power, 
Infult  her  Itandard,  and  euflave  her  fons. 
And  not  arife  to  juftice  ?   Did  our  fires, 
Unaw'd  by  chains,  by  exile,  or  by  death, 
Preferve  inviolate  her  guardian  rights, 
To  Briton's  ever  facred  1  that  their  ions 
Might  give  them  up  to  Spaniards? — Turn  your 

eyes, 
Turn  ye  degenerate,  who  with  haughty  boafl 
Call  yourfelves  Britons,  to  that  difmal  gloor.  , 
That  dungeon  dark  and  deep,  where  neverthought 
Of  joy  or  peace  can  enter  ;  fee  the  gates 
Harth-creaking  open  ;  what  an  hiueous  void. 
Dark  as  the  yawning  grave  1   while  ftill  as  death 
A  frightful  filence  reigns;    1  here  on  the  ground 
Behold  your  brethren  chain'd  like  beafts  ot  prey  : 
There  mark  your  numerous  glories,  there  behold 
The  look  that  fpeaks  unutterable  woe  ; 
The  mangled  limb,  the  faint,  the  deathful  eye 
With  famine  funk,  the  deep  heart-burlting  groan 
Supprefj'd  in  filence  ;  view  the  loathfome  food, 
Kefus'd  by  dogs,  and  oh  1  the  flinging  thought  I 
View  the  dark  Spaniard  glorying  in  their  wrongs. 
The  deadly  prieit  triumphant  in  their  woes, 
And  thundering  worfe  damnation  on  their  fouls: 
While  that  pale  form,  in  all  the  pangs  of  death, 
Too  faint  to  fpeak,  yet  eloquent  of  ail. 
His  native  Britiih  fpirit  yet  untam'd, 
Raifes  his  head,  and  with  indignant  frowns 
Of  great  defiance,  and  fuperior  fcorn. 
Looks  up  and  dies — Oh  1  I  am  all  on  fire  '. 
But  let  me  fpare  the  theme,  left  future  times 
Should  blufli  to  hear  that  either  conquer'd  Spain 
Durft  offer  Britain  fuch  otitrageous  wrong, 
Or  Britain  tamely  bore  it — 
Defcend,  ye  guardian  heroes  of  the  land  1 
Scourges  of  Spain,  defcend  1   Behold  your  fons. 
See  1   how  they  run  the  fame  heroic  race. 
How  prompt,  how  ardent  in  their  country's  caufe, 
How  greatly  proud  to  afiert  their  Britiflr  blood. 
And  in  their  deeds  refleifl  their  fathers'  fame  1 
Ah  '.  would  to  heaven  ye  did  not  rather  fee 
How  dead  to  virtue  in  the  public  caufe  '. 
How  cold,  how  carelefs,  how  to  glory  deaf, 
1  hey  fliame  your  laurels,  and  belie  their  birth  I 

Come,  ye  great  fpirits,  Ca'ndifh,  Raieigh,  Blake  L 
And  ye  of  latter  name  your  countiy's  prUe, 
Oh  !  come,  difperfe  thefe  lazy  fumes  of  floth, 
Teach  Britifli  hearts  with  Britifli  fires  to  glow  1 
In  wakening  whifpers  roufe  our  ardent  youth, 
Blyzon  the  triumphs  of  your  better  days, 

I  Paint  all  the  glorious  fcenes  of  rightful  war. 
In  all  its  fplendours  ;  to  their  fwelling  fouls 
Say  liow  ye  b'^w'd  the  infulting  Spaniards  pride, 
•  B'.y  h'j'.v  ye  taundei'd  o'er  tiieir  proHrate  headsj 


Say  how  ye  broke  tlicir  lines  and  fir'd  their  ports, 
Say  how  not  death,  in  all  its  frightfulfliapes, 
Could  damp  your  fouls,  or  fliake  the  great  refolve 
For  right  and  Britain  :  Then  difplay  the  joys 
The  patriot's  foul  exalting,  while  he  views 
Tranfported  millons  hail  with  loud  acclaim 
The  guardian  of  their  civil,  facred  rights. 
How  greatly  welcome  to  the  virtuous  man 
Is  death  for  others  good  I  the  radiant  thoughts 
That  beam  celeftial  on  his  paffing  foul. 
The  unfading  crowns  awaiting  him  above, 
The  exalting  plaudit  of  the  Great  Supreme, 
Who  in  his  actions  with  complacence  views 
His  own  reflected  fplendour  ;  then  defcend, 
Though  to  a  lower,  yet  a  nobler  fcene ; 
Paint  the  juft  honours  to  his  reliques  paid. 
Show  grateful  millions  weeping  o'er  his  grave  ; 
While  his  fair  fame  in  each  progrcffive  age 
For  ever  brightens :  and  the  wife  and  good 
Of  every  land  in  univerfal  choir 
\^'lth  richeft  incenfe  of  undying  praife 
His  urn  encircle,  to  the  wondering  world 
His  numerous  triumphs  blazon ;  while  with  awCj 
W^ith  filial  reverence,  in  his  fteps  they  tread. 
And,  copying  every  virtue,  every  fame, 
Tranfplant  his  glories  intofecond  life. 
And,  with  unfparing  hand,  make  nations  blell 
By  his  example.     Vaft,  immenfe  rewards  I 
For  all  the  turmoils  which  the  virtuous  mind 
Encounters  here.     Yet,  Britons,  are  ye  cold  ? 
Yet  deaf  to  glory,  virtue,  and  the  call 
Of  your  poor  injur'd  conntryraen  ?  Ah  I  no. 
I  fee  ye  are  not ;  every  bofom  glows 
With  native  greatnefs,  and  in  all  its  ftate 
The  Britifh  fpirit  rifes  :  Glorious  change  ! 
Fame,  virtue,  freedom,  welcome  !  O  forgive 
The  mufe,  that,  ardent  in  her  facred  caufe. 
Your  glory  queftion'd  ;  flie  beholds  with  joy ; 
She  owns,  fhe  triumphs  in  her  wifli'd  miftake. 

See  1  from  l»er  fea-beat  throne  in  awful  march 
Britannia  towers:  upon  her  laurel  creft 
The  plumes  majeftic  nod  j  behold  (he  heaves 
Her  guardian  fliields,  and  terrible  in  arms 
For  battle  fhakes  her  adamantine  fpear  s 
Loud  at  her  foot  the  Britifli  lion  roars, 
.  Frighting  the  nations ;  haughty  Spain  full  foon 
Shall  hear  and  tremble.     Go  then,  Britons,  forth. 
Your  country's  daring  champions :  tell  your  foes, 
Tell  them  in  thunders  o'er  their  proftrate  land. 
You  were  not  born  for  (laves :  Let  all  your  deeds 
Show  that  the  fonsof  thofe  immortal  men, 
The  ftars  of  Aiming  ftory,  are  not  flow 
In  virtue's  path  to  emulate  their  fires. 
To  alTert  their  country's  rights,  avenge  her  fons, 
And  hurl  the  bolts  of  juftice  on  her  foes. 

HYMN  TO  SCIENCE. 

"  O  Vitse  Philofophia  Dux  I  O  Virtutis  indaga- 
•*  trix,  expultrixque  Vitiorum.— Tu  Urbes  pe- 
"  perifti ;  tu  inventrix  Legum,  tu  magillra  Mo- 
"  rum  &c  DifcipliciB  fuilti  :  Ad  te  confugimus, 
"  a  te  Opem  petimus."    Cic.  Ti:fc.  Qujsft. 

I. 

Scir.KCE  !  thou  fair  effufive  ray 
Franj  the  great  fource  of  mental  day, 

X 
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Free,  generous,  and  refin'd  I 
Defcend  with  all  thy  treafures  fraught, 
Illumine  each  bewilder'd  thought. 

And  blefs  my  labouring  mind. 
II. 
But  firft  with  thy  reCftlefs  light, 
Difperfe  thofe  phantoms  from  my  fight, 

Thofe  mimic  fliades  of  thee: 
The  fcholiaft's  learning,  fophift's  cant, 
The  vifionary  bigot's  rant. 

The  monk's  philofophy. 
III. 
0  !  let  thy  powerful  charms  impart 
The  patient  head,  the  candid  heart, 

Devoted  to  thy  fway  ; 
Which  no  weak  paflions  e'er  miflead, 
Which  ftill  with  dauntlefs  fteps  proceed 

Where  reafon  points  the  way. 

IV. 

Give  me  to  learn  each  I'ecret  caufe  ; 
Let  number's,  figure's,  motion's  laws 

Reveal'd  before  me  ftand  ; 
Thefe  to  great  nature's  fcenes  apply. 
And  round  the  globe,  and  through  the  fky, 

Difclofe  her  working  hand. 

V. 

Nest,  to  thy  nobler  fearch  refign'd. 
The  bufy,  rsftleis,  human  mind 

Through  every  maze  purfue  ; 
Detedl  perception  where  it  lies, 
Catch  the  ideas  as  they  riie. 

And  alt  their  changes  view. 

VI. 

Say  from  what  fimple  fprings  began 
The  vaft,  ambitious  thoughts  of  man, 

Which  range  beyond  controul ; 
Which  feek  eternity  to  trace. 
Dive  through  the  infinity  of  fpace. 

And  ftrain  to  grafp  the  whole, 
vii. 
Her  fecret  ftores  let  memory  tell, 
Bid  fancy  quit  her  fairy  cell. 

In  all  her  colours  dreft  ; 
While,  prompt  her  fallies  to  controul, 
Reafon,  the  judge,  recalls  the  foul 

To  truth's  fevereft  teft. 
viii. 
Then  launch  through  being's  wide  extent ; 
Let  the  fair  fcale,  with  juft  afcent. 

And  cautious  fteps,  be  trod  ; 
And  from  the  dead,  corporeal  mafs. 
Through  each  progreftive  order  pafs 

To  inftin<ft,  reafon,  God. 

IX. 

There,  Science  I  veil  thy  daring  eye ; 
Nor  dive  too  deep,  nor  foar  too  high, 

In  that  divine  abyfs; 
To  faith  content  thy  beams  to  lend. 
Her  hopes  to  alfure,  her  fteps  befriend. 

And  light  her  way  to  blifs. 

X. 

Then  downwards  take  thy  flight  agaicj 
Mix  with  the  policies  of  men. 

And  focinl  nature's  ties ; 
The  plan  the  genius  of  each  ftate, 
Its  interert  and  its  powers  r?!atc. 

Its  fortunes  and  its  rife. 


W 
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INSCRIPTIONS,  EPISTLES,  &c: 


3iC 


Through  private  life  purfue  thy  courfe, 
Trace  every  adlion  to  its  fource. 

And  means  and  motives  weigh : 
Put  tempers,  paffions,  in  the  fcale, 
Mark  what  degrees  in  each  prevail. 

And  fix  the  doubtful  fway. 

XII. 

That  laft,  bed  effort  of  thy  flull, 
To  form  the  life,  and  rule  the  will. 

Propitious  power  1  impart ; 
Teach  me  to  cool  my  paflion's  fires, 
Make  me  the  judge  of  my  defires, 

The  mafter  of  my  heart. 

XIII. 

Raife  me  above  the  vulgar's  breath, 
Purfuit  of  fortune,  fear  of  death, 

And  all  in  life  that's  mean  : 
Still  true  to  reafon  be  my  plan, 
Still  let  my  a<5lions  fpeak  the  man, 

Tbrsugh  every  various  fcene. 


XIV. 


Hail !  queen  of  manners,  light  of  truth  ; 
Hail !  charm  of  age,  and  guide  of  youth ; 

Sweet  refuge  of  diftrefs : 
In  bufinefs,  thou  '.  exadl,  polite ; 
Thou  giv'ft  retirement  its  delight, 

frolperity  its  grace. 

XV. 

Of  wealth,  power,  freedom,  thou  the  caufe  ; 
Foundrefs  of  order,  cities,  laws. 

Of  arts  inventrefs,  thou  I 
Without  thee,  what  were  human-kind  ? 
low  vaft  their  wants,  their  thoughts  how  blind ! 
Their  joys  how  mean     how  few  I 

XVI. 

Sun  of  the  foul  I  thy  tcdif.s  unveil  I 
;-et  others  fpread  the  daring  fail, 

On  fortune's  faithlefs  fea : 
While,  undeluded,  happier  I 
From  the  vain  tumult  timely  fly. 

And  fit  in  peace  with  thee. 
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To  which  ia  prefixed 

rHE    LIFE    OF   THE  AUTHOR.^ 


The  Mufe  who  now  this  early  homage  pays, 
Firft  learn'd  from  thee  to  animate  her  lays : 
A  Mufe,  as  yet  unhonour'd,  but  unflain'd, 
Who  prais'd  no  vices,  no  preferment  gain'd ; 
Unbiafs'd  or  to  cenfure  or  commend, 
Who  knows  no  envy,  and  who  grieves  no  friend ; 
Perhaps  too  fond  to  make  thofe  virtues  known. 
And  fix  her  fame  immortal  on  thy  own. 

EPISTLE  TO  POPE. 


EDINBURGH: 

PRINTED  BY  MUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE; 


THE  LIFE  OF  HARTE. 


Walter  Harte  was  born  about  the  beginning  of  this  centurjr.  Of  the  place  of  his  birth  there 
is  no  memorial.  His  father,  the  Rev.  Walter  Harte,  had  been  Fellow  of  Pembroke  College,  Ox- 
ford, Prebend  of  Briftol,  and  Canon  of  Wells  ;  but  was  difpoffeffed  of  his  preferments  in  1691,  for 
refufing  to  take  the  oaths  to  King  William.  He  obtained  his  Prebendary  of  Briflol,  by  the  recom- 
mendation of  Lord  Chancellor  Jeffries,  in  return  for  the  manly  freedom  with  which  he  remon- 
ftrated  againfl  his  feverities  at  Taunton.  By  the  kindnefs  of  the  nonjurant  Bifhops  Kidder,  Hooper, 
and  Wynne,  he  received  the  little  profits  from  his  Canonry  of  Wells  till  the  time  of  his  death, 
which  happened  at  Kentbury  in  Bucks,  February  10.  173J.  Lord  Chancellor  Harcourt  offered 
him  a  Biftioprick  from  Queen  Anne  ;  but  the  favour  was  declined,  with  grateful  acknowledgments. 
He  was  educated,  as  he  himfelf  informs  us,  in  the  dedication  to  his  Divine  Poem. ,  at  the  free  fchool 
of  Marlborough,  in  Wiltfhire,  under  the  care  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Hildrop,  from  whence  he  was  re- 
moved to  St.  Mary-Hall,  Oxford.  Early  in  life  he  difcovered  a  propenfity  to  poetry ;  and,  before 
he  left  Marlborough  fchool,  he  had  diflinguiflied  himfelf  by  his  poetical  compofitions,  as  appears 
from  the  concluding  lines  of  his  Epijlle  to  the  Countcfs  of  Hertford. 

Firft  in  thy  fliades,  (where  filver  Kennet  glides. 
Fair  M;»  'borough's  turrets  trembling  in  his  tides)  : 
To  love's  foft  theme  I  tun'd  the  warbling  lyre. 
And  borrow'd  from  thy  eyes  poetic  fire. 
In  1727,  he  publifhed  a  volume  of  Poems  onfeveral  Occafions,  8vo.  infcribed  to  the  Earl  of  Peter- 
borough, the  conqueror  of  Valencia  ;  written,  as  he  tells  us,  before  he  was  nineteen. 

He  had  already  obtained  the  notice  of  Pope,  who  not  only  introduced  him  to  the  acquaintance  of 
the  wits  of  the  time,  but  procured  him  the  patronage  of  the  Earl  of  Peterborough,  Mrs.  Nugent, 
and  Edward  Eliot,  Efq.  of  Port  Eliot  (relations  of  Craggs),  and  the  Earl  of  Chefterfield,  as  he  him- 
felf gratefuHy  acknowledges  in  the  concluding  lines  of  his  Macarius. 
My  firft,  my  lateft  bread,  I  owe  to  thee ; 
Thou,  and  thy  friends,  preferv'd  my  mufe  and  me. 
By  proxy,  from  a  gen'rous  kindred  fpread. 
Thy  Craggs's  bounty  fell  upon  my  head  : 
Thy  Mordaunt's  kindnefs  did  my  youth  eng-age. 
And  thy  own  Chefterfield  protecfts  my  age. 
"With  the  elegant  and  amiable  Fenton,  he  had  the  happinefs  of  being  clofely  connected  In  friend* 
fliip,  and  held  a  very  amicable  correfpondence  with  Pattifon,  who  was  obliged  to  him  for  many 
kind  offices  of  relief  under  his  misfortunes.—"  I  have  often,"  fays  the  biographer  of  Pattifon,  "  heard 
him  acknowledge,  with  the  greateft  fatisfadlion,  the  happinefs  of  the  acquaintance  he  had  cultivat- 
ed with  that  finccre  young  gentleman,  Mr.  Walter  Harte,  of  St.  Mary-Hall,  Oxon.     The  laft  let- 
ter he  ever  received  was  from  this  gentleman  (being  but  tv/o  days  before  his  death).     He  had 
wrote  to  him  for  his  advice  concerning   a  nevv^  verfion  of   "  Ovid's  Epiftles;"    and  Mr.  Harte, 
as  he  fays  himfelf,  "  at  a  moment's  fummons,  dealt  plainly,  and  communicated  his  fentiments." 

His  letter  to  Pattifon  on  this  occafion,  is  fo  curious  and  valuable,  that  it  is  impoflible  to  avoid 
tranfcribing  It. — ^"  The  little  I  can  fay  in  regard  to  Ovid  will  be  of  fmall  fervlce  to  your  new  verfion  of 
his  ''  Epiftlcs."  I  muft  own  I  have  ftudied  his  manner  much,  and  have  often  endeavoured  to  make  a 
mixed  fort  of  writing  between  iiim  and  Statins.  But  to  enter  into  a  long  detail  of  critlcifm,  would 
fwell  my  letter  too  much ;  or,  to  fpeak  more  fincerely,  I  will  never  fay  a  word  after  Dryden. 
Yet,  methinks,  I  had  better  play  the  fool  than  be  too  ill-natured  t  for  you  prefs  me  hard  to  fpeak  my 
thoughts  impartially  on  the  laft  tranflation.  I  Ihould  be  glad  to  equivocate  In  this  cafe,  for  of  all 
things  I  hate  detradllon.  You  are  fenfible  I  do  this  very  unwillingly,  for  the  gentlemen  are  dead  ; 
and,  may  my  own  ill  poetry  never  meet  with  any  favour,  if  I  take  any  pleafure  In  difturbing  their 
afhes.  To  tranllate  after  them,  is  to  do  them  no  injury.  To  imitate  an  original,  Is  every  man's 
property,  and  he  may  alTume  it  when  he  pleafes.  All  we  can  do.  Is  to  alleviate  their  errors,  and. 
toavo'd  Tcfle(3Ion.     'TIs  ungenerous  to  upbraid  a  man  for  doing  his  beft,  either  in  life  or  writings. 

"  The  epiftles  which  I  think  to  be  capable  01  many  amendments,  are  tliefe  following:  "  Phillls  to 
i)emo-.hoon,"  by  Polcy  and  Lloyd,  "  Hypermeneftra,"  by  Wright,  "Ariadne  to  Thefeus,"  "  Her- 
jmlone  to  Oreftes,"  "  Lear.der,"  &c.  bv  Tate,  and  «•'  CEnonc,"  bj-  Mrs.  Behn  (thefe  are  prcttj 
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good,  but  paraphraft  J),  "  Laodamia,"  "  Paris  to  Helen,"  "  Penelope,"  «  Hypfipile,"  «  Medea," 
"  Phajdia,"  by  Ot*ay,  "  Brifeis,"  by  Caryl  (this  has  many  fine  lines),  "  Dejanira,"  "  Acontius," 
and  my  own  Cydlppe..  On  the  contrary,  I  need  not  tell  you,  that  noman  livinj^  can  excel  "  SapphiS 
to  Phaon,"  by  Mr.  Pope;  and,  if  I  were  to  criticife  on  the  "  Epill;Ies,"  I  would  draw  my  rules 
from  his  verGon.  The  fame  may  be  faidof  "  Canace,"  "  Helen  to  Paris,"  and  "  Dido  to  uEneas,"' 
by  Dryden. — A  reafon  may  be  given  why  thefe  gentlemen  fucceeded  no  better.  They  left  out  many 
beauties,  but  feldom  added  or  improved  any.  I  fliall  juft  obferve  feme  general  failings  which  run. 
through  them  all. — Oo.Wj  charafter  was  eafe  and  foftnefs;  here  they  all  loft  him.  Nothing  can  be 
more  ftiff  and  profaic  than  the  modern  verlion.  0-jid,  methinks,  is  like  fonie  great  man  puced  on  an 
eminence, 

Defpicere  unde  potefl;  illos,  pallimque  vldcre, 
Errare,  utque  viam  palentes  qu'jerere — 
"  In  the  next  place,  they  have  nothing  padietlcal ;  or,  if  they  had,  the  lamenefs  of  the  verfe  would 
fpoil  it.  'Twere  tedious  to  give  you  diretflions  to  copy,  or  rather  to  improve  O-vld  in  this  cafe  ;  'tis 
the  very  foul  of  all  the  "  Epiftles ;"  nor  can  a  tranflator  be  fuppofed  to  be  ignorant  of  fo  efiential  a 
beauty.  "  'Tis  all  in  all  in  every  part,"  as  Suarez  and  the  Schoolmen  tell  us.  I  think  I  have  brought 
in  this  metaphylical  notion  very  dextrouSy.  In  regard  to  the  ^j/i6«  above  mentioned,  I  know  not 
how  to  make  you  fenfible  of  my  own  conceptions,  for  we  conceive  many  things  which  cannot  be  de- 
fined. I  never  hear  whr.t  Tully  calls  the  d'lflum  ardens  in  poetry,  but  I  tremble  extremely,  though  at 
that  inftant  I  cannot  give  any  exa<3:  reafon  why  I  am  pleafed.  All  I  mean  may  be  found  in  "  Eloifa 
to  Abelard,"  the  "  Faery  Queene,"  and  'the  moft  tender  tragedies.  But  beware  of  any  thing  too 
fubtlle  and  abftrufe  in  the  notions  of  lovs  and  honour  (a  fault  which  Petrarch  and  Cowley  mollly 
lan  into) ;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  avoid  too  vvomaniih  a  foftnefs,  fuch  as  we  find  in  romances ; 
for,  let  the  French  fay  what  they  will,  a  thing  may  be  written  too  ca-valierement.  In  regard  to  the 
mythological  and  hiftorical  part,  you  cannot  be  too  Ihort  and  plain  :  fomething  hke  Sandys's  tran- 
ilation  of  the  "  Metamorphofes."  And,  in  the  laft  place,  I  would  advife  you  to  follow  no  com- 
mentator whatfoever,  in  the  firft  fketch  of  your  verfes ;  for,  by  adhering  too  fcrupuloufly  to  the 
letter  and  context,  the  whole  mufl  of  courfe  be  ftift,  and  the  firft  error  will  grow  worfe  and  worfe 
the  more  you  flrive  to  correcS  it.  It  puts  me  in  mind  of  a  fault  in  moft  ill  poets,  though  I  never 
faw  the  obfervation  before ;  they  make  the  former  line  of  the  couplet  firft,  and,  when  they  have 
taken  the  full  force  and  extent  of  the  thought  into  this  one,  'tis  impofiible  for  the  other  to  have 
cither  fenfe  or  found.     1  have  read  a  whole  poem,  of  which  every  line  was  an  anti-climax. 

"  Thus  far  1  have  ventured  to  give  my  opinion ;  and,  if  my  letter  fhould  prove  fomething  of  the 
longeft,  be  pleafed  to  take  Cardinal  du  Perron's  anfwer,  who  ufed  to  fay  on  the  fame  occafion,  «  he 
had  not  time  to  write  a  fhorter."  'Twas  begun  apd  ended  in  one  morning,  without  reading  or 
thinking  with  any  tolerable  exadlnefs ;  and,  if  you  knew  how  ill  I  am,  you  would  wonder  I  could 
fay  fo  much.     Sickncfs  excufes  impertinence,  as  well  as  ill  manners;  fo,  without  ceremony,  adieu." 

The  fame  writer  obf^rves,  that  the  produftions  of  this  unfortunate  poet  were  moftly  written,  as 
■well  as  his  friend's,  before  the  author  was  nineteen  years  of  age.  "  And  I  doubt  not,"  he  adds,  "  but 
the  Rev.  Mr.  Hildrop,  mafter  of  Marlborough  fchool,  in  Wiltfhire,  looks  upon  it  as  an  honour  fo 
have  had  a  Harte  for  his  pupil,  as  Mr.  Yates  of  Appleby  exprcfies  his  generous  pleafure  at  having 
educated  a  Pattifon." 

He  took  the  degree  of  Mafter  of  Arts,  January  20.  1730  ;  and  publiflied,  that  year.  An  EJjy  on 
Satire, particularly  the  Dunciad,  defigned  as  a  vindication  of  that  admirable  fatire.  He  publifhed  alfo 
two  fermons,  one  called.  The  Union  and  Harmony  of  Reafon,  Marality,  and  Revealed  Religion,  preached 
at  St.  Mary's,  Oxford,  February  27.  1786-7,  which  went  through  at  kaft  five  editions:  the  other, 
a  faft  fermon,  preached  at  the  fame  place,  January  9.  17.^9-40. 

He  was  afterwards  Vice-Principal  of  St.  Mary-Hal!,  and  a  Tutor  of  great  reputation. 
His  friends.  Pope  and  Lyttleton,  recommended  him  to  Lord  Cheftcrfield  as  a  fit  preceptor  to  his 
natural  fon,  Philip  Stanhope,  Efq.  with  whom  he  travelled,  from  1746  till  1750. 

He  is  defcribed  by  Lord  Chefterfield,  in  his  «  Letters"  to  his  fon,  publiflied  by  Mrs.  Stanhope, 
as  "  a  man  of  confummate  erudition,"  but  as  ill  qualified  to  polilh  the  manners  of  his  pupil. 

It  appears  that  he  was  awkward  in  his  perfon  and  addrcfs,  had  an  unhappy  impediment  in  his 
fpeech,  and  a  tot^I  w»W  olear ;  yet  h^  io  well  perfomisd liis  <;ffice,tlia^  Lord  Chtilerficld  r^-warded  him 
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V^ith  a  Canonry  of  WIndfor,  "  procured  with  great  difficulty,"  which  probably  arofe  from  his  col- 
lege connei9;ions ;  as  St.  Mary-Hall,  of  which  Dr.  King  was  Principal,  was  at  that  time  noted 
for  Jacobitifni. — «  Mr.  Harte,"  Lord  Chefterfield  writes  his  fon,  January  14.  1751^  "goes  this  week 
to  Cornwall  to  take  poffeffion  of  his  living ;  he  has  been  inftalled  at  Windfor ;  he  will  return  hither 
in  about  a  month,  when  your  literary  correfpondence  with  him  will  be  regularly  carried  on.  Your 
mutual  concern  at  parting  was  a  good  fign  for  both." 

In  1759,  he  publifhed  his  Hiflory  ofGuJlavus  Adolphus,  in.  %  vols.  4to.  with  a  dedication  to  Lord 
Chefterfield.—"  Next  week,"  that  nobleman  writes  his  fon,  March  30. 1 759,  "  Mr.  Harte  will  fend  yoa 
his  Gujla-uut  Adolphus,  in  two  quartos :  it  will  contain  many  new  particulars  of  the  life  of  that  hero,  as 
he  has  had  abundant  and  authentic  materials,  which  have  never  yet  appeared.  Itvvill,  upon  the 
whole,  be  a  very  curious  and  valuable  hiftory,  though,  between  you  and  me,  I  could  have  wilhed 
that  he  had  been  more  corredl  and  elegant  in  his  ftyle.  You  will  find  it  dedicated  to  one  of  your 
acquaintance,  who  was  forced  to  prune  the  luxuriant  praiifes  beftowed  upon  him,  and  yet  has  left 
enough  of  all  confcience  to  fatisfy  a  reafonable  man." 

The  fuccefs  of  the  hiflory  was  unequal  to  his  hopes  :  and  his  health  was  fenfibly  affecSed  by  it. 

"  I  had  a  dlfnial  letter  from  Harte,"  Lord  Chefterfield  writes  his  fon,  December  6.  1761 :  "  he 
felis  me  that  he  is  at  nurfe  with  a  lifter  in  Berkfliire ;  that  he  has  got  a  confouiided  jaundice,  befides 
twenty  other  diftempers.  The  true  caufe  of  thefe  complaints  I  take  to  be  the  fame  that  fo  greatly* 
difordered,  and  had  nearly  deftroyed  the  moft  auguft  houfe  of  Auftria,  about  130  years  ago,  t  mean 
Gujiavus  Adolphus  ;  who  neither  anfwered  his  expetSlations  in  point  of  profit  nor  reputation,  and  that 
merely  by  his  own  fault,  in  not  vifriting  it  in  the  vulgar  tongue ;  for,  as  to  fafts,  I  will  maintain, 
that  it  is  one  of  the  beft  hiftories  extant." 

He  now  retired  to  Bath  for  the  benefit  of  his  health,  where,  excepting  fome  few  tficurfions  to  hi# 
Sfter,  he  fpent  the  remainder  of  his  life. 

As  he  had  marred  his  hiftory  by  a  ftrange  afFeded  ftyle,  "full  of  Latiriifms,  Gallicifms,  Germani- 
c4fms,andall  tfms  but  Anglicifms,"  he  thought  proper  to  publifti  an  improved  edition  of  it  in  8V0.176J. 

"  Harte,"  Lord  Chefterfield  writes  his  fon,  Nov.  ij.  176a,  "  is  going  to  publifli  a  new  edition 
•f  his  GtiJlaiius,  in  oftavo  ;  which,  hfe  tells  me,  he  has  altered  ;  and  which,  I  could  tell  him,  he  ftiould 
tranflate  into  Englifli,  or  it  will  not  fell  better  than  the  former ;  for,  while  this  world  endures,  ftyle 
and  manner  will  lie  regarded  at  leaft  as  much  as  matter." 

In  1764,  he  publiftied  his  EJfays  on  Hujbandry,  in  8vo.  written,  a?  he  tells  us  in  the  General  Iniroducr 
Hon,  "  in  imitation  of  Cowley's  effays  on  fubjedls  of  a  like  nature." 

Of  this  pleafing  and  inftrudtive  work.  Lord  Cheftetfield  has  given  a  v^ry  fsivbiirable  account  in 
his  letter  to  his  fon,  September  3.  1764  :  "  I  have  received  a  book  for  you,  and  one  for  myfelf,  from 
Mr.  Harte.  It  is  upon  agriculture,  and  will  furprlfe  yoii,  as  I  confefs  it  did  me.  This  work  is  not 
only  in  Englifli,  but  good  and  elegant  Englifli ;  he  has  even  fcattered  graces  upon  his  fubjeift  ;  and, 
in  profe,  has  come  very  near  Virgil's  Georgics  in  verfe.  I  have  written  to  him  to  congratulate  his 
happy  transformation.  As  foon  as  I  can  find  an  opportunity,  1  will  fend  you  your  copy,  Yoii 
^though  no  Agricola)  will  read  it  with  pleafure." 

The  fuccefs  of  his  F.Jfuys  produced  no  favourable  change  in  the  ftate  of  his  health  and  fpirits.  He 
(Continued  at  Bath,  dejecfted  and  difpirited,  between  real  and  imaginary  diftrefles,  till,  in  I^ovembei' 
1766,  he  had  a  ftroke  of  the  palfy,  which  deprived  him  of  the  ufe  of  his  right  leg,  afifefted  his  fpeech, 
and  in  fome  degree  his  head. 

In  1767,  he  publiflied  his  "  great  poetical  work,"  which  he  had  been  long  preparing,  trailed  The 
Amaranth,  confifting  of  Fables,  Tales,  and  Emblematic  Viftons,  embelliftied  with  an  engraved  frontif-» 
piece,  a  vignette  title  page,  and  elegant  head  and  tail  pieces. 

"  Harte,"  Lord  Chefterfield  writes  his  fon,  December  18.  1763,  "  has  a  great  poetical  work  to 
publifli ;  he  has  ftiown  me  fome  parts  of  it.  He  had  entitled  it  Emblems ,  but  I  perfuaded  him  to 
ilter  that  name,  for  two  reafons ;  the  firft  was,  becaufe  they  are  not  Emblem:,  but  Fahks ,  the  fecond 
was,  that  if  they  had  been  emblems,  Cjuarles  had  degraded  and  vilified  that  name  to  fuch  a  degree,- - 
that  it  is  impoflible  to  make  ufe  of  it  after  him  ;  fo  they  are  to  be  called  F.-.bles  though  Moral  Tales 
would,  iti  my  mind,  be  the  proper  name.  If  you  aflc  me  what  I  think  of  thofe  I  have  feen,  I  muft 
f.iy  thzX.  flint  plura  bona,  qucsdam  mediocra,  et  qued.im—^^ 

In  Odober  17.  1768,  Lord  Chefterfield  writes  his  fon,  for  the  laft  time  :  "  Poor  Harte,  who  Is 
here  [Bath]  ftill,  is  in  a  moft  miferable  condition ;  he  has  entirely  loii  tjie  ufe  of  his  left  fide ;  an4 
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can  hartHy  fpea';  mtelllgiBly.  I  was  with  him  yefterday.  He  inquired  after  you  with  great  affec* 
tion.  and  was  in  the  ntmoft  concern  when  I  fliowed  him  your  letter."— His  pupil,  Mr.  btanhope, 
died  November  16.  1768;  and,  in  that  melancholy  condition,  he  lived  till  1773,  having  furvived 
liim  five  years. 

Hii  Foifr.s,  publ  fhed  by  himfelf,  in  1727, 1730,  and  1767,  have  not  been  reprinted.  They  are 
now,  with  fome  fugitive  pieces  difperfed  up  and  down  in  the  mifcellanies,  received,  for  the  firft  time, 
into  a  coll  dion  of  claflical  Englilh  poetry. 

A  copy  of  his  Efay  on  Hea/oi:,  pubiilhed  in  folio,  1727,  a  very  fine  poem,  which  was  much  labour- 
ed, and  went  thiough  Fope's  hands,  could  not  be  procured  for  this  coUedion. 

The  charafter  of  Harte  feems  to  have  been  highly  amiable  and  refpedlable.  He  was  beloved, 
ciieemrd,  and  revered  by  his  friends.  The  teRimonies  of  Pope,  Fenton,  and  Lyttleton,  are  un- 
queflionable  authorities  in  favour  of  his  imelkdual  and  moral  endowments.  Even  Chefterfield 
concurs  m  the  fulleft  commendation  of  his  amiable  worth  and  confummate  erudition,  though  his 
fafti  loiis. delicacy  unfitted  him  to  balance  the  escellence  of  his  moral  qualities  againft  his  deficiency 
in  the  graces  of  perfonal  behaviour. 
.  As  a  poet,  he  does  not  feem  to  have  hitherto  obtained  fo  much  attention  as  he  deferves.  His 
poems  aiFord  indubitable  proofs  of  the  elegance  and  correflnefs  of  his  tafte,  and  the  mildnefs  and 
fervency  of  his  piety.  Pope  is  the  model  whom  he  profeffes  to  imitate,  and  it  mufl  be  acknowledged, 
that  he  is  often  very  fuccefsful  in  copying  the  caft  of  his  diction  and  the  peculiar  flrudlure  of  his 
■ver.:ncat:on.  The  fervility  of  his  imitation  is  moft  remarkable,  in  his  earlier  produdions,  particu- 
larly in  his  tranflaticns  from  SLriius  and  Qvid,  and  in  his  P'grfcs  to  Pope  and  To  a  Lady  -with  Ftnions 
MJce  lany,  \s'c.  In  the  concluding  lines  of  the  Fcrfcs  to  a  Lady,  l^c.  the  language  and  the  thought 
are  evidently  borrowed  from  Pope,  with  much  Ikill  and  propriety. 

Oihh  Aiifcellaiiectus  Poems,  ^s  EJay  on  Painting  is  the  longefl  and  mofl  elaborate.  Confidering 
the  difficulty  of  the  fubjed,  it  is  executed,  upon  the  whole,  with  much  judgment  and  tafte,  and 
jnay  be  read  with  pleafure  by  the  admirers  of  the  filler  arts  of  poetry  and  painting.  The  dillind- 
nefs,  and,  as  far  as  the  prefent  writer  is  competent  to  judge,  the  juflinefs  with  which  it  marks  the 
charadcr  of  the  diiFer^nt  fchools,  and  of  the  moft  celebrated  mafters,  will  be  particularly  acceptable. 
In  his  Efay  en  Satire,  he  has  fometimes  caught  the  fpirit,  and  fometimes  acquired  the  elegance  and 
.accuracy  of  Pope.  Some  lines  are  vigoroufly  written,  and  feveral  of  the  charaders  are  iketched 
out  with  animation  and  pieciCnn  ;  but  the  temper  in  which  many  parts  of  it  are  written  cannot 
altogether  be  approved  o*^.  'I'he  tranflations  from  Statius  and  Oitid,  are,  in  general,  clalfical  and 
elegant,  and  rendered  with  fuch  fidelity,  that  they  convey  to  the  reader,  not  only  the  grandeur  and 
fpirit  of  the  originals,  but  the  florid  epithets  and  injudicious  prettinefies  by  which  they  are  diminilhed 
and  debafcd. 

In  his  Divin'  Poems,  there  is  a  fpirit  of  piety,  which,  as  it  feems  to  be  perfedly  fobcr  and  un- 
afflded,  is  truly  venerable.  Nor  is  there  a  vant  of  genius.  Moft  of  the  Fables  and  Emblematieal 
Vijions  are  embelliflied  with  liv-ly  imagery,  picTiurefque  fceaery,  brilliant  allufions,  and  other  poeti- 
cal ornaments.  The  vcrfification  is  fmooth  in  general,  and  the  language  is  elegant.  The  fcntiments 
are  marked  with  the  genuine  ftamp  of  good  fenfc,  rational  philofophy,  and  an  improved  knowledge 
of  human  life.  The  lyric  part  of  The  AJcct'.c  is  beautifully  defcriptive  ;  and  the  paffages  verfified  from 
the  "  Imitation  of  Ciirift"  are  fenfiLle  and  nervous.  The  7'//^!;;;  i7/'Z)f,7/ii  abounds  in  fublimefentiments, 
ftriking  imagery,  and  poetical  fidion,  in  a  fuperior  Hegree.  His  Eulogiut  is  an  elegant,  interefting, 
and  inftrudive  hiftorical  fatbie.  His  Macarius  contains  an  afiedionate  tribute  to  the  memory  of  a 
pious  and  refpedable  parent,  and  pleafi.ng  memorials  of  his  friends.  The  EpiJlU  from  Boetius  to  bis 
W'tfe  P-jfticiana,  abounds  in  fentiments  of  general  ufe ;  they  come  near  to  the  heart,  and  require 
nothing  but  application  to  render  them  fuccefsful. 

From  the  general  commendation  beftov.-ed  on  the  compofitions  of  Harte,  particular  criticifm  may 
make  many  dedudions.  His  verfification,  it  muft  be  acknowledged,  though  generally  flowing  and 
harmonious,  isfrequtnt'y  laboured,  artificial,  and  monotonous;  and  his  fentiments,  particularly  in  his 
Di-vine  Poems,  are  fometimes  rendered  obfcure  by  alluficns  to  circnmftances  which  require  to  be  explain- 
ed at  the  bottom  of  the  page.  For  the  fame  reafon,  the  f;equent  iiitrodudion  of  paffages  imitated  from 
: 'other  writers  is  injudicious;  but,  when  every  dedudion  is  made  which  criticifm  requires,  the  ge- 
..Bcral  poetical  merit  of  his  compofitions,  which  are  confiderably  above  mediocrity,  vWU  be  fufficieot 
to  vindicate  his  fame,  and  to  prcferve  his  ri*emory. 


THE  WORKS  OF  HJRTE. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 


CHARLES  EARL  OF  PETERBOROUGH  AND  MON  MOUTH, 


Mr  Lord, 

I  FANCY  the  public  will  be  much  furprifed,  when 
I  fay  your  Loidfhip  was  the  firft  perfon  who  was 
pleafed  to  take  notice  of  me.  How  little  I  deferve 
fo  much  partiality,  I  leave  the  world  to  judge. 
Yet  thus  much  I  can  affirm ;  I  only   with  that 


thefe  poems  may  live  to  pofterity,  to  be  a  memo.' 
rial  of  the  gratitude  rather  than  the  genius 
Of  your  Lordrtiip's 

moft  humble,  moft  obliged, 

and  moft  dutiful  fervant, 

W.   HARTl» 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


It  will  be  neceffary  to  inform  the  reader,  that  the 
author  was  under  nineteen  when  all  thefe  poems 
were  written. 

I  ought  here  to  fay  a  word  or  two  of  my  Eflay 
on  Painting.  This  performance  is  by  no  means 
corredl  in  all  its  parts;  I  had  neither  health,  lei- 
fnre,  nor  abilities  equal  to  my  defign.    It  was 


written  at  intervals,  upon  fuch  remarks  as  cafual- 
ly  occurred  in  ray  reading.  Of  courfe  no  exadl 
conne(£lion  muft  be  expeded :  though  I  might 
allege,  that  Horace  ufes  as  little  in  his  Art 
of  Poetry.  I  had  finiflied  the  whole,  before 
ever  I  faw  Du  Frefnoy  ;  as  will  appear  by^ccmpa* 
rifon. 


««^ 


AN    ESSAY   ON   PAINTING. 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
THOMAS    EARL    OF    PEMBROKE. 


<>©ErrOMENHN  T>iy  Iloin<riyy  Iloinriy  U  SIFQSAn  tuv  ^ay^xiptxy. 

Plutarch,  de  audiend.  -Poet/ 


Poema 


Eft  Pidlura  loquens,  mutum  Pidlura  Poema. 


ARGUMENT. 

iA  parallel  betvreen  painting  and  poetry — Advice 
to  a  good  painter ;  inftanced  by  Titian — 
An  univerfal  notion  of  beauty — That  we  muft 
not  defpair— A  luxuriant  fancy,  or  too  much  ex- 
aftnefs  often  faulty — Decency  (till  to  be  pre- 

>  ferved — Repofe  and  folitude — Nature  to  be 
imitated — In  a  fault  whether  to  be  corredled 
or  not — The  Je  ne/^ai  quoi  oiheauiy — Drape- 
lies— An  encomium  on  painting— The  epifode 
of  Mimicina — Sculpture — Innovations  faulty. 
— Sometimes  to  be  admired — Invention-— Union 
of  colours — Immoderate  ornament— The  Land- 
icape — Defign — The  principal  figure  of  a  pic- 
ture— Modelty  in  a  painter— Harmony  of  colours 
— The  furprife — Optics — The  obfcura  camera 
defcribed;  its  ufe  in  painting — Difpofition  of 
objedls — Two  equal  lights  to  be  avoided  in  the 
lame  pidlure— Truth  to  be  obferved — Travel- 
ling, its  ufe— Another  parallel  between  poetry 
and  painting— Their  diftindl  excellencies  con- 
lidered — Painting  far  more  lading  and  univer- 
sal— Yet  derived  its  light  firft  from'  poetry — Its 
rife  and  progrefs  through  all  ages-^An  account 
of  the  moft  celebrated  painters,  with  their  leve- 
ral  charadlers— Conclufion,  with  and  addrefs  to 
the  Eari  of  Pembroke. 

M'hatever  yet  in  poetry  held  true, 
a  dul-y  weigh'd,  holds  juft  in  painting  too  : 
Alike  to  profit,  and  delight  they  tend, 
'i'he  means  may  vary,  but  the  fame  their  end. 
Alike  from  heav'n  congeniel  firft  they  came. 
The  fame  their  labours,  and  their  praife  the  fame  : 
Alike  by  turns  they  touch  the  confcious  heart. 
And  each  on  each  refle<fls  the  lights  of  art. 
You  nobler  youths  who  liften  to  my  lays, 
And  fccrn  by  vulgar  arts  to  merit  praife  : 
Look  cautious  round,  your  genius  nicely  know, 
And  mark  how  far  its  utmoft  ftretch  will  go  ; 
Pride,  envy,  hatred,  labour  to  conceal, 
And  fullen  prejudice,  and  party-zeal ; 
Approve,  examine,  and  then  laft  believe— 
For  friends  miflcad,  and  critics  ftiU  deceive. 


nconfin'd,  "J 
;ntjoin'd,  > 
nind ;  j 


Who  takes  his  cenfure,  or  his  praife  on  truft. 
Is  kind,  'tis  true,  but  never  can  be  juft. 

But  whcre's  the  man  with  gen'rous  zeal  infpir'e^. 
Dear  in  each  age,  in  ev'ry  art  admir'd  ? 
•  Blcft  with  a  genius  ftrong,  but  unconfin'd, 
A  fprightly  wit,  with  fober  judgmer 
A  love  of  learning,  and  a  patient  mir 
A  viii'rous  fancy,  fuch  as  youth  requires. 
And  health,  and  eafe,  and  undifturb'd  defires. 
Who  fpares  no  pains  his  own  defects  to  know. 
Who  not  forgives,  but  ev'n  admires  a  foe  ; 
By  manners  fway'd,  which  ftealing  on  the  heatt, 
Chafm  more  through  eafe,  and  happinefs,  than  art. 
Such  Titian  was,  by  nature  form'J  to  pleaie, 
Bleft  in  his  fortunes,  born  to  live  at  eafe  : 
Who  felt  the  poet's,  or  the  painter's  fire. 
Now  dipp'd  the  pencil,  and  now  tun'd  the  lyre  : 
Of  gentlell  manners  in  a  court  refin'd, 
A  friend  to  all,  belov'd  of  all  mankind; 
The  f  mufe's  glory,  as  a  monarch's  care, 
Dear  to  the  gay,  the  witty,  and  the  fair  f 

But  ah  I  how  long  will  nature  afk  to  give 
A  foul  like  his,  and  bid  a  wonder  live  ? 
Rarely  a  Titian,  or  a  Pope  appears, 
The  forming  glory  of  a  thoufand  years  I 

A  proper  tafte  we  all  derive  from  heaven, 
Wou'd  all  but  blefs,  and  manage  what  is  giv'n. 
Some  I'ecret  impulfe  moves  in  ev'ry  heart, 
And  nature's  pleas'd  with  gentle  Itrokes  of  art; 
Moft  iouls,  'tis  true,  thii  bleffing  faintly  charms; 
A  diftant  flame,  that  rather  fliines,  than  warms : 
Like  rays,  through  wintery  ftreams  retlerted,  falls 
Its  dubious  light,  in  glimm'fing  intervals. 

Like  Maro  firft  with  trembling  hand  defign 
Some  humble  work,  and  ftudy  line  by  line  : 
A  Roman  urn,  a  grove  encircled  bow'r. 
The  blufliing  cherry,  or  the  bending  flow'r, 

*  Sit  ■:'?>  talis,  qualis  lere  fapiens  apeUnri 
pojfit,  nee  tnoribus  modo  pcrfeSius^J'ed  etiatn  Jcien- 
tia,  W  omni  facultate  dicendi,  qualis  fur  tajj'e  ad- 
huc  nemo  fuerit.       Quintilian. 

f  7itiun  nvas  created  Ccunt  Palatine  by 
Charles  V.  and  rnojl  intimately  acquainted  '•juitb 
AfioJiOy  Aretine,  <sc. 
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Ut 


5  eyes,  "1 
rrets  rife  :  J» 
t'nirg  flies.  J 


Painful,  and  fiow,  to  noble  arts  we  rife, 
And  long  long  labours  wait  the  glorious  prize  ; 
Yet  by  degrees  your  fteadier  hand  fliall  give 
A  bolder  grace,  and  bid  each  object  live. 
So  in  the  depths  of  feme  fequefter'd  vale. 
The  weary  peafant's  heart  begins  to  fail : 
Slowly  he  mounts  the  huge  high  cliff  with  pain, 
And  prajrS  in  thought  he  might  return  again  : 
'Till  opening  all  at  once  beneath  his  eyes. 
The  verdant  trees,  and  glittering  turrets 
He  fprings,  he  triumphs,  and  like  light' 
lEv'n  Raphael's  felf  from  rude  cfTays  began. 
And  fhadow'd  with  >i  coal  his  fliapelefs  man. 
Time  was,  when  Pope  for  rhymes  would  knit  his 

brow. 
And  write  as  taftelefs  lines — as  I  do  now. 

'Tis  hard  a  fprightly  fancy  to  command, 
And  give  a  refpite  to  the  labVing  hand  ; 
Hard  as  our  eager  pallions  to  reftrain. 
When  priefts,  and  fetf-denial  plead  in  vain  : 
When  pleafures  tempt,  and  inclinations  draw, 
When  vice  is  nature,  and  our  will  the  law. 
As  vain  we  drive  each  trivial  fault  to  hide, 
That  fhovvs  but  little  judgment,  and  more  pride. 
Like  fome  nice  prude,  offenfive  to  the  fight, 
•  Exaftnefs  gives  at  belt  a  cold  delight ; 
JEacth  painful  ftroke  difgufts  the  lively  mind ; 
For  art  is  loft,  when  overmuch  refin'd. 
So  nice  reformers  their  own  faith  betray. 
And  fchool-divines  diftinguilh  fenfe  away. 
To  err  is  mortal,  do  whate'er  we  can, 
Some  faulty  trifles  will  confefs  the  man. 
Dim  fpots  fufFufe  the  lamp  that  gilds  the  Iky, 
If  nicely  trac'd  through  Galilaeo's  eye. 
Wifeft  are  they,  who  each  mad  whim  reprefs, 
And  fliun  grofs  errors,  by  committing  leis. 

Still  let  due  decencies  preferve  your  fame, 
l^Ior  muft  the  pencil  fpeak  the  mafter's  fliame. 
iach  nobler  foul  in  every  age  was  giv'n 
To  blefs  mankind,  for  arts  delcend  from  Heav'n. 
Gods  ;  fhall  we  then  their  pious  ufe  profane, 
T'  oblige  the  young,  the  noble,  or  the  vain  1 
f  Whoever  meditates  fome  great  defign, 
"Where  Itreng'th  and  nature  dawn  at  ev'ry  line  ; 
Where  art  and  fancy  full  perfedtion  give. 
And  each  bold  figure  glows,  and  feems  to  lire  : 
Where  lights  and  fhadesin  fweet  difunion  play. 
Rife  by  degrees,  or  by  degrees  decay  ; 
Far  let  him  flmn  the  bufy  nolle  of  life, 
Utitouch'd  by  cares,  uncumber'd  with  a  wife. 
Bear  him,  ye  mufes  I   to  fequefter'd  woods. 
To  bow'ry  grottoes,  and  to  filver  floods ! 
Where  peace  and    fnendlhip  hold   their  gentle 

reign. 
And  love  imarm'd  fits  fmiling  on  the  plain. 
Where  nature's  beauties  varioufly  unite, 
And  in  a  landfcape  open  on  the  fight. 
Where  contemplution  lifts  her  filent  eye. 
And  loft  in  vifion  travels  o'er  the  Iky. 

*  Odiofa  cur  a  eft — Optima  enimfunt  minim  e 
accerfita,  'id fimplicihus  ab  ipfa  veritate  proftiiis 
fimilia.  Quintil.  Lib,  S.   Cap.  3.  in  Proem. 

f  Aptijjima  flint  in  hoc  nemora,  fyli'Xqzie  ;  quod 
ilia  cceli  Ubertas,  locorumq  ;  anKetiitas  Jublimem 
cinimum,  id  i>eatiorem  Jpiritnm  parent,  Quin- 
pl]i!eft:.\ 


Soft  as  his  eafe  the  whifp'ring  zephyrs  blow, 
Calm  as  his  thoughts  the  gentle  waters  flow  : 
Hufli'd  are  his  cares,  extindl  are  Cupid's  fires, 
And  reftlefs  hopes,  and  impotent  deflres. 

*  But  Nature  firft  muft  be  your  darling  care  ; 
Unerring  Nature,  without  labour  fair. 
Art  from  this  fource  derives  her  true  defigns. 
And  fober  judgment  cautioufly  refines. 
No  look,  no  pofture  muft  mifliap'd  appear : 
Bold  be  the  work,  but  boldly  regular. 
When  mercy  pleads,  let  foftnefs  melt  the  eyes  ; 
When  anger  ftorms,  the  fwelling  mufcies  rife. 
A  loft  emotion  breathes  in  fimple  love. 
The  heart  juft  feems  to  beat,  the  eye  to  move. 
Gently,  ah  !  gently,  languor  feems  to  die, 
Now  drops  a  tear,  and  now  fteals  out  a  figh. 
Let  aivful  Jove  his  lifted  thunders  wield; 
Place  aziire  N-eptune  in  the  watery  field. 
Round  fmiling  Venus  draw  the  faithlefs  boy, 
Surmife,  vain  hopes,  and  fliort-enduring  joy. 
But  fliould  you  drefs  a  nymph  in  monltrous  ruff. 
Or  faintly  nun  profane  with  modifti  fnulF: 
Each  fool  will  cry,  O  horribly  amifs  1 
The  painter's  mad,  mend  that,  and  alter  tliis.     ' 

From    heav'n    defcending,    beauteous  Nature 
came. 
One  clear  perfe<flioR,  one  eternal  flame, 
Whole  lovely  lights  on  ev'ry  objedt  fall 
By  due  degrees,  yet  ftill  diftinguilh  all. 
Yet  as  the  beft  of  mortals  are  fometimes 
Not  quite  exempt  from  folly  or  from  crimes  ; 
There  arc,  who  think  that  nature  is  not  free 
From  fome  few  fymptoms  of  deformity. 
Hence  fprings  a  doubt,  if  painters  may  be  thought 
To  err,  who  copy  nature  in  a  fault, 
Led  by  fome  fervile  rule,  whofe  pow'r  prevails 
On  imitation,  when  th'  example  fails. 
Poets  and  painters,  here  employ  your  fliill; 
Be  this  the  dodlrine  of  your  good  and  ill, 
Enough  to  pofe  the  critics  of  a  nation, 
Nice  as  the  rules  of  Puritan-falvation. 

t  Yet  if  the  feeds  of  art  we  nicely  trace ; 
There  dawns  a  heav'iily,  all-infpiring  grace. 
No  tongue  exprefles  it,  no  rule  oontains; 
(The  glorious  caufe  unfeen)  th'  effedt  remains  : 
Ftam'd  in  the  brain,  it  flows  with  eafy  art, 
Steals  on  the  fenfe,  and  wins  the  yielding  heart*- 
A  pleafing  vigour  mixt  with  boldnefs  charms, 
And  happinefs  completes  what  paflion  warms, 

^  Nor  is  it  thought  a  trifle,  to  exprefs 
The  various  fliapes,  and  foldings  of  the  drefs. 
With  graceful  eafe  the  pencil  to  command. 
And  copy  nature  with  a  hafty  hand. 
Through  the  clear  robe  the  fwelling  mufcies  rife. 
Or  heaving  breafts,  that  decently  furprife ; 

•  Vidcantur  omnia  ex  Natura  rerum,  homi' 

numque  Jiuere Hoc  opus^  hie  labor  ejl  ;  fiiw 

quo,    catera    nuda,    jejuna,    injirma,    i/igrata. 
(^intil.  Lib.  6.  cap.  2. 

f  Tradi  omnia,  qua  ars  efficit,  non  pojfunt^ 

Quintil.  Lib.  S.  cap.  lO. 
Vide  etiam  qu.t  fequzintur  de  FiSiore. 
\   Non  refert  quid  facias,  fed  quo  loco.     Nam 
oniatus  omnis  nan  tamfua,  quavi  rei  cui  adhibe- 
t?ifj,  ecjditionc  conjlat. 

Quintil.  Lib.  n.  cap.  i. 
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As  Tome  coy  virgin  with  dejedled  mien 
Conceals  her  charms,  yet  hopes  they  may  bcffien. 
*   Be  ev'ry  perfon's  proper  habit  known, 
Peculiar  to  his  age,  or  lex  alone.  ,,  u\^. 

In  flowing  robes  the  monarch  fweeps  zlongi  * 
Large  are  the  foldings,  natural,  and  ftrong^-  ritr 
Wide  ample  lights  in  fpreading  glories  play^i  n/. 
And  here  contrafted,  deeper  iTiades  decay.  ,,',,,  • 
1  he  virgin-pow'rs  who  haunt  the  filver  floocjsj  , 
And  hoary  hills,  and  confecrated  woods,  ■  i  :  '  .f' 
Soft  ftrokes,  and  graceful  negligence  detna^jijiV/ 
The  nice  refultance  of  an  eafy  hand  ;  .  ,." 

Loolc  to  the  winds  their  airy  garments  fly   . 
Like  filmy  dews,  too  tender  for  the  eye. 

But  ere  thefe  charms. are  to  perfedion  wrought, 
Adapted  manuals  muft  be  nicely  fought. 
Gay  vivid  colours  rauft  the  draught  infpire. 
Now  me;lt  wItl^,,fjweqtnefs,Vand  now  {lurn  with 

fire.,    ,     .    .,,'■  .,,..: 
A  northern  (ky  muft  aid  the  fteady  fight, 
£lfe  the  fliades  alter  with  the  tranlient  light. 
Methinks  the  loaded  table  ftands  difplay'd,  •.  ,.., 
Each  nicer  vafe  "  in  myftic  order  laid.       -  rf',,'' 
Here  ocean's  miilrefs  heaps  around  her  fliells    • 
-  Beauteous,  and  recent  from  the  fca-green  cells; 
T  he  taper  pencils  here  are  rang'd  apart, 
There  chalk,  lead,  vials,  and  loofe  fchemesof  art. 
So  when  bold  Churchill  with  a  geti'ral's  care, 
Eyes  his  brave  Britons  crowding  to  the  war ; 
W  atchful,  and  filent  move  the  duteous  bands, 
One  look  excites  them,    and   one    breath   com- 
mands. 
Hail  happy  Painting  1   to  confirm  thy  fway,, 
;  pecan  and  air  their  various  tributes  pay.        ,'  :; 
The  pi  rple  f  it  fedl  fiaeads  her  wings  to  the£, 
Wafts  o'er  the  breeze,  or  glitters  on  the  tree. 
Earth's  winding  veins  unnumber'd  treafures  hold. 
And  the  warm  champian  ripens  into  gold. 
A  clearer  blue  the  lazuli  beltows. 
Here  umber  deepens,  there  vermilion  glows. 
Fo!  thee,  her  tender  greens  and  flow'rets  rife, 
\^  hofe  colours  change  in  ever-mingling  dyes ; 
Ev'n  thoic  fair  groves  (for  Eden  firft  defign'd) 
Weep  in  foft  fragrance  through  their  balmy  ritid  : 
Tranfparent  tears  !   tliat  glitter  as  they  run, 
Warmed  with  the  blufhes  of  the  rifing  fun. 
^  Here  ceafe  my  fong— a  gentler  theme  infpires 
Each  tender  thought,  and  wakes  the  lover's  tires. 
Once  more  your  aid  ctleftial  mufcs  brmg  ; 
Sacred  the  lays  1  nor  to  the  dt  af  we  fing. 

t  In  ancient  Greece   there    iiv'd,  unknown  to 
fame,  . 

A  nymph,  and  Mimicina  was  her  name. 
Smit  by  a  neighb'rlng  youth  betimes  (lie  fell 
Vid-m  to  love,  and  brtde  the  world  farewell. 
Thoughtful  and  dull  Die  pnid  her  binom  away 
If^^ouely  groves,  nor  faw  the  cheerful  day. 


^-Reddere  perfona.  ftit  conienientia  aiique 
ReJS>:cere  exemplar  -vita  vtonimque,  juhebo      ' 

Horat.  de  Art.  Poet, 


Dc£iu?n  imitatorem. 


\  The  Cochiiieel.  , 

;  \  V^'^  f'<>ry'  '^''fhfe'i:(ral  others,  .is  mentioned 
ly  mr^  anccnt  'writers:  ■  I  h^xe  chofen  it  as  the 
tnojt  poetical.  ,  •;  .  ■ 


This  might  be  borne— but  lo  t  her  lovely  fv^aiu 

Mijft  part,  ah,  never  to  return  again  I 

One  mutual  kifs  muft  mutual  paflion  fever, 

One  look  divide  'em,  and  divide  for  ever  I 

See,  now  flie  lies  abandon'd  to  delpair. 

And  to  rude  winds  unbinds  her  flowing  hair  : 

Beauteous  negleifl  I  when  melting  to  her  woes, 

A  fylvan  maid  from  her  dark  grotto  rcfe : 

(Long  had  Are  view'd  the  folitary  fair, 

.Her  bleeding  bofom  heav'd  with  equal  care) 

A  heav'nly  pi<flure  in  her  hand  Ihe  bore, 

She  fmil'd,  fhe  gave  it,  and  was  feen  no  more— • 

Pleas'd  Mimicina,  fpeechlefs  with  furprife, 

Ey'd  the  fair  form,  and  lightning  of  the  eyes  : 

She  knew-  -and  fighmg  gave  a  tender  kifs; 

Her  noble  paffion  was  content  with  this: 

No  more  his  abfence,  or  her  woesdeplor'd, 

And  as  the  living,  flie  the  dead  ador'd. 

Thus  Painting  rofe,  to  nourifli  foft  defires, 
And  gentle  hopes,  and  friendfhip's  purer  fire*  : 
Thus  (till  the  lover  murt  his  nymph  adore. 
And  figh  to  charms,  that  ought  to  charm  no  morf. 
Thus  when  thefe  eyes,  with  kind  ilkifions  bleit,- 
Survey  each  grace  Pathenia  once  pofieft  : 
Her  winning  fweetnefs,  and  attractive  cafe, 
And  gentle  imiles  that  never  faii'd  to  pleafe  ; 
Heav'ns  1  how  my  fancy  kindles  at  the  view, 
And  my  fond  heart  relents,  and  bleeds  anew  1. 
Fair  faithlefs  virgin  1  with  conltraint  unkind, 
Mifled  by  duty,  and  through  cuftom  blind  : 
Perhaps  ev'n  now,  from  pride  and  int'relt  free, 
Thou  fliar'ft  each  pang  of  all  I  felt  for  thee  ; 
Ah,  no— my  pray'rs,  my  tears,  my  vows,  refign, 
Alas,  'tis  now  a  crime  to  call  me  thiue. 
To  acfl  the  tender,  or  the  friendly  part; 
No — hate,  forget  me,  tear  me  from  thy  heart. 

Yet  ftill  thy  fmiles  in  breathing  paint  infpitc 
Still  thy  kind  glances  fet  my  foul  on  hre. 
Thither  each  hour  I  lift  my  thoughtful  eye. 
Now  drop  a  tear,  now  foftly  breathe  a  figh ; 
Sacred  'till  death  my  gentlell  vows  ftiall  be, 
And  the  lalt  gafp  of  life  be  breath'd  for  thee  ! 

You  too,  O  Sculpture,  Ihall  exalt  my  lays, 
Pidura's  fifter-candidate  for  praife  1 
Soft  Raphael's  air  divine,  *  Antonio  fliows; 
And  all  Le  Brun  in  mimic  *  Picart  glows. 
Hither  ye  nations,  now  diretfl  your  eyes, 
Rife  crown'd  with  luftre,  gentle  Albion  rife  : 
Now  thy  foft  Hollar,  now  thy  Smith  appears, 
A  faultlefs  pattern  to  fuccecding  years; 
There    f    facred  domes   in   length'ning   Villa 

charm. 
And  Britilh  beauties  here  for  ever  warm. 

Mod  paintersoflefs  judgment,  than  caprice. 
Are  like  old  maidens  iniamoufly  rice  ; 
It  matters  nought  if  rules  be  falfe  or  true. 
All  fliould  be  modifli,  whimHcal  and  new  ; 
Fond  of  each  change,  the  prelent  ftill  they  praife. 
So  women  love— and  aflors  purchafe  plays. 
As  if  ielf-love,  or  popular  off'ence, 
Receiv'd  a  fandtion  to  roiflcad  our  fcnfe ; 


**  T<wo  engravers,  famovs  for  their  prints  co- 
pied from  Rapharl  and  Le  iirun.       ■ 

t  Alluding  to  Hollar's  etchings  in  the  Mo~ 
n^Jlicon,  '■■''. 
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Or  party-notions,  vapours,  faith,  and  zeal 
Were  all,  at  proper  times,  infallible. 
True  wit,  ard  true  religion  are  but  one, 
Though  feme  pervert  'em,  and  ev'n  moft  have 

none. 
Who  thinks  what  others  never  thought  before, 
Adts  but  juft  that  his  Ions  will  adl  no  more. 
Yet  on  a  time,  when  vig'rous  thoughts  demand, 
Indulge  a  warmth,  and  prompt  the  daring  hand  : 
On  purpoCe  deviate  from  the  laws  of  art. 
And  boldly  dare  to  captivate  the  heart ; 
Breafts  warm'd   to  rapture  fliall  applaud  your 

fire. 
May  difapprove  you,  but  Ihall  ftill  admire. 
The  Grecian  artift,  at  one  dafh,  fupply'd_ 
What  patient  touches  and  flow  art  deny'd. 
So  when  pale  Florio  in  the  gloomy  grove 
Sits  fadly  mufing  on  the  plagues  of  love, 
When  hopes  and  fears  diitracfl  his  tira'rous  mind. 
And  fancy  only  makes  the  nymph  unkind  : 
Defp'rate  at  laft  he  ruflies  from  the  (hade. 
By  force  and  warm  addrefs  to  win  the  maid : 
His  brifk  attack  the  melting  nymph  receives 
With  equal  warmth,  he  preffes,  (he  forgives ; 
One  moment  crowns  whole  tedious  years  of  pain. 
And  endlefs  griefs,  and  health  coni'um'd  in  vain. 

Of  ev'ry  beauty  that  confpires  to  charm 
Man's  nicer  judgment,  and  his  genius  warm. 
To  jiift  invention  be  the  glory  giv'n, 
A  [)article  of  light  deriv'd  from  heav'n. 
Unnumber'd  rules  t'  improve  the  gift  are  (hown 
By  ev'ry  critic,  to  procure  it,  none. 

Some  colours  often  to  tlie  relt  impart 
New  graces,  more  throiagh  happinel's,  than  art. 
This  nicely  lludy'd,  will  your  fame  advance. 
The  greateit  beauties  feldom  come  by  chance. 

Some  gaze  at  ornament  alone,  and  then 
So  value  paint,  as  women  value  men. 
It  matters  nought  to  talk  of  truth,  or  grace, 
Religion,  genius,  cultoms,  time,  and  place. 
So  judge  the  vain,  and  young  ;  nor  envy  we  : 
They  cannot  think  indeed---but  they  may  fee. 
Exceffive  beauty,  like  a  tlalh  of  light, 
Seems  more  to  weaken,  than  to  pleafe  the  fight. 
In  one  gay  thought  luxuriant  pvid  writ. 
And  Vulture  tires  us,  but  with  too  much  wit. 
Some  all  their  value  for  Grotelque  exprefs, 
Beauty  they  prize,  but  beauty  in  e.\cefs : 
Where  each  gay  figure  feems  lo  glare  apart, 
Without  due  grace,  proportion,  flmdes,  or  art. 
{The  fad  remains  of  Gothiin  ancient  times, 
And  rev'rend  duUncfs,  and  religious  rhymes) 
So  youthful  poets  ring  their  muiic  round 
On  one  eternal  harmony  ot  found. 
•'  The  lines  are  gay,"  and  wholoe'er  pretends 
To  fearch  for  more,  miltakes  the  writer's  ends. 

Colours,  like  words,  with  equal  care  are  fought, 
Thele  pleafe   the    fight,    and    thofe  esprels   the 

thought, 
But  moft  of  ail,  the  landfcape  feems  to  pleafe 
With  calm  repofe,  and  rural  imajjes. 
See,  in  due  lights  th'  obedient  obje&  ftand. 
As  happy  eafe  exalts  the  mr.fter's  hand. 
See,  abfent  rocks  hang  trembling  in  the  ffcy, 
See,  diftant  mountains  vanifli  from  the  eye  5 
A  darker  verdure  ftains  the  duiky  woods  -. 
Floats  the  greca  faadew  in  the  JiiYerilo'jdsj 


Fair  vifioiiary  worlds  furprlffr  the  vi'-w,  • 
And  fancy  forms  the  golden  age  a-new. 

True  juft  defigns  will  merit  honour  IliU  ; 
Who  begins  well,  can  fcartely  finilh  ill. 
Unerring  truth  muft  guide  your  hand  aright, 

Art  without  this  is  violence  to  fi.nht. 

The  firft  due  poftures  of  each  figure  trace 
In  fwelling  out-lines  with  an  eafy  grace. 
But  the  prime.perfon  moltly  WiU  demand 
Th'  unu  eary'd  touches  of  thy  patient  tnmd  : 
There  thought,  afwl  boldnefs,  ftrength,  and  art 

conf()ire,  ^ 

The  critic's  judgment,  and  the  painter  s  fire  ; 
It  lives,  it  moves,  it  fwell.-.  to  meet  the  eye  : 
Behind  the  mingling  groups  in  I'ofter  in<idows,d|e.y 
Never  with  fv-lf-deiignyo'urmer. IS  raife,      ".    r. 
Nor  let  your  tongue  be  echo  to  >our  prafle.  . 

To  wifer  heads  commit  luch  poi,  t^  ^s  thefe, 
A  modeft  blufli  will  tell  hou  much  they  pleafe.      - 

In  days  of  vote,  a  ,f  ratin,'>  lad,  they  (ay, 
Met  glorious  Keubeus  journeying  on  the  wav  :       , 
Sneering,  and  arch,  he  Huikes  his  empty  head, 
(For  half-learn'd  boys  will  talk. a  Solon  dead) 
Your  fer.vant,  good  Sir  Paul,  why.  v^h.it,  the  devil. 
The  world  to  you  is  more  thaii  tairly  cml ; 
No  life,  no  gufto  in  your  .pieces  (hine, 
Without  decorum,  as  without  defign-- 

Sedate  to  this  the  hcav'u-born  artiit  fnul'd, 
"  Nor  thine  nor  mine  to  (peak  cur  praife,  njy 

"  child'. 
"  Each  (hall  expofe  hisbeft  to  curious  eyes, 
"  And  let  th'  imi^artial  world  a.ljuR  the  prize. 

Let  the  foft  colours  I'weet.-u  and  unite 
To  one  jull  form,  as  all  were  .Qiade,  or  light. 

Nothing-  fo  frequent  charm^  th'  admiring  eyei. 
As  well-tim'd  fanCy,  and  a  fweet  kuprUt. 

*  So  when  the  Grecian  labour'd  todilclofe 
His  niceft  art,  a  mimic  lark  arofe  : 
The  fellow-birds  in  circles  round  it  play'd,  _         '.^ 
Knew  their  own  kind,  and  warbled  to  a  Ihade.       "; 
So  Vandervaart  in  later  times  esctli'd 
And  nature  liv'd  in  what  our  e}  e^i  behelc'. 
t  He  too  can  oft,  (in  optics  deeply  read) 
A  noon-day  darknefs  o'er  his  chamber  fpread. 
The  trandent  obj-cfls  fudden  as  they  pafs  "i, 

O'er  the  fmall  convex  of  the  vifual  glals,  '    '  \; 

Transfeir'd  from  thence  by  magic's  powerful  eSlV 
Shine  in  quick  glories  on  the  g.oomy  w:.!l ;  ,:. 

Groves,  mountains,  rivers,  men  iurprile  the  fight,    . 
Trembles  the  dancing  world,  and  Iwims  the  way/,- 
light.  .  '   ■ 

I  Each  varying  figure  in  due  place  difpofe,        ^ ,; 
Thefe  boldly  heighten,  touch  but  faintly  thofe,,"" 
Contiguous  objecib  place  with  judgmtnt  ni^h. 
Each  due  proportion  fwelhng  on  the  eye. 


*   See  Pliny  s  Natural  Hijlory,  lih.  ^^.  cap-  10.. 

f  This  p'cMice  is  of  no  late  ii/'jention.  B.ip- 
tifla  Porta,  nvho  Jlouiijled  about  the  year  15CO, 
gi'ves  an  i?igt7nous  ciccmmt  cf  it  in  his  Natunit 
Magic,  lib.  1 7.  ir^ow  fjtfal  this  may  be  to  young' 
painters,  is  not  my  province  to  determine. ^ 

^    Sti;gula   quKquf  locum   ttJiiant  foitita  de- 
center. 
Bcc  arn<u  abfcuruTn^  'vult  hscfub  luce  inderi. 
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Remoter  views  infenfibly  decay, 
And  lights,  and  fliadows  fweetly  drop  away. 
In  bluilh  white  the  fartheft  mounts  arife. 
Steal  from  the  eye,  and  melt  into  the  fkies. 
Hence  facred  domes  in  length'ning  ifles  extend, 
Round  columns  fwell,  and  rifing  arches  bend  : 
Obliquer  views  in  fide-long  Vifta's  glance. 
And  bending  groves  in  fancy  feem  to  dance. 

Two  equal  lights  defcending  from  the  (ley, 
O'ernow'r  each  other,  and  confufe  the  eye. 

The  greateft  pleafures  tire  the  mod,  and  fuch 
Still  end  in  vices  if  enjoy'd  too  much. 
Though  painters  often  to  the  fliades  retire. 
Yet  too  long  eafe  but  ferves  to  quench  the  fire. 
Wing'd  with  liew  praife,  methinksthey  boldly  fly 
O'er  aisy  Alps,  and  feem  to  touch  the  (ky. 
Still  true  to  fame,  here  well-wrought  bufts  decay. 
High  turrets  nod,  and  arches  fink  away. 
Ev'n  the  bare  walls,  whofe    breathing    figures 

glow'd 
■With  each  Warm  ftroke  that  living  art  beftow'd. 
Or  flow  decay,  or  hoftile  time  invades,  ' 
And  all  in  Clence  the  fair  frefco  fades. 
2ach  image  yet  in  fancy'd  thoughts  we  view. 
And  ftrotig  idea  forms  the  fcene  a-new  : 
Deluiive,  flie,  Paulo's  free  ftroke  fupplies. 
Revives   the  face,    and   points   th'    enlight'ning 
eyes.    ■  ■    ■       • 

*Ti5  thought  each  fcience,  but  in  part,  can  boaft 
A  length  of  toils  for  human  life  at  moft  : 
(So  vaft  is  art  I)  if  this  remark  prove  true, 
'Tis  dang'rous  fiire  to  think  at  once  of  two. 
And  hard  to  judge  if  greater  praife  there  be 
To  pleafe  in  painting,  or  in  poetry ; 
Tet  painting  lives  lefs  injur'd,  or  confin'd, 
True  to  th'  idea  of  the  mailer's  mind : 
Jn  ev'ry  nation  are  her  beauties  known, 
In  ev'ry  age  the  language  is  her  own  :  ' 
Nor  time,  nor  change  diminifh  from  her  fame  ; 
Her  charms  are  univerfal,  and  the  fame. 
O,  could  fuch  bleffihgs  wait  the  poet's  lays, 
l^ew  beauties  ftill,  and  ftill  eternal  praife  !' 
Ev'n  though  the  mufes  ev'ry  (train  infpire, 
Exalt  his  voice,  and  animate  his  lyre  : 
Ev'n  though  their  art  each  image  fhoii'd  combine 
In  one  clear  light,  one  harmony  divine; 
Tet  ah.  how  foon  the  cafual  blifs  decays. 
Hew  great  the  pains,  hov;  tranfient  is  the  praife  ! 
Language,  frail  flow'r,  is  in  a  moment  loft, 
(That  only  produdt  human  wit  can  boaft)' 
Now  gay  in  youth,  its  early  honours  rife, 
JJow  hated,  curft,  it  fades  away,  and  dies. 

Yet  verfe  firft  rofe  to  foften  human  kind. 
To  ihend  their  manners,  and  exalt  their  min4. 
See,  favage  beafts  ftand  lift'ning  to  the  lay, 
And  men  more  furious,  and  more  wild  than  they; 
Ev'n  (hapelefb  trees  a  fecond  birth  receive. 
Rocks  move  to  form,  and  ftatuesTcem  to  live. 
Jmmortal  Homer  felt  the  facred  rage. 
And  pious  Orpheus  taught  a  bjib'rous  age  ; 
Succeeding  painters  thence  deriv'd  their  light, 
And   durft  no  more   than   thofe    vouchfaf'J    to 

write.        • 
At  Ul  t'  adcm  the  gentler  arts,  appears 
Illuftrious  Xeuxis  from  a  length  of  years. 
rarrJiafius'  hand  with  foft'ning  (trokes  esprefl 
^'he  nervous  moticr",  aiid  the  folded  ve/l : 


Pregnant  of  life  his  rounded  figures  r<fi?, 
With  llrong  relievo  fwelling  on  the  eyes. 
Evenor  bold,  with  fair  Apelles  came. 
And  happy  Nicias  crownM  with  deathlefs  famf»-* 
At  length  from  Greece,  of  impious  arms  afraij., 
Painting  withdrew,  and  fought  th'  Itilian  (hade  j 
M^hat  time  each  fcience  met  its  due  regard. 
And  patrons  took  a  pleafure  to  reward. 
But'  ah,  how  foon  muft  glorious  times  decay, 
One  tranfient  joy,  juft  known,  and  fnatch'd  away'. 
By  the  fame  foes,  which  painting  fliunn'd  before, 
Ev'n  here  (he  bleeds,  and  arts  expire  once  more. 
Eafe,  luft,  and  pleafures  fliake  a  feeble  ftite, 
Gothic  invafions,  and  domeftic  hate  ; 
Time's  flow  decays,  what  thefe  ev'n  fpare,  con- 
fume. 
And  Rome  lies  bury'd  in  the  depths  of  Rome '. 

Long  flumber'd  Painting  in  a  ftupid  trance 
Of  heavy  zeal,  and  Monki(h  ignorance  : 
(When  faith  itfelf  for  mere  difpute  was  giv'n. 
Subtile  was  wife,  and  wranglers  went  to  heav'n,) 
Till  glorious  *  Cimabue  reltor'd  her  crown. 
And  dipp'd  the  pencil,  (tudious  of  renown.' 
Mafaccio  taught  the  finilh'd  piece  to  live. 
And  added  ev'ry  grace  of  perfpedtive. 
Exadl  corredtnefs  Titian's  hand  beftow'd. 
And  Vinqi's  ftroke  with  living  labour  glow'd. 
Next  Julio  rofe,  who  ev'ry  language  knew, 
Liv'd  o'er  each  age,  and  look'd  all  nature  through. 

In  happy  Paulo  ftrength  and  art  confpire, 
The  graces  pleafe  uk,  and  the  mufes  fire. 
Each  nobler  fecret  others  boaft  alone, 
By  curious  toil  Caracci  made  his  own  : 
Raphael's  nice  judgment,  Angelo's  defign, 
Coireggio's  warmth,  and  Guido's pleafing  line. 
Thrice  glorious  times,  when  ev'ry  fcieiice  charms, 
When  rapture  iifts  us,  and  religion  warms  \ 
Vocal  to  heav'nthe  fwelling  organs  blow, 
A  Ihriller  coiifort  aids  the  notes  below  ; 
Above,  around  the  picflur'd  faints  appet-r. 
And  lift'ning  feraphs  fmile  and  bend  to  hear. 

Thence  Painting,  by  fome  happy  genius  led, 
O'er  the  cold  north  in  flow  approaches  fpread. 
Ev'n  Britain's  ifle  that  blulh'd  with  hoftile  gore, 
Receiv'd  her  laws,  unknown  to  yield  before  ; 
Relenting  now,  her  favage  heroes  ftand. 
And  melt  at  ev'ry  ftroke  from  Reuben's  hand. 
Still  in  his  right  the  graceful  Jervas  fways, 
Sacred  to  beauty,  and  the  fair  one's  praife, 
Whofe  breathing  paint  another  life  fupplies. 
And  calls  new  wonders  forth  from  Mordaunt's  eyes« 
And  Thornhill,  gen'rous  as  his  art,  defign'd  * 

At  once  to  profit  and  to  pleafe  mankind. 
Thy    dome,    O  Paul's,    which  heav'nly   view^ 

adorn,   ' 
Shall  guide  the  hands  of  painters  yet  unborn  ; 
Each  melting  ftroke  fliall  foreign  eyes  engage. 
And  (hine  unrivall'd  through  a  future  age. 

Hail,  happy  artifts  I  in  eternal  lays 
The  kindred -mufes  fhall  record  your  praife  ; 
Whofe  heav'nly  aid  infpir'd  you  firft  to  rile, 
And  nx'd  your  fame  immortal  in  the  Ikies; 


*  Gioi<anni  Cimabue,  born  at  Florence  in  the 
year  la^o;  he  was  the  Jirjl  perfon  tOho  rezfitfed 
fainting  after  its  mifiirtiiruite  er.tirpa.tion.   -       ^ 
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•There  fure  to  laft,  till  nature's  felf  expires, 
Increafing    ftill,     and    crown'd    with    clearer 

fires: 
High-rais'd  aHove  the  blafts  of  public  breath, 
The  voice  of  hatred)  and  the  rage  of  death. 
Ah,  thus  for  ever  may  ray  numbers  fhine. 
Bold  as  your  thoughts,  but  eafy  as  your  line  1 
Then  might  the  mufe  to  diftant  ages  live, 
Contratfl  new  beauty,  and  new  praife  receive  : 
Fsefli  ftrength,  and  light  ev'n  time  itfelf  beftow, 
Soften  each  line,  and  bid  the  thought  to  glow ; 
(Fame's  fecond  life)  whofe  lading  glory  fears 
Nor  change,  nor  envy,  nor  devouring  years. 


Then  fliould  thefe  ftrains  to  Pembroke's  han^ 

be  born— 
Whom  native  graces,  gentle  arts  adorn. 
Honour  undiaken,  piety  refign'd, 
A  love  of  learning,  and  a  gen'rous  mind. 

Yet,  if  by  chance,  enamour'd  of  his  praife. 
Some  nobler  bard  (hall  rife  in  future  days. 
(When  from  his  Wilton  walls  the  ftrokes  decay, 
And  all  art's  fair  creation  dies  away  : 
Or  folid  ftatues,  faithlefs  to  their  truft. 
In  filence  fink,  to  mix  with  vulgar  duft  ;) 
Ages  to  come  (hall  Pembroke's  fame  adore» 
1  Dear  to  the  mufe,  till  Homer  be  no  more.| 


AN    ESSAY    ON    SATIRE; 


PARTICULARLY  ON  THE  DUNCIAD. 


AJtGUMENT. 

I„  "The  origin  and  ufe  of  Satire.  The  excellency 
of  Epic  Satire  above  others,  as  adding  example 
to  precept,  and  animating  by  fable  and  fenfible 
images.  Epic  Satire  compared  ivith  Epic 
Poem,  and  wherein  they  differ :  Of  their  ex- 
tent, adlioh,  unities,  epifpdes,  and  the  nature  of 
their  morals.  Of  parody ;  of  the  ftyle,  figures, 
and  wit  proper  to  this  fort  of  poem,  and  the  fu- 
perior  talents  requifite  to  excel  in  it. 

51.  The  characters  of  the  feveral  authors  of  Sa- 

'  tire.  I.  The  ancients ;  Homer,  Simonides,  Ar- 
chilochus,  Ariftpphanes,  Menippus,  Ennius,  Lu- 
cilius,  Varro,  Horace,  Perfius,  Petronius,  Ju- 
venal, Lucian,  the  Emperor  Julian.  2.  The 
moderns;  TalTone,  Coccaius,  Rabelais,  Regnier, 
Boileau,  Dryden,  Garth,  Pope. 

III.  From  the  pradlice  of  all  the  befl-  writers  and 
men  in  every  age  and  nation,  the  moral  juftice 
of  Satire  in  general,  and  of  this  fort  in  parti- 
cular is  vindicated.  The  neceflity  of  it  (hown 
in  this  age  more  efpecially.  and  why  bad  writ- 
ers are  at  prefent  the  molt  proper  objedl^  of 
Satire.  The  true  caufes  of  bad  writers.  Cha- 
rafters  of  feveral  forts  of  them  now  abounding; 
envious  critics,  furious  pedants,  fecret  libellers, 
obfcene  poetelTes,  advocates  for  corruption,  fcof- 
fers  at  seligion,  writers  for  deifm,  deiftical  and 
arrian-clergymen. 

Application  of  the  whole  difcourfe  to  the  Dun- 
"  ciad ;  concluding  with  an  addrefs  to  the  author 
of  it. 

T'  exalt  the  foul,  or  make  the  heart  fincere. 
To  arm  our  lives  with  honefty  fevere. 
To  Ihake  the  wretch  beyond  the  reach  of  law. 
Deter  the  young,  and  toucli  the  bold  with  avve^ 
To  raife  the  fail'n,  to  hear  the  fufferer's  cries, 
And  fandlify  the  virtues  of  the  wife. 
Old  Satire  rofe  from  probity  of  mind. 
The  noblelt  ethics  to  reform  mankind. 

As  Cynthia's  orb  excels  the  gems  of  night: 
So  Epic  Satire  fliines  diftindlly  bright. 
Here  genius  lives,  and  ftrength  in  every  part, 
Aj]d  lights  atid  (hades,  and,  fancy  fix!d  by  art; 


A  fecond  beauty  in  its  nature  lies, 

It  gives  not  things,  but  beings  to  our  eyes, 

Life,  fubllance,  fpirit  animate  the  whole  ; 

FiiElion  and  fable  are  the  fenfe  and  foul. 

The  common  dulnefs  of  mankind,  array'd 

In  pomp,  here  lives  and  breathes,  a  wond'rouf 

maid  : 
The  poet  decks  her  with  each  unktwwn  grace. 
Clears  her  dull  brain,  and  brightens  her  dark  face: 
See  1  Father  Chaos  o'er  his  firft-botn  nods, 
And  Mother  Night,  in  majefty  of  gods  1 
See  Querno's  throne,  by  hands  pontific  rife, 
And  a  fool's  Pandssmonium  ftrike  our  eyes '. 
Ev'n  what  on  C — 1  the  public  bounteous  pours, 
I  Is  fublimated  here  to  golden  fhow'rs. 
A  Dunciad  or  a  Lutrin  is  complete, 
And  one  in  adlion ;  ludicvoufly  great. 
Each  wheel  rolls  round  in  due  degrees  of  force  j" 
E'en  epilodes  are  needful,  or  of  courfe  : 
Of  courfe,  when  things  are  virtually  begun 
E'er  the  firft  ends,  the  Father  and  the  Son  : 
Or  elfe  fo  needful,  and  exadlly  grac'd. 
That  nothing  is  ill-fuited,  or  ill-plac'd. 

True  epic's  a  vaft  world,  and  this  a  fmall ; 
One  has  its  proper  beauties,  and  one  all. 
Like  Cynthia,  one  in  thirty  days  appears. 
Like  Saturn  one,  rolls  round  in  thiity  years- 
There  opens  a  wide  tradt,  a  length  of  floods, 
A  height  of  mountains,  and  a  wafte  of  woods  i 
Here  but  one  fpot ;  nor  leaf,  nor  green  depart 
Froqi  rules  ;  e'en  nature  feems  the  child  of  art. 
As  unities  in  epic  works  appear. 
So  muft  they  (hine  in  full  diftindion  here. 
Ev'n  the  warm  Iliad  flioves  with  flower  pow'rsJ 
That  forty  days  demands,  this  forty  hours. 

Each  other  Satire  humbler  arts  has  known. 
Content  with  tne.aner  beauties,  though  its  own  : 
Enough  for  that,  if  rugged  in  its  courfe 
The  verfe  but  rolls  with  vehemence  and  force ; 
Or  nicely  pointed  in  th'  Horatian  way 
Wounds  keen,  like  Syrens  mifchievoiifly  gay. 
Here,  all  has  wit,  yet  muft  that  wit  be  ftrong, 
Beyond  the  turns  of  epigram  or  fong. 
The  thought  muft  rife  esadtly  from  the  vice. 
Sudden,  yet  finilli'd,  clear,  and  jret  concife,    ' 
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Ore  harmony  mitft  firfl  ^vith  laft  unite  ; 

As  all  true  paintings  have  tlieir  pbce  and  light. 

Tranfitions  tnuft  be  quick,  and  yet  defign'd, 

Uot  made  to  fill,  but  juft  retain  the  mind  : 

And  fimiles,  like  meteors  of  the  night, 

Juit  give  one  flafh  of  momentary  light. 

As  thinking  makes  the  foul,  low  things  expreft 
In  bi^h-rais'd  terms,  define  a  Dunciad  heft. 
Books  and  the  man  demands  as  much,  or  more, 
Than  he  who  wander'd  to  the  Latian  fliore  : 
For  here  (eternal  grief  to  Duns's  foul, 
And  B— — 's  thin  ghoft  1)  the  part  contains  the 

whole : 
Since  in  mock-epic  none  fucceeds,  but  he 
Wiio  tailes  the  whole  of  epic  poefy. 

The  moral  mull  be  clear  and  underftood; 
But  finer  ftill,  if  negatively  good  : 
BI&fph?ming  Capaneus  obliquely  fhoivs 
T'  adcre  thofe  gods  ^ncas  fears  and  knows. 
A  fool's  the  hero  ;  but  the  poet's  end 
Is,  to  be  candid,  modeft,  and  a  friend. 

Let  claffic  learning  fandlify  each  part, 
IJot  only  fhow  your  reading,  but  your  art. 

The  charms  of  parody,  like  thole  of  wit, 
If  well  contrafted,  never  fail  to  hit ; 
One  half  in  light,  and  one  in  darknefs  dreft, 
(For  contraries  oppos'd  Oiilfliine  the  beft.) 
When  a  cold  page  half  breaks  the  writer's  heart. 
By  this  it  warms,  and  brightens  into  art. 
When  rhet'ric  glitters  with  too  pompous  pride, 
By  this,  like  Circe,  'tis  undeify'd. 
So  Bcrecynthia,  while  her  oftspring  vie 
In  homage  to  the  mother  of  the  Iky,- 
(Deck'd  in  rich  robes,  of  trees,  and  plants,  and 

tiow'rs, 
And  crown'd  illuftrious  with  an  hundred  tow'rs) 
,0'er  ail  P?.rnaflus  calls  her  eyes  at  once. 
And  fees  an  hundred  fons — and  each  a  Dunce. 

The  language  next  :  from  hence  new  pleafure 
fp rings ; 
For  ftyles  are  dignify'd,  as  well  as  things. 
Though  fenfe  fublilts,  diltindt  from  phral's  orfound. 
Yet  gravity  conveys  a  furer  wound. 
The  cbymic  i'ecret  which  your  pains  would  find, 
Breaks  out,  unfought  for,  in  Cervantes'  mind  ; 
And  Quixot's  wildnefs,  like  that  king's  of  old, 
Turns  ail  he  touches  into  pomp  and  gold. 
Yet  in  this  pomp  difcrction  muft  be  had  ; 
Tho' grave,  not  itifT;   tho' whimfical,  jiot  mad: 
In  works  like  thefe,  if  furtian  might  appear, 
M(}ck-ep:cs,  Biackniorc,  would  not  coft  thee  dear. 

We  grant  tliat  Butler  raviflies  the  heart, 
As  Shakfpeare  foai'd  beyond  the  reach  of  art; 
(For  nature  form'd  thofe  poets  without  rules, 
To  hll  the  world  with  imitating  fools.) 
What  burlelqie  could,  was  by  that  genius  done  ; 
Yet  faults  it  has,  impoffible  to  flnm  : 
Th'  unchanging  flrain  for  want  of  grandeur  cloys, 
And  gives  too  oft  the  horfe-laugh  mwth  of  boys  : 
The  fl-.ort-legg'd  verfe,  and  double-gingliiig  found, 
So  quick  furprlfe  us,  that  our  heads  run  round : 
Y'et  m  this  work  peculiar  life  [irefides. 
And  wit,  for  all  ihe  world  to  glean  befides. 

liere  paufe,  my  mufe,  too  daring  and  too  young  '. 
Kor  raflily  aim  at  precepts  yet  unfung. 
Can  man  the  mafter  of  the  Dunciad  teach  ? 
And  thefc  new  bays  what  other  hopes  to  reach .' 


'Twere  better  judg'd,  to  ftudy  and  explaia 
Each  ancient  grace  he  copies  not  in  vain ; 
To  trace  thee.  Satire,  to  thy  utmoft  fpring. 
Thy  form,  ttiy  change?,  and  thy  authors  fing. 

All  nations  with  this  liberty  difpenfe. 
And  bid  us  fhork  ihe  man  that  tborks  good  fenfe. 

Gieat  Homer  firft  the  mimic  fketch  defign'd; 
What  grafp'd  not  Homer's  comprehenfive  mind.* 
By  him  who  virtue  prais'd,  was  folly  curlf. 
And  who  Achilles  fung,  drew  *  Dunce  the  Firft. 

Next  him  Simonides,  with  lighter  air. 
In  hearts,  and  anes,  and  vermin,  paints  the  fair : 
The  good  ScrilSlenis  in  like  forms  difplays 
The  reptile  rhymefters  of  thefe  later  days. 

More  fierce,  Archilochus  1  thy  vengeful  flame  ; 
Fools  read  and  dy'd :   for  blockheads  then  had 
fhame. 

The  I  comic-fatirift  attack'd  his  age. 
And  found  low  arts,  and  pride,  among  the  fage  : 
See  learned  Athens  (land  attentive  by. 
And  Stoics  learn  their  foibles  from  the  eye. 

i  Latium's  fifth  Komer  held  the  Gieeks  in  view ; 
Solid,  though  rough,  yet  incorredl  as  new. 
Lucilius,  warm'd  with  more  than  mortal  llame, 
Rofe  next  {,  and  held  a  torch  to  ev'ry  fhame. 
See  ftern  Menippus,  cynical,  unclcin  ; 
And  Grecian  Cento's,  mannerly  obfcene. 
Add  the  laft  efforts  of  Pacuvius'  rage, 
II  And  tlie  chalfe  decency  of  Varro's  page. 

See  Horace  next,  in  each  refletftion  nice, 
Learn'd,  but  not  vain,  the  foe  ot  fools,  not  vice. 
Each  page  inftrudts,  each  fentiment  prevails. 
All  fliines  alike  ;  he  rallies,  but  ne'er  rails: 
With  courtly  eafe  conceals  a  mailer's  art. 
And  leaftexpeifled  iteals  upon  the  heart. 
Yet  ^  CafTius  felt  the  fury  of  his  rage, 

(Caflius,  the  We d  of  a  former  age) 

And  fad  Alpinus,  ignorantly  read. 

Who  murder'd  Memnon,  though  for  ages  dead. 

Then  Perfuis  came,  whofe  line,  though  rough.. 
ly  wrought. 
His  fenfe  o'erpaid  the  flrifture  of  his  thought. 
Here  in  clear  light  the  Itoic-dodtrine  (bines, 
Truth  all  fubdues,  or  patience  all  refigns.    . 
A  mind  iupreaie  !  impartial,  yet  fevere  : 
Pure  in  each  adf,  in  each  recefs  finccre  I 
Yet  rich  ill  poets  urg'd  the  ftoic's  frown, 
And  bade  him  ftrike  at  dulnefs  and  a  crovfn  **. 
'  Ihe  vice  and  luxury  Petronius  drew. 
In  Nero  meet  :  th'  imperial  point  of  view: 
The  Roman  Wilmot,  that  could  vice  chaftife, 
Plcas'u  the  mad  king  he  ferv'd  to  fatirize. 

Tlie  -jl  next  in  Sat;re  felt  a  nobler  rage. 
What  honelt  heart  could  bear  Domitian's  age  ? 
See  'lis  llrong  ienfc  and  numbers  mafculine  1 
Plis  foul  is  kindled,  and  he  kindles  mine': 


*  Margites.  \  Ariftophanes. 

\  JLiinius. 

J clarutnq.  facem  prueferre  pv.dori, 

Juv.  S.  I. 
II  See  Varrd'i  charaUer  in  Cicero^ s  Academics. 
^  Alludes  to  thii  duplet  in  his  fecond  Sutire, 
Compcfitum  jus  lafq.  aniini  JhnHiq.  rcce(piu, 
JMtntis,  et  inccUum  ge?ierojo  pell  us  honejio,^ 
**  See  hisfrjt  Satire  of  Neio's  Fafci. 
\\  Juvenal. 
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Scornful  of  vice,  and  fenrlels  of  oflTence, 
He  flows  a  torrent  of  impetuous  fenfe. 

Lo  I  favage  tyrants  Vv'ho  blalphem'il  their  Sod 
Turn  fuppliants  now,  and  gaze  at  *  Julian's  rod. 

Lucian,  fevere,  but  in  a  gay  difguife, 
Attacks  old  faith,  or  fports  in  learned  \  lies; 
Sets  heroes  and  philofophers  at  odds; 
And  Icourges  mortals,  and  dethrones  the  gods. 

Then  all  was  night — But  Satire  role  once  more 
Where  Medici  and  Leo  arts  reftore. 
Tafl'one  flione  fantaftic,  but  fublime  •. 
And  he,  who  form'd  the  Macaronic -rhyme  : 

Then  weftward  too  by  flow  degrees  confeft, 
Where  boundlefs  Rabelais  made  the  world  his  jeft; 
Marot  had  nature,  Regnier  force  ard  Hanie, 
But  fwallow'd  all  in  Boileau's  matchlefs  fame  1 
Estenfive  foul !  who  rang'd  all  learning  o'er, 
Prefent  "and  paft — and  yet  found  room  for  more. 
Full  of  new  fenfe,  exaft  in  every  page. 
Unbounded,  and  yet  fober  in  thy  rage. 
iStrange  fate !  Thy  folid  fterling  of  two  lines, 
Drawn  to  our  Tinfcl,  through  whole  pages  Ihines !  f 

In  Albion  then,  with  equal  luflre  bright, 
Great  Dryden  role,  and  fteer'd  by  nature's  light. 
Two  glimmering  orbs  he  jufl  obfcrv'd  from  far. 
The  ocean  wide,  and  dubious  cither  flar,  , 

Donne  teem'd  with  wit,  but  all  was  inaiin'd  and, 

bruis'd. 
The  periods  endlefs,  and  the  fenfe  confus'd : 
Oldham  rtifh'd  on,  impetuous,  and  fublime, 
But  lame  in  language,  harmony,  and  rhyme. 
Thefe  (with  new  graces)  vig'rous  nature  join'd 
In  one,  and  center'd  'cm  in  Dryden's  mind. 
How  full  thy  verfe  .'  Thy  meaning  how  fevere  i 
How  dark  thy  theme  ."'  yet  made  exadly  clear. 
Not  mortal  is  thy  accent,  nor  thy  rage, 
Yet  mercy  foYtens,  or  contrafcs  each  page. 
Dread  bard  !  inftrud  us  to  revere  thy  rules. 
And  hate  like  thee,  all  rebels,  and  all  fools. 

His  fpirit  ceas'd  not  (in  ftrid  truth)  to  be  ; 
For  dying  Dryden  breath'd,  O  Garth  !  on  thee, 
Bade  thee  to  keep  alive  his  genuine  rage, 
Kalf-funk  in  want,  opprefTion  and  old  age  ; 
Then,  when  thy  §  pious  hands  repos'd  his  head, 
When  vain  young  lords  and  ev'n  the  flamen  fled. 
For  Well  thou  knew'fl  his  merit  and  his  art. 
His  upright  mind,  clear  head,  and  frfendiy  heart. 
Ev'n  Pope  himfclf    who  feesno  virtue  bleod 
Bu:  bears  th'  affliflrion)  envies  thee  the  deed. 

0  Pope  !  inflrudor  of  my  ftudious  days. 
Who  fix'd  my  fleps  in  virtue's  early  ways: 
On  whom  cur  labours,  and  our  hopes  depend, 
Thou   more   than  patron,  and   ev'n   more  than 
Above  all  flattery,  all  thirfl  of  gain,    _      [friend  ! 
And  mortal  but  in  Ccknefs,  and  in  pain  ! 

Thou  taiight'll  old  Satire  nobler  fruits  to  bear, 
And  chcck'd  her  hcence  with  a  moral  care:     " 
Thou  gav'll:  the  thought  new  beauties  not  its  own, 
And  touch'd  the  verfe  with  graces  yet  unlqiown. 
Each  lawlefs  branch  thy  level  eye  I'ui'vey'd, 
And  ftill  correded  nature  as  Ihe- Itray'd : 

•  The  Ctsfars  of  the  Emperor  JuliiVi. 
f  Luciari's  True  Lijtory. 

1  Rufccmmo.i,  Reversed. 

§   Dr.  Garth  took  ccr,-   of  Mr.  Dryden  s  funeral, 
•wkicbfoim  noblemen,  ivLb  undertook  if,  had  negkiltd. 


Warm'd  Boileau's  fenfe  with  Britain's  genuine  fire. 
And  added  foftnefs  to  Taffone's  lyre. 

Yet  mark  the  hideous  nonfenfe  of  the  age. 
And  thou  thyfclf  the  fubjcdl  of  its  rage. 
So  in'old  times,  round  godlike  Scxva  ran 
Rome's  daltard  fons,  a  million,  and  a  man. 

Th'  exalted  merits  of  the  wife  and  good. 
Are  feeu,  far  off,  and  rarely  undcrHoo  J. 
The  world's  a  father  to  a  Dunce  unknown, 
And  much  he  thrives,  for,  Dullnefs  !  lie's  thy  otpsu 
No  hackney  brethren  e'er  condemn  hiin  twice; 
He  fears  no  enemies,  but  dull  and  mice. 

If  Pope  but  writes,  the  devil  Legion  raves. 
And  meagre  critics  mutter  in  their  caves: 
(Such  critics'of  neceflity  confume 
All  wit,  as  h^gmen  ravifti'd  mai-is  at  Rome.) 
Names  he  a  fcribier  ?  all  the  world's  in  araw, 
Augulla,  Granta,  Rhedecyna  fwarras: 
The  guilty  reader  fancies  what  he  fears, 
And  every  Midas  trembles  for  his  cars. 

See  all  fuch  malice,  obloquy,  and  ipite 
Expire  ere  morn,  the  mudiroom  of  a  night! 
Traiifient  as  vapoursglinirn'rlng  tiirough  the  glades^ 
Haif-fonn'd  and  idle,  as  the  dreams  of  maids. 
Vain  as  the  fick  man's  vow,  or  young  man's  Ggfa, 
Third-nights  of  bards,  or  H— — — 's  fophilliry. 

Thefe  eyer  hate  the  post's  facred  line  : 
Theie  hate  whace'er  is  glorious,  or  divine, 
from  one  eternal  fountain  beauty  fprings, 
The  energy  of  wit,  and  truth  of  things,        [tend. 
That  fo-.irce  is  God:  from  him  they  downwards 
Flow  round — y  ;t  in  :hcir  native  centre  end. 
Hence  rules,  and  truth,  and  order,  Dunces  flriks ; 
Oi  arts,  and  virtues,  enemies  alike. 

Some  urge  that  poets  of  fupreme  rcno'.va 
Judge  ill  to  fcourge  the  re''ufe  of  the  town. 
Howe'er  their  cafuiils  hope  to  turn  the  fcale, 
Thefe  men  mu.1  fmari,  or  fcandal  will  prcvalL 
By  thefe  the  weaker  fex  Rill  fufier  moH : 
And  fach  are  prais'd  who  rofe  at  honour's  coft: 
The  learn'd  they  wound,  the  virtuous,  and  the  fair. 
No  fault  tiiey  cancel,  no  reproach  they  fpaic; 
The  random  ihaft,  inipetuoas  in  the  dark, 
Sings  pn  unfcen,  and  quivers  in  the  mark. 
'Tis  jullice,  and  not  anger,  makes  us  write. 
Such  fons  of  darknefs  mull  be  drag'd  to  light: 
I.ong-fufF'rir.g  nature  mull  not  Always  hold ; 
In  virtue's  caufe  'tis  gen'rous  to  be  bold. 
To  fcourge  the  bad,  th'  miwary  to  reclaim, 
And  make  light  flaih  upon  the  face  of  ihame. 

Others  huve  urg'd  (but  weigh  it,  and  you'll  Sod 
'Tis  light  as  feathers  blov/n  btjfore  the  wind) 
That  poverty,  the  curie  of  providence. 
Atones  for  a  dull  writer's  wantof  ienfe  : 
Alas !  his  dullnefs  'twas  that  made  him  poor; 
Not  I'ice  verfj :  We  infer  no  more. 
Of  vice  and  folly  poverty's  the  curfe. 
Heaven  may  be  rigid,  but  the  m^n  was  worfe,  . 
By  good  made  b^,  by  favours  more  difgrac'd. 
So  dire  th'  effedls  of  ig norojice  mifp!ac'd ! 
Of  idle  youth,  unvvatch'd  by  parents  eyes! 
Of  zeal  for  pence,  and  d.dication  lies  ! 
Of  confcience  niodeli'd  by  a  great  man's  looks! 
Ani  a;guings  in  religioii — from,  no  books! 

No  light  the  darknefs  of  that  mind  invades. 
Where  Chaos  rules,  enCirin'd  in  genuine  ibadesj 
Where,  in  the  dungeon  of  the  foul  enclos'dj  ";. 
True  Dullnefs  nods,  reciiaing  aud  repos'd» 
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THfe   WORKS   OF   HARTE. 


Senfe,  grac«,  or  Kaltaony,  ne'er  enter  there, 
Nor  human  faith,  nor  piety  fincere; 
A  midnight  of  the  fpirits,  foul,  and  head, 
(Sufpended  all)  as  thought  itfelf  lay  dead. 
Yet  oft  a  mimic  gleam  of  tranfient  light 
breaks  through  this  gloom,  and  then  they  think 
they  write;  '    [fly, 

From  flraets  to  ftreets  th'  unnumber'd  pamphlets 
*  Then  tremble  Warner,  Brown,  and  Billingfly. 

O  thou  moft  gentle  deity  appear. 
Thou  who  ftill  hear'ft,  and  yet  art  prone  to  hear; 
Whofe  eye  ne'er  clofes,  and  whofe  brains  ne'er  reft, 
(Thy  own  dear  Dullnefs  bawling  at  thy  breaft) 
Attend,  O  patience,  on  thy  arm  reclin'd, 
And  fee  wit's  endlefs  enemies  behind  ! 

And  ye,  our  mufes,  with  a  hundred  tongues. 
And  thou,  O  Henley!  blefl  with  brazen  lungs; 
Panatic  Withers !  fam'd  for  rhimes  and  fighs, 
And  Jacob  Behmen !  moft  obfcurcly  wife  ; 
From  darknefs  palpable,  on  dulky  wings 
Afcend  !  and  Ihroud  him  who  your  oflFspring  Cngs. 

The  firft  with  Egypt's  darknefs  in  his  head 
Thinks  wit  the  devil,  and  curfes  books  unread. 
For  twice  ten  winters  has  he  blunder'd  on. 
Through  heavy  comm.ents,  yet  ne'er  loft  nor  won  : 
Much  may  be  done  in  twenty  winters  more. 
And  let  him  then  learn  Englifh  at  th.reefcore. 
No  facred  Maro  gl  tters  on  his  fhelf. 
He  wants  the  mjghty  Stagyritc  himfelf. 
See  vaft  f  Coimbria's  comments  pil'd  on  high, 
In  heaps  \  Soncinas,  Sotus,  Sanchez  lie  : 
For  idle  hours,  §  Sa's  idler  cafuiftry. 

Yet  worfe  is  he,  who  in  one  language  read, 
Has  one  eternal  jingling  in  his  head. 
At  night,  at  morn,  in  bed,  and  on  the  ftairs  .... 
Talks  flights  to  grooms,  and  makes  lewd  fongs  at 

pray'rs. 
His  pride,  a  pun  :  a  guinea  his  reward, 
His  critic,  G-ld-n,  Jemmy  M-re  his  bard. 

What  artful  hand  the  wretch's  form  can  hit. 

Begot  by  Satan  on  a  M ly's  wit : 

In  parties  furious  at  the  great  man's  nod. 

And  hating  none  for  nothing,  but  his  God : 

Foe  to  the  leam'd,  the  virtuous,  and  the  fage, 

A  pimp  in  youth,  an  atheift  in  old  age  : 

Now  plung'd  in  bawdry  and  fubftantial  lies. 

Now  dabbling  in  ungodly  theories ; 

J3ut  fo,  as  fwallows  fkim  the  pleafing  flood. 

Grows  giddy,  but  ne'er  drinks  to  do  him  good : 

Alike  refolv'd  to  flatter,  or  to  cheat. 

Nay  worfliip  onions,  if  they  cry,  cotse  eat : 

A  foe  to  faith,  in  revelation  blind, 

And  impious  much,  as  Dunces  are  by  kind. 

Next  fee  the  m.after-piece  of  flatt'ry  rife, 
Th'  annointed  fon  of  Dullnefs  and  of  Lies . 
^  Whofe  fofteft  whifper  fills  a  patron's  ear. 
Who  fmiles  unplcas'd,and  mourns  without  a  tear. 
Perfuafive,  though  a  woful  blockhead  he  : 
Truth  dies  before  his  fhadowy  fophiftry. 

*   Three  boolfdlers. 
■    ^   Coimbrias    comments-      Ccl'f^.    Conimhriroff    a 
focieiy  in  Spain,  ivhich  publrjhed  teJious  eyplatiations  of 
jlrifotU. 

%  Soncinas,  afchoolmnn. 

§  Sa  (Eman.  de)  See  PafchnVs  Mrjltry  rfJefaififTn. 
^  Pompeius  tenui Jiijnilos  apcrire  fvfurro.  "jUf-  S.  A. 
fJ't.Ji  iacrvmas  afpemt  amid,  I^ec  dofct.    S,  J. 


*  For  well  he  knows  the  vices  of  the  town. 
The  fchemes  of  ftate,  and  int'reft  of  the  gown ; 
Immoral  afternoons,  indecent  nights, 
Enflaming  wines,  and  fecond  appetites. 

But  moft  the  theatres  with  Dullnefs  groan, 
Embrio's  half-form'd,  a  progeny  unknown  : 
Fine  things  for  nothing,  trahfports  out  of  fcafoB, 
EfFeSs  un-caus'd,  and  murders  without  reafon. 
Here  worlds  run  round,  and  years  are  taught  t» 
Each  fcene  an  elegy,  each  adl  a  play  f .  [ftay. 

Can  the  fame  povv'r  fuch  various  paflions  move  .' 
Rejoice  or  weep,  'tis  every  thing  for  love. 
The  felf-fame  caufe  produces  heav'n  and  hell : 
Things  contrary  as  buckets  in  a  well; 
One  up,  one  down,  one  empty,  and  one  fulU 
Half  high,  half  low,  half  witty,  and  half  dulL 
So  on  the  borders  of  an  ancient  wood. 
Or  where  fome  poplar  trembles  o'er  the  flood, 
Arachne  travels  on  her  filmy  thread. 
Now  high,  now  low,  or  on  her  feet  or  head. 

Yet  thefe  love  verfe,as  |  croaking  comforts  frogS) 
And  mire  and  ordure  are  the  heaven  of  hogs. 
As  well  might  nothing  bind  immenfity. 
Or  paflive  matter  immaterials  fee. 
As  thefe  fliould  write  by  reafon,  rhime,  and  rulCp 
Or  he  turn  wit,  whom  nature  doora'd  a  fool. 
If  Dryden  err'd,  'twas  human  frailty  once, 
But  blundering  is  the  eflence  of  a  Dunce. 

Some  write  for  glory,  but  the  phantom  fades; 
Some  write  as  party,  or  as  fpleen  invades ; 
A  third,  becaufe  his  father  was  well  read. 
And  murd'rer-like,  calls  bluflies  from  the  dead. 

Yet  all  for  morals  and  for  arts  contend 

They  want  'em  both,  who  never  prais'd  a  friend. 
More  ill,  than  dull ;  for  pure  ftupidity 
Was  ne'er  a  crime  in  honeft  Banks,  or  me. 

See  next  a  crowd  in  damafks,  filks,  and  crapes, 
Equivocal  in  drefs,  half-belles,  half-trapes : 
A  length  of  night-gown  rich  PhantaCa  trail? 
Olinda  wears  one  ihift,  and  pares  no  nailp:   ^ 

Some  in  C I's  cabinet  each  a&  difplay^  '  ' 

When  nature  in  a  transport  dies  away  : 
Some  more  refin'd  tranfcribe  their  opera-loves 
On  iv'ry  tablets,  or  in  clean  white  gloves  : 
Some  of  Platonic,  fome  of  carnal  tafte, 
Hoop'd,  or  un-hoop"d,  ungarter'd,  or  unlac'd. 
Thus  thick  in  air  the  wing'd  creation  play. 
When  vernal  Phoebus  rouls  the  light  away, 
A  motley  race,  half  infedls  and  half  fo^^ls, 
Loofe-tail'd  and  dirty,  May-flies,  bats,  and  owls. 

Gods,  that  this  native  nonfenfe  was  our  worft! 
With  crimes  more  deep,  O  Albion  !  art  thou  curft. 
No  judgment  open  prophanation  fears. 
For  who  dreads  God,  that  can  prefer vc  his  ean^ 


•  Nifjernt  ille 


Luxntiam  Imperii  'uet<ris,  no£lcfq  ;    N^ercnit 
"Jam  medias,  oliamq;  famem .      fui'.  S.  4. 
f  Ef  ihaque  AEieenfa piece eturc piece  entitre.     Boil, 
\   When  a  poor  genius  has  laLo'ir^d  much,  he  judges 
•well  not  to  expe£}  the  encomiums  of  the  public  :  for  thefe 
are  not  his. due.     Yet  for  feat-  his  drudgery  Jhould  have 
no  recompcnfe,   G  d  (of  his  gnodiifs)  has  given  him  jt 
perfonal  fatifailiin.     To  en-vy  him  in  this  -would  be  in- 
jujlice  beyond  barbarity  itfelf:    Thus  the  fame  deity  fnvhc 
is  equally  juf  in  all  points  J  has  given  frogs  the  comfort 
of  croal^ii'g,   Xjc. 

Le  rc:e  Cernffe  Scmme:  Tbeol.  L.Z* 
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AN  ESSAY    ON   SATIRE. 


tj>h  fave  ijie,  Providence,  from  vice  refin'd, 

That  word  of  ills,  a  fpeculative  mind  *  ! 

Not  that  I  blame  divine  philofophy, 

(Yet  much  we  rifle,  for  pride  and  learning  lie.) 

Heav'n's  paths  are  found  by  nature  more  than  art, 

The  fchoolman's  head  mifleadsthe  layman's  heart. 

What  unrepented  deeds  has  Albion  done  .' 
Yet  fpare  us  heav'n  !  return,  and  fpare  thy  own. 
Religion  vaniflies  to  types,  and  fliade, 
By  wits,  by  fools,  by  her  own  fons  betray'd! 
Sure  'twas  enough  to  give  the  dev'l  his  due, 
Muft  fuch  men  mingle  with  the  prielthood  too  ? 
So  flood  Onias  at  th'  Abnighty's  throne. 
Profanely  cindtur'd  in  a  harlot's  zone. 

Some  Rome,  and  fome  the  Reformation  blame  ; 
*Tis  hard  to  fay  from  whence  fuch  licenfe  came  ; 
From  fierce  enthuuafls,  or  Socinians  fad  ? 

C ns  the  foft,  or  Bourignon  the  mad  ? 

From  wayward  nature,  or  lewd  poet's  rhimes? 
From  praying,  canting,  or  king-killing  times  ^ 
From  all  the  dregs  which  Gallia  could  pour  forth, 
(Thofe  fons  of  fchifm)  landed  in  the  north  ? — 
From  whence  it  came,  they  and  the  d — 1  beft  know, 
Yet  thus  much,  Pope,  each  atheift  is  thy  foe. 

O  decency,  forgive  thefe  friendly  rhimes. 
For  raking  in  the  dunghill  of  their  crimes. 
To  name  each  monfter  would  make  printing  dear, 
Or  tire  Ned  Ward,  who  writes  fix  books  a-ycsr. 

*  Flato  calls  this  an  ignorance  of  a  dari  and  dan- 
j^to-us  nature,  under  appearance  of  the  greatejl  ivifdom. 


Such  vicious  nonfenfe,  impudence,  and  fpitc, 
Would  make  a  hermit,  or  a  father  write. 
Though  Julian  held  the  world,  and  held  no  more 
Than  deifl  Gildon  taught,  or  Toland  fwore, 
f  Good  Greg'ry  ptov'd  him  execrably  bad, 
And  fcourg'd  his  foul,  with  drunken  reafon  mad. 
Much  longer,  Pope  reftrain'd  his  awful  hand. 
Wept  o'er  poor  Nineveh,  and  her  dull  band, 
'Till  fools  like  weeds  rofe  up,  and  chok'd  the  land. 
Long,  long  he  flumber'd  e'er  th'  avenging  hour^ 
For  dubious  mercy  half  o'er-rul'd  his  pow'r  : 
'Till  the  wing'd  bolt,  red-hiffing  from  above 
Pierc'd  millions  thro'         For  fuch  tiie  wrath  of 

Jove. 
Hell,  chaos,  darknefs,  tremble  at  the  found, 
And  proftrate  fools  beftrow  the  vaft  profound  \, 
No  Charon  wafts  'em  from  the  farther  fliore, 
Silent  they  fleep,  alas  !  to  rife  no  more. 

Oh  Pope,  and  facred  criticifni !  forgive 
A  youth  who  dares  approach  your  ftirine  and  live ! 
Far  has  he  wander'din  an  unknown  night. 
No  guide  to  lead  him,  but  his  own  dim  light. 
For  him  more  fit,  in  vulgar  paths  to  tread. 
To  ftiow  th'  unlearn'd  what  they  never  read. 
Youth  to  improve,  or  rifing  genius  tend 
To  fcience  much,  to  virtue  more,  a  friend. 


•f-  Gregory  JVazianz  .•  a  father  at  the  beginning  of 
the  fourth  century.  He  ivrit  tivo  mofi  iiiter  fatira 
(or  inveSii'ves)  againf.  the  B-mperor  Julian, 


TRANSLATIONS,  PARAPHRASES,  &c. 


ACONTIUS  TO  CYDIPPE.    FROM  OVID. 

ARGUMENT. 

■sKgious  aflcmbly  at  the  temple  of  Diana  in 
Delos","  Acontius  was  much  enamour'd  with  Cy- 
dippe,  a  lady  of  remarkable  wit  and  beauty. 
Befides  this,  her  fortune  and  family  were  much 
above  his  own  :  which  made  him  felicitous  how 
to  difcover  his  paffion  in  a  fuccefsful  manner. 
At  laft  he  procured  a  very  beautiful  apple, 
upon  which  he  wrote  a  diflic  to  this  purpofe, 
"  I  fwear  by  chafte  Diana  I  will  for  ever  be  thy 
"  wife."  So  foon  as  he  had  v^ritten  it,  he  threw 
the  apple  diredly  at  the  feet  of  Cydippe, 
■who  imagining  nothing  of  the  deceit,  took  it 
up,  and  having  read  the  infcription,  found  her- 
felf  obhged  by  a  folemn  oath  to  marry  Acon- 
tius.  For  in  thofe  times  all  oaths  which  were 
aiade  in  the  temple  of  Diana,  were  efteemed  in- 
violable. Some  time  afterwards,  her  father, 
who  knew  nothing  of  what  had  happen'd. 
cfpoufed  her  to  another  lover.  The  marriage 
was  juft  upon  the  point  of  celebration,  when 
Cydippe  was  feized  with  a  violent  fever.  Acon- 
tius  writes  to  her,  he  reminds  her  of  a  former 
folemn  obligation,  and  artfully  infinuates  that 
her  diftemper  is  infliAed  as  a  jufl  punifliment 
from  Diana. 

Once  more,  Cydippe  all  thy  fears  remove, 
*Tis  now  too  late  to  dread  a  cheat  in  love. 
TJiofe  rofy  lips  in  accents  half  divine, 
Breatli'd  ths  fgft  promife  in  the  D^lixn  fiiri.ie ; 


Dear  awful  oath !  enough  Cydippe  fwore, 

No  human  ties  can  bind  a  virgin  more. 

So  may  kind  heav'n  attend  a  lover's  pray'r, 

Soften  thy  pains,  and  comfort  my  defpair. 

See,  the  warm  blufli  your  modeft  cheeks  inflame; 

Yet  is  there  caufe  for  anger  or  for  flrame  ! 

Recall  to  mind  thofe  tender  lines  of  love. 

Deny  you  cannot         though  your  heart  difprovc. 

Still  muft  1  wait  in  impotent  defires. 

And  only  hope  revive  the  fainting  fires  ? 

Yet  did'ft  thou  promife  to  be  ever  mine— — 

A  confcicus  horror  feem'd  to  ftiake  the  ftirinc. 

The  pow'r  confenting  bow'd ;  a  beam  of  light 

Flafh'd  from  the  flcies,  and  made  the  temple  bright'. 

Ah  !  then  Cydippe,  dry  thy  precious  tears  : 

The  more  my  fraud,  the  niort  my  love  appears. 

Love  ever-watchful,  ev'n  by  nature  charms  i^ 

Inflames  the  modeft,  and  the  wife  difarms  ? 

Fair  yet  dilTembling,  pleafing  but  to  cheat 

With  tender  blandiftimenc,  and  foft  deceit. 

Kind  fpeaking  motions,  melancholy  fighs. 

Tears  that  delight,  and  eloquence  of  eyes. 

Love  firft  the  treach'rous  dear  defign  infpir'd. 

i  My  hopes  exalted,  and  my  genius  nr'd  : 

1  Ah  1  fure  1  cannot muft  not  guilty  prove ; 

I  Deceit  itfelf  is  laudable  in  love  ! 

''  Once  more  infpir'd  fuch  tender  lines  I  fend. 
See,   my  hand  trembles  left  my  thoughts  offend. 
Heroes  in  war  inflam'd  by  beauty's  charms, 
Tear  the  fad  virgin  from  her  parents  arms  ; 
I  too,  like  thefe,  fee!  the  iiexce  flair.cs  of  lov?,' 
Yet  check  cay  rage,  and  modeftly  reprove. 
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Ah,  teach  me,  hjav'n,  fome  language  to  perfuade, 
Soaae  other  vo'.vs  to  bind  t!se  faithlefs  maid ; 

0  love  all-elocjuent,  you  only  know 
To  touch  the  Ibul  with  elegies  of  woe  ! 
If  treach'ry  fail,  by  force  I  urge  my  right, 
Sheath'd  in  rough  armour,  formidably  bright : 
So  Paris  faatch'd  his  Spartan  bride  away, 

A  half  denying,  half  confenting  prey  j 

1  too  refolve— — — whate'er  the  dangers  be, 
For  dea^h  is  nothing  when  compar'd  to  thee, 
Were  you  lefs  fair,  I  then  might  g;uiltlefs  prove, 
And  moderate  the  fury  of  my  love. 

Bui  ah!  thofe  charms  for  ever  muft  infpire, 
EacJi  look,  each  motion  fets  my  foul  on  fire. 
Heavn's  !  with  what  plealing  ecftafies  of  pain 
Tremblint;  1  gaze,  and  watch  thy  glance  in  vain. 
How  can  I  praife  thofe  golden  curls  that  deck 
.  Each  glo>ving  cheek,  or  wave  around  thy  neck ; 
Thy  fwelling  arms,  and  forehead  riling  fair, 
Thy  modeic  fweetnefs,  and  attraftive  air ; 
Adjoin  to  thefe  a  negligence  of  grace, 
A  winning  accent,  and  enchanting  face. 
Dear  matchiefs  charms  1  I  ceafe  to  name  the  reft, 
Nor  wonder  thou  that  love  inflames  my  breaft^ 

Since  all  alik;  to  Hymen's  altars  bend. 
Ah,  blcfs  at  once  the  lover,  and  the  friend! 
Let  envy  rage,  and  int'reft  difapprove, 
Envy  and  int'reft  muft  lubmir  to  love. 
By  pmy'rs  and  vows  Helione  was  won 
To  fliare  the  joys  of  iiollile  Telamon. 
Soft  gen'rous  pity  touch' d  the  *  captive  danic 
Who  warm'd  Achilles  with  a  lover's  flame. 
To  blefs  the  wretched,  fhows  a  foul  divine 

Be  ever  angry but  be  ever  mine. 

Yet  can  no  pray'rs  thy  firm  refcntment  move  .' 
Wretch  that  I  was  fo  ill  to  fix  my  love  ! 
See,  at  thy  feet  defpairing  wild  I  roul, 
Grief  fweils  my  heart,  and  anguifn  racks  my  foul. 
There  fix  my  doom ;  relentlefs  to  my  fighs, 
And  lifted  hands,  and  fupplicating  eyes. 
Then  wik  thou  fay  (for  pity  fure  muft  move 
A  vugin's  breaft)  '  how  patient  is  his  love! 
"  JKv'u  my  heart  trembles,  as  his  tears  I  fee  ; 
"  The  youth  who  ferves  fo  well,  is  worthy  me." 
StiH  mijft  I  then  in  fad  diilradlion  moan  ? 
My  caufe  unheeded,  and  my  grief  unknown. 

Ah,  no ^Acontius  cannot  write  in  vain  ; 

Sure  ev'ry  wretch  has  licenfe  to  complain ! 
But  if  you  triumph  in  a  lover's  woe. 
Remember  ftill  Diana  is  your  foe ! 
Diana  iillcn'd  to  the  vows  you  made, 
And  trembled  at  the  change  her  eyes  furvey'd. 
Ah,  think,  repent,  while  yet  the  time  is  giv'n, 
Fierce  is  the  vengeance  of  neglefted  heav'n  ! 
By  Dean's  hand  the  Phrygian  matron  fell. 
Sent  with  her  race,  an  early  (had.e  to  hell. 
Chang'd  to  a  flag,  A(3:eon  pour'd  av/ay. 
In  the  fame  morn  the  chafer  and  the  prey. 
Alth  a  rag'd  .vith  more  than  female  hate. 
And  hurl'd  into  the  flames  the  brand  of  fate. 
JLike  thefe  ofFenfive,  punifh'd  too  like  thefe, 
Heav'n  biafts  thy  joys,  and  heightens  the  difeafe.  . 
Nor  think  Cydipp./   (as  my  fears  forefcc) 
A  thought  unworthy  of  thyfelf,  or  me  I 
Think  not  I  Frame  this  feemin.  truth,  to  prove 
Thy  Hern  difdain,  a  pious  fraud  in  love ; 


Rather  than  fo,  I  yet  abjure  thy  charms. 
And  yield  thee  fcornful,  to  another's  arms  I 
Alas,  for  this  pale  ficknefs  haunts  thy  bed. 
And  fhooting  aches  feem  to  tear  thy  head ; 
A  fudden  vengeance  waits  thy  guilty  loves ; 
Abf^nt  is  Hymen,  Dian  difapproves. 
Think  then,  repent — reca;ll  the  parting  breath 
O'er  thy  lips  hov'ring  in  the  hour  of  death. 
See,  on  thy  cheeks  the  fading  purple  dies, 
And  ftiades  of  darknefs  fettle  on  thy  eyes. 
But  whence,  ye  pow'rs,  or  wherefore  rofe  that 
Still  muft  I  mourn  in  abfence,  or  defpair ;  [pray'r  ? 
Forc'd,  if  file  dies,  the  promife  to  refign 
Ev'n  if  fhe  lives,  I  muft  not  call  her  mine  I 

Like  fome  pale  ghoft  around  thy  houfe  I  rove, 
Now  burn  in  rage,  and  now  relent  with  love; 
A  thoufand  needlefs  meflages  I  make, 
A  thoufand  mournful  fpeeches  give,  and  take. 
O  that  my  flciil  the  fov'reign  virtues  knew 
Of  ev'ry  herb  that  drinks  the  early  dew, 
Then  might  I  hear  thy  moans,  thy  ficknefs  fee. 
Nor  were  it  fure  a  crime  to  gaze  on  thee. 
Perhaps  ev'n  now,  (as  f.ar  forefees  too  well) 
The  wretch  1  curfe,  deteft,  avoid  like  hell,   . 
Befide  thee  breathes  a  love-dejeded  figh. 
And  marks  the  filent  glances  of  thy  eye. 
Some  faint  escufe  he  raifes,  to  detain 
Thy  fwelling  arm,  and  prefs  the  beating  vein  : 
Now  o'er  thy  neck  his  glowing  fingers  rove. 
Too  great  apleafure  for  fo  mean  a  love  ! 
Villain  beware  !  the  facred  nymph  refign 
Avoid,  deteft  her,  dread  whate'er  is  mine  ; 
Elfewhere  a  lover's  preference  I  give. 
But  ceafe  to  rival  here,  or  ceafe  to  live. 
The  vows  you  claim  by  right  of  human  laws. 
At  heft  but  ferve  to  vindicate  my  caufc. 
To  thee  alone  by  duty  is  fhe  kind ; 
Can  parents  alienate  a  daughter's  mind  ? 
Firft  weigh  the  crime,  the  vengeange  next  explore. 
The  father  promls'd,  but  the  daughter  fwore  . 
That  merely  vain  on  humm  faith  relies; 
But  this  obtefts  the  fanftion  of  the  Ikies. 

Here  ceafe  my   woes ah,  whither  am  I 

A  woman's  triumph,  and  a  rival's  fcorn  }    [borne 
Vain  are  my  vov/s,  unheeded  is  my  pray'r. 
The  fcatt'ring  winds  have  loft  'em  all  in  air ; 
Yet  thmk  Cydippe,  e'er  thy  lover  dies  ! 
Banilh  that  wretch  for  ever  from  thy  eyes  ; 
Scorn,  envy,  cenfures  are  conferr'd  on  me. 
And  pain, — and  death  is  all  he  brings  to  thee. 
Gods  I   may  fome  vengeance  crimes  like  thefe  a- 
And  fna<;ch  his  life,  to  mediate  for  thy  own  [tone. 

Nor  think  to  pleafe  avenging  Cynthia's  eyes 
Vith  ftrcams  of  blood  in  holy  facrifice  : 
Heav'n  claims  the  real,  not  the  formal  part, 
A  troubled  fpirit,  and  repenting  heart. 
For  eafe,  and  health  the  pajient  oft  requires 
The  piercing  flccl,  and  burns  alive  in  fires;- 

Not  fo  with  you ah,  but  confirm  the  vow ! 

One  look  ;  one  promife  can  reftore  thee  now ; 

Again  thy  fmiles  eternal  joys  beftow. 

And  thy  eyes  fparkle,  and  thy  blufhes  glow. 

Sup})ofe  from  me  for  ever  you  remove. 
Once  muft  you  fall  a  facrifice  to  love  ; 
And  thirn.  ah,  then  will  angry  Cynthia  clofe 
Thy  wakeful  eyes,  or  eafe  a  matron's  throes? 
Yet  wilt  thou  ever  find  a  caufe  for  fhame  ? 
Nofuic  a  mother  cannot,  muft  not  blame. 
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Tell  her  the  vow,  the  place,  the  facred  day 
1  gaz'd  on  thee^  and  gaz'd  my  heart  away  : 
Then  will  fhe  furely  fay  (if  e'er  (he  knew 
But  half  that  tender  love  I  feel  for  you) 
"  Ah,  think  Cydippe,  and  his  confort  be ; 
"  The  youth  whopleas'd  Diana,  pleafes  me! 
Yetif  Ihe  alks  (as  women  oft  require) 
Tell  her  my  life,  my  nation,  and  my  fire  : 
Not  void  of  youthfnl  vanities  I  came, 
Nor  yet  inglorious  in  the  world  of  fame  ; 
From  ancient  race  I  drew  my  gen'rous  blood, 
Where  Cea's  ifle  o'erlooks  the  watery  flood  : 
Add,  that  I  fludy  ev'ry  art  to  pleafe, 
Bleft  in  my  genius,  born  lo  live  at  eafe. 
Wit,  merit,  learning  cannot  fail  to  move. 
And  all  thofe  dearer  bleflings  loft  in  love  ! 
Ah!  had  you  never  fworn,  'twere  hardtochoofe 
A  love  like  mine  -and  will  you  now  refufe  ? 

In  'midnight  dreams  when  wakeful  fancy  keeps 
Its  deareft  thoughts,  and  ev'n  in  flumber  w.eps, 
Diana's  felf  thele  mournful  ftraius  infpir'd. 
And  Cupid  when  I  wak'd,  my  genius  fir'd. 
Methinks,  ev'n  now,  his  piercing  arrows  move 
My  tender  breail,  and  fpread  the  pnins  of  love. 
Like  me  beware,  unhappy  as  thou  art !  1 

Diredl  at  thee  Diana  aims  her  dart  >■ 

To  drink  the  blood  that  feeds  thy  faitlilefs  heart,  j 
The  loves  thou  never  can'ft  enjoy,  refign; 
Nor  raflily  lofe  another  life  with  thine. 
Then  will  we,  eager  as  our  joys,  remove 
To  Dian's  ihrine,  the  patroneft  of  love  ! 
High  o'er  her  head  in  triumph  fhall  be  plac'd 
The  golden  fruit,  vi'ith  this  infcription  grac'd  ; 
•'  Ye  haplefs  levers,  hence,  for  ever  know 
"  Acontius  gain'dthe  nymph  wJiocaus'd  his  woe  !" 

Here  ceafe  my  hand 1  tremble,  left  eacli  line 

Should  wound  a  foul  fo  griev'd,  fo  touch'd  as  thine. 
No  more  my  thoughts  th'  ungrateful  toil  purfue ; 
Pleafure  farewell,  and  thou,  my  dear,  adieu  ! 

PART   OF   PINDAR'S  FIRST    PYTHIAN 
ODE    PARAPHK.A.SED. 

X^vnx  ^og^fAi\%   AttoXXu 

ARGUMENT. 

This  Ode  is  addreffed  to  Hicrnn  king  of  Sicily,  as 
is  alfo  the  firft  of  the  Olympics.  Pindar  takes 
occafinn  to  be^in  with  an  encomium  on  mufic, 
finely  defcribing  its  effecfts  upon  the  paffions. 
M'e  muft  fnppofe  this  art  to  be  one  of  his  hero's 
more  diftinp-uilhable  excellencies  ;  as  it  appears 
from  feveral  paffages  in  the  Ode  above.  From 
thence  he  expatiates  in  the  praif?  of  poetry  ; 
and  inveighs  very  feverely  upon  thoTe  who  ei- 
ther contemn,  or  have  no  tafte  for  that  divine 
fcience.  Their  misfortunes  and  punLflimenti 
are  inllanced  by  thofe  of  Typhceus :  whom  the 
poets  ima;;iiie  to  be  imprifoiied  by  Jupiter  un- 
der mount  lExna..  The  digreffions  in  this  Ode 
are  the  mod  inartificial  and  furprifuig  of  any  in 
the  whole  author.  We  ate  once  more  in  the 
hero's  native  country ;  every  thing  opens 
agreeably  to  the  eye,  and  the  poem  proceeds  af- 
ter Pindar's  ufual  manne'r. 

STROPHE  I; 
Gentle  lyre,  begin  the  ftrain  ; 
Wake  the  firing  to  voice  again. 
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Mufic  rules  the  world  above  ; 
Miific  is  the  food  of  love. 
Soften' J  by  the  pow'r  of  found, 
Human  pafllons  melt  away: 
IMelancholy  feels  no  wound, 
Envy  fleeps,  and  fears  decay. 
Entranr'd  in  pleafure  Jove's  dread  eagle  lies. 
Nor  grafpsthe  bolt,  nor  darts  his  fiery  eyes. 

ANITSTROt^HE  L 
See,  iVIars  awak'd  by  loud  alarms 
Rolls  o'er  the  field  his  fanguine  eyes, 
His  heart  tumultuous  beats  to  arms, 
And  terrors  glare,  and  furies  rife  1 
Hark  the  phafing  lutes  complain. 
In  a  foftly-breathing  ftrain  ; 
Love,  and  ilumber  feal  his  eye 
By  the  gentle  charms  oppreft  : 
From  his  rage  he  fteals  a  figh, 
Sinking  on  Dione's  breaft. 

EPODE  L 
Verfe,  gentle  verfefroni  heav'n  defcendingcatnej 
Curft  by  the  wicked,  hateful  to  the  vain : 
Tyrants  and  flaves  profane  its  facred  name, 
Deaf  to  the  tenler  lay,  or  vocal  ftrain.— 
In  fires  of  hell  Typhoeus  glows, 
Imprifon'd  by  the  wrath  of  Jove  ; 
No  eafe  his  relllefs  fury  knows. 
Nor  founds  of  joy,  nor  pleafing  love, 
vVhcre,  glltt'nng  faintly  on  the  eye, 
Sicilian  ^Etna  props  the  fky 

With  mountains  of  eternal  fnow; 
Me  darts  his  fiery  eyes  in  vain, 
And  heaves,  and  roars,  and  bites  his  chain 
In  impotence  of  woe 

STROPHE  IL 
Angry  flames  like  fcarlet  glowing 
Fiery  torrents  ever  flo-.vinj, 
Smoke  along  the  with'ring  plain 
Ere  they  rufh  into  the  main. 
When  the  fable  veil  of  night 
Stretches  o'er  the  fliaded  Iky, 
Fires  of  fulphur  gleam  with  light, 
Burning  rocks  difparted  fly. 
Sudden,  by  turns  the  flafliing  flames  arife, 
Pour  down  the  winds,  or  tremble  up  the  fkies. 

ANTISTROPHE  II. 
In  fair  Sicilia's  rich  do.nnain, 
Where  flow'rs  and  fruits  eternal  blow. 
Where  plenty  fpreads  her  peaceful  reign. 
And  feas  furround,  and  fountains  flow, 
Bright  religion  lifts  her  eye, 
Wand'rmg  through  the  kindred-fky. 
Hail  thou,  everlafting  Jove, 
Parent  of  th'  Aonian  quire  ; 
Touch  my  raptur'd  foul  with  loTe,  \ 

Warm  we  with  celeilial  lire  ! 
EPODE  II. 
The  pious  mariner  when  firft  he  fweeps 
n.e  foaming  billows,  and  exalts  his  fails, 
Propitiates  ev'ry  pow'r  that  rules  the  deeps, 
Led  bv  new  hopes,  and  borne  by  gentle  gales. 
So  e'er  th*"  mufe  difns'd  to  fmg. 
Emblazons  her  fair  hero's  praife  : 
(What  time  (lie  wakes  the  trembling  firing, 
Attemper'd  to  ^the  vocal  lays;" 
Pro.Vrate  in  humble  gnife  (lie  bends, 
While  fome  ceieftial  pow'r  defcends 
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To  guide  her  airy  flights  along  ; 
Cod  of  the  liiver  bow,  give  ear  ; 
(Whom  Tenedos,  and  Chryfa  fear) 
Obfervaut  of  the  fong  ! 

STROPHE  IIL 
Gentle  wifhes,  chafte  defires. 
Holy  Hymen's  purer  fires  : 
Lives  of  innocence  and  pleafure. 
Moral  virtue's  myftic  treafure ; 
Wiidom,  eloquence,  and  love, 
All  are  blefEngs  from  above. 
Hence  regret,  diftafte,  difpraife. 
Guilty  nights,  uneafy  days : 
Repining  jealoufics,  calm  friendly  wrongs. 
And  fiercer  envy,  and  the  ftrife  of  tongues. 
ANTISTROPHE  III, 
When  virtue  bleeds  beneath  the  laws, 
Or  ardent  nations  rife  in  arms. 
Thy  mercies  judge  the  doubtful  caufe. 
Thy  courage  ev'ry  beaft  alarms, 
kindling  with  heroic  fire 
Once  again  I  fweep  the  lyre. 
Fair  as  fummer's  evening  (kies, 
Ends  thy  life  ferene,  and  glorious; 
Happy  hero,  great  and  wife. 
O'er  thy  foes,  and  felf  victorious. 

THE  PPISODE  OF  ORPHEUS  AND  EURY- 
DiCE, 

Tran/latedfrom  the  fourth  Georgic  of  Virgil. 

At  chorus  aequalis  Dryadum 

Her  fudden  death  the  Mountain-Dryads  mouru'd, 
And  Rhodope's  high  brow  the  dirge  return'd  ; 
Bleak  Orythya  trembled  at  their  woe. 
And  filrer  Hebrus  murmur'd  in  his  flow. 
While  to  his  mournful  harp,  unfeen,  alone, 
Defpairing  Orpheus  warbled  out  his  moan. 
With  rofy  dawn  his  plaintive  lays  begun, 
His  plaintive  voice  fung  down  the  fetting  fun. 

Now  in  the  frantic  bitternefs  of  woe 
Silent  he  treads  the  dreary  realms  below, 
His  lofs  in  tender  numbers  to  deplore,  [fore. 

And  touch  the  fouls  who  ne'er  were  touch'd  be- 
Mov'd  with  the  pleafing  harmony  of  fong. 
The  Ihadowy  ipedlres  'i  ound  the  poet  throng : 
Num'rous  as  birds  that  o'er  the  foreft  play, 
(When  evening  Phoebus  rouls  the  light  away : 
Or  when  high  Jove  in  wintery  feafons  pours 
A  fudden  deluge  from  defcending  Ihow'rs.) 
The  mother's  ghoft,  the  father's  rev'rend  fhade. 
The  blooming  hero,  and  th'  unmarry'd  maid: 
The  new-born  heir  who  foon  lamented  dies. 
And  feeds  the  flames  before  his  parent's  eyes  ; 
All  whom  Cocytus'  fable  Water  bounds. 
And  Styx  with  thrice  three  wand'ring  ftreams  fur- 
rounds. 

See,  the  dread  regions  tremble  and  admire  1 
Zv'n  Pain  unmov'd  (tands  heark'nihg  to  the  lyre. 
Intent,  Ixion  flares,  nor  feems  to  feel 
The  rapid  motions  of  the  whirling  wheel. 
Th'  unfolding  fnakes  around  tlie  furies  play, 
As  the  pale  fifters  liften  to  the  lay. 

Nor  was  the  poet's  moving  fuit  deny'd, 
Again  to  realms  »bove  he  bears  his  bude. 
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When  (ftern  decree  I)  he  turns  his  longing  eyij> 

'Tis  done,  Ihe's  loft,  for  ever  ever  flies— - 

Too  fmali  the  fault,  too  lafting  was  the  pain. 

Could  love  but  judge,  or  hell  relent  again  I 

Amaz'dhe  ftands,  and  by  the  glimpfe  of  day 

Juft.  fees  th'  unbody'd  fliadow  flit  away. 

When  thus  flie  cry'd — ah,  too  unthoughtful  fpoufe 

Thus  for  one  look  to  violate  thy  vows  '. 

Fate  bears  me  back,  again  to  hell  I  fly. 

Eternal  darknefs  fwims  before  my  eye  1 

Again  the  melancholy  plains  I  fee, 

Ravilh'd  from  life,  from  pleafure,  and  from  thee  ! 

She  faid,  ahd  finking  into  endlefs  night, 

Like  exhalations  vanifti'd  from  the  fight. 

In  vain  he  fprung  to  feize  her,  wept,  or  pray'd, 

Swift  glides  away  the  vifionary  fliade. 

How  wilt  thou  now,  unhappy  Orpheus,  tell 
Thy  fecond  lofs,  and  melt  the  pow'rs  of  hell  ? 
Cold  are  thofe  lips  that  blcft;  thy  foul  before. 
And  her  fair  eyes  mufl  roll  on  thine  no  more. 
Sev'n  tedious  moons  defpairing,  wild  he  flood, 
And  told  his  woes  to  Strymon's  freezing  flood. 
Beneath  his  feet  eternal  fnows  were  fpread. 
And  airy  rocks  hang  nodding  o'er  his  head, 
The  favage  beafls  in  circles  round  hihi  play. 
And  rapid  ftreams  ftand  lift'ning  to  the  lay. 

So  when  the  fliepherd-fwain  with  curious  eyes 
Marks  the  fair  neft,  and  makes  the  young  his  prize  J 
Sad  Philomel,  in  poplar  fliades  alone. 
In  vain  renevv's  her  lamentable  moan. 
From  night  to  morn  flie  chauntsher  tender  love. 
And  mournful  mufic  dies  along  the  grove. 

No  thoughts  of  pleafure  now  his  foul  employ, 
Averfe  to  Venus  and  the  nuptial  joy  : 
Wild  as  the  winds  o'er  Thracia's  plains  he  roves. 
O'er  the  bleak  mountains,  and  the  leaflefs  groves. 
When  flung  with  rage  the  Bacchanalian  train 
Rufli'd  to  the  bard,  and  ftretch'd  him  on  the  plain/ 
(Nor  founds,  nor  pray'rs  their  giddy  fury  move, 
And  he  muft  ceafe  to  live,  br  learn  to  love) 
See,  from  his  flioiildersin  a  moment  flies 
His  bleeding  head,  and  now,  ah  now  he  dies  ! 
Yet  as  he  dy'd,  Eurydice  he  mourn'd, 
Eurydice,  the  trembling  banks  return'd  ; 
Eurydice,  with  hollow  voice  he  cry'd, 
Eurydice  ran  murmuring  down  t'ne  tide. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  LADY 
HERTFOPvD, 

UPON    THE    BIRTH    OF    LORD    BEAUCHAMF. 

Once  more  infpir'd,  I  touch  the  trembling  ftrihg; 
What  mufe  for  Hertford  will  refufe  to  fing? 
Thine  are  the  favourite  (trains,  and  may  they  be 
Sacred  to  praife,  to  beauty,  and  to  thee  I 

Sudden,  methinks,  in  vifion  I  fur\'ey 
The  glorious  triumphs  of  th'  expedted  day  : 
Fair  lovely  fights  in  opening  fcenes  appear. 
And  airy  mufic  trembles  on  ray  ear  ; 
Surrounding  eyes  devour  the  beauteous  boy. 
And  ev'ry  bofom  beats  with  founds  of  joy. 

Rife  frorri  thy  flumbers,  gentle  infant,  rife  J 
Lift  thy  fair  head,  unfold  thy  radiant  eyes, 
Whofe  lovely  light  muft  other  courts  adorn. 
And  wound  the  hearts  of  beauties  yet  unborn, 
Subdue  the  fex,  that  triunniphs  in  its  pride. 
And  humble  thofe,  who  chafra  iha  '.verld  tef.ie* 


TRANSLATIONS,  PARAPHRASES,  &c. 


Sftj 


J  Defoend  ye  gentle  nuie  !  defcend,  and  fpread 
Laurels  and  bays  around  his  infant-head. 
Bi(J  noble  paflions  in  his  bofoin  roll. 
And  beams  6f. fancy  dawn  upon  his  foul; 
In  foften'd  mufic  bid  his  accents  flow, 
Piercing,  and  gentle  as  defcending  fnow  ; 
Bid  him  be  all  that  can  iiis  birth  commend: 
The  daring  patriot,  and  unfliaken  friend  : 
Adniir'd,  yet  humble,  moded,  though  fevere, 
Abroad  obliging,  and,  at  home  fincefe  ; 
Good,  juft,  and  afFibie  in  each  degree  : 
Such  IS  the  father,  fuch  the  fon  fliall  be  I 

Theia  humble  (trains,  indulgent  Hertford,  fpare ; 
Forgive  the  niufe,  O  fairell  of  the  fair  1 
Firft  in  thy  liiades  (where  filver  Kennet  glides, 
Fair  IViarlbro's  turrets  trembling  in  his  tides : 
Where  peace  and  plenty  hold  their  gentle  reign, 
And  lavifh  natiire  decks  the  fruitful  plain  : 
Where  the  fani'd  mountain  lifts  its  walks  on  high, 
As  varying  profpeds  open  on  the"  eye) 
To  love's  foft  theme  I  tun'd  the  warbling  lyre, 
And  borrow'd  from  thy  eyes  poetic  fiie. 

September  30th. 

1725'  Vr,    HARTE. 


THE  ARMY  OF  At)RASTUS,  AND  HIS 
ALLIES, 

MARCHING     FROM     ARGOS    TO    THE     SIEGF.      OF 
THEBES. 

From  the  fourth  Thehdid  of  Statins, 

Jamq.  fuos  circum 

Around  the  pomp  in  mourning  weeds  array'd,  , 
Weeps  the  pale  father,  and  the  trembling  maid : 
The  fcreaming  infants  at  the  portals  ftand, 
Ahd  ciafp,  and  ftop  the  tlow-proceeding  band. 
Each  parting  face. a  fettled  horror  wears, 
Each  low-held  (hield  receives  a  flood  of  tears. 
Some  with  a  kifs  (fad  fign  of  future  harms) 
Round  the  clos'd,  bejiver  glue  their  clafping  arms, 
Hang  on  the  fpear,  detain  'em  as  they  go, 
With  lifted  eyes,  and  eloquence  of  woe. 
Thofe  warlike  chiefs,  whom  dread  Bel.jpna  fteel'd. 
And  arm'd  with  fouls  unknowing  once  to  yield. 
Now  touch'd  with  forrows,  hide  their  tearful  eyes. 
And  all  the  hero  melts  away  and  dies. 
:  So  the  pale  failor,  launching  from  the  fliore, 
Leaves  the  depr  profpedlsthat  muft  charm  no  more: 
Here  Ihrieks  of  anguilli  pierce  his  pitying  e-ars — 
There  ftrangely  wild,  a  floating  world  appears — 
Swift  the  fair  veflel  wings  her  watery  flight, 
And  in  a  miil  deceives  the  aching  fight  : 
The  native  train  in  fad  diftra(ftion  weep, 
Now  beat  their  breafts,  now  tremble  o'er  the  deep, 
Curfe  ev'ry  gale  that  wafts  the  fleet  from  land, 
Breathe  the  laft  iigh,  and  wave  the  circling  hand. 

You  now,  fair  ancient  truth  1    condudt  along 
Th'  advent'rous  bard,  and  animate  his  fong  : 
Each  godlike  man  in  proper  lights  difplay, 
And  open  all  the  war  in  dread  array. 
You  too,  bright  miftrei's  of  th'  Aonian  quire. 
Divine  Calliope  1   relume  the  lyre  : 
The  lives  and  deaths  of  mighty  chiefs  recite, 
The  wafte  of  nations,  and  the  rage  of  fight. 
Vol,  IX. 


A  SIiMILE, 

UPON    A    SET    OF    TEA-DRINKERS. 

So  fairy  elves  their  morning-table  fpread 

O'er  a  white  mulhroom's  hofpitable  head  ; 

in  acorn  cups  the  merry  goblins  quafl:" 

The  pearly  devVs,  they  fing,  they  love,  they  laugh  : 

Melodious  mufic  trembles  through  the  Iky, 

And  airy  founds  along  the  green-wood  die. 


THE  SAME, 

DIVERSIFIED    IN    ANCIENT    METRE. 

S>o,  yf  deepe  clerkes  in  tymes  of  yore  faine  trew. 
Or  poets  eyne,  perdie,  mought  fothly  vew, 
The  dapper  Elfins  thyr  quemt  feftes  bedight 
Wyth  mickle  plefaunce  on  amulhrome  lite: 
In  acorne  cuppes  thy  quafien  daint  liquere. 
Ana  rovvle  belgardes,  and  defliie  daunce  yfere; 
Ful  everidele  they  rnakin  mufike  fote. 
And  towns  aeriall  adowne  the  greiie  woode  flote. 

A  SOLILOqUY, 

OCCASIONED    BY    THE    CHIRPING    OF    A    GRASS' 
HOPPER. 

Happy  infedt  '■  ever  bleft 
'W'ith  a  more  than  mortal  reft, 
Rofy  dews  the  leaves  among. 
Humble  joys  and  gentle  fong  ! 
Wretched  poet  I  ever  curs'd. 
With  a  life  of  lives  the  worlt, 
^ad  defpondence,  reltlefs  fears, 
Endlefs  jealoufies  and  tears. 

In  the  burning  fummer,  thou 
'^^''arbleft  on  the  verdant  bough, 
Meditating  cheerful  play, 
Mindlefs  of  the  piercing  ray  ;  ; 

Scorch'd  in  Cupid's  fervors,  I 
Ever  weep,  and  ever  die. 
,  Proud  to  gratify  thy  will, 
Ready  nature  waits  thee  ftill : 
Balmy  wines  to  thee  Ihe  pours. 
Weeping  through  the  dewy  flow'rs ! 
Rich  as  thofe  by  Hebe  giv'n 
To  the  thirfty  fons  of  heav'n. 

Yet  alas  !  we  both  agree, 
Miferable  thou  like  me  1 
Each  alike  in  youth  rehearfes 
Gentle  ftrains,  and  tender  verfes ; 
Ever  wand'ring  far  from  home  ; 
Mindlefs  of  the  days  to  come, 
(Such  as  aged  winter  brings 
Trembling  on  his  icy  wings) 
Both  alike  at  laft  we  die  ; 
Thou  art  ftarv'd,  and  fo  am  I ! 

THE  STORY  OF  ARETHUSA. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  FIFTH   BOOK  OF  0VID''S 
METAMORPHOSES. 

ContieSimi  to  the  former 

The   poet   defcribes   Ceres   wanderfng  over    the 
wotld  in  great  affh<n:ion,  to  fearch  after  hey 
3G 
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daughter  Proferpina,  who  was  then  loft.  At 
laft  Arethul'a  (a  river  of  Sicily)  informs  the 
•oddcfs  that  her  daughter  was  itolen  away  by 
Pluto,  and  carried  down  into  hell.  Now  it 
was  ordained  by  fate,  that  Prolerpine  fliould 
return  again,  if  Ihe  tailed  not  of  any  fruit  in 
the  other  world.  But  temptations  were  ftrong, 
and  the  woman  could  not  refift  eating  fix  or 
feven  kernels  of  a  pomegranate.  However, 
to  mitigate  the  fentence,  Jupii.er  decreed  that 
llie  fliould  refide  but  half  the  year  with  Pluto, 
and  pafs  the  reft  with  her  mother.  Upon  thefe 
terms  Ceres  is  very  well  pacified,  and  in  com- 
plaifance  defires  Arethufa  to  relate  her  life,  and 
for  what  reafons  flie  was  changed  into  a  river. 

Kush'd  in  fufpenfe  the  gath'ring  waters  ftood, 
When  thus  began  the  parent  of  the  flood  : 
What  time  emerging  from  the  wave,  fhe  preft 
Her  verdant  trefles  drooping  on  her  breaft. 

Of  all  the  nymphs  Achaia  hoafts  (flie  faid), 
"C^'^as  Arethufa  once  the  faireft  maid. 
None  lov'd  fo  well,  to  fpread  in  early  dawn 
The  trembling  meflies  o'er  the  dewy  lawn  : 
Though  drels  and  beauty  fcarce  deferv'd  my  care, 
Yetev'ry  tongue  confefs'd  me  to  be  fair. 
The  charms  which  others  fi:rive  for,  1  rrfign, 
And  think  it  ev'n  a  crime  to  find,  them  mina  1 

Jt  chanc'd  one  morn,  returning  frop.i  the  wood, 
Weary  I  waiider'd  by  a  lilver  flood  : 
The  gentle  waters  fcarce  were  feen  to  glide, 
And  a  calm  filcnce  ftill'd  the  ileeping  tide; 
High  o'er  the  banks  a  grove  of  watery  trees 
Spread  its  dark  fhade,  that  trtnibled  to  the  breeze 
(My  veft  fufpended  on  the  bouglij)  I  lave 
My  chilly  feet,  then  plunge  beneath  the  wave  ; 
A  ruddy  light  my  blufliing  limbs  difpread. 
And  the  clear  ftream  halt  glov/s  with  rofy-red. 
When  from  beneath  in  awful  murmurs  broke 
A  hollow  voice,  and  thus  portentous  fpoke  ; 
,    "  My  lovely  nymph,  my  Arethufa  Itay, 
"  Aljjheiis  calls  ;  it  laid,  ur  feem'd  to  fay"— 

Naked  and  Hvift  1  tiew  (my  clothes  behind). 
Fear  ftrung  my  nerves, and  Ihameenrag'dmy  mind. 
So  wing'd  with  hunger  the  fitrce  eagle  flies, 
']'o  drive  the  trembling  turtles  through  the  (kics : 
So  wing'd  with  fear  rhe  trembling  turtles  fpring, 
When  the  fierce  eagle  flicotsupon  the  wing. 

Swift  bounding  from  the  god,  I  now  fuivey 
Wliere  breezy  Pfophis  and  Cyllene  lay: 
Elis'  fair  (trucflures  open'd  on  my  eyes; 
And  waving  Erymanthus  cools  the  flties, 
At  lengtli  untqiiai  tor  the  rapid  chafe 
Tremble  my  liuibs,  the  god  maintains  the  race  : 
O'er  hills  and  vales  with  furious  halte  I  flew  ; 
O'er  hills  and  vales  the  god  bthind  me  drew. 
Is^ow  hov'ring  o'er,  his  lengthening  fliadow  bends, 
(liis  iength'ning  Ihadow  the  low  iiin  extends) 
And  fudden  now,  his  founding  fte[)s  drew  near; 
At  leait  I  feem'd  iiis  founding  <le|)s  to  hear. 
Now  finking,  in  fliort  fobs  I  gafp'd  for  breath, 
Juft  in  the  jaws  of  violence  and  death. 
Ah,  Cynthia  help!  ('twas  thus  in  thought  I  pr»y'd) 
Ah,  help  a  ravidi'd,  miferable  maul  '. 
The  virgin-pow'r  confenting  to  my  pray'r, 
_^)ifFiis'd  around  a  veil  of  clouded  air  : 
Xo;t  in  the  ghiom  he  wanders  o'er  the  pUin, 
Ansi  Areihula  calls,  but  culls  in  vaia 


In  mifty  fteams  th'  impervious  vapours  rife, 
Peq)!ex  his  gueffes,  and  deceive  his  eyes. 

What  fears  I  felt  as  thus  enclos'd  I  ftood, 
What  chilling  horrors  trembled  through  my  blood? 
So  pants  the  fawn  in  filence  and  defpair. 
When  the  grim  wolf  runs  howling  through  the  lair? 
So  fits  the  lev'ret,  when  the  hound  purfues 
His  trembling  prey,  and  winds  the  tainted  dews. 

Sudden  my  cheek  with  flafliing  colour  burns. 
Pale  fvvonns,  and  fickly  fears  fucceed  by  turns :      ■ 
Cold  creeps  my  blood,  its  pulfes  beat  no  more : 
JBig  drops  ot  fweat  afcend  from  every  pore  ; 
Adown  my  locks  the  pearly  dews  diftill, 
And  each  full  eye  pours  forth  a  gulhingrill; 
Now  all  at  once  my  melting  limbs  decay, 
In  one  clear  llream  diffolving  faft  away. 

The  god  foon  law  me  floating  o'er  the  plain. 
And  ftrait  refum'd  his  watery  form  again — 
Inftant,  Diana,  fmote  the  trembhng  ground ; 
Down  mill  my  waters  with  a  murm'ring  found  ; 
Thence  darkling  through  th'  infernal  regions ftray, 
And  in  the  Delian  plains  review  the  day, 


ANGERIANUS  DE  CSILIA, 
(epig.  40.) 

QuuM  dormiret  Amor,  rapuit  clam  pulchra  pha« 
retrain 

Caelia,  furrenta  flevit  Amor  pharetra. 
Nol:  (Cypris  ait)  fie  flere  Cupido ;  pharetram 

Pulchra  tibi  rapuit  Cxlia,  reftituit. 
Non  opus  eft  illi  calamis,  non  ignibus  :  urit 

Voce,  manu,  greffu,  pedlore,  fronte,  oculis. 

CUPID  MISTAKEN. 

FROM    THE    SPORTS    OF   CUPID,    WRITTEN    BY 
ANGERIANUS. 

Imitated  and  enlarged. 

As  faft  befide  a  murmuring  ftream. 
In  bliisfulvifions  Cupid  lay, 
Chloe,  as  fhe  foftly  came, 

Snatch'd  his  golden  fliafts  away. 

From  place  to  place  in  fad  furprife 
rhe  little  angry  godhead  flev/  ; 
rrembling  in  his  ruddy  eyes 
Hung  the  pearly  drops  of  dew. 

So  on  the  rofe  (in  blooming  May, 
When  purjile  Phosbus  riles  bright) 
Liquid  gems  of  filver  lay, 

Pierc'd  with  ghtt'ring  ftream;  of  light. 

Fair  Venus  with  a  tender  languifli' 
Smiling,  thus  her  fon  addrcft,    , 
As  he  murnnn'd  out  his  anguifli 
Trembling  on  her  fnowy  breaft : 

Peace,  gentle  infant,  I  implore. 
Nor  lavifli  precious  teais  in  vain  ; 
Chloe,  v.hen  the  jcft  is  o'er, 
Brings  the  ufelefs  Ihafts  again. 

Can  Chloe  :  csX  tli.  fiiafts  of  love, 
Youiiij  bloowiiig,  witty,  plump  und  fair  ? 


TRANSLATIONS, 

Chafms  and  raptures  round  her  move, 
Murmuring  fighs,  and  deep  defpair. 

Millions  for  her  unheeded  die. 
Millions  to  her  their  bleffings  owe; 
Ev'ry  motion  of  her  eye 

Murders  more  than  Cupid's  bow. 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

WITH    MR.    FEKTON's    MISCELLANY. 

These  various  ftrains,  where  ev'ry  talent  charms. 
Where  humour  pleafes,  or  where  paffian  warms  : 
(Strains  !  where  the  tender  and  fublime  coiifpire, 
A  Sappho's  fvveetnefs,  and  a  Homer's  fire) 
Attend  their  doom,  and  wait  with  glad  furprife 
Th'  impartial  )ull:ice  ot  Cleora's  eyes. 

'Tis  hard  to  fay,  what  myfteries  of  fate, 
What  turns  of  fortune  on  good  writers  wait. 
The  party-flave  will  wound  'em  as  he  can, 
And  damns  the  merit,  if  he  hates  the  man. 
Nay,  ev'n  the  bards  with  wit  and  laurels  crown'd, 
Blefs'd  in  each  (train,  in  ev'ry  art  renown'd : 
Miilead  by  pride,  and  taught  to  lin  by  pow'r, 
Still  fearch  around  for  thole  they  may  devour  : 
Like  favage  monarchson  a  guilty  throne, 
Who  crulh  all  might  that  can  invade  their  owa. 

Others  who  hate,  yet  want  the  foul  to  dare, 
So  ruin  bards — as  beaux's  deceive  the  fair  : 
On  the  pleas'd  ear  their  foft  deceits  employ  ; 
Smiling  they  wound,  and  praife  but  to  deftroy. 
Thefe  are  th'  unhappy  crimes  of  modern  days. 
And  can  the  beft  of  poets  hope  for  praife  ? 

How  fmall  a  part  of  human  bleflings  fliare 
The  wife,  the  good,  the  noble,  or  the  fair  1 
Short  is  the  date  unhappy  wit  can  boaft, 
A  blaze  of  glory  in  a  moment  loft. 
Fortune  ftill  envious  of  the  great  man's  praife, 
Curfes  the  coxcomb  with  a  length  of  days. 
So  (Hedlor  dead)  amid  the  female  quire, 
Unmanly  Paris  tun'd  the  filver  lyre. 

Attend  ye  Britons  !  in  fo  jufl;  a  caufe 
'Tis  fure  a  fcandal,  to  withhold  applaufe  j 
Nor  let  pofterity  reviling  fay. 
Thus  unregarded  Fenton  pafs'd  away  I 
Yet  if  the  inufe  may  faith  or  merit  claim. 
(A.  mufe  too  juft  to  bribe  with  venal  fame) 
Soon  flialtthou  fliine  *  "  in  majefty  avow'd  ; 
"  As  thy  ovv-n  goddefs  breaking  through  a  cloud." 
Fame,  like  a  nation  debt,  though  long  delay'd, 
With  mighty  int'reft  muft  at  laft  be  paid. 

Like  Vinci'3  ftrokes,  thy  verfes  we  behold  ; 
Corredtly  graceful,  and  with  labour  bold. 
At  Sappho's  woes  we  breathe  a  tender  ligh. 
And  the  foft  forrow  (teals  from  ev'ry  eye. 
Here  Spenfer's  thoughts  in  foleran  nuTnbets  roll, 
Here  lofty  Milton  feems  to  lift  the  foul. 
There  fprightly  CWaucer  charms  our  hcmrs  away 
With  (lories  quient,  and  gentle  roundelay, 

Mufe  1  at  that  name  each  thought  of  pride  re- 
call, 
Ah,  think  how  foon  the  wife  and  glorious  fall ! 
What  though  the  filters  ev'ry  grace  impart, 
To  fmooth  thy  verfe,  and  captivate  the  heart : 

*  Ej>ijlle  to  South  erne. 
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What  though  your  charms,  ray  fair  Cleora  !  (hine 
Bright  as  your  eyes,  and  as  your  fex  divine  : 
Yet  (hall  the  verfes,  and  the  charms  decay, 
The  boalt  of  youth,  the  bleJing  of  a  day  1 
Mot  Chaucer's  beauties  could  furvive  the  rage 
Of  wafting  envy,  and  devouring  age  : 
On^  mingled  heap  of  ruin  now  we  fee  ; 
Thus  Chaucer  is,  and  Fenton  thus  fliall  be  ! 


TO  THE  PRINCE  OF  ORANGE, 

ON  HIS  PASSING  THROUGH  OXFORD,  ON  HIS  REi 
TURN    FF.OM    EATH. 

At  length,  in  pity  to  a  nation's  prayer, 
Thouliv'lt,  O  NalTau,  providence's  care  I 
Life's  fun,  which  lately  with  a  dubious  ray 
Gave  the  laft  gleams  of  a  (hort  glorious  day. 
Again  with  more  than  noon-tide  lultre  burns 
The  dial  brightens,  and  the  line  returns. 

Some  guardian  power,  who  o'er  thy  fate  pre- 
fidcs, 
Whofe  eye  unerring  Albion's  welfare  guides. 
Taught  yonder  Itreams  with  new  felt  force  to  flow, 
And  bade  th'  exalted  minerals  doubly  glow. 
Thus  cold  and  motionlefs  Bethefda  itood, 
Till  heavenly  influence  brooded  o'er  the  flood. 

Lo,  while  our  ifle  with  one  loud  pa2an  rings, 
Equal,  though  lilent,  homage  Ifis  brings  ; 
Hers  is  the  taflc  of  reafoo,  not  of  art, 
Words  of  the  mind,  and  actions  of  the  heart  I 

And  fure  that  unbought  praife  which  learning- 
brings, 
Outiveighs  the  vafl:  acclaim  that  deafens  kings  ; 
For  fouls,  fupremely  fenfible  and  ijreat. 
See  through  the  farce  of  noife,  anj  pomp  of  (late; 
Mark  when  the  fools  huzza,  or  vi'ife  rejoice. 
And  judge  exactly  between  found  and  voice. 

Hail,  and  proceed  !  be  arts  like  ours  thy  cnre, 
Nor  flight  thofe  laurels  thou  wert  born  to  wear ; 
Adorn  and  emulate  tliy  glorious  line, 
Take  thy  forefathers  worth,  and  give  them  thine- 
Bieft  with  each  gift  that  human  hearts  can  move, 
In  fcience  bleit,  but  dou'oly  bleft  in  love. 

Power,  beauty,  virtue,  dignify  thy  choice. 
Each  public  fuft'rage,  and  each  private  voice. 

TO  MR.  POPE. 

To  move  the  fprings  of  nature  as  we  pleafe. 
To  think  with  fpiri't,  but  to  write  with  eafe  : 
With  living  words  to  v/arm  the  cnnfcious  heart, 
Orpleafe  the  foul  with  nicer  charms  of  art. 
For  this  the  Grecian  loar'd  in  epic  ftrains. 
And  fofter  Maro  left  the  Mantuan  plains : 
Melodious  Spenferfelt  the  lover's  fire. 
And  awful  Milton  ftrung  his  heav'nly  lyre. 

'Tis  yours,  like  thcfe,  with  curious  toil  to  trace 
The  pow'rsof  language,  harmony,  and  grace. 
How  nature's  lelf  with  living  luftre  fliines; 
How  judgment  (trengthens,  and  hovi'  art  refines; 
Hew  to  grow  bold  with  confcious  fcnfe  of  fame. 
And  force  a  pleafure  which  we  dare  not  blame  : 
To  charm  us  more  through  negligence  than  pains, 
And  give  ev'n  life  and  adtion  to  the  Itrains ; 
3Gij 
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Led  by  fome  law,  whofe  pow'rful  impulfe  guides 
Each  happy  ftroke,  and  in  the  foul  preildes  : 
Some  fairer  image  of  perfedlion,  giv'n 
T'  infpire  mankind,  itfelf  deriv'd  from  heav'n. 

O  ever  worthy,  ever  crown'd  with  praife ; 
Bleft  in  thy  life,  and  bleft  in  all  thy  lays ! 
Add  that  the  fiilers  ev'ry  thought  refine  : 
Or  ev'n  thy  life  be  faultlefs  as  thy  line ; 
Yet  envy  flill  with  fiercer  rage  purfuts, 
Obfcures  the  virtue,  and  defames  the  nuife. 
A  foul  like  thine,  in  pains,  in  grief  rcfign'd. 
Views  with  vain  fcorn  the  malice  of  mankind  : 
Not  critics,  but  their  planets  prove  unjuft  : 
And  are  they  blam'd  who  fm  becaufe  they  mufl  ? 

Yet  fure  not  fo  muftall  perufe  thy  lays; 
I  cannot  rival — and  yet  dare  to  praife. 
A  thoufand  charms  at  once  my  thoughts  engage, 
Sappho's  foft  fweetnefs,  Pindar's  warmer  rage, 
Statins'  free  vigour,  Virgil's  ftudious  care. 
And  Homer's  force,  and  Ovid's  caller  air. 

So  feems  fome  pidlure,  where  exacS;  defign. 
And  curious  pains,  and  ftrength  and  fweetnefs  ioin : 
Where  the  free  thought  itspleafing  grace  bellows. 
And  each  warm  flroke  with  living  colour  glows  : 


Soft:  without  weaknefs,  without  labour  fair  ;  - 
Wrought  up  at  once  with  happinefs  and  care  ! 

How  bltft  the  man  that  from  the  world  removed 
To  joys  that  Mordaunt,  or  his  Pope  approves  ; 
Whofe  tafte  exact  each  author  can  explore, 
And  live  the  prefent  and  paft  ages  o'er . 
Who  free  from  pride,  from  penitence,  or  flrife, 
Move  calmly  forward  to  the  verge  of  life  : 
Such  be  my  days,  and  fuch  my  fortunes  be, 
To  live  by  feafon,  and  to  write  by  thee  ! 

Nor  deem  this  verfe,  though  humble,  thy  dlf- 
grace  ; 
All  are  not  born  the  glor)'  of  their  race  : 
Yet  aU  are  born  t'  adore  the  great  jnan's  name, 
And  trace  his  footfteps  in  the  paths  to  fame. ' 
The  mufe  who  now  this  early  homage  pays, 
Firft  learn'd  from  thee  to  animate  her  lays: 
A  mufe  as  yet  unhonour'd,  but  unftain'd. 
Who  prais'd  no  vices,  no  preferment  gain'd  : 
Unbiafs'd  or  to  cenfure  or  commend. 
Who  knows  no  envy,-  and  who  grieves  no  friend  ; 
Perhaps  too  fond  to  make  thofe  virtues  known, 
And  fix  her  fame  immortal  on  thy  own. 
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TRANSLATED  INTO  ENGLISH.      WITH  NOTES. 


Curritur  ad  vocem  jacundam,  et  carmen  amicx 
Thebaidos,  Iretam  fecit  cum  Statius  urbem, 
Promifitque  diem  :  tailta  dulcedine  captos 
Afficit  ille  animos— juv.  sat.  vii. 


THE  ARGUMEET  TO  THE  WHOLE  THEBAID. 


CEdipus  the  fon  of  Laius,  king  of  Thebes,  was,  in  his  infancy,  expofed  to  wild  beafis  upon  the  moun- 
tairis;  but,  by  fome  miraculous  prefervation,  he  efcaped  this  danger,  and,  aiterwards,  by  miftake, 
flew  his  own  father,  as  they  contended  for  the  way.  He  then  married  Jocafta,  Queen  of  Thebes, 
■vyhom  he  knew  not  to  be  his  mother,  and  had  by  her  two  fons,  Etheocles  and  Polynices;  who,  after 
t'leir  father  had  put  out  his  eyes,  and  banifhed  himfelf  from  Thebes,  agreed  between  themfelves  t» 
govern  year  by  year  interchangeably.  But  this  agreement  was  ill  obferved.  Etheocles,  when  his 
date  of  government  was  expired,  refufed  to  refign  it  to  Polynices ;  who,  in  his  r::ge,  fled  to  Adraftus, 
King  of  Argos,  to  implore  afliftance  aoainft  his  brother.  Adraftus  received  the  yOung  prince  with 
all  imaginable  tendernefs,  and  gave  him  in  marriage  to  his  fair  daughter  Deipylc,  as  the  oracles  had 
appointed.  He  then,  with  the  afliftance  of  his  allies,  undertakes  to  fettle  Polynices  on  the  throne, 
and  to  depofe  Etheocles.  Upon  this,  Thebes  is  befieged,  and,  after  feveral  encounters,  the  differ- 
ence is  at  laft  decided  by  the  duel  and  death  of  the  two  brothers.  This  is  the  main  adion  of  tlic 
poem. 

Befides  this,  by  way  of  an  under  adlion,  the  j50et  has  interwoven  another  diftind  ftory.  The  goddefs 
Venus  is  refolved  to  revenge  herfclt  upon  the  Lemnians,  becaufe  they  neglecfted  all  facrifices  to  her. 
She  firft  difgufts  the  men  vyi)|ji  their  wives,  and  then,  in  return,  fpirits  up  the  women  into  a  refolu- 
tion  of  murdering  their  hufljands.  I'his  horrible  defign  was  executed  by  each  of  them,  except  Hyp- 
fipyle,  who  faved  her  father  Thoas.  Some  time  afterward  this  alfo  was  difcovered.  Hypfipylc, 
to  avoid  the  fury  of  the  women,  fled  to  the  fea-fliore,  where  flie  was  taken  by  the  pirates,  and  pre- 
fented  by  them  to  ivlng^ycurgus,  who  made  her  nurfe  to  his  fon  Archemorus.  The  dominions  of 
this  prince  lay  diredly  in  the  way  from  Aigo^  to  Thebes.  As  Adraftus  and  his  Allies  were  march- 
ing thither,  the  iroops  Were  ready  to  perifti  for  want  of  water.    They  chanced  in  a  wood  to  mees 
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Hypfipyle,  who,  pitying  their  mibfortiines,  lays  down  in  hade  her  younj;  child,  and  /hows  them  a 
Ipring  that  could  never  hr  drained.  She  receives  the  thanks  of  Adraftus ;  and  having,"  at  his  requeit, 
recited  her  own  adventures,  returns  back,  and  finds  the  young  infant  Archemon.s  juft  kilJcd  hy  a 
ferpent.  Her  confufion  and  fears  are  dcfcnbed  in  an  excellent  fpeech  upon  that  occaCon.  The 
Grecians  kill  the  ferpent ;  and,  in  honour  of  the  d-ad  prince,  pei-form  all  the  rites  of  burial ;  which 
is  the  fubjed  of  this  prefent  book. 
Firft  of  all,  it  begins  with  an  hlftorical  accoTuit  of  the  Nernesean  games,  then  follows  the  funeral,  with 
a  more  particular  defcri|)tion  of  hewing  the  forefts,  and  ofS'ring  their  hair  to  the  deceafed.  The 
anguifh  of  Adrallus,  the  lamentations  of  Furydice,  and  the  filence  of  Hypfipyle,  are  extremely  well 
adapted  to  nature.  A  monument  is  ereifted  to  the  memory  of  Archemorus,  which  is  ornamented 
with  the  whole  (lory  in  fculpture.  After  this  fuccced  the  funeral  games  ;  the  chariot-race,  the  foot- 
race, the  difcus,  the  fight  with  the  cxHus,  the  wrellling,  and  fhooting  A.vith  "arrows ;  which  laft 
ends  with  a  prodigy,  foreboding  that  none  of  the  confederate  princes  fliould  return  from  the  wa  r 
except  .-Vdi'allus. 


Soon  mournful  fame    through  ev'ry  town  pro- 
The  rites  of  fepulture,  and  G'-ecian  games  :  [claims 
What  mighty  chiefs  fhould  glory  give  or  gain, 
Prepar'd  to  combat  on  the  liiled  plain. 
Thefe  honours  firfl  the  great  Alcides  paid 
To  pleafe  old  Pelops'  venerable  fnade . 
What  time  near  Pifa  he  inhum'd  the  dead. 
And  bound  with  olive  wreaths  his  dufly  head. 
Thefe,  with  new  hopes,  glad  Phocisnextbeilow'd, 
V.Hien  Python  funk  beneath  her  bowyer  god.     Jo 
Thele  flill  religion  to  Palaemon  pays, 
(Religion  blinded  with  a  length  of  days) 
When  hanging  o'er  the  deep  in  anguilh  raves 
His  *  royal  mother  to  the  founding  waves  ; 
O'er  either  Illhmus  floats  the  mingled  moan, 
And  diflant  Thebe  anfwers  groan  for  groan. 

The  pious  games  begin,  with  loud  alarms, 
Here  the  young  warriors  firfl  prelude  in  arrris  : 
Each  blooming  youth  Aonia  fends  to  fame, 
And  each  dear  objecfl  to  the  Tyrian  dame ;        20 
Who  once  imbru'd  in  blOod,  Ihall  heap  around 
.  High  hills  of  flain,  and  deluge  all  the  ground. 

The  youthful  failors  thus  with  early  care 
Their  arms  experience,  and  for  fea  prepare  : 
On  fome  fmooth  lake  their  lighter  oars  efliiy. 
And  learn  the  dangers  of  the  vi-at'ry  way ; 
But  once  grown  bold,  they  launch  before  the  wind 
Eager  and  fwift,  nor  turn  their  eyes  behind. 

Aurora  now,  fair  daughter  of  the  day, 
Warni'd  the  clear  orient  W'th  a  blulhing  ray  ;  .^Q 
Swift  froni  mankind  the  pow'r  of  flumbers  ilew  ; 
Ahd  the  pale  moon  her  glimmering  brfams  wlth- 
O'er  the  long  woods  the  mattin  dirges  run,  [drew. 
And  fhrieks  of  forrow  wake  the  rifing  fun. 

'I'h' unhappy  father,  father  now  no  more, 
His  bofOm  beat,  his  aged  hairs  he  tore  : 
Bolide  him  lay  each  ornament  of  Hate, 
To  makeliim  wretched,  as  they  made  him  great. 
With  more  than  female  prief  the  mother  cries', 
And  wringing  both  her  hands,  obtefts  the  fkies ; 
Bending  ihe  weeps  upon  th'  extended  flain,         4I 
Bathes  ev'ry  wound,  returns,  and  weeps  again. 

But  when  the  kings  in  fad  and  folemn  woe, 
Enter'd  the  dome,  majeflically  flow  ; 
(As  if  juft  then  the  trembling  babe  was  found, 
And  life's  laft  blood  came   ifluing  through  the 
wound) 
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Breaft  took  from  breaft  the  melancholy  ftraip, 
And  paufing  nature  wept,  and  fob'd  again. 
Con*'us'd  each  Grecian  hangs  his  guilty  head. 
And  weeps  a  flood  of  tears  to  wail  the  dead.      50 

Meanwhile  Adraftus  bears  the  friendly  part. 
And  with  kind  words  confoles  the  father's  heart. 
He  marks  th'  eternal  orders  of  the  fky. 
And  proves  that  man  was  born  to  grieve  and  die  ; 
Now  tells  him  heav'n  will  future  children  fend 
To  heir  his  kingdom,  and  his  years  defend. 

In  vain  the  charmer  pleads,  unbounded  flow 
The  parent's  tears,  in  violence  of  woe. 
He  hears  no  more  than  ftorms  that  thund'ringT 

Regard  the  failors  vov/s,  or  piercing  cries,      60 1" 
And  the  wild  horror  of  their  ftony  eyes.  j 

Apart,  a  crowd  of  friends  the  bier  beftrow 
With  cyprefs  boughs ;  then  place  the  ftraw  below. 
The  fecond   rank  with   ftiort-liv'd   flow'rs  they 

fpread. 
Which  foon  muft  fade,  and  wither  like  the  dead. 
Arabian  odours  from  the  third  diffufe 
A  grateful  fmoke,  and  weep  in  fragrant  dews. 
Above  from  heaps  of  gold  briglif  colours  ftream, 
A.nd  deeper  purple  fnoots  a  fanguine  gleaiai. 

Inwoven  on  the  pall,  young  Linus  lay  70 

In  lonely  woods,  to  mangling  dogs  a  prey. 
Heart-wounded  at  the  fight,  in  anguifh  ftands 
Eurydice,  and  fpreads  her  trembling  hands  ; 
Then  turns  her  eyes,  half  dying  with  a  groan. 
For  kindred  miferies  fo  like  her  own. 
Arms,  fceptres,  jewels,  on  the  dead  they  throw, 
And  facrifice  all  grandeur  to  their  woe. 
As  ii  the  hero,  deck'd  with  warlike  fpoil, 
Wasbon:  in  triumph  to  the  fun'ral  pile. 
Yet  as  due  rites  with  kind  affedlion  paid,  8q 

Can  add  fome  honours  to  the  infant  ftiade  ; 
Hence  rofc  magnificence,  and  folemn  tears. 
With  prefents  fuited  to  maturer  years. 

Long  time  with  early  hopes  Lycurgus  fed 
A  breed  of  courfers  facrcd  to  the  dead. 
A  glitr'ring  helm  was  fa'ely  plac'd  apart. 
And  purple  trappings  of  SIdnnian  art: 
And  confecrated  fpe»s  (a  deadly  ftore), 
P.adiant  and  keen,  as'ytj  unllain'd  with  gore. 
The  pious  mother  thus,  dc<eiv'd  too  late,  ^ 

Like  her  fond  fpoufe,  referv'd  a  crown  of  ftate. 
And  royal  robes,  o'erwro^ghc  with  rifing  flow'rs ; 
The  filent  gro\Yth  of  folitary  hours; 
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There  and  the  reR  at  once,  the  furious  fire 
Deems  in  dillra6lion  to  the  greedy  fire. 

Aleanwhile,  aHt'mhkd  hy  the  feer's  commands, 
To  raife  the  pire,  crowd  thick  the  Grecian  bands, 
From  !~.'eme;K  thcfe,  and  Timpe's  lofty  crown, 
lumble  whole  heaps  of  crafting  forclls  down  : 
Their  airy  brows  the  naked  hills  difplay,  lOO 

And  earth  once  more  beholds  the  face  of  day. 
Deep  groan  the  groves :   On  rufsling  pinions  rife 
Birds  after  birds  ;  the  angry  falvage  iiics. 
Sacred  through  time,  from  age  to  age  it  flood, 
A  wide-fprcad,  gloomy,  venerable  wood; 
Older  than  man,  and  ev'ry  fylvan  maid, 
Wh.o  haunts  the  grot,  or  fkims  along  the  glade. 
Stretch'd  o'er  the  ground  the  tow'ring  oaks  were 

feen, 
The  foodful  beech,  and  cyprefs  ever  green  : 
T)ie  nuptial  elm,  and  moiintain-holm  entire. 
The  pitchy  tree  that  feeds  the  fun'ral  fire  :        lio 
The  refin  foft,  and  folitary  yew. 
Forever  dropping  with  unwholcfome  dew  ; 
Tlie  poplar  tteroblingo'cr  the  filver  flood. 
The  warrior  aflj  tliat  recks  in  hoflile  blood, 
Th'  advent'rous  fir  chat  fails  the  vaft  profound. 
And  pine,  frefli  bleeding  from  th'  odorous  wound — 
All  at  one  tune  the  nodding  forelts  bend. 
And  with  a  crafli  together  all  dcfcend. 
i-oud  as  when  bluic'ring  Boi-eas  iiTucs  frtrth, 
Tc  bring  the  fwccping  v,  hirhvind from  the  north: 
Sudden  and  fwift  as  kindling  flames  arife,         121 
Flo-jt  o'er  the  fields,  and  hla^c  unto  the  Ikies. 
n^he  finking  grove  refounds  with  frequent  groans, 
Sylvaniis  ilaris,  and  hoary  Pales  moans. 
T'remblirg  and  fIo^y  the  guardian  nymphs  retire, 
Or  clafp  the  tree,  and  perifh  in  the  fire. 

So  when  fome  chief  (the  city  florni'd)  commands 
Hcvenge  and  plunder  to  his  furious  bands : 
E'er  yet  he  fpeaks  the  domes  in  ruin  lay ; 
They  ftrike,  they  level,  fcise,  and  bear  away.  130 

Sacred  to  hcav'n  and  hjill,  the  mourners  rear 
Two  niaffy  altars,  pointing  in  the  air. 
The  pious  lites  begin,  in  mournful  ftrains 
The  mufic  of  the  Phrygian  fife  complains  ; 
"^^'hofe  pc'.v'rful  founds  th'  unv.'iiling  ghofls  obey. 
And   pale,   and  fliiv'riiig,  mount  the  realms  of 

day. 
Finl  Pelops  taught  thefe  melanchcly  flrains, 
"W'hi'n  Niche's  fond  ofFsp.ving  prcft  the  plains: 
Six  blooming  youths,  and  fix  fair  virgins  fell, 
Sent  by  fierce  Cynthia  to  the  fhades  of  hell.      140 

Incenfe  and  oil  upon  the  pile  they  throw. 
And  mighty  monarchs  mighty  gifts  bellow. 
High  ra's'd  in  air  the  mournful  bier  is  borne, 
De'iecfled  chiefs  Lycurgus'  train  adorn; 
'1  he  female  fex  around  tiie  mother  crov.  d. 
And  weep,  qnd  fob,  and  vent  their  griefs  aloud  : 
iEehind  Hypfipyle'sfoft  forrows  flow 
Si'ent,  and  faft,  in  eloquence  of  woe. 
E;.rh  lp:aving  hc'fom  draws  a  deeper  figli, 
Ai(!  the  big  palTion  hurfts  from  ev'ry  eye.        150 
'1  bus  wiiile  the  fryflal  tears  unbounded  ran, 
Jr.  piercing  fhrieks  Eurydice  began. 
Ah  !  deareft  child  i  amid  thcl'e  mournful  dames 
T  never  thought  to  give  thee  to  tjie  flames ! 
1  low  could  1  dream  of  forrows  and  of  dciith, 
In  tiie  firft  nionicnrscf  trjC  infant  breath  ? 
liow  could  1  crt'jd  thefe  blcotly  wars  to  lee; 
Or  deem  that  Ihcbes  Ihould  cvci  jnurder  thee  ? 


What  fudden  vengeance  wing'd  with  wrath  di- 
vine 
Purfues  me  fi:ill,  and  curfes  all  my  line  ?  160 

Yet  Cadmus'  fons  in  eafe  and  plenty  live, 
Bleft  with  each  joy  th'  indulging  pow'rs  can  give  ; 
No  mourning  dames  in  fable  weeds  appear, 
To  bathe  the  laft  cold  alhes  with  a  tear. 

Wretch  that  I  was,  too  fondly  to  believe 
A  faithlefs  flave,  a  wand'ring  fugitive  ! 
Pious  Ihe  told  the  melancholy  tale 
With  fair  invention,  pow'rful  to  prevail ; 
Is  this  that  guardian  of  the  l.emnian  fiate, 
V/ho  fnatch'd  her  father  from  the  jaws  of  fate  ?  I  70 

Ah  no  !  herfelf  the  bloody  furies  join'd. 
And  vow'd  like  thofe,  deilrudtion  to  mankind  ! 
Is  this  her  care  ;  to  leave  in  v/oods  alone 
Her  prince,  nay  more,  an  infant  not  her  own  f 
Suppofe  througli  pity  or  negledl  ihe  llray'd, 
(While  my  dear  eliild  lay  trembling  in  the  fiiadc) 
Unknowing  of  the  monfters  wild  and  vaft, 
Who  haunt  the  gloomy  groves,  or  dreary  wafte  ; 
Eacli  niurni'ring  fount  that  quivers  to  the  breeze, 
Each  dying  gale  that  pants  upon  the  trees,       i8o 
Sudden  by  turns  diftraft  an  infant's  ears, 
And  death  attends  th'  imaginary  fears. 

Hail  thou  dear  infant !  wretched,  early  ghoft, 
Aiurder'd  by  her  who  ought  to  love  thee  moft. 
Whofe  hands  fullain'd  thee,    and    whofe  mufic 

charm'd, 
Whofe  eye  o'erfaw  thee,  and  whofe  bofom  warm'd : 
Who  dry'd  thy   checks  with  ftreams  of  chryflal 
drown'd,  [found. 

And  taught   thy  voice  to  frame   the    fault'ring 
Ungrateful  wretch,  may  grief  thy  years  confume. 
And  pains  eternal  bend  thee  to  the  tomb  !         190 
Tear  her,  ye  warriors,  tear  her  from  my  eyes, 
Deaf  to  her  vows,  her  penitence,  or  cries  : 
Deep  in  her  bofom  drive  th'  avenging  dart. 
To  drink  the  blood  that  feeds  her  faithlefs  heart. 
In  the  fame  moment  I'll  refign  my  breath, 
Satiate  vt'ith  fury,  and  content  in  death! 

She  fpake,  and  flarting  faw  the  Lemnian  maid. 
As  in  the  filence  of  her  foul  fl;e  pray'd  : 
Sudden  her  rage  rekindles  at  the  view, 
And  trickling  down  her  cheeks  defcends  the  drops 
of  dew.  200 

Bear,  oh  ye  chiefs,  this  female  curfe  away, 
wnio  adds  a  horror  to  the  fun'ral  day, 
WJio  with  a  fmile  profanes  the  matron's  moan. 
And  triumphs  in  misfortunes  not  her  own. 
She  faid,  and  finking  drew  a  fainter  figh.       [eye; 
Rage  ftcpp'd  her  voice,  and  grief  o'erwhelm'd  her 
i  hence  flowly  moving  through  the   crowd  fhe 
By  filtnt  fteps,  in  fullen  difccntent.  [went 

So  when  the  holy  prieft  witli  curious  eyes. 
Dooms  fome  fair  heifer  to  the  facrifice,  aio 

Or  the  gai'.nt  lion  bears  her  through  the  wood. 
As  down  her  fide  difcils  the  hfe-warm  blood : 
The  niollier-heaft  dejefted,  and  alone 
Pours  to  the  winds  her  lamentable  moan. 
With  mournful  looks  flie  paces  from  the  plain, 
And  often  goes,  and  often  turns  again. 

The  fatiier  now  unbares  his  rev'rcndhead; 
His  filver  locks  he  fcatters  o'er  the  dead  : 
Then  with  a  figh,  the  venerable  man 
Thus  to  the  parent  of  the  gods  began.  ^3p 

If  Jove's  almighty  v.ifdcm  can  deceive, 
Curit  is  the  man  who  fondly  will  believe ! 
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Thefe  facrcd  hairs,  long  from  the  razor  free, 
1  bore,  a  pious  gift  relerv'd  for  thee: 
What  time  Ophekes'  youthful  cheeks  refign 
Their  tender  down,  an  off 'ring  at  thy  fhrine. 

In  vain the  fuUen  priefl  refus'd  my  pray'r, 

And  fcatt'ring  winds  difperft  it  all  in  air. 
Tear  them  my  lingers,  tear  them  from  my  head, 
The  laft  fad  office  to  the  worthy  dead  !  230 

Meanwhile  the  kindling  brand  awakes  the  fire, 
Th'  unwilhng  parents  filently  retire  : 
High-lifted  flnclds,  that  intercept  the  light 
In  one  dark  circle,  hide  the  mournful  flght. 
The  flying  em" raids  crackle  in  the  blaze, 
And  fiery  rubies  ftream  with  fanguine  rays. 
In  fhining  rills  the  trembling  filver  flows, 
And  clearer  gold  with  flaming  luftre  glows. 
In  balmy  clouds  Arabia's  odours  rife, 
To  waft  their  grateful  fragrance  to  the  ficies.    240 
Rich  urns  of  miik,  tott'ring,  their  ftreams  incline, 
Mingling  with  blood,  and  ting'd  with  fable  wine. 
Sev'n  mournful  cohorts  (as  their  chieftains  lead) 
With  arms  reverft  pace  flowly  round  the  dead  ; 
Now  moving  to  the  left,  enciofe  the  pyre, 
And  fcatter  heaps  of  duft  to  fink  the  fire  ; 
Thrice  join  their  fpcars,  thrice  clalh  their  found- 
ing Ihields ;  [the  fields. 
Four  tinies  the  females  fliriek,  and  clamour  fills 

Remote  from  thefe,  another  fire  they  feed 
With  firflling  vidlims  of  the  woolly  breed.       250 
Intent  in  thought  the  pious  augur  llands, 
Approves  the  rites,  infpiresthe  fainting  bands : 
Calmly  diffcmbling  in  liis  anxious  mind 
Each  fad  prefiige  ot  miferies  behind. 

Returning  from  the  right  with  loud  alarms. 
Again  the  warriors  beat  their  clatt'ring  arms ; 
Shields,  lances,  helms,   the   finking   flames   o'er- 

fpread, 
A  friend's  lafb  pledges  to  the  warlike  dead. 
Full  on  the  winds  the  fweiung  mufic  floats, 
And  Nemeffi's  fliades  pour  back  the  length'ning 
notes.  i6o 

So  when  the  trumpeter  with  lab'ring  breath 
Shakes  Ihe  wide  fields,  and  founds  the  charge  of 
The  blood  fermenting  feels  a  gentle  heat,    [death : 
Quick  roU  the  eyes,  and  fafl  the  pulfes  beat : 
E'er  yet  their  rage  the  martial  god  controuls. 
Nor  fwells  their  "nerves,  nor  rufhes  on  their  fouls. 

Now  careful  night  in  fober  weedi  array' d,     . 
O'er  the  clear  Ikies  extends  her  duiky  Ihade. 
They  bend  the  copious  goblet  o'er  the  pyre,     269 
And  quench  with  wine  the  yet  remaining  fire. 

Nine  times  his  courfe  bright  Lticifer  had  roU'd, 
A.nd  ev'ning  Vefper  deck'd  his  rays  with  gold ; 
New  o'er  the  urn  the  lacred  earth  they  fprcad. 
And  raife  a  nionument  to  grace  the  dead. 
Here  in  reliefe  the  Lcmnian  virgm  flands, 
WIk)  points  the  grateful  fpring  to  Grecia's  bands : 
There  young  Ophekes  breathes  his  dying  moan, 
And  feems  to  Ihiver,  and  turn  pale  in  flone ; 
In  waving  fpires  the  ferpent  floats  along, 
And  rolls  his  eyes  in  death,  and  darts  his  fovky 
tongue.  2,^0 

By  this,  the  pleas'd  fpedators  in  a  row. 
Throng  the  green  circus,  and  enjoy  the  fiiov/. 
Deep  in  the  bofoni  of  a  vale  it  flood, 
Sacred  to  fports,  and  overhung  with  wood  : 
A  darker  green  its  grafly  furface  crowns, 
And  fmoothljr  fwiQ^s  tlic  car  along  tlie  dowus. 


Long  e'er  the  dawn  of  morn  the  mingling  throng- 
Spreads   o'er    the    plain,    and    man    bears   nxan 

along : 
(Not  half  fuch  numbers  crowd  the  lacred  fpace. 
Where  yearly  honours  dead  Paljtmon  grace;) 
Confus'd  delight !  the  fair,  the  gay,  the  fage,    29I 
And  boaflful  youth,  and  de^p-difcerning  age. 

Twice  fifty  fleersalong  the  plains  they  drew. 
As  many  mother-cows  of  fable  hue  ; 
As  many  heifers  raife  their  youthful  horns, 
Whofe  front  as  yet,  no  blaze  of  white  adorns. 

High  o'er  the  people,  v/rought  with  lively  grace, 
Shine°the  fair  glories  of  their  ancient  race  : 
Each  fpeaking  figure  Icems  to  touch  the  foul. 
And  fife  and  motion  animate  the  whole. 
Here  lab'ring  Hercules  with  anguifli  prefl:       3CO 
The  roaring  lion  to  his  manly  breaft. 
Infpir'd  with  art  th'  hifloric  figures  rife, 
Andcv'n  in  fculpture  live,  and  meet  the  eyes. 
Here  rev'rcnd  Inaclius  extends  his  fide 
O'er  the  green  margin  of  his  filver  tide  : 
Transform'd,  behind  him  fearful  lo  flood. 
And  cropt  the  grafs  btfides  her  father's  flood  ; 
She  mixes  witli  the  herd  lier  mournful  cries, 
And  often  turns,  and  watches  Argus'  eyes. 
Her,  from  the  Pharian  coaft  indulging  Joye    310 
Transferr'd  immortal,  to  the  realms  above : 
Still  in  her  fanes  the  fable  Memphian  bovvs. 
And  eaftcrn  Magi  pay  their  early  vows. 
Here  Tantalus  amid  the  pov/'rs  divine 
Eifts  the  deep  goblet  crov/n'd  with fparkling  wine: 
Nor  ftands  (as  poets  fing)  in  flreams  btlo*',       "^ 
Still  curll  with  life,  yet  lated  Hill  to  woe,  f 

The  v/retch  for  ever  pines,  the  ftreams  for  ever  C 
flow.  •  J 

There  Pelops  laflies  on  with  loofen'd  reins     ■'    " 
Neptune's  fleet  courfers  o'er  the  imoking  plains  : 
Behind  his  rival  o'er  the  rapid  fleed  32I 

Hangs  imminent— — and  drives  with  equal  fpeed. 
AcryUus  here  in  thoughtful  poftuie  flands ; 
There  brave  Chorsebus  lifts  his  bleeding  hands. 
Here  am'rous  Jove  defcending  as  of  oid. 
Impregnates  Danae  with  a  fhow'r  of  gold. 
Her  bluflies  Amymone  ftrives  to  hide, 
Comprelt  by  Neptune  in  the  filver  tide. 
Alcmena  there  young  Hercules  admires. 
As  her  head  blazes  v/ith  three  lambent  fires.    330 

Here  Belus'  fons  at  Hymen's  altars  ftand. 
And  join  with  hearts  averfe  the  friendly  hand  : 
A  faithlefs  finile  of  lil-diffembled  grace 
Seem'd  moft  to  flatter  in  Egyflhus'  face : 
As  the  calm  villain  with  fevere  delight 
Ads  in  his  mind  the  murders  of  the  night. 

Now  ev'ry  bofom  beats  with  hopes,  or  fear. 
The  clamours  thicken,  and  the  crowd  draws  near. 
Infpiie  the  n-ufe,  to  fing  each  hero's  deeds,      339 
O  pow'r  of  verfe  !  and  name,  and  gen'rous  ileeds. 

Before,  afar,  Arion  beats  the  plain ; 
Louie  to  the  breeze  high  danc'd  ids  floating  mane-: 
Immortal  fleed!    whom   firfl  th'    earth-fliaker's 

hand 
Tam'd  to  the  lafli,  and  drove  along  the  ftrand : 
Though  refllefs  as  the  wintery  furges  roll. 
And  furious  Hill,  and  unfubdu'd  of  fcul. 
Mix'd  with  his  watery  Heeds  the  god  he  bore 
To  Lybian  Syrtes,  or  th'  Ionian  iiiore  : 
S.wift  flew  tiie  rapid  car,  and  left  behind 
The  noife  of  tempeftr,  aud  the  wijigs  of  vviml.  3.'0' 
3  ^  "'J 
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To  ^lory  next  great  Hercules  he  drew. 
O'er  hills,  and  vales,  and  crag-gy  rocks  he  flew : 
Then  to  Adraltus'  government  was  giv'n 
Th'  immortal  courfei ,  and  the  gift  of  heav'n. 
The  royal  hand  by  due  degrees  reclaim'd. 
And  jcngth  of  years  his  ftubborn  fpirif  tam'd  : 
Him  now  wifh  many  a  wi(h  and  many  a  pray'r, 
Adraftus  lends  to  Polynices'  care  ; 
Shows  him  to  urge  his  fiery  foul  along  3  5-9 

With  tim'rous  hand,  and  gentlenefs  of  tongue  : 
The  reins  to  guide,  the  circling  lam  to  wield, 
jknd  drive  vidtorious  o'er  the  dufty  field. 

So  fad  Apollo  with  a  boding  figh 
Told  his  fond  child  the  dangers  of  the  Iky: 
Careful  the  parent,  fuch  advice  to  give  !       [lieve  ! 
Could  fate  be   chang'd,  or  h^adftrong  youth  be- 
Th'  CEbalian  prieft  moves  feccnd  o'er  tha  plain, 
"Who  boafls  his  courfers  of  immortal  flrain  r 
Sprung  from  fair  Cyllarus  in  da)-?  of  yore  ; 
(The  guilty  produd  of  a  ftoll'n  amour)  370 

When  Caftor  griev'd  in  bitternefs  of  foul. 
Where  feas  fcarce  flow  beneath  the  Scythian  pole. 
White  were  the  fleeds  that  drew  him  o'er  the 

;     field, 
White  was  his  helm,  his  ribbands,  and  his  fliield. 
"■  Next,  bold  Admetus  whirling  from  above 
The  founding  fcourge,  his  female  courfers  drove  : 
Nor  ftrokes,   nor  blandirnment  their  rage    con- 

trouls. 
They  bound  and  fwell  with  more  than  female  foul«. 
Sprung  from  the  cloud-born  Centaurs,  fuch  their 

force. 
Their  luftful  heat,  and  fury  in  the  courfe.         380 
Then  fair  Hypfipile'sbold  olTspring  came,     "1 
Two  lovely  tv.-ins,  alike  intent  on  fame,  / 

Their  fleeds,  their  chariots,  and  their  arms  the   f 
fame.  J 

(This  Thoas  call'd,  the  name  his  grandfire  bore  ; 
And  Euneos  that,  to  fail  from  fnore  to  fhorej 
Each  wifh'd  the  glorious  viciory  his  own. 

If  not his  brother  to  be  bleft  alone. 

Laft  Chromis  and  Hippodamus  fuccecd, 
Hach  checks  the  reins,  and  each  infpires  hisfleed: 
Alike  with  martial  eminence  they  flione,  390 

CEnomaus'  this,  and  that  Alcides'  fon  ; 
One  drove  the  courfers  e'rft  at  Pifa  bred, 
jind  one  the  favage  fteeds  of  Diomed. 

Whence  firll;  they  ftart,  a  ftony  fragment  flands. 
Of  old,  a  limit  to  contiguous  lands. 
An  aged  oak  of  leaves  and  branches  bare, 
Prefents  a  goal  to  guide  the  circling  car. 
Their  diftance  fucli,  as  the  wing'd  arrow  flies 
Thrice  from  the  bow  fent  hilling  through  the  Ikies. 
Meanwhile,  high-thron'd  amid  th'  Anian  quire 
Divine  Apollo  ftrikes  the  filver  lyre  ; 
He  fung  the  wars  on  Phlegra's  fatal  plain, 
And  Python  o'er  Caftaha's  fountain  llain. 
He  fung  what  order  rules  the  world  on  high, 
Who  bids  the  thunder  roar,  and  lightning  fly  : 
Who  feeds  the  ftarsj  or  gave  the  winds  to  blow  : 
What  fprings  eternal  fwell  the  feas  below; 
Who  fprcad  the  clouds,  who  rolls  the  lamp  of 

light 
O'er  heav'n's  blue  arch, or wrapsthe world  in  night. 
Here  ceas'd  th'  harmonious  god,  Jiis  lyre  he  laid 
Witli  decent  care  beneath  a  laureat  (hade;        411 
Then  in  rich  robes  his  beauteous  limbs  he  drell : 
iA  ftarry  zonj  hung  blazing  o'er  his  brealt. 


Sudden  a  Ihout  confus'dly  ftrikes  his  ears- 

He  bends  his  awful  eyes,  the  crowd  appears; 

Each  ciiief  lie  knows,  and  honours  each,  but  niofl; 

The  *  prieft,  andf  ruler  of  ThcfTalia's  hoft. 

What  pow'r  (he  cries)  has  fir'd  with  thirit  of  fame 

Thefe  two  adorers  of  Apollo's  name  ? 

Equally  dear  and  good,  alike  renown'd 

For  piety,  alike  with  favours  crown'd.  420 

When  once  a  f.vain  the  lowing  herds  I  drove, 

(Such  was  the  donm  of  fate,  and  wrath  of  Jove) 

Still  did  Admetus'  pious  altars  blaze. 

And  every  temple  rung  with  hymns  of  praife ; 

While  at  my  fnrine'Amphiaraus  ftands. 

And  lifts  his  eyes,  and  f[5reads  his  trembling  hands ; 

O  deareft,  beft  of  men  ;  alas  no  more— — 

Black  fete  impends,  and  ail  thy  joys  are  o'er. 

Soon  mult  the  Theban  earth  in  funder  rend 

Her  opening  jaws,  and  thou  to  hell  defcend  i  430 

Admetus'  life  to  diftant  times  fhall  laft,    • 

And  ev'ry  year  add  glories  to  the  paft  : 

Unknowing  of  repentance,  cares,  and  ftrife, 

Thefe  hands  fliall  guide  him  to  the  verge  of  life. 

Each  bird  of  omen  told  the  fatal  day 

He  faid,  and  weeping  turn'd  his  eyes  away  : 
Then  fudden  from  Olympus' airy  height, 
To  Nemea's  Ihade  precipitates  his  flight; 
Swift  as  a  fudden  flalh  of  lightning  flies, 
Bending  hefhoots  adown  the  fhining  Ikies :      440 
Ev'n  while  on  earth  the  god  purfues  his  way,    V 
Behind,  aloft  the  ftreams  of  glory  play,  V 

Danoe  on  the  winds,  or  in  a  blaze  decay.  J 

Now  in  bis  helm  impartial  Prothous  thrown 
The  flying  lots,  and  as  the  lots  difpofe, 
Around  him  rang'd  in  beauteous  order  came 
Each  ardent  youth,  a  candidate  for  fame. 
Here  wild  m.iftrufl,  and  jealoufi^s  a'ppear, 
And  pale  furprife,  and  f':lf-fafpe6ling  fear  . 
ReiUefs  impatience,  cold  in  every  part;  450 

And  a  fad  dread  that  feems  to  firk  the  heart. 
There  Ihouts  of  triumph  rend  the  vaulted  flty, 
And  fame  and  conqueft  brighten  ev'ry  eye. 
"  Th'  impatient  courfers  pant  in  ev'ry  vein, 
"  And  pawning  feem  to  beat  the  diflant  plain  : 
The  burning  foam  defcends,  the  bridles  ring," 
And  from    the   barrier-bounds  iu   thought  they 

Ipring;' 
"  The  vales,  the  floods  appear  already  croft, 
"  And  ere  they  ftart,  a  thoufand  fteps  are  loft." 
T'  exalt  their  pride,  a  crowd  of  fervants  defk  460 
Their  curling  manes,  and  ftroke  the  ftiining  neck. 

Inftant  (the  fignal  given),  the  rival  throng 
Starts  fudden  with  a  bound — arid'  flioots  along. 
Swift  as  a  vclfel  o'er  the  waters  flies, 
Swift  as  an  arrow  hifi"es  through  the  Ikies : 
Swift  as  a  flame  devours  the  crackling  wood. 
Swift  as  the  headlong  torrents  of  a  flood. 

Now  in  one  cloud  they  vanifli  from  the  eye. 
Nor  fee,  nor  know  their  rivals  as  they  fly  ; 
They  turn  the  goal :  again  with  rapid  pace      47* 
The  wheels  roil   round,   and  blot   their   former 

trace ; 
Now  on  their  knees  they  fteer  a  bending  courfe. 
Now  hang  impatient  o'er  the  flying  horie. 
From  groaning  earth  the  mingling  clamours  rife, 
Confufio:!  fiils  their  ears,  and  darkncfs  blinds  thcu 
eyes.  i 

*   Arnphiaraui,  and  f  AJmdus, 
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InflintS  with  prcfcience,  or  o'erawed  by  fear, 
Arion  feels  an  unknown  charioteer 
rois'd  on  the  reins ;  to  fudden  thought  reftpr'd, 
He  dreads  the  fury  of  his  abfent  lord : 
Enrag-'d  now  runs  at  random,  and  difdains      480 
To  bear  a  ftranger :  wonder  fills  the  plains. 
All  think  the  fteed  too  eager  for  the  prize  ;       ~\ 
The  fleed  breathes  vengeance,  from  the  driver   f 
flies,  (■ 

And  fecks  his  mafter  round  with  wiiliful  eyes,    j 

The  next,  though  mighty  far  the  next,  fucceeds 
Anfiphiaraus  with  his  fnow-white  fteeds : 
Clofe  by  his  fide  Admetus  whirls  along, 
Euneos  and  Thoas  join  the  flying  throng  : 
Next  Chromis  and  Hippodamus  appear. 
Who  wage  a  dreadful  confiitil  in  the  rear :        490 
Skill'd  of  themfelves,  in  vain  they  urge  the  cliaie, 
(Their  flieeds  too  heavy  for  fo  fwift  a  racj) 
Hippodamus  flew  firft,  and  full  behind 
Impatient  Chromis  blows  the  fultry  wind. 

Admetui  now  dire($ts  the  fide-long  horfe 
To  turn  the  goal,  and  intercept  the  courfe  ; 
His  equal  art  the  prieft  of  Phuebus  tries, 
The  goal  he  brufhcs,  as  his  chariot  flies  ; 
While  mad  Arion  wanders  o'er  the  plain,         499 
Nor  minds  the  race,  nor  hears  the  curbing  rein. 
Unable  to  controul,  the  trembling  chijf 
Sits  fadly  filent,  and  indulges  grief; 
Pleas'd  with  his  liberty,  the  fea-born  horfe 
Springs  v/ith  a  bound,    and    thunders   o'er  the 

courfe : 
Loud  ftiouts  the  multitude  ;  in  wild  debate        "1 
Of  fears  and  terrors  Polynices  fate,  > 

Flings  up  the  reins,  and  waits  th'  event  of  fate,  j 

So  fpent  with  toils,  and  gafping  after  breath, 
Pants  the  pale  failor  in  the  arms  of  death ; 
In  fad  defpair  gives  ev'ry  labour  o'er,  5 10 

And  marks  the  fliies  and  faithlefs  winds  no  more. 

Now  horfe  with  horfe,  to  chariot  chariot  clbs'd, 
Wheels  clafli'd  with  wheels,  and  chief  to  chief 

oppos'd. 
War,  war  it  feem'd  !  and  death  ten  thoufand  ways-- 
So  dreadful  is  the  facred  luft  of  praife  ! 
Each  chief  by  turns  his  panting  courfers  fires. 
With  praife  now  pleafes,  row  with  rage  infpires 
By  fair  addrefs  Admetus  foothes  along 
Iris  the  fwift,  and  Pholoe  the  ftrong. 
Amphiarans  hailens  with  a  blow  52 

Fierce  Afchetos  to  rufli  before  the  foe. 
And  Cycnus  whiter  than  the  new-fall'n  fnow 
With  vows  and  pray'rs  Hippodamus  excites 
Slow-moving  Calydon,  renown'd  in  fights: 
Strimon  encourag'd  by  bold  Chromis  flies. 
And  fwift  JEchion  flarts  at  Euneos'  cries: 
And  fair  Podarce  fleck'd  with  purple  flains. 
By  Thoas  fummon'd,  beats  the  founding  plains. 
In  filence  Polynices  drives  alone. 
Sighs  to  himfelf,  and  trembles  to  be  known.    530 

Three  times  the  fmoking  car  with  rapid  pace 
Had  turn'd  the  goal,  the   fourth  concludes  the 

race. 
Fafl  and  more  faft  the  panting  courfers  blow. 
And  ftreams  of  fweat  from  ev'ry  member  flow. 

Now    fortune    firfl    the    crown    of    concjuell 
brings, 
(Sufpending  in  mid  air  her  trembling  wings) 
In  n€t  to  hurl  Admetus  to  the  plain, 
Revengeful  Thoas  gives  up  all  the  rein ; 
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Hippodamus  furvey'd  the  fraud  from  far  : 
Full  in  its  courfe  he  met  the  driving  car,  540 

Loud  clafh'd  the  wheels  ;  Hippodamus  withdrew, 
i'o  turn  the  chariot  ardent  Chromis  flew 
Inllant  before,  in  angry  fight  oppos'd. 
Chief  flrove  With  chief,  to  chariot  chariot  clos'd. 
In  vain  th'  impatient  courfers  urge  along, 
Lock'd  in  th'  embrace  indiflblubly  flrong. 

So  when  the  fummer  winds  in  filence  fleep. 
And  drowfy  Neptune  fl:ills  the  watery  deep  : 
O'er  the  clear  verdant  wave  extended  lies 
Th'  unmoving  vefiel,  till  the  gales  ariie.  550 

Again  the  warriors  fl:rivc,  the  fields  refound  :') 
Hippodamus,  all  fudden  with  a  bound  C 

Shock'd — from  his  chariot  turnbled  to  the  ground,  j 
The  Thracian  courfers  (but  their  chief  withftood) 
Spring  to  devour  his  limbs,  and  drink  his  blood : 
Inftant  the  gen'rous  vifiior  turn'd  away, 
And  gain'd  more  glory  though  he  loft  the  day. 

Meanwhile  the  god,  who  gilds  th'  ethereal  fpacc 
Defcends,  hi.rjfelf  a  partner  of  the  race: 
( Juft  where  the  fleeds  their  l];retching  fliade  extend. 
And  the  long  labours  of  the  circus  end)  561 

A  Gorgon's  head  aloft  in  air  he  bpre. 
Horrid  with  fnakes,  and  ftain'd  with  human  gore : 
One  ghaftly  look  were  able  to  difmay 
The  fleeds  of  Mars,  or  thofe  that  lead  the  day  : 
Ev'n  hell's  grim  guardic^n  might  furceafe  to  roar 
And  furies  fear,  unknown  to  fear  before. 

Suddtn  Arion  ey'd  the  fight  from  far. 
And  loudly  fnorting  fliopp'd  the  ijnving  car  : 
Cold  darts  of  ice  fliot  trilling  through  his  blood, 
His  fearful  flefh  all  trembled  as  he  flood :  57^ 

Abruptly  fhock'd,  and  mindlefs  of  the  rein. 
The  Aoniau  hero  tumbled  to  the  plain ; 
Again  recover'd,  fleeter  than  the  wind 
Arion  flics,  and  leaves  his  chief  behind. 
Befide  the  proHrate  chief,  the  rival  thron^g 
Obliquely  bending,  fwiftly  rufli'd  along. 
Slow  from  the  dufl:  he  rofe,  and  fadly  went 
Through  the  long  crowd  in  fulien  difcontent. 
O  happy  hour !  had  fate  but  deign'd  to  clofe 
Thy  eyes  in  death;  the  period  of  our  woes! 
Thee  Thebes  fliould  honour,  and  her  tyrant  fliei 
Some  tears  in  public  to  bewail  the  dead. 
Lariffa's  groves  fliould  fall,  to  raife  thy  pyre  : 
And  Neraeas's  woods  augment  the  funeral  fire. 
All  Greece  a  Hobler  monument  fliould  raife 
Than  this,  now  facred  to  Opheltes'  praife. 

Furious  the  prophet  drove  with  rapid  pace. 
Sure  of  the  prize,  yet  fecond  in  the  race : 
Before,  afar  the  fca-born  courfer  drew  590  ■ 

His  empty  chariot  rattling  as  he  flew. 
Yet  ftill  the  prophet  thunders  o'er  the  plain. 
Eager  of  praife,  amaz'd,  enrag'd,- — -in  vain; 
The  pow'r  of  wifdom  more  than  mortal  flrong, 
Swells  ev'ry  nerve  to  lafli  the  fteeds  along : 
Inftin6t  with  rage  divine  his  fteeds  renew 
The  rapid  labour  bath'd  in  ftreams  of  dew. 
The  glowing  axle  kindles  as  they  fly, 
And  drifts  of  rifing  duft  involve  the  flcy. 
Earth  opening  feems  to  groan,  (a  fatal  fign  !)  6c* 
Still  they  rufh  on,  advancing  in  a  line  : 
Now  with  redoubled  fwiftnefs  Cycnus  flies. 
But  partial  Neptune  the  whole  palm  denies : 
Arion  won  the  race,  the  prophet  bore  the  prize.__ 

A  mafly  bowl  (the  pledge  defign'd  to  grace 
The  gen'rous  chief  vidorious  ia  the  race) 
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Two  yonths  prefent  him :  antique  was  the  mold, 
Blazing  with  gems,  and  rough  with  rifing  gold: 
In  this,  Alcides  each  revolving  night 
Mas  wont  to  drown  the  labours  of  the  fight :  6io 
Grav'd  on  the  fides  was  feen  the  dreadful  fray 
When  brutal  Centaurs  fnatch'd  the  bride  away. 
With  living  terrors  flare  the  chiefs  around, 
Thefe  aim  the  dart,  and  thofe  receive  the  wound : 
Each  in  dillorted  poftures  heaves  for  breath. 
And  feems  to  threaten  in  the  pangs  of  death. 

A  coflly  vefture  was  referv'd  to  grace 
Admetus,  next  in  merit  as  in  place; 
Enibroider'd  figures  o'er  the  texture  fiiine, 
Ard  f  yrian  purple  heighten?  the  defign.  620 

Here  pak  and  trembling  with  the  wintery  air, 
l/Cander  ilands,  an  image  of  defpair. 
Now  bending  from  the  beach,  he  feems  to  glide 
With  eyes  up-lifted  through  the  rolling  tide ; 
Aloft,  alone  the  melancholy  dame 
Eyes  the  rough  waters,  and  extends  the  flame. 
Haif-v.eeping  Polynices  takes  his  prize, 
A  beauteous  handmaid  with  celeflial  eyes, 

Auguft  rewards  are  deflin'd  next  to  grace 
The  fpritely  youth  contending  in  the  race.       630 
A  blamelefs  fport !  and  facred  fure  the  praife 
To  grace  a  feftival  in  peaceful  days : 
Kor  yet  uiiufeful  In  th'  embattl'd  plain 
When  death  is  certain,  and  refiilance  vain. 

Firft  cheerful  Idas  in  the  lifts  appears, 
Idas,  a  lovely  boy  in  blooming  years 
(Idas  who  late  his  honour'd  temples  bound 
With   palms   that    flouriih'd    on    th'    Olympian 

ground) 
I»ad  fhouts  each  chief  that  -from  high  Elis  leads 
His  native  train,  and  Pifa's  watery  meads;      640 
Then  Phaedimus  proclairn'd  in  Ifchmian  games. 
And  Alcon  firfl  of  Sicyonian  names  ; 
Next  aged  Dymas  role,  whofe  youthful  fpeed 
Surpafs'd  the  fwiftnefs  of  the  flying  fteed : 
And  lad  in  infamous  diforder  came 
A  clam'rous  multitude  unknown  to  fame. 

ifjut  ev'ry  voice  cheers  Atalanta's  fon. 
And  ev'ry  eye  devours  him  ere  they  nm. 
Lives  there  a  warrior  in  the  v/crld  of  fame. 
Who  never  heard  of  Atalanta's  name  ?  650 

Like  Cynthia's  felf  Ihe  feem'd,  a  fylvan  grace  : 
?4atclilefs  alike  in  beauty  cr  the  race. 
The  mother's  glories  all  their  thoughts  employ, 
Aud  raife  expectance  from  the  lovely  boy. 
He  too  in  fpeed  outflrips  the  v.-ings  of  wind. 
As  through  the  lawns  he  drives  the  panting  hind  : 
Or  when  he  catches  fudden  with  a  bound 
The  flying  jav'lin  ere  it  touch  the  ground. 

The  modeft  youth  unbinds  with  decent  care 
His  damafk  vefture  dancing  to  the  air :  660 

Then  by  degrees  unveils  to  public  view 
His  fnowy  limbs  like  marble,  vein'd  v.'ith  bhic. 
His  rofy  cheeks  that  glovv'd  with  warmth  before, 
His  treiles  wav'd  in  ringlets  pleafe  no  more  ; 
A  thoufand  charms  appear  !  in  flupid  gaze 
The  crowd  devours  him,  filent  with  amaze. 
Confrious  he  {lands,  his  head  declining  down, 
Ard  hluflics  oft ;  and  chides  them  with  a  fiown  : 
Decent  confuficr: !  mindful  of  the  toil  669 

He  bathes  his  fiiiniag  limbs  in  flreams  of  oil ; 
Alike  the  chief?  Intent,  th'  (ncircUng  hofl: 

Admires  'em  all,  Parthenopeus  moft. 

So  when  the  night  in  foknm  fiknce  reigns. 


And  one  clear  blue  o'erfpreads  th'  ethereal  plains: 
The  glittering  flats  with  living  fplendours  glow. 
And  dance,  and  tremble  on  the  feas  below  ; 
High  o'er  them  all  exalted  Hefper  rolls, 
Itfelf  a  fun,  and  gilds  the  diftant  poles. 

The  next  in  beauty,  as  in  fpeed  appears 
Fair  Idas  in  the  ihength  of  youthful  years  :       680 
A  party-coloui  'd  down  but  juft  began 
To  fliade  his  chin  the  promife  of  a  man. 

A  Cgnal  founds.     The  ready  racers  ftart 
Double  their  fpeed,  and  fummon  all  their  art. 
Low  at  each  flep  their  flraining  knees  they  bend, 
Then  fpringing  v;ith  a  bound,  again  afccnd. 
Swifter  than  thought ;  nor  feem  to  run,  but  fly, 
Stretch   on    the   v/Inds,    half-vanifh'd   from   the 

eye. 
Now  fide  by  fide,  or  breafl  to  breaft  they  clofe, 
While  each  alike  by  turns  outftrips  h!s  foes.      690 
Scarce  half  fo  fwiftly  o'er  tlie  Nemean  plains 
Juil  now,  the  courfer  pour'd  with  loos'ned  reins. 
Each  like  an  arrow  from  the  Parthian  yew 
Sent  with  full  force,  along  the  circus  flew. 

So  when  a  tim'rous  herd  of  liil'ning  deer 
The  roaring  lion  hears,  or  feems  to  hear  : 
(What  time  the  lordly  favage  haunts  the  w  ood 
And  longs  to  bathe  his  thirfty  jaws  in  blood) 
Clofc  and  more  clofe  they  join,  a  trembling  train, 
And  wildly  flare,  and  fcour  along  the  plain.     700 
Yet  furious  flill,  Parthenopeus  flies ;  ~i 

Him  flep  by  flep  impatient  Idas  plies,  > 

And  pants  aloud  with  vengeance  in  his  eyes ;     j 
Now  hp.nging  o'er,  hishov'ring  fhade  is  feen. 
That  lengthens  ftill,  and  floats  along  the  green  : 
And  fudden  now,  by  unperceiv'd  degrees 
5ull  on  his  neck  he  blows  the  fultry  breeze. 
Next  Phedimus  and  agedDymus  paft 
Along  the  circus,  Alcoii  came  the  laft.  710 

As  the  fair  ofF?pring  of  the  fylvan  grace 
With  matchlefs  fwiftnefs  fpeeds  along  the  race : 
His  golden  treffes  wav'd  in  curls,  behuid 
Flow  loofely  down,  and  dance  upon  the  wind: 
(Thefe  from  aciiild  witli  pious  hopes  he  bore 
Sacred  to  her  who  treads  the  *  Delian  ihore ; 
What  time  from  Thcbe's  diflant  plain  he  came 
Renown'd  for  conqutfts  of  immortal  fame  ; 
Too  fondly  pious !  in  a  Theban  urn 
Soon  muft  thou  flccp,  ah,  never  to  return  !)      720 
Thefe  vengeful  Idas  faw  with  ardent  eyes  : 
Rcfolv'd  by  force  or  fraud  t'obtain  the  prize  ; 
Sudden  he  flretcli'd  his  impious  arm,  and  drew 
Supine  on  earth  the  flripling,  as  he  flew  : 
Then  ilarting  reach'd   the  goal,  and  daipi'd  the 

prize. 
Arms!  arms!  aloud  th'  Arcadian  nation  cries: 
Vengeance  at  once  they  vow,  or  elfe  prepaie 
To  If-ave  the  circus  and  renounce  the  war. 
Tumultuous  murmurs  echo  through  the  crowd, 
Thofe  praife  the  fraud,  r.nd  thefe  dctcfl  aloud. 73O 

Slow-rifing  from  the  plains  the  youth  appears. 
His  eyes  half  angry,  and  half  diowu'd  with  t4ars. 
He  bends  his  head,  the  tears  in  filence  flow  ; 
A  mournful  image,  beautifcl  in  woe  ! 
Now  beats  his  bolcm,  frantic  with  dt  fpnir  : 
And  reuds  the  lirglcfs  of  his  golden  hair. 

A  bufy  murmi-r  deafens  ev'ry  ear. 
Nor  yet  the  crowd  the  royal  judgment  hear. 

*  Diana. 
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At  lafl  Adrp.fltts  rofe  with  awful  grace, 
And  thus  befpoke  the  rivals  in  the  race.  740 

Ceafe   gcn'rous  youths  !  once  more   your  for- 
tunes try, 
In  fep'rate  paths  each  ftarting  from  the  eye. 

So  fpake  the  king,  and  fudden  from  the  view, 
In  fep'riite  paths  the  ready  racers  flew. 
But  lirfl  th'  Arcadian  youth  with  lifted  eyes 
Thus  fent  his  foul  in  whifpers  to  the  ikies. 

Queen  of  tlie  filver  bow,  and  wood-land  glades  ; 
The  hsaven's  fair  light,  and  emprefsof  the  ftiades: 
Sacred  to  thee  alone,  v/ith  decent  care 
I  nurs'd  thefe  curls  of  long-defcending  hair  ;  7J0 
At  thy  dellres  i  fell,  yet  hear  my  pray'r  ! 
If  e'er  my  mother  pleas'd  thee  in  the  chafe, 

If  e'er  I  pk-as'd  thee banifli  my  dilgrace  ; 

Nor  let  thcfe  omens  propliefy  my  fall 
(Asfure  they  muft,.  beneath  tlie  Theban  wall : 
So  pray'd   the  youth.     'l"he  goddefs  heard  his 
pray'r, 
R,apid  he  Ihct  along,  half  poiz'd  in  air : 
Fail  and  .more  fait  the  flying  fields  w  ichdrew  ; 
Scarce  rofe  the  dull  beneath  him  as  he  flew. 
Khouting,  he  reach'd  the  goal,  with  tranfport  fir'd 
Soon  fought  Adraflus,  and  liis  right  requir'd. 
Panting  and  pale  he  feiz'd  the  palm.     At  liand 
To  clofe  the  gahie  the  ready  prizes  ftand. 
Th'   Arcadian    youth   a  bruls-hoof  d  courfer   ~\ 
gam'd :  ( 

A  buckler  fraudful  Idas  next  obtain'd,  C 

But  Lycian  quivers  for  the  rcfl  remain'd.  J 

Adraflus  next  demands  what  chiefs  prepare 
To  whirl  the  maily  difcus  through  the  air. 
A  herald  bending  with  the  burthen,  threw 
1  h'  enormous  circle  down  in  public  view.        770 
Starts  every  Grecian  fpeechlefs  with  furprife; 
Much  v/ondering  at  the  weight  and  fhapelefs  fize. 
Firfc  two  Achaians  round  the  labour  came 
With  ardeiit  Fhkgyas,  candidates  for  fame  : 
An  Arcarnanian  next  accepts  the  toil, 
And  three  brave  chieftains  from  1:  phyre's  foil, 
W  ith  numbers  more         but  eager  of  renov/n. 
Sudden  Hippomedon  flings  thundering  dcv/n 
A  difk  of  double  weiglit ;  amaz'd  they  flaiid. 
The  vafl  orb  rings,  and  (hakes  the  trembling  land. 
Warriors  (he  cries"  in  fighting  fields  renown'd, 
Vi/  hofe  arms  muil  flrike  Thebe's  bulwarks  to  the 
ground : 

On  talks  like  thefe  your  mighty  prowefs  try, 

Boaflful  he  fpoke,  and  whirl'd  it  up  the  fky. 

Amaz'd  each  chief  the  wcnd'rous  cafl  admires, 
And  confcious  of  th'  event  betimes  retires. 

Pifxan  Khlegyas  only  keeps  the  field, , 
With  great  Menefleus,  yet  untaught  to  yield  ; 
Brave  warriors  each,  too  noble  to  difgrace 
By  one  mean  ad:  the  glories  of  their  race. 
The  reft  inglorious  leave  the  lifted  ground. 
And  tremble  to  furvey  th'  enormous  round. 
Firfl  Phiegyas  rofe  the  mighty  toil  to  try : 
Dumb  was  each  voice,  attentive  ev'ry  eye  ; 
He  rolls  the  quoit  in  dull;  with  piudent  care, 
And  poifcs  oft,  and  marks  its  courfe  in  air. 
Ev'n  from  a  child,  (where  old  Alpheus  leads 
His  mazy  fueam  through  Pifa's  lowly  meads) 
Not  only  when  v.ith  mighty  chiefs  he  itrove 
At  facred  games  to  pleafe  Olympian  Jove  :       8co 
Thus  with  full  force  tlie  mafTy  we.'fht  he  threw 
Far  o'er  the  ilivuiu,  half -fliadtd  as  it  flsw. 
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At  firfl  he  marks  the  Ikies  and  diflant  plain. 
Then  fummons  all  his  flrength  from  every  vein. 
Couch'd  on  his  knees  the  poud'rous  orb  he  fvvung 
High  o'er  his  head,  along  the  air  it  fung. 
Now  wafting  by  degrees,  with  hollow  found 
Fell  heavily,  and  funk  beneath  the  ground. 

Fond  of  his  art  and  flrength  in  days  of  yore. 
Well  pleas'd  he  ftands,  and  waits  th'  event  once 
more  .  [praife. 

Loud  fliout  the  Greeks,  and  dwell  on  Phiegyas* 
Hippomedon  with  fcorn  the  ch.et  iurveys.        Sia 
Some  nobler  arm  the  pond'rous  orb  niuil  throw 
.Vith  care,  diredly  in  a  line  below. 
But  fortune  foon  his  mighty  hopes  withflood. 
Fortune  ftill  envious  to  the  brave  or  good  ! 
Alas,  can  man  confront  the  pow'rs  on  high  ? 
While  diftanc  fields  are  meaiui'd  in  his  eye, 
Juft  when  his  arm  he  ftretch'dat  full  extent: 
Couch'd  on  one  knee,  his  fide  obliquely  bent.  820 
Struck  by  fome  force  unlecn,  th'  enormous  round 
Dropt  from  his  hand,  and  idly  prints  the  ground. 
Much  griev'd  the  pitying  holt, yet  griev'dnot  all: 
Some  inly  fmil'd  to  fee  the  difcus  fall. 

Next,  fage  Menellheus  ftands  prepar'd  to  fling 
The  dilk,  and  rolls  it  in  the  dully  ring: 
Intent  of  mind  he  marks  its  airy  way, 
And  much  implores  the  progeny  of  May. 
Well-aim'd  it  flew  half  o'er  the  cirque  ;  at  laft 
Heavy  it  fell.     An  arrow  mark'd  the  caft.        830 

Slow  rofe  Hippomedon,  and  e'er  he  rofe 
Much  weigh'd  the  fate  and  fortune  of  his  foes. 
He  pois'd  and  rear'd  the  mighty  orb  on  high  ; 
Swung  round  his  arm,  and  whirl'd  it  through  the 

Iky, 
Forth-fpringing  with  the  call.     Aloft  it  fung 
Far  o'er  the  mark  where  er'ft  Menellheus  flung  : 
And  o'erthofe  hills  v.ith  grafly  verdure crown'd,~l 
Whole  airy  fummits  fhade  the  circus  round— — ^ 
There  funk,  and  finking  Ihook  the  trembling  r 
ground.  j 

So  Polyphemus  more  than  mortal  ftrong, 
Hurl'd  a  huge  rock  to  crulh  th'  Ulyflean  tiirong: 
Blind  as  he  was,  tiie  vengeful  weight  he  threw. 
The  velTel  trembled  and  the  waters  flew. 

Soon  good  Adraflus  rifes,  to  repay 
With  fumptuous  gifts  the  labours  of  the  fray. 
Safe  for  Hippomedon  apart  was  roll'd 
A  tyger's  Ikin,  the  paws  o'erv.Tought  with  gclj. 
His  GnolTu'n  bows  and  darts  Menellheus  took; 
Then  thui  to  Phiegyas  with  axnournful  look 
He  faid  •.    This  fword,  unhappy  chief,  receive  ; 
(A  boon  fo  ju.i.  Hippomedon  might  give  :)        S^t 
"This  fvvord  which  once  immortal  honours  gain'd, 
Which  fav'd  Pelaigus,  and  his  pow'r  maintain'd. 

A  vi^arlike  toil  AdraJlusnext  demands, 
In  iron  gloves  to  Iheath  their  hardy  hands : 
Firfl  Capaneus  prepar'd  for  combat  Hands ; 
A  mighty  giant.  Large,  and  tow 'ring  high, 
Dreadful  in  fight,  and  hideous  to  the  eye. 
Around  his  v>  riils  the  hard  bull-hides  he  binds, 
And  vaunts  his  ilrength,   and  deals  his  blows  ia 
winds:  860 

Stand  forth  iome  chief,  he  cries  (if  fuch  there  be. 
Who  dares  oppofe  an  enemy  like  me  1) 
Yet  might  fome  Theban  fink  beneath  my  blow; 
Glorious  and  fweet  is  vengeance  on  a  ;ce. 

So  fpake  the  chief.  HaU-tremb!!!..'       h  aaazs 
}n  Ipeechkfs  honor  all  the  ci-'cie  gi-ze. 
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At  laft  Alcidinias,  with  gen'rous  ire 
Sprung  forth,  unafk'd.     The  Doric  bands  admire. 
All  but  his  iriends.     They  knew  the  daily  care 
Which  Pollux  us'd,   to  train  him  to  the  war.    870 
(He  taught  him  firfl  to  bind  the  g.'.untkts  round 
His  nei"vous  wrifts,  and  aim  the  crafting  wound  : 
Oppos'd  in  fight,  he  heav'd  him  high,  or  prefl 
The  youth  loud  panting  on  his  naked  breail.) 
Him  Capaneys  furvey'd  with  tornful  eyes, 
Infults  his  j'ears,  arid  claims  a  nobler  prize. 
Provok'd,  he  turns  to  fight.     Each  warrior  flands 
At  full  extent,  and  lifts  his  iron  hands. 
Well  temper'd  cafques  their  hardy  brows  furround, 
To  break  st  leaft  the  fury  of  the  wound.  isSo 

This  tow'rd  like  Tytius  on  the  Stygian  ftore, 
When  the  fierce  vultures  ceafc  to  drink  his  o^ore ; 
So  high  in  air  his  fpreading  fhoulders  rife, 
So  fwell  his  mufcles,  and  h  flame  his  eyes ; 
That  at  his  fide  in  blooming  youth  appears^ 
Yet  promis'd  wonders  from  niaturer  years; 
The  favours  of  the  crowd  alike  fucceed 
On  either  fide  :  none  wifli'd  the  chiefs  to  bleed. 
Low'ring  at  firft  they  met,  nor  fiknce  broke. 
Each  lifts  his  arm,  and  only  aims  the  ilroke.     890 
Some  moments  thus  they  gaz'd  in  wild  furprife, 
A  hafty/ury  fparkled  in  their  eyes ;  ' 
l^Gw  confcious  fear  fucceeds      The  chiefs  eflay 
Their  arms,   and  flowly  firfl  provoke  the  fray. 

This  on  nice  art  and  diffidence  relies. 
That  on  mere  courage,   and  ftupendous  fize  ; 
Void  of  all  fear,  and  without  condntS:  brave. 
He   waftes  that   ftrengtlj   himfelf  has  pow'r  to 

fave :  '■■■''- 

Still  blindly  drives  where  fury  leads  the  way, 
And  Itorms,  and  falls  the  vidlor  and  the  prey.  900 
With  fledfaft  glances  this  furvey?  his  foe, 
And  either  fhuns  or  wards  th'  impending  blow: 
Now  lowly  bends  (his  elbow  o'er  him  fpread) 
The  ftroke  impetuous  fings  above  his  head. 
Nov.'  nearer  draws,  the  more  he  feems  to  fly  ; 
So  much  his  motion  varies  from  his  eye  ! 
Kow  with  full  force  he  aims  a  pond'rous  blow. 
And  tow'ring  high  o'erfhades  his  mighty  foe. 
Thus  in  fome  ftorm  the  broken  billows  rife      909 
Roi.nd  the  vaft  rock,  and  thunder  to  the  fkies. 

Once  more  with  wary  faotfleps  wheeling  round. 
Full  on  his  front  he  deals  a  mortal  wound  : 

Crafting  it  falls unfelt  the  trickling  blood 

Spreads  o'er  his  helmet  in  a  crimfon  flood. 
A  fudden  whifper  murmurs  round  ;  alone 
'J'o  Gapaneus  the  caufe  remains  unknown. 
At  laft  he  lifts  his  hand  on  high,  i  he  gore 
forth-welling  fall,  diftains  his  cseftus  o'er. 
Orlef  fwells  his  heart,  and  vengeance  and  difrfaln — 
So  foams  the  lion,  monarch  of  the  plain  :  920 

And  loudly  roaring  with  indignant  pride, 
Gnaws  the  barb'd  jav'lin  gridiu;;  in  his  fide  ; 
Now  fprings  with  rage ;  lupine  along  the  ground 
Pants   the   bold   youth   whofe   hand    infix'd    the 
wound. 
Faft  and  more  faft  his  lifted  arms  he  throws 
Around  his  head,  and  doubles  blows  on  blows. 
Part  wafte  in  air,  part  on  the  csflus  fall 
With  mighty  force  ;  his  foe  returns  'cm  all.      . 
Still  feems  to  fear  him  with  diffembling  eyes. 
Yet  Hill  perfifts,  and  combats,   while  he  flies.  930 
i?anting  they  reel;  the  youth  retreats  more  flow, 
The  weary  giant  fcarcely  aims  a  blow, 


They  fi.ik  at  once— fo  failoi-s  on  the  main 

Who  loiit;  nave  toii'd  through  adverfe  waves  ja '< 

vam,  fmore. 

All  drop  their  hands.     The   fignal  founds  once 
\gain  they  (Vart,  and  ftretch  the  lab'ring  oar. 

Thus  rofe  the  chiefs,  with  recoUe^ed  might 
Ruflrd  Capeiiciis  like  thunder  to  the  fight. 
Low  bend';  Alcidimas  with  watchful  eyes: 
Short  of  his  aim  the  giant  o'er  him  flies; 
Up  ftarf  s  the  youth  aTjd  as  he  flag-ger'd  round  94'3> 
Clafp'd  hrm  his  neck  and  bow'd  him  to  the  ground. 
A5  riling  from  ih'  injlorious  plain  contends 
fierce  Capaneus.  a  fe^ond  blow  defcends 
H\ill  on  his  head  :   bLiieath  tlje  itroke  he  bent ; 
The  youth  turn'd  pale,  and  trembled  at  th'  event. 

Loud  fljout   the   Greeks:   the  fliore  and  foreft 

rings- 

Ther)  thus  in  hafte  exclaitns  the  kins  of  kings. 
(As  from  the  ground  the  furious  Argive  rofe, 
And  vow'd  and  aim'd  intolerable  blows)        *  540 
Seize  him,  ye  chiefs,  his  bloody  nands  reftrain,     " 
Give  all  the  palm,  but  lead  him  fro^n  the  plain. 
Hafte,  fee,  he  raves  !  ah,  tea^  him  from  my  eyes. 
He  lives,  he  rifes,  the  Laconian  dies  I 

He  faid.    Hippomedon,  and  Tydeus  rofe  : 
Scarce  both  their  hands  reftrain  hisraighty  blows. 
Then  thus  they  fpoke  ,   The  prize  .^  thme,  forgive. 
'Tis  double  faine  to  bid  the  vanquifli'd  live; 
A  friend,  and  our  ally — he  fl:orms  the  more, 
R-ejedts  the  prize,  and  thus  devoutly  fwore. 
By  all  this  biood,  at  prelent  my  difgrace  :        95® 
Thefe  hands  fliall  crufli  that  more  than  female  face  5 
Thefe  hands  fliail  dafli  him  headlong  to  the  plain--. 
To  Pollux  then  he  v>'eeps,  but  weeps  in  vain. 
He  faid.     By  fovce  they  turn'd  his  fteps  away. 
Stubborn  he  flillperfills,  nor  yields  the  day. 
Far  ofl"  in  fecret,  the  Laco'.iian  hoft 
Smile  at  his  fury,  and  their  heroboaft. 

Meanwhile  with  confcious  virtue  Tydeus  burns, 
Renown  and  praife  iniiame  his  heart  by  turns : 
Swift  in  the  race  he  fliill  the  guerdon  bore,       97* 
Now  tofs'd  the  difcus,  now  the  gauntlets  wore  ; 
But  moft  for  Pales' adlive  artsrenown'd, 
To  hurl  his  foe  fupine,  alona;  tke  ground. 
By  Hermes  tutor'd,  on  th'  CEtolian  plain. 
He  made  whole  nations  bite  the  dull  in  vajn. 

Full  terrible  he  look'd.     For  arms  he  wore 
The  lavage  trophiesof  a  mountain-boar, 
Once  Galydonia's  dread  I  the  brillly  hide     [pride. 
Broad    e'er   his    fhoijlders  "hung    \\ith  barb'rous 
Unbound,  he  ^ings  it  down,  then  waits  his  foes. 
Befides  him  tow'ring,  huge  Agylleus  rofe,        pSi 
A.  moiiftrous  giant,  dreadful  to  mankind  ; 
Yet  weak  he  feem'd,  his  limbs  vyere  Ipofely  join'd. 
Low  Tydeus  waj.     What  nature  theVe'deny'd, 
Strong  nerves,  and  mighty  courage  well  fupply'd- 
For  nature  never  fince  the  world  began,       " 
Lodg'd  fuch  d  fpirit  in  fo  fmall  a  man  ! 

Soon  as  their  fhining  limbs  are  bath'd  in  oil, 
Down  rufli  the  heroes  to  the  wreftling  toil. 
Deform'd  with  duft  (their  arms  at  diftancc  fpread) 
Each  on  his  flioulder  half  reciines  his  head.      ggi 

Now  bending 'till  he  almoll  touch'd  the  plain, 
Tydeus  the  giant  heav'd,  but  heav'd  in  vain. 

The  mountain-cyprefs  thus,  that  firmly  ftood 
From  age  to  age,  the  emprefs  gf  the  wood, 
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By  fome  flrong  whirlwind's  futlderi  blaft  declln'd, 
Bends  arching  down,  and  nods  before  the  wind  : 
The.  deep  roots  tremble  till  the  guft  blows  o'er. 
And  then  flie  riles,  ftately  as  before 

So  vaft  Agy Ileus  fcarcely  mov'd  below,       jeoo 
Hangs  imminent  upon  th'  CEtolian  foe.       [found, 
£rea  Is,  flioulders,  thighs  with  mighty  ftrokes  re- 
And  all  appears  an  undiiHnguifli'd  wound. 
On  tiptoe  rais'd,  their  heads  obliquely  bent, 
Each  hangs  on  each,  (Iretch'd  ont  at  full  extent. 

Not  half  fo  bloody,  or  with  half  fuch  rage, 
Two  furious  monarchs  of  the  herd  engage. 
Apart  the  milk-white  heifer  views  the  tight. 
And  waits  to  crown  the  vidlor  with  delight.  loop 
Their  chefts  they  gore,  the  mighty  Oiock.  refounds; 
Love    fwell's  their   hate,   and  heals   the   gaping 
wounds. 

So  (haggy  bears  in  firricfl:  embraces  roll,       [foul. 
And  from  each  corfe  fquee:?e  forth   th'  unwilling 

Thus  Tydeus  ftorm'd  ;  nor  heats  nor  toils  af- 
His  furious  ftrength,  or  mitigate  his  rage,     [fuage 
Agylleus  pants  aloud,  nor  fcarce  contends; 
Black'ned  with  duft  a  ftream  of  fweat  defcends. 
Tydeus  prefs'd  on,  and  feem'd  to  aim  a  blow 
Full  at  his  neck  :  the  force  was  meant  below 
Where  well-knit  nerves  the  knees  firm  ftrength 
fupply;  1 020 

Short  of  their  reach,  his  hands  the  blow  deny. 
He  finks ;  o'er  him,  like  ibme  vaft  mountain  fell 
Agylleus,  and  half  fqueez'd  his  ibul  to  hell. 

So  when  th'  Iberian  fwain  in  fearch  of  oar 
Pefcends,  and  views  the  light  of  heav'n  no  more: 
If  fome  ftrong  earthquake- rocks  the  mould'ring 

ground , 
(High  o'er  him  hung)  down  rufli  the  ruins  round; 
Deep  under  earth  his  batter'd  carcafe  lies, 
Nor  breathes  its  fpirit  to  congenial  fliies. 

Full  of  difdain  CEtolian  Tydeus  rofe  ;  103O 

No  peace,  no  bounds  his  fierce  refentment  knows  : 
Swift  from  th'  inglorious  hold  he  fprings  like  Virind, 
And  circles  round,  then  firmly  fix'd  behind 
His  hand  embrac'd  his  fide,  his  knees  furround 
The  giant's  knees,  and  bend  'em  to  the  groun-d. 

Nought  boots  refifliance  now.     Agylleus  makes 
lOne  more  eflay.     That  moment  Tydeus  takes, 
lAnd  rears  him  high.    The  mingling  fliouts  arife. 
And  loud  applatife  runs  rattling  through  the  (kies. 
I     So  Hercules,  who  long  had  toil'd  in  vain,  ic-jo 
iHeav'd  huge  Antheus  from  the  Lybian  plain  ; 
JEredl  in  air  th'  expiring  favage  hung,        [fprung. 
Nor  touch'd  the  kindred  earth,  from  whence  he 

Long   Tydeus  held  him  thus.     At    length  he 
found 
The  point  of  time,  and  hurl'd  him  to  the  ground 

Side-long Himfelf  upon  the  giant  lies, 

And  grafps  his  neck  and  firmly  locks  his  thighs. 

Prone  o'er  th'  inglorious  duft,  Agylleus  quakes 
Hall-dead  :  his  fliame  alone  refiftance  rilakes :         1 
Then  rofe   at  laft,  and    ftagg'ring    through    the  I 
Slowly  he  trail'd  his  feeble  legs  along.       [throng  / 


When  Tydeus  thus.  (His  nobler  hand  faftain'd 
The  palm,  his  life  the  warlike  gifts  he  gain'd :) 
What  though  my   blood   o'erdow'd   yon   guilty 

ground, 
When  fingly  arm'd,  whole  numbers  prefs'd  me 

round  ;  .         . 

(So  prov'd  all  contra<5ls  with  the  Theban  name. 
Their  honour  fiich)  yet  Tydeus  lives  the  fame. 
He  rpoke,  and  fpeaking  fent  the  prize  away, 
Afide,  a  breaft-plate  for  the  vanquilli'd  lay. 

Others  in  antJs  their  manly  limbs  enclofe  ;  i©5o 
To  combat  Epidaurian  Agreus  rofe: 
Him  with  tiie  fhining  blade  the  Theban  waits. 
An  exile  rtitl  br  unrelenting  fates. 

Then  thus    Adraftus.     Gen'rous    youths    give 
o'er ; 
Preferve  all  fage  :  and  thirft  for  j-ioftile  gore. 
Ye  Gods !  what  flaughter  and  what  combats  call ; 
Then  wafte  your  fury,  Thebes  demands  it  all  I 
But  you.  O  prince  !  a  kinfman,  and  our  friend  I 
Whofe  caufe  fuch  numbers  with  their  lives  defend  ! 
For  whom,  our  natives,  towns  and  countries  lay. 
Unpeopled  half,  to  other  foes  a  prey  ;  1071 

Truft  not  th'  event  of  fight;  nor  bleed,  to  pleafe 
Th'  inhirman  hopes  of  bafe  Etheocles  1 
Avert  it  heav'n  I  the  ready  chiefs  obey'd. 
Their  brave  attempt  a  glitt'ring  helm  repaid. 

Howe'er  in  lign  of  conqueft  and  renown. 
He  liiiis  the  warriors  Polynices  crown 
With  wreaths,  and  hail  him  vi(£tor — no  portent, 
(So  will'd  the  lifters)  prophecy'd  the  event. 

Him  too  the  chiefs  with  kind  perfuafions  pray 
To  rife,  and  clofe  the  honours  of  the  day:       loSr 
(And  left  one  vidlory  be  loft)  to  throw 
The  miflile  lance,  or  bend  the  Lycian  bow. 
Well-pleas'd  Adraftus  to  the  plain  defcends 
In  pomp,  his  fteps  a  youthful  crowd  attends. 
Behind,  a  fquire  the  royal  quiver  bore. 
Deep  fiU'd  with  (hafts,  a  formidable  ftore. 

Ti.  plain.    Shall  man  deny?  Each  human  caufe 
Proceeds  unfeen  from  heav'n's  eternal  laws. 
All  fate  appear'd  :  the  chiefs  perverfely  blind 
Negleifl  the  fign,  nor  fee  th'  event  behind.     lopl 
We  deem  from  chance  unerring  omens  flow; 
While  fate  draws  near,  arid  aims  a  furer  blow. 

By  this  the  monarch  ftrain'd  the  bending  yew: 
Full  on  its  mark  the  feather'd  weapon  flew. 
Nor  enter'd  there.     Th'  impaffive  afli  refounds: 
Again  with  double  force  the  rtiaft  rebounds, 
In  the  fame  line  wing'd  back  its  airy  way. 
Then  prone  on  earth  before  Adraftus  lay.        1059 

Each  reaibns,  as  his  wayvvard  thoughts  decree  ; 
Thefe  think  the  fhafr  rebounded  from  the  tree; 
And  thofe,  that  winds  with  unrefifted  force 
Drove  clouds  on  clouds,  to  intercept  its  courfe. 
Meanwhile  th'  event  and  dreadful  omen  lies 
Deep  wrapt  in  night,  nor  feen  by  human  .eyes. 
One  chief  in  fafety  mult  return  alone, 
Through  woes,  and  blood,  and  dangers  yet  un- 
known. 
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NOTES  UPON  THE  SIXTH  THEBAID  OF  STATIUS. 


Mr.  Dryden,  in  his  excellent  preface  to  the  Eneid, 
takes  occafion  to  quarrel  with  Statius,  and  calls 
the  prefent  book  an  ill-timed  and  unjudicious  Epi- 
fode.  I  wonder  fo  fevere  a  remark  could  pals 
from  that  gentleman,  who  was  an  admirer  of  our 
author  even  to  fuperftition.  I  own  I  can  fcarce 
forgive  myfelf,  to  contradidl  fo  great  a  poet, 
and  fo  good  a  critic  ;  talium  cnhn  'viroruin  nt  ad- 
miratio  maxima,  ita  cenjura  dijficilis.  However, 
the  prefent  cafe  may  admit  of  very  alleviating 
circumftances  It  may  be  replied  in  gf  neral,  that 
the  defign  of  thl>  book  v/as  to  give  a  rcfpite  to  the 
main  aclion,  introaucing  a  mournful,  but  pleafant 
variation  from  terror  to  pity.  It  is  al fo  highly 
probable,  that  Statius  had  an  eye  to  the  funeral 
obfequies  of  Polydore  and  Anchifes,  mentioned  in 
the  third  and  fifth  books  of  Virgil.  We  may  alfo 
look  upon  them  as  a  prelude,  opening  the  mind  by 
degrees  to  receive  the  miferies  and  horror  of  a  fu- 
ture war.  This  is  intimated  in  fome  meafure  by 
the  derivation  of  the  word  Archemorus. 

Befides  tlie  reafons  above  mentioned,  we  have 
a  fine  opportunity  nf  remarking  upon  chief  of  the 
heroes  who  mult  make  a  figure  hereafter  ;  this  is 
reprcfented  to  the  eye  in  a  lively  iketch  tliat  dif- 
tributes  to  each  perfon  his  proper  lights,  with 
great  advantage. 

It  mufl  certainly  be  an  infinite  pleafure  to 
perufe  the  mod  ancient  piece  of  hiftory  now  ex- 
tant, excepting  that  in  holy  fcriptflre.  This  re- 
mark muft  be  underftood  of  the  aftiou  of  the 
Thcbaid  only,  which  Statius,  without  queftion, 
faithfully  recited  from  the  raoft  authentic  chro- 
nicles in  his  own  age.  The  action  of  the  Iliad  and 
Odyfiey  happened  fevcral  years  after.  This  is 
evident  from  Homer's  own  words.  Agamemnon, 
in  the  4T.h  Iliad,  recites  with  great  tranfport  the 
expedition  of  Tydeus :  and  Uiylfes  mentions  the 
ftoryof  Jocafta  (or  Epicalle,  as  he  calls  her)  in  a 
very  particular  manner.  It  is  in  his  defcent  to 
hell,  OdylTey  XL 

M/!T£Pfl6  a   OtoiTTooxo  ibov,  y.xXr,v  E7r;;cas-ijv, 
"H  f/Ayix.  ipfov  efs|iv  a.i<3^c-tY,vk  voeto, 
Tviux^tciif,  (ki  i/u.  0  d   »v  Trxli^   i^cact^i^ec? 

"S^ctiui'.av  fivx^n'i,  6im  o>.oci;  bice,  /SaAosj, 
'H  d'lji/t  hi  uioxo  Trvha^ido  K.pxii^o7o 

IloAAii   fid?C,    oirrx   rl   fir,T£Ci  ietvvvii   ixn- 
Miitri. 

The  antiquity  of  the  Thebaid  may  be  confider- 
ed  alfo  in  another  view.  As  the  poet  was  oblig- 
ed to  conform  the  manners  of  his  heroes  to  th- 
time  of  ?.(5lion,  vv'e  in  juftice  ought  not  to  be  :o 
much  fliocked  with  ihofe  infults  over  the  dead 


which  run  through  all  the  battles.  This  foftensl 
a  little  the  barbarity  of  Tydeus,  who  expired 
gnawing  the  head  of  his  enemy  ;  and  the  impiety 
of  Capaneus,  who  was  thunderftruck  while  lie 
blafphemed  Jupiter.  Whoever  reads  the  books 
of  Jofliua  and  Judges  will  find  about  tbote 
times  the  fame  favage  fpirit  of  infolence  and 
fierfe. 

Ver.  4.  TTje  Nerneeean  Games\  I  beg  to  be 
excufed  from  giving  a  long  account  of  the  Ne. 
mesean  games.  What  the  world  cails  learning, 
differs  very  little  from  pedantry ;  and  I  am  fen- 
fible  many  an  honeft  man  may  deferve  that  impu- 
tation when  he  means  no  manner  of  harm :  fo 
much  harder  it  is  to  conceal  know!e;lgc,  than  lirll 
get  it.  The  bed  and  xnoft  ancient  infor;iiation 
now  extant  is  to  be  colledled  from  Findar's  ode! 
in  general.  However,  I  muft  juft  take  notice  of  fl 
funeral  oration  fpoken  in  honour  of  Archemorus, 
as  it  is  mentioned  by  Clemens  Alexandrinus,  in 
his  Admonit.  ad  Gentes. 

Ver.  23.  The  youthful  failors  thus  with  early  care 
Tlieir  arms  experience 

It  is  worth  while  hpre  to  take  notice  of  Stati. 
us's  fimiles  in  general.  They  are  fometimes  pro- 
per,  but  not  often  :  a  common  fault  with  mol] 
young  authors,  who  can  rejeft  nothing  ;  thougt 
a  more  judicious  writer  at  the  fame  time  wouW 
either  fupprefs  the  thought,  or  at  raoft  contcni 
himfelf  with  a  metaphor.  I  am  apt  to  think  & 
miles  muft  feldom  be  ufed,  except  they  convey 
to  the  mind  fome  very  plcafing,  or  ftrong  piece  ol 
painting.  For  all  fimiles  are  ddcriptions  (01 
pisflures)  whofe  only  beauty  proceeds  from  an  ex. 
cellence  in  the  imagery.  In  thefe  cales,  paintift| 
muft  always  be  confulted.  , 

Another  overfight  in  Statius,  is  'ivant  of  puritj 
in  the  circumftances :  but  this  is  owing  to  the  ir- 
regularity of  his  genius,  which  was  above  infifting 
upon  particulars,  and  gave  only  fome  bold  ftrokes 
of  likenefs. 

If  a  tranflator  can  leave  out  fuch  fimiles  (01 
other  paiTages)  in  Statius  as  are  not  proper,  with- 
out v  olating  the  context :  or  if  he  can  fupply  any 
of  their  dcfecls  in  a  %ery  fnort  compafs,  I  think 
he  ought.  Though  thefe  liberties  are  not  to  b« 
taken  with  more  correal  writers, 

Ver.  31.  Swift  from  mankind  the  pow'r  of  fluni- 
hers  flew. 

This  place  is  not  tranflated  exaiflly  to  the  let 
ter,  nor  indeed  would  our  language  bear  it.  1  h( 
original  is  extremely  poetical,  and  correfpondeni 
to  the  beft  paintings  in  thofe  times. 

cornu  fugicbat  fomnus  inani. 

For  Somnus  (or  deep)  was  reprefented  as  a  deltj 
pouring  dews  out  of  a  horn,  over  the  temples  o 
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the  fleeping  peifon.  Statius  alludes  to  this  in  an- 
other paflagc,  upon  the  fame  occalion. 

cornu  perfiiderat  omni. 

This  remark  I  owe  to  Ladlantius,  who  has  given 
us  the  only  tolerable  comment  upon  Statius.  Care 
has  been  taken  to  read  him  entirely  over,  though 
to  little  purpofe.  His  notes  are  learned,  fliort, 
and  clear,  but  feldom  poetical.  Moil  of  them  are 
like  the  old  Scholia  upon  Homer,  explaining  one 
word  by  another.  He  is  full  of  apoftrophes  and 
exclamations,  yet  gives  no  reafons.  Such  as  ex- 
qztijite  diBum  -'  piSiiwi  egregie .'  Sec. 

Ver.  51.  Meanwhile  Adraftus  bears  the  friendly 

part, 
And  with  kind  words  confoles,  &c. 

Chaucer,  who  was  perhaps  the  greateft  poet 
among  the  moderns,  has  tranflated  thefe  verfes  al- 
moft  word  for  word  in  his  Knight's  Tale.  I  fliall 
make  this  remark  once  for  all :  As  nothing  parti- 
cularizes the  tine  paffages  in  Homer  more  than 
that  Virgil  vouchfafed  to  imitate  them  :  fa  fcarce 
any  thing  can  exalt  the  reputation  of  Statius  high- 
er, than  the  verbal  imitations  of  our  great  coun- 
tryman. I  prefer  this  to  a  volume  of  criticifms; 
no  man  would  imitate,  what  he  could  exceed. 

Ver.  70.  Inwoven  on  the  pall,  young  Linus  lay 
In  lonely  woods-; — 

Linus  was  the  fon  of  Apollo,  and  the  nymph 
Pfamathe.  No  pidlure  could  be  introduced  with 
more  propriety  ;  his  death  was  almo'ft  exactly  the 
fame  with  that  of  Archemoriis  The  ftory  is  re- 
lated at  large  by  Adraitus  in  the  firft  Thebaid ; 
and  admirably  tranflated  by  Mr.  Pope. 

How  mean  a  fate,  unhappy  child  1  is  thine  ? 

Ah  1  how  unworthy  thoie  of  race  divine  ? 

On  flow'ry  herbs  in  fome  green  covert  laid, 

His  bed  the  ground,  his  canopy  tlie  fliade. 

He  mixes  with  the  bleating  lambs  his  cries; 

While  the  rude  fwain  his  rural  mi 

To  call  foft  fl\imbers  on  his  infant  ( 

Yet  ev'n  in  thole  obfcure  abodes  to  live. 

Was  more,  alas !  than  cruel  fate  would  give  ! 

For  on  the  graffy  verdure  as  he  lay. 

And  breath'd  the  frelhnefs  of  the  riling  day, 

Devouring  dogs  the  helplefs  infant  tore. 

Fed  on  his  trembling  limbs,  and  lapt  the  gore. 

Ver.  90.  The  pious  mother  thus,  deceiv'd  too  late 
Like  her  fond  fpoufe 

I  fcarce  ever  met  with  a  more  incoherent  paf- 
fage  than  this,  in  any  author.  The  fenfe  is  tine, 
and  eafily  apprehended  by  the  context :  the  words 
are  obfcure  to  a  fault,  and  the  tranfition  too  fud- 
den  and  violent. 

Namque  illi  &  pharetras,  brevioraque  tela  di- 

carat 
Feftinus  voti  pater,  infontefque  fagittas. 
Jam  tunc  &  ncta  ilabul's  de  gente  probates 
In  nonien  pafcebat  equos,  cinccufque  fonantes, 

Armaque  majores  espedlHtura  lacertos 

Spes  avidse  1  quas  non  in  nomen  creduia  veftes 
Urgebat  fiudio?  &c. 


)s  his  cries;  "J 
infic  tries,  > 
t  eyes.  J 


Spes  avidde  mult  certainly  be  fpoken  of  the  mo- 
ther, or  elfe  creduia  has  nothing  to  agree  with. 
In  fhort,  it  mult  never  be  defended,  but  by  one  of 
thefe  two  excufes,  either  that  Statius  left  his  po- 
em unfinilhed,  or  that  the  verfe  immediately  pre- 
ceding is  now  loft.  It  might  mean  perhaps  no 
more  than  this,  "  Thus  too  was  the  unhappy  mo- 
"  ther  deceived  1  With  what  cure— Scc."  This 
coniideration  clears  the  fenfe,  and  folves  all  ob- 
jections at  once.  However  'tis  a  mere  conjecture, 
and  may  be  truer  to  the  author's  reputation,  than 
his  firil  meaning. 

All  grave  readers  will  rejedl  this  as  a  whimlicai 
young  man's  notion ;  nor  do  I  lay  any  ftrefs  upon 
it.  To  fliow  I  can  be  ferious  upon  occafion,  I 
Ihall  juft  refer  them  to  Virgil's  Third  Georgic, 
where  will  be  found  a  tranfition  from  horfes  to 
cows,  as  obfcure  almoft  as  this  in  Statius. 

Gronovius  (without  any  authority)  thinks  we 
fliould  read /pes  avi'di,  inhead  of  avidly  ftillprc- 
ferving  the  context,  and  rcfernng  creduia  to/pes. 
I  cannot  approve  of  this  emendation  for  manj 
reafons ;  we  at  once  lofe  half  the  beauty.  Ee- 
fides,  the  repetition  of  in  tiomen  would  be  tauto- 
logy, if  it  did  not  refer  to  another  jMrrfon  :  not 
can  urgere  'vejles  be  fo  properly  applied  to  the 
father. 

Whoever  reads  this  poGtive  Dutchman's  Preface 
to  Ammianus  Marcellinus,  will  never  think  him 
to  be  a  man  of  fenle  or  candour. 

Ver.  loS.  Stretch'd  o'er  the  ground  the  tow'ring 
oaks  were  feen,  &c. 

This  defcription  is  inimitably  beautiful,  and  I 
might  fpend  a  whole  page  in  admirations.  Twere 
eafy  alfo,  by  drawing  parallel  places  (a  common, 
but  unfair  pradtice),  to  prefer  Statius  to  all  the 
ancients  aad  moderns.  Moft  of  the  poets  have 
exercifed  their  genius  upon  this  occafion ;  par- 
ticularly Ovid  in  the  loth  book  of  his  Rktaraov- 
phofis. 

NTon  Chaonis  abfuit  arbos, 

Non  nemus  Heliadum,  non  frondil)us   efculus 

altis  : 
Non  tiliffi  molles,  non  fagus..  <8c  innuba  laurus, 
Et  coryli  fragiles,  Sc  fraxinus  utilis  haftis, 
Enodifque  abies,  curvataque  glandibus  ilex, 
Et  platanus  genialis,  acerque  coloribus  impar, 
Amnicolxque  fimul  falices,  &  aquatica  lotos. 

As  alfo  Claudian,  in  the  rape  of  Proferpina, 
Book  II.  Chaucer  feems  to  have  a  particular  eye 
to  this  paffage  throughout  all  his  poems.  See  his 
Knight's  Tale,  the  AflTembly  ot  Fowls,  and  Com- 
plaint ot  the  Black  Knight.  I  am  alfo  much 
jjlealed  to  lind  this  palfage  finely  imitated  by  two 
other  of  our  ancient  Englilh  poets.  I  fhall  fiift 
cite  Fairfax,  who  nnderftood  the  harmony  of 
numbers  better  than  any  perfon  then  living,  ex- 
cept Spenfer.  All  tlie  world  knows  his  excellent 
verfion  (or  paraphrafe  rather)  of  Taflb's  Gierufa- 
lein  libfrata.  The  other,  whom  I  mean,  is  Mr. 
Drayton,  whofe  Fairy-tale  is  a  mafterpiece  in 
thofe  grottfque  writings. 

Down  fail  the  facred  palms,  and  aOies  wild— 
The  lun'ral  cyprefs,  holly  eyer  green. 
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The  vreeping  fir,  thick  beech,   and  failing 
pine. 
The  married  elm  fell  with  his  fruitful  vine  ; 
The  ihooter-yew,  the  broad-leav'd  fycamore, 
The  barren  platane,  and  the  walnut  found  : 
The  myrrh  that  her  foul  fin  doth  Hill  deplore. 
The  alder,  owner  of  all  w.it'rilh  ground, 
Sweet  juniper,  whole  fliadow  hurteth  fore. 
Proud  cedar ;  oak,  the  king  of  foreits  crown'd. 

Fairfax- 

The  tufted  cedar,  and  the  branching  pine  .  .  . 
Under  whole  covert,  (thus  divinely  made) 
Phoebus'  green  laurel  flounlh'd  in  the  fliade ; 
Fair  Venus'  myrtle.  Mars  his  warlike  fir, 
Minerva's  olive,  and  the  weeping  myrrh  ; 
The  patient  palm  that  ttrives  in  fpite  of  hate, 
The  poplar  to  Alcides  confecrate.  Sec. 

Drayton. 

I  alk  pardon  for  the  tedioufnefs  of  this  note,  and 
the  reader  in  juftice  ought  to  acknowledge  I  writ 
it  to  gratify  my  pleafure,  rather  than  my  vanity  ; 
and  furely  no  perfon  who  has  the  leaft  tafte  can  be 
difpleafed  with  fo  much  variety.  I  infift  only  to 
produce  one  defcription  more  out  of  Statius.  The 
verfes  are  extremely  natural,  and  carry  fornething 
with  them  as  awful  and  venerable  as  the  fubjecT;. 

Sylva   capax  sevi,    validaque   incurva  fenedla, 

JEternum  ihtonfse  frond  is,  ftat  pervia  nullis 

Solibus. 

Subter  opaca  qules,  vacuufque  filentia  fervat 

Horror,  &.  cxchifx  pallet  mala  lucis  imago. 

Nee  caret  umbra  Deo. 

Thebaid  IV. 

Ver.  131.  Sacred  to  heav'n  and  hel!  the  mourners 
rear 
Two  raafly  altars-— 

It  may  be  afked  why  the  Grecians  raifed  two 
altars.  Lacftantius  anfwers  that  one  only  was  for 
Archemorus,  and  the  other  for  the  ferpent  that 
killed  him. 

Jf  the  reader  fuppofes  this  to  be  too  much  ho- 
nour for  the  latter,  it  muft  be  remembered,  that 
thofe  creatures  were  almofl  always  eueemed  by 
the  ancients,  as  facred  to  fome  deity.  But  Sta- 
tius mentions  this  in'particular.  See  the  death  of 
Archemorus,  in  the  5th  Thebaid. 

■  Nemoris  facer  horror  Achaci 
Erigitur  Serpens. 

And  a  little  afterwards, 

Inachio  fan<flum  di.xere  Tonanti 

Agricolx— — 

So  Virgil,  fpeaking  of  the  two  ferpents  that 
llrangled  Laocoon,  ^neid  the  2d. 

Their  talk  perform'd,  the  ferpents  quit  their 

prey, 
And  to  the  tow'rof  Pallas  make  their  way: 
Couch'd  at  her  feet  they  lie  protecfted  there 
By  her  large  buckler,  and  protended  fpear. 

Dryden. 


Ver.  137. In  mournfViI  ftra'ns 

The  mufic  of  the  Phrygian  fife  complains. 

The  Phrygian  meafure  in  mufic  was  made  uf« 
of,  to  call  the  fpirits  of  the  decealed  from  Hades« 
Pelops  was  the  firft  perfon  who  invented,  and  fet 
it  to  the  lyre,  and  from  him  it  came  to  the  Greci- 
ans. 

Lactantius. 

Ver.  147.  Behind  Hypfypile'Sfoft  forrows  flow 
Silent,  and  faft 

Nothing  can  be  more  finely  imaged  than  thi? 
characfler  of  Hypfypile  ;  it  feems  a  perfedl  picture 
of  beauty  in  diftrefs.  Her  very  filence  is  eloquent : 
She  knows  her  innocence,  but  mutt  not  fpeak  one 
word  to  defend  it.  She  moves  along  br  herlelf 
the  very  laft  of  them  all,  while  every  eye  feems  to 
threaten  and  accufe  her.  ^  And  even  after  all  this, 
there  is  (till  a  dejecfted  f\^eetnefs,  a  tenderrefs,  a 
confufion  that  cannot  be  exprefled.  I  know  not 
how  to  make  the  reader  any  ways  fenfible  of  my 
own  images,  except  I  refer  him  to  the  character  of 
Brifeis  in  Homer's  firft  Iliad,  and  the  pi(flure  of  Si- 
figambisin  Darius's  tent.     .         , 

This  puts  nie  in  mind  of  fome  fine  ftrokes  iij 
Spenfer,  though  upon  a  different  occafion.  What 
I  mean  is  the  filence  and  confufion  of  Britomart, 
when  the  red-crofs  knight  difcovers  her  to  be  a 
lady,  and  inquires  after  her  adventures. 

Thereat  (he  fighing  foftly,  had  no  pow'r 
To  fpeak  a  while,  ne  ready  anfwer  make, 
But   with    heart-thrilling   throbs,    and    bittef 

(tow'r, 
As  if  (he  had  a  fever-fit,  did  quake,  . 
And  ev'ry  dainty  limb  with  horror  (hake  ; 
And  ever  and  anon  the  rofie  red 
Flafh'd  through  her  face,  as  it  had  been  a  flake 
Of  lightning,  through  bright  heaven  fulmined. 
Fairy  Queen,  Lib.  III.  Cant.  ii. 

See  alfo  the  fame  canto,  ftanza  the  15th. 

Ver.  153.  Speech  of  Eurydice. 

Statius  has  equally  (hown  his  condudl  in  thi^ 
fpeech  of  Eurydice.  She  is  injured,  and  indeed 
deferves  a  liberty  to  refent  it.  She  condoles,  (he 
repents,  flie  heightens  her  misfortunes,  and  then 
feems  to  wonder  why  providence  (honid  infliifl 
them.  This  (lie  aggravates  by  confidering  the 
profperlty  of  her  neighbours,  which  certainly 
gives  the  deepe(t  remorfe  in  all  afflicflions.  No- 
thing can  be  finer  than  thefe  two  laft  particulars. 
They  arife  immediately  from  human  nature,  and 
give  a  lively  j>i<fture  of  felf-refpecfl,  and  indul- 
gence to  our  own  frailties.  What  follows  is  more 
abrupt  and  violent ;  (lie  ciraws  the  author  of  her 
mifery  in  the  moft  difagreeable  colours,  makes 
her  treacherous,  negligent,  and  even  infenfible  of 
gratitude  or  pity. 

Ver.  185.  'Whofe  hands  fuftaiti'd  thee,  ahd  whofe 
mufic  charm'd, 
Whofe  eye  o'erfaw  thee 

I  am  far  from  being  difgufted  with  thefe  little 
particularities  that  attend  the  moft  ferious  and 
noble  paflSons.    Nothing  has  a  better  eftedl  ia 
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vEncas  (whofe  chief  charaifler  is  piety)  could 
not  help  accufing  men  and  gods  when  he  loft 
Crcufa.  Though  in  jultice  to  Virgil  it  ought  to 
be  obfcrved,  lh;it  he  foftens,  or  rather  dilapproves 
of  the  impiety  at  the  fame  time  ;  for  fo  the  word 
alliens  mufl  be  underftood. 


poetry  or,  painting.  An  incident  may  be  fmall, 
and  at  the  fame  time  not  trifling.  This  puts  me 
iu  mind  of  an  obfervation  in  Longinus ;  it  is  made 
upon  Sappho's  love-ode,  tranflatc-d  afterwards  by 
Catullus.  "  The  poetefs  (fays  he)  has  adembled 
"  with  admirable  fkill  all  the  little  accidents  to 
*'  that  paffion.  Hsr  heart  beats  faft,  her  tongue 
"  trembles,  her  fight  feems  to  fwim,  and  her  co- 
*'  lour  vanifhes  all  in  one  moment." 

This  confulion  fuits  admirably  well  with  the 
■wandering  irrefolutions  of  the  foul  upon  fuch  oc- 
cafions. 

Longinus,  Chap.  viii. 

Ver.  209.  So  when  the  holy  prieft  with  curious 
eyes 
Dooms  fome  fair  heifef. 

i  muft  not  forget  that  Sltatius  has  copied  this 
fimile  from  Lucretius.  'Tis  hard  to  fay  which  is 
the  more  excellent.  Lucretius's  lines  are.  thefe, 
after  he  has  defcribed  the  young  heifer  flain  in 
facrifice. 

At  mater  virideis  faltus  orbata  peragrans. 
Omnia  convifens  oculis  loca,  li  queat  ufquarji 
Confpicere    amiffum  foetum,  completque  que- 

felis 
Frondiferum  nemus  adfiftens,  &  crebra  revifit 
Ad  ftabulum,  defiderio  perfixa  juvenci, 
Non  tenerse  falices,  atque  herbae  rore  vigentes 
Fluminave  uUa  queunt  fummis  labentia  ripis 
Oblectare  animum,  fubitamque  avertere  curam: 
Nee  vitulorum  alias  fpecies  per  pabula  Iseta 
Derivare  queunt  alio,  curave  levare. 

Lib.  ii. 

Ver.  217.  The  father  n9w  unbares  his  rev'rend 
head ; 
His  (liver  locks  he  fcatters  o'er  the  dead. 

The  praftice  of  cutting  off  the  hair,  and  ftrew- 
ing  it  over  the  deceafed,  was  fo  common  with  the 
ancients,  that  all  teftimonies  are  needlefs.  It  pre- 
vails among  the  Sclavonians  to  this  day,  who  (as 
Lord  Bulbeqae  obferves  in  hisEpiftles),  neqiie  mo- 
do  capilios,  fed  etiam  fupe?-cilia  fibi  (in  luBu) 
demtint. 

Ver.  221.  If  Jove's  almighty  wifdom  can  deceive, 
Curs'd  is  the  man  who  fondly  will  believe  1 

This  apoftrophe  contains  a  fine  pidlure  of  hu- 
man nature  in  diftrefs.  Heaven  itfelf  cannot 
efcape  our  cenfure  :  its  unerring  juftice  is  called 
into  queftion,  and  xve  fancy  more  to  be  inflifled 
on  us  than  we  ought  to  faffer. 

Much  of  this  kmd  is  the  fpeech  of  Alius  in  Ho- 
mer's 1 2th  Iliad.  Euftathius  makes  a  very  moral 
remark  upon  it,  which  I  fhall  tranfcribe,  as  I  find 
it  admirably  tranflated  to  my  hands.  "  The  fpeech 
"  of  Afius  is  very  extravagant :  He  exclaims 
"  agaiiift  Jupiter  for  a  breach  of  promife,  not  be- 
''  caufe  he  had  broken  his  word,  but  becaufe  he 
"  had  not  fulfilled  his  own  vain  imaginations. 
"  This  condud:,  though  very  blameable  in  Afius, 

is  very  natural  to  perfons  under  difappoint- 
"  ments,  who  are  ever  ready  to  blame  heaven, 
"  and  turn  their  misfortunes  into  z.  crime.''  Thus 
far  Euftathius. 

Vol.  IX, 


Quem  non  incufavi,  amens,  hominumque  dco- 
rumque  ? 

As  this  note  is  capable  of  very  ferious  reflec- 
tions, it  may  not  perhaps  be  amifs  to  look  a  little 
into  the  holy  fcriptures.  The  impatience  of  fob'^ 
wife,  as  alfo  the  diffidence  and  irrefolutions  of 
David  in  the  Ixxiii  plalm,  are  extraordinary  in- 
ftances  of  this  fort.  Eut  Jeremiah  carries  it  yet 
farther  :  He  proceeds  to  an  expOftulation  with  his 
Maker.  "  Let  me  talk  with  thee,  O  Lord,  of  thy- 
"  judgments.  Thou  haft  planted  (the  wicked) 
"  yea,  they  have  taken  root :  they  grow,  yea, 
"  they  bring  forth  fruit.  But  thou,  O  Lord, 
"  knowjelt  me,  thou  haft  feen  me,  and  tried  my 
"  heart  towards  thee.  I  havefoifaken  my  houl'e, 
"  &c."     Chap   xii.  i,  2,  3,  &  8. 

Ladlantius  iolves  the  extravagance  of  this  fpeech 
of  Lycurgus  very  oddly,  by  a  reile<^lion  on  *dx% 
priefthopd.  His  words  are  thefe  :  "  Priefts  may 
"  be  as  angry  as  they  will,"  for  fo  muft  he  be 
underftood  according  to  the  juirport  of  the  origi- 
nal. I  much  quelHon  -whecher  his  name  fake 
would  have  allowed  this  ronceflion  to  the  clergy  : 
and  if  the  tranfiator  may  have  leave  to  give  his 
opinion,  he  thinks  them  to  have  lefs  need  of  it, 
than  any  other  part  of  the  nation. 

Ver.  271.  Nine  times  his  courfe  bright  Lucifer 
had  roll'd,  » 

And  ev'nmg  Vefper  deck'd  his  rays  with  gold. 

This  particularity  is  fo  far  from  being  orna- 
mental, that  it  prefervcs  a  valuable  piece  of  anti- 
quity ;  namely,  the  clofing  of  the  funeral  games 
after  nine  days  end :  which  ceremony  the  old 
Romans  called  Novemdialia. 

BiRNARtlU'S. 

Ver.  297.    High  o'er  the  people  wrought   with 
lively  grace. 
Shine  the  fair  glories  of  their  ancient  race. 

I  do  not  remember  any  thing  more  noble,  or  ju-f 
dicious  than  this  hiftorical  piciure.  The  defcrip- 
tiori  of  a  fliield  was  already  worn  out  :  it  was  im- 
poftible  to  add  any  thing  of  moment  after  Homer' 
and  Virgil.  Nor  is  it  introduced  merely  for  or- 
nament ;  it  contains  no  lefs  than  the  ftory  of  their 
anceftors,  Tiiagnanimum  /cries  antiqua  parent um^ 
Its  effctfls  are  vifible  :  to  infpire  them  with  cou- 
rage in  the  funeral  games.  Eelides,  it  happily 
avoids  moft  of  the  obje-flions  that  have  been  made 
agaiirft  the  fliields  of  Achilles  and  ^neas.  Its 
fize  anfwers  all  multiplicity  of  figures  ;  and  even 
every  figure  bears  a  plain  reference  to  the'fubjedt 
of  aOtion.  The  rules  of  painting  are  cxaClly  pre- 
ferved  :  we  have  not  only  a  coiiHaft  cf  paffions 
in  different  perfons,  but  variety  of  place  in  each; 
diftincT;  conapartimeiit. 

It  is  reafonable  to  think  our  author  dc{ir;r.ecl 
this  as  a  compliment  to  a  common  ceremonv  ihea 
'  3H 
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among  tlie  Romans,  wl»o  ufed  at  all  folemn  fu- 
nerals to  carry  befoie  the  corple  of  the  deceafed 
the  pidlures  of  their  anceftors.  Thus  Horace, 
Epode  the  8  th. 

Funus  atqne  imagines 

Ducunt  triumphales  tuum. 

See  alfo  Cicero's  oration  for  iMilo,  and  the  3.5th 
book  of  I'liny.  Perhaps  Statius  ovv^d  the  tirft 
hint  of  his  hiftorical  pidlare  to  the  cuftom  we 
now  mention. 

Ver.  324.  Brave  ChorKbus  lifts  his  bleeding 

hands — 

Latftantius  gives  two  meanings  to  this  hemyf' 
tic  ;  the  venerable  or  undaunted  figure  of  Chorse- 
bus.  I  have  chofen  the  latter,  hecaufe  it  agrees 
belt  with  his  chara<5ler  in  the  fiift  Thebaid.  The 
flory  is  too  long  to  be  tranfcribed. 

Ver.  331.    Here    Belus'  fons    at    Hymen's  altars 
Hand, 
And  join  with  hearts  averfc  the  friendly  hand. 

The  contra<51:  of  Danaus  and  Egyptus  is  too 
well  known  to  be  repeated.  Howtver,  for  the 
fake  or"  the  curious.  I  fiiall  not  pafs  by  the  Ep:itle 
of  Hypt-rmncltra  to  Linus,  and  feme  remarkable 
pafTages  in  Findar's  ninth  Pythian  Ode.  Statius 
feems  pleal'ed  with  this  flory,  and  has  chofen  it  in 
another  place  to  ornament  the  Ihield  ot  Hippo- 
medon.  There  is  fomething  very  mafterly  in  the 
cxpreliion,  and  the  Tout-enjemble  makes  a  line 
piece  of  liight-pamting.  • 

•— — hnmeros,  &  peiflcra  late 

Flammeiis  orbis  habet vivit  in  auro 

Nox  Danai,  fotites  furiarum  lampade  nigra 

Quinrjuaginta  ardent  thalami,  pater  ip!e  cru- 

tntis  [fes. 

In  for.bus,  laudatque  nefas>  atque  infpicit  cn- 

Thebaid  IV. 

Ver.  349.  Swift  flew  the  rapid  car,  and  left  be- 
hind 
The  noife  of  tempefts,  and  the  wings  of  wind. 

Thefc  verfes  are  fomewhat  too  bold  in  the 
original. 

flupu^re  relidla 

lsubila,certantes  Eurique  Notique  fequuntur. 

Whoever  tranflates  Statius  mufl  have  liberty  to 
foften  feme  of  thefe  hypeiboles.  Yet  Lacflantius 
was  of  another  opinion,  who  admires  this  place  in 
the  true  fpirit  of  criticifm.  IVivine  cUEiuin!  dedlt 
Hits  I'ldorij:  ruotum,  fcdademit  effi.Bu7n.  His  re- 
mark is  not  worth  tranflating. 

Ver  363.  So  fad  Apnilo  with  a  boding  (Igh 
Told  his  fond  child 

We'may  perceive  fomething  very  remarkable 
in  this  fimile,  nOt  without  a  fine  commiferation 
for  unhappy  Polynices.  Inftcad  of  accufing  the 
rafhnefs  or  folly  of  Phseton,  all  is  attributed  to 
fatal  deftiny.  As  much  as  to  fay,  Polynices  loft 
not  the  race  throu!;Ii  his  own  imprudence,  but  by 
the  intf  rpolition  of  a  deity. 


Ver.  431.  Admetus  Life,  Wr.]  This  alludes 
chiefly  to  the  llory  of  ."Jcefre,  Admetus's  wife, 
who  was  fo  honourable,  it  feems,  as  to  lay  down 
her  own  life  to  atone  for  her  hufband's.  Juvenal 
makes  an  agreeable  ufeof  this  female  gallantry. 

fpedlant  fubeuntem  fata  mariti 

Alcelten.  Lactantius. 

Euripides  has  written  a  tragedy  upon  this  occa- 
fion.  I  am  afraid  few  modern  ladies  would  give 
fuch  an  example,  but  indeed  hufbands  are  much 
altered  fince  the  days  of  Admetus.  I  may  add, 
that  Statius  takes  notice  of  the  death  of  Akefte 
in  his  Sylva,  intiti'.led.  The  Tears  of  Etrufcus, 
lib.  iii.  I  the  ratlier  cite  this  poem  becaufe  it 
contains  fome  fine  itrokes  of  humanity,  and  filial 
afTeiflion.  Of  the  fame  nature  is  his  Epicedion  in 
Patrem.  I  wonder  thefe  two  admirable  copies 
have  never  yet  been  tranflated. 

Ver.  454.  '■'  Th'   impatient  courfers    pant    in 

every  vein, 
"  And  pawing  feem  to  beat  the  diftant  plain; 
"  The  vales,  the  floods  appear  already  croft, 
"  And  ere  they  ftart,  a  thoufand  fteps  are  loft."* 

The  Latin  of  thefe  verfes  is  wonderfully  fine, 
as  Mr.  Dryden  acknowledges  in  .his  preface  to 
D'.i  Frefnoy.  He  cites  them  as  a  true  image  of 
our  author. 

Stare  adco  miferum  eft,  pereunt  veftigia  mille 
Ante  fugam,  abfehtemque  ferit  gravis  ungula 
campum. 

Which  would  coft  me,  fays  he,  an  hour  to  tram', 
late,  there  is  fo  much  beauty  in  the  original. 
Since  that,  Mr.  Pope  has  imitated  thefe  verfee 
almoft  verbatim  in  his  Windfor-Foreft  :  Hnd  I 
thought  Ht  to  transfer  them  hither,  rather  than 
expofe  my  own  weaknefs.  I  never  was  heartily 
mortifitd  before  :  I  juil  know  how  to  admire  him, 
and  to  dtfpife  myfelf !  The  reader  may  be  allur- 
ed, 1  durft  not  ];refume  to  do  this  without  that 
gentleman's  confent,  who  not  only  gave  me  leave 
to  iiie  his  tranflation,  but  alfo  to  alter  any  cir- 
cumdances  that  might  not  correfpond  with  the 
original.  I  remefnber  a  paper  in  the  Guardian 
that  confifts  cliiefly  of  parallel  defcriptions  upon 
this  occafion  ;  and  thirher  I  refer  the  curious. 

Balde  the  Jefuit  has  fome  bold  ftrokes  in  an 
ode  whofe  title  1  forget,  though  it  is  written  part- 
ly in  im.itation  of  the  war-horfe  in  Job.  I  men- 
tion this,  purely  to  do  juftice  to  that  poet's  me- 
mory, who,  notwithftanding  fome  extravagancies, 
came  nearer  to  the  fpirit  and  abruptnefs  of  Pin- 
dar, than  any  of  his  contemporaries. 

Ver.  6co.  Earth  opening  feem'd  to  groan  (a 
fatal  fign  !) 

Becaufe  Amphiaraus  was  afterwards  to  be  fwal- 
lowed  under  ground.  See  the  latter  end  of  the 
feventh  Thebaid. 

Ilium  ingens  haurit  fpecus,  et  tranfire  parentes 
Mergit  equos:  non  arma  manu,  non  frsena  re- 
mi  fit 
Sicut  erat,  redos  defert  in  Tartara  cnrrus: 


NOTES  UPON  THE  SIXTH  THEBAlD  OF  STATIUS. 

Refpesitqne  cadens  ccekim,  campumque  coire 

Ingeniuit 

I  take  this  to  be  one  of  the  moft  noble  defcrip- 
_tions  I  ever  met  with  in  any  language. 

Ver.  639.  Loud  fiiouts  each  chief  that  from  high 
Elis  leads 
His  native  train,  &c. 

I  have  opened  this  paffasfe  a  little,  but  with 
due  refpedl  to  geography.  See  the  fourth  Theb. 
Rejupiita  Elis,  demija  Pifa. 

Ver.  649.  Lives   there   a    warrior  in  the  world 
of  fame, 
Who  never  heard  of  Atalanta's  name  ? 


The  commentators  are  all  mighty  merry  upon 
thefe  verfes.  It  feems  Statius  has  confounded  the 
hiitory  of  Atalanta  (there  being  two  of  tliat 
name)  and  takes  the  wife  of  Hippcmenes  for  that 
ofPelops;  the  famous  racer  in  days  of  yore.  This, 
lay  they,  is  a  remarkable  overfight,  and  very  few 
of  them  caij  heartily  forgive  it.  The  matter  is 
hardly  worth  debate  :  Poets  were  never  thought 
infallible.  Whoever  reads  the  critical  difcourfe 
upon  the  Iliad,  will  find  many  errors  even  in  Ho- 
mer;  though  no^  fo  many  as  La  liitfc  fancied. 
Ariitotle,  Cicero,  and  Dicnyfius  of  iialicarnafTu's, 
were  feldom  right  in  their  quotations.  iVIacrobiiis 
tells,  that  Virgil  ran  intomany  palpable  miftakes, 
purely  to  difengage  himfelf  from  too  much  e.^a<!T:- 
ncfs,  and  to  imitate  Homer.  Monf.  la  Mothe  le 
Vaver  has  written  an  entire  treatife  upon  this  fub- 
jctH: ;  and  I  think  it  worth  reading,  merely  as  a 
mortification  for  luiman  vanity. 

In  deference  to  the  above  mentioned  crit.icifm, 
I  thouglit  fit  to  leave  out,  •vejligia  cunSlis  indepren- 
fa  prods';  for  there  lies  all  the  confuflon. 

Ver.  7^5.  Foot-rare.]  I  muft  own,  I  tliink  this 
foot-race  an  inimitable  piece  of  poetry.  The  de- 
fign  itfelf  is  equally  as.juft;  the  circumftances 
perhaps  are  more  beautiful  than  thofe  upon  the 
fame  fubjefl  in  the  Greek  or  Roman  poet.  Had 
Statius  given  the  prize  to  Idas  (than  which  no- 
thing was  more  eafy.),  I  cannot  but  think  the  mo- 
ralwould  have  been  highly  defeiflive.  Yet  Eu- 
ryalus  in  Virgil  wins  the  race  by  downright  frau- 
dulfnce.  In  the  defcriptivp,  parts  our  aiitl.'l'  bor- 
rows nothing  coufiderable  from  either  of  the  above 
cited  poets.  I  v.'ifli  he  had  taken  one  circum- 
ftance  from  Homer,  which  pleafes  me  much.  It 
is  the  paliage  where  Ulyffes  follows  Ajax : 

His  foeTie  plies, 

/■     And  treads  each  footftep,  e'er  the  du.1  can  rife. 
Ver.  9p^.  Thus  in  fome  ftorm  the  broken  bil- 
lows rife 
Round  the  vail  rock 

'Tis  with  great  judgment  the  poet  introduces 
this  fimile,  which  admirably  paints  the  lize  and 
unmoveablenefs  of  Capaneus.  I  have  endeavour- 
ed to  give  it  this  turn,  adding  the  epithet  vaft,  to 
flrengthen  the  idea.  A  tranOator  can  feldom  do 
his  author  thi;  juftice,  and  I  fee  no  reafons  againd: 
it,  if  the  deviation  exceeds  not  one  word.  How- 
ever, it  is  m.-'.nifcil:  the  original  alludes  only  to  the 


noife  and  fudden  overflov/ing  of  the  waten.  It  is 
impoffible  to  give  a  more  lively  image  of  Akida- 
mas.  Statius  has  compriied  himlVif  alfo  into  a 
fliorter  compafs  than  ufual,  that  the  mind  might 
not  be  too  much  fufpended  in  the  midft  of  fo  im- 
portant an  ad:ion.  Befides,  there  is  a  particular 
beauty  in  the  verfification :  it  feems  to  run  by 
Itarts,  lliort  and  violent : 

Affilit,  ut  praeceps  cumulo  falit  unda,  minaces 
-In  fcopulos,  et  fradla  redit 

Ver.  g66.  The  fight  of  the  acjlus.]  I  have  tak- 
en notice  in  the  Foot-race,  that  Statius  has  varied 
from  Virgil  with  admirable  judgment.  The  fame 
may  be  advanced  here  in  refpedl  to  Homer,  who, 
in  his  fight  of  the  cceftus,  rewards  infolence  and 
pride,  inllead  of  punifhing  them.  There  is  an  cx- 
acl  parity  of  character  betv/een  Capaneus  and 
Epeus :  but  not  the  fame  fuccefs.  The  boalter 
in  this  place  meets  with  the  moft  manifefl:  difad- 
vantage  ;   A  great  improvement  of  the  moral. 

Upon  the  whole,  it  may  be  required  I  HjouM 
attempt  foraething  like  a  comparifon  between  tha 
defcriptions  of  this  game  in  Homer,  Virgil,  and 
Statius.  To  fpeak  my  own  fentiments,  I  cannot: 
but  prefer  the  latter,  not  only  for  its  greater  va- 
riety of  incidents,  but  for  the  charadlyr  of  arro- 
gance, which  is  wrought  up  to  much  more  per- 
feiftion  :  it  was  this  they  all  laboured  at.  Capa- 
neus is  fo  far  blinded  with  his  own  admiration, 
that  he  ftill  fancies  himfelf  the  conqueror,  though 
the  odds  appeared  vifibly  againft  him ;  fo  apt  ia 
pride  to  magnify.  This  is  fuperadded  to  the  cha- 
rafters  in  Homer  and  Virgil,  a.id  I  think  it  a  molh 
natural  improvement. 

Ver.  994.  The  moantain-cyprefs  thus,  that  firm^ 
ly  Hood 

From  age  to  age 

Originally, 

lile  autem  Alpini  veluti  regina  cuprefius 
Verticis 

I  have  read  in  one  of  our  modern  critics,  or  in 
fome  book  of  travels,  that  no  cypreiles  grow  upon 
the  Alps.  The  author  upon  this  takes  occalioii 
to  fall  foul  upon  an  eminent  Roman  poet,  and. 
wonders  at  his  ignorance.  It  is  no  matter  where 
I  met  with  this  remark,  it  not  being  of  mucli 
confequence  :  Yet  1  thought  fit  to  leave  out  AU 
pious,  and  added  a  mOre  indefinite  epit"liet. 

Since  my  writing  this  note,  I  chanced  to  rea-l 
Bernartius's  comment  upon  Statius.  He  i* 
much  chagrined  at  this  overfight.  As  a  fpecimea 
of  his  humanity  and  tafte  for  criticlfm,  t  Ihall 
tranfcribe  his  owri  words  at  length  :  "  Attigit  ut 
"  videtur  Papinius  hie  guttam  e  flumine  Lethes. 
«'  Nam  in  Alpibus  nufquam  cupreffi  :  nifi  forte 
"  fpeciem  pro  genere  pofuit,  quod  noa  inepte  af« 
"  fir.tiare  poffumus.'' 

Ver.  looo.  Not  half  fo  bloody,  or  with  half  fuch 
rage. 
Two  mighty  monarchs  of  the  herd  engage. 

Statius  feems  to  have  copied  this  fimile  from 
the  combat  06  Hercules  and  Achelous,  in  the 
ninth  book  of   Ovid's  Metamorphofes.      I  fhall 
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And  firft 


pleafure  the  reader  with  them  both. 

Ovid: 

Non  alitervidi  fortes  concurrcre  tauro?, 
Cum  pretium  pugnse,  toio  mtidiffima  Uiltu 
Expetitur  coniux  .  Ipectant  armenta,  paventq. 
Nefcia  quem  tanti  maneat  victoria  legni. 

Kon  fic  du(flores  gennfini  gregis,  horrida  taiiri 

Bella  movent :  njedio  conjux  Hat  Candida  prato 

"Vidlorera  exp^clans;  rumpunt  obnixa  lurentes 

Pedtora 

The  latter,  in  my  opinion,  is  far  more  natural 
than  the  forn^er.  There  is  a  beautiful  contralt, 
or  variation  of  numbers,  very  tender  and  riow- 
ing,  in 

medio  conjux &c. 

Which  is  fomewhat  faintly  preferved  in  the  tranf- 
lat:on. 

Spenfer  has  a  fimile  fomething  of  this  nature  in 
the  combat  betwreen  the  Red-Croi's  KnigV.c  and 
Sansfoy,  Lib.  I.  Canto  ii. 

Ver.  1029.  Nor  breath'd  its  fpirit  to  congenial 
(kies. 

Or  to  congenial  ftars  more  literally,  according 
to  the  philoUiphy  of  Pjthagoras.  The  wicked, 
fay?  Ladtantius,  were  punitLed  by  their  ftars  {^ab 
ipfis  ajlris,  flelUfq.  are  his  words)  the  good  enjoy- 
ed their  light  for  ever.  For  a  farther  explication 
of  this  ar.cient  doctrine,  I  refer  the  reader  to  Ser- 
■vius  and  Ruseus's  notes  upon  the  227th  line  of 
"Virgil's  fourth  Georgic,  Syderis  mnianeruin.  See. 
See  ah'o  Plato  in  Tlmceo. 

Ver.  1040.  So  Hercules,  vi?ho  long  had  toil'd 
in  vain, 

Heav'd  huge  Antheus. 

I  cannot  but  admire  this  no"b]e  fimile;  befides 
the  parity  of  circumftanccs,  the  favage  character 


of  Antheus  fuits  admirably  well  with  the  brutal 
fury  of  Agylleus  :  nor  i^  it  a  fmail  compliment  to 
little  Tydeus,  to  compare  him  w.th  Hercules  for 
(trength.  1  tancy  Spenier  rlrew  the  ftory  of  Ma- 
leger  at  large  from  this  pidture.  I  am  the  more 
inclined  to  think  fo,  becau'e  in  the  combat  of 
Prince  Arthur  and  Pyrrhocles,  he  tranflates  al- 
moft  literally  from  Statius  thofe  verfes  that  de- 
fcribe  Agylleus  after  his  fall ;  though  it  muit  be 
owned,  he  has  interwoven  a  fimile  that  much  im- 
proves them. 

Nought  booted  it  the  paynim  then  to  ftrive. 
But  as  a  bitti/Ur  in  an  eagle's  claw. 
That  may  not  hope  by  flight  to  'fcape  alive, 
SuU  hopes  for  death,  with  dread  and  trembling 

awe. 
So  he  now  fubjedl  to  the  vidlor's  law 
Did  not  once  move,  nor  upwards  caft  his  eye. 

Here  end  the  funeral  games,  which  are  put  off 
(as  in  Virgil)  by  a  prodigy,  foreboding  that  none 
of  the  feven  captains  Ihould  return,  except  Adraf- 
tus ;  As  that  in  Virgil  foretold  the  burning  of  the 
lhip"i  by  the  Trojan  matrons. 

To  coni:iude,  whoi'oever  will  read  the  original 
impartially,  will  find  tatius  to  be  a  much  better 
poet  than  the  world  imagines.  What  the  tranf- 
lation  is,  I  know  not ;  nor  can  the  notes  be  ex- 
traordinary, when  no  body  has  written  any  thing 
tolerable  before  me.  Th-  reader  may  believe  or 
d.fbeLeve  them  as  he  pleafes;  I  drliv^r  conjec- 
tures, not  dodlrines.  If  my  prefent  verfion  has 
the  fortune  ta  pleaie,  1  may  perhaps  proceed  far- 
ther :  if  nut,  1  cannot  but  think  myfelf  happy  jn 
reviving,  at  leaft,  fo  fine  a  piece  of  poetry.  1  have 
but  j'Uit  givtn  the  fketch  of  a  pidtiire,  it  remains 
for  others  to  deepen  the  lirokes,  and  finifh  the 
whole.  Whoever  can  take  fuch  pains,  will  oblige 
me,  as  much  as  the  world. 
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DEDICATION. 

To  the  Reverend  Mr.   Hildrop,  Mafter  of  MarllxTough-School  (under  whom  I  had  the  honour  oF 
receiving  ray  education)  thefe  Divine  Poems  are  huiiibiy  dt-dirated  by  his 

moft  obliged, 

and  obedient  Servant, 

W.  HARTE. 
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E,  my  foul  !  in  hallow'd  raptures  praife 
mighty  God,  who  in  th'  empyreal  height 


Awake, 

Th'  Almighty ,    -     ,- ,    - 

]\I;.jeftjc  fhiiies,  t<-o  glorious-  to  behold. 
IMethinksthe  broad  expanfion  of  tlie  Iky 
O'erfprea  !s  thy  throne:  in  air  thy  chambers  hang 
Eternal,  and  unraov'd.  Clouds  roU'd  on  clouds 
Thy  chariot  form  ,  in  thundVings  wrapt  and  fires 
Thou  walk'ft,  incumbent  on  the  wings  of  wind. 

Adlive  as  flames,  all  intelledl,  God  forms 
Angels  of  effence  pure,  whofe  finrt  parts 
Invillble,  ar.d  half  dillolv'din  light, 


Should  fleet    throu,E;h    worlds   of  air.     Th'    Al- 
mighty hand 
Fixd  earth's  eternal  bafis,  and  prefcrib'd 
Its  utmoit  linrts  to  the  rushing  mam. 

Forth  from  their  deeps  a  world  of  waters  rofe 
\nd  dehit^'d  enrth     He  fpoke,  the  waves  obey'd 
f(i  peace,  fubfiding  to  their  ancient  fpnngs. 
Part  murmur  headlong  down  the  mounttin's  (ides: 
Part  through  the  vales  in  flow  meanders  play. 
As  pleas'd,  yet  loath  to  leave  the  flow'ry  fcene. 

Thither  by  inftindl  lavage  beaiis  repair 
To  fldie  their  thirft.      Along  the  margin  trees 
Wave  in  the  wat'ry  gleam,  amid  whof '^  boughs 
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The' winded  fon^fters  chaunt  their  Maker's  pow'r. 

God  with  prolific  dews,  and  genial  rain 
ImMregiiates  earth,  then  crowns  the  I'miling  fields 
With  lively  green  :  the  vegetative  juice 
Flows  tiriiklv  tlirough  the  trees  ;  the  purple  grape 
Swells  with  neCtareoiis  wines  t'  infpire  the  foul. 
With  verdi!  t  fruits  the  cluit'ring  olive  bends. 
Whole  (prigh'ly  liquor  fuiooths  the  fliining  tace. 

On  Lebaiion  the  t'acred  cedar  waves. 
And  fpiry  fir-tree,  where  the  Itork  conceals 
Her  ciam'rous  young.   The  rocks  bare,  unadorn'd, 
Have  ules  too :  th^re  goats  in  queft  ot  food 
Pang  penvtulous  in  air,  there  rabbits  form 
Their  mazv  cells — In  conllant  couife  the  moon 
NocfVurnal  fluds  her  kindly  influence  down, 
Marks  out  the  circling  year,  and  rules  the  tides. 

In  conftant  regularity  the  fun 
Purple-^  the  re  f)  eaft,  or  leaves  the  Ikies. 
Thei.  awiul  nioht  o'er  all  the  globe  extends 
Her  fable  lli.ides  ■■  the  wood^  and  defarts  ring 
With  iiidecji:^  yell,  what  time  the  lions  roar 
And  tear  their  prey  ,  but  when  the  glinnni'ring 

morn 
Dawns  o'er  the  hills,  their  depredations  ceafe, 
And  facred  lUence  reigns.   Then  painful  man 
Commences  with  the  fun  his  early  toil, 
With  him  retires  to  reft       O  pow'r  fupreme, 
How  wonderful  thy  works!  the  bounteous  earth 
Pours  from  its  fruitful  furface  plants  and  herbs 
Adapt  for  cv'ry  ufe  :  its  bowels  hold 
Rich  Vfins  of  liiver,  and  the  golden  ore. 

Unnumber'd  wonders  in  the  deeps  appear. 
Incredible  to  thought      There  tow'rs  of  oak 
Float  o'er  the  furges;  there  enoriii.ous  whales 
In  awkward  gambols  play,  th*  inferior  fry 
Sportive  through  groves  of  fliining  coral  glide. 
Thele  with  obfeivance  due,  when  hunger  calls 
Expecfl  their  meat  troin  God,  who  fometimes  gives 
A  jult  fufiiciency,  or  more  profufe 
Show'rs  down  his  bounty  with  a  copious  hand. 
When  God  withholds  his  all-luitaining  care, 
To  dufl,  their  former  principle,  they  fall. 
Then  thy  proliiic  fpirit  forms  anew 
Each  ulidecaying  fpecies.     Mighty  God, 
How  great,  how  good  thy  pow'r;  that  was,  and  is, 
And  e'er  fliall  be  immutably  the  fame! 

Earth  at  thy  look  with  reverential  fear, 
Ev'n  to  the  centre  Ihakes :  the  mountains  blaze 
Beneath  thy  touch  1  Hail  axvful  pow'r  of  heav'n, 
Eternal  Three  and  One  I  The  Haves  of  vice 
Thy  vengeance,  lilie  a  fudden  whirlwirid's  rage, 
Sweeps  from  mankind.     My  mufe,  thrice  glorious 

talk ! 
While  my  bleft  eyes  behold  the  cheerful  fun. 
While  liie  fhall  animate  this  mortal  frame, 
In  heavenly  flights  fliall  fpiead  a  l)older  wing, 
And  fing  to  him,  who  gave  her  firft  to  ting  1 
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Mortals,  rejoice  '  with  raptures  introduce 
Your  grateful  foiigs,  and  tell  what  mercies  God 
Deigns  to  beftow  on  man  :  but  chiefly  you 
The  progeny  of  L'avid,  whom  the  Lord 
S>ledled  from  each  region  of  the  globe 
Beneath  the  Arctic  or  Antarctic  pole: 
pi"  where  the  purple  fun  with  orient  beams 


Strikes  parallel  on  earth,  or  prone  defcends 
T'  illumine  worlds  beyond  th'  Hefperian  main. 

With  weary  feet,  and  mournful  eyes  they  pafs'i 
Erroneous  through  the  dreary  wafte  of  plains, 
Immeas'rable  :  the  brc^ad  expanfe  of  heav'n 
Th^-ir  cai;opy,  the  gr  und  of  damp  malign 
Their  bed  nodlurnal.     Thus  in  wild  defpair 
Anxious  they  fought  fome  hof;)itable  town. 
In  fharne  and  bittcrnefs  of  foul,  once  more 
They  jrecogniz'd  the  Lord,  and  trembling  cry'd 
Have  mercy  on  us  1  he,  the  fource  of  mercy, 
Kindly  revifitcd  his  fav  rite  race, 
Conlol'd  their  woes,  and  led  the  weary  train 
Through  barren  wilds  to  the  long  promis'd  land, 
Then  plac'd  'em  there  in  peaceful  habitations. 
C'jorus. 
"  O  that  the  fons  of  inen  in  grateful  fongs 
"  Would  praife  th'  unbounded  gcodnefs  of  the 

«'  Lord, 
'*  Declare  his  mirai  !es,  and  laud  his  pow'r  1" 
He  cheers  the  fad,  and  bids  the  famifli'd  foul 
Lujiuriunt  feafl  till  nature  cr.ives  i.o  more. 
He  often  faves  th'  imprifon'd  wretch  that  lies 
Tortiir'd  in  irun  chains  no  more  to  fee 
The  chteiful  light,  or  breathe  the  purer  air. 
(The  clue  re  waru  imperious  mortals  find. 
When  fvvcU'd  with  earthly  jjrandeur  they  defpife 
The  pow'r  fuprcnie)  thus  jeffe's  facred  leed 
Elated  with  the  num'ious  gifts  uf  heav'n, 
Slighted  the  giver:  then  the  wratl-ful  Lord 
Withheld  his  hand.     They  impotent  to  lave 
Their  torfeit  lives,  in  piercing  accents  cry'd 
Help  Lord,  wc  die  I   he  foon  with  afj^edl  mild 
Commilerates  their  anguilli,  and  reliev'd 
I  hole  limbs,  which  ledentarv  nambneis  erft 
Had  craini't,  when  they  in  doleful  fliadcs  of  death 
Sate  inconiolable — "  O  then  that  men 
"  Would   piaife  th'   unbounded   goodnefs  of  the 

"  Lord, 
"  Declare  his  miracles,  and  laud  his  power  !" 

Man,  thoughtlefs  of  his  end,  in  angiiilh  reaps 
The  fruits  of  folly,  and  voluptuous  life. 
Sated  with  luxur)  his  (lomach  loaths 
Moll  palatable  meats:  with  heavy  pain 
His  eyes  roll  flowly  ;  if  he  drous  to  reft. 
He  ftarts  delirious,  and  Itili  feems  to  fee 
Horrible  tier.ds,  that  tear  him  from  mankind. 
His  tlulhing  cheeks  now  glow  like  flames  of  fire  : 
Now  chiil'd,  he  tiembics  with  extremes  of  cold 
That  lliouts,  hke  darts  of  ice,  througli  every  vein. 
Ev'ii  thew,  when  art  was  conquer'U,  pray'rs  and 

vows 
Lenient  of  anger  fopn  appeas'd  the  Lord, 
Whole  fivitig  jjrovdence  relior'd  his  health, 
And  fn.ttch  d  th'  expiring  from  the  jaws  of  death. 

But  moltly  they  who  voyage  o'er  the  deeps 
Ohierve  the  works  of  God.  Sudden,  from  high 
Down  pours  a  rulliing  ftorm,  more  dreadful  made 
By  darknefs:  fave  what  li^i^ht  the  flafliing  waves 
Difcloie.     The  veflel  rides  fublime  in  air 
High  on  the  furging  billows,  or  again 
{■•lecipitous  through  ynwning  chalins  defcends. 
Heart-thrilling    plaints,    and  hands  up-rear'd  to 

heav'n 
Speak  Vi'ell  their  anguifli,  and  defires  to  live. 
Shock'd  by  each  burituig  wave  that  whirls  'era 
round, 
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rriicy  ftggger  in  amaze,  like  reeling  men 

Intoxicated  with  the  fumes  of  wine. 

Yet  when  they  cry  to  God,  hisfaving  pow'r 

IIuQies  the  wind?^  and  bids  the  main  fubfide. 

Inftead  of  ftorms  the  vrhifp'ring  zephyrs  fan 

The  filent  deep,  and  wave  their  pendent  fails. 

Then  ev'ry  heart  exults:  joyous  repofe 

Difmifles  each  terrific  thought,  when  once 

(At  heav'n's  command)  the  weary  veflel  makes 

Her  long-expefted  haven.     "  0  that  men 

"  Would  praife  th'  unbounded  goodnefs  of  the 

*'  Lord, 
"  Declare  his  miracles,  and  laud  his  pow'r  !" 

To  him  once  more  ad.drefs  your  fongs  of  praife 
In  every  temple  facred  tohis  name,        t 
Or  where  the  reverend  fenators  cOnven'd 
In  coiuicil  fit.     He  turns  the  limpid  ftreams, 
,.And  dow^ry  raeadows  to  a  dreary  wafte. 
"^A'here  corn  h?,s  grown,  and  fragrant  rofes  fill'd 
The  fiiics  vvith  odoriferous  I'weets,  he  bids 
The  baleful  aconite  uplift  it's  head. 
(The  curie  of  impious  nations)  and  again 
In  lonely  defarts  at  his  high  behefts 
Soft-purling  rills  in  fportive  mazes  glide 
Meander'd  through  the  valleys  :  there  he  bids 
The  hungry  fouh  increafe  and  multiply. 
His  bounteous  hand  the  while  pours  goodnefs  down 
Inefable,  and  guards  their  nuniVcus  herds. 
Though  fhoufands  fall,  his  mercy  Itill  renews 

The  never-ending  race When  tyrants,  proud 

Cf  arrogated  greatnefs,  without  law 
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Unpeople  realms,  and  breathe,  but  to  deftrpy ; 
Then  God  his  high  prerpgative  afTefts,       '   ' '■  . 
Refumes  hj's  pow'r,  and  blafts  their  guilty  heads  : 
Then  raifes  from  the  duft  the  humble  foul  ■ 

Who  meekly  bore  indignities  and  woe. 

TO    MY  SOUL. 

FROM  CHAUCER. 

:  Far  from  mankind,  ray  weary  foul  retire 
:  Still  follow  truth,  contentment  (till  deCre. 
(  Who  climbs  on  high,  at  beft  his  weaknefs  fliowj, 

iV/h.o  rolls  in  riches,  all  to  fortune  owes. 
Read  well  thyfelf,  and  mark  thy  eariy  ways, 
Vain  is  the  mufe,  and  envy  waits  on  praife.* 

j  Wav'ring  as  winds  the  breath  of  fortune  blows, 
■  l<o  pow'r  can  turn  it,  and  no  pray'rs  compofe.'"' ' 

Deep  in  fome  hermit's  folit.iiy  cell 

Repofe  and  eafe  and  contemplation  dwell. 

Let  confcience  guide  thee  in  the  days  of  need; 

Judge  well  thy  own,  and  then  thy  neighbour's 
deed. 

What  heav'n  bellows  with  thankful  eyes  receive  •' 
Firfl:  afk  thy  heart,  and  then  through  faith  believe! 
Slowly  we  wander  o'er  a  toilfome  way, 
Shadows  of  lite,  and  pilgrims  of  a  day. 
*•  Who  wreftles  in  this  world,  receives  a  fall  • 
"  Look  up  on  high,  and  thank  thy  God  for  all  1" 
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DEUS   ORA   movet;   SE(^UAR   ora   movente.m 
Rite  deum  !— — — 


PREFACE. 


1  SHALL  not  trouble  the  pnhlic  with  cTccufes  for 
■venturing  to  fend  thcfc  Rclij,:ous  Poems  into  the 
v.'bfld ;  having  long  fince  obferved,  that  all  apo- 
logies made  by  authors,  far  from  gaining  the  end 
propofed,  fcrve  ortly  to  fupply  an  ill-natured  cri- 
tic with  weapons  to  attack  them.  This  being  the 
cafe,  it  fnall  fufficc  me  to  fay,  that  I  drew  up  the 
preftnt  writings  for  my  own  private  confolation, 
under  a'lingcring  and  dangerous  Hate  of  health, 
>•  hich  it  ha":  pleafed  God  to  make  my  portion : 
I-'or  had  I  any  better  opportunity  or  power  of  dif- 
chirging  the  duties  of  my  profeflion  to  mankind. 
The  goodnefs  of  my  caufe  may  perhaps  fupply  the 
^^tfcfiiK  of 'my  poetry';  linco,  in  this  fcnfe,  the  very 
jclcanirgs  of  the  gr'i{ies  of  Epraim  will  be  better 
than  the  vii-itage  or  Abiczcr.  I  promife  my  read- 
ers no  extraordinary  at^  in  compofition  or  flyle  ; 
hut  flatter  myfelf  tlioy  will  fiiid  fome  usturc,  fome 
la^.e,  and  fome  truth.  ' 


Parables,  Fables,  Emblematic  Vifions,  Sec.  are 
the  nioft  ancient  method  of  conveying  truth  to 
mankind.  Upwards  of  forty  of  the  finefl  and  moft 
poetical  parts  of  the  Old  and  New  Tellament  are 
of  this  call,  and  force  their  way  upon  the  m.incl 
and  heart  irrefiflibly,  though  they  are  written  in 
profe. 

From  a  juft  fenfc  of  this  humble  fimplicity,  I 
have  here  tranflated  the  pkiinefi  and  leafl  figm-a- 
tive  parable  that  our  blcllcd  Saviour  has  delivered 
to  us,  relating  only  to  a  few  unornamentcd  cir- 
cumftances  in  agriculture. 

To  esprefs  luch  humble  allufions  with  clearnefs, 
propriety,  and  dignity,  was,  it  muft  be  confeffed, 
one  of  the  hardefi.  pieces  of  poetry  I  ever  yet  im- 
dertook ;  nevcrtlielefs,  I  f.attcrcd  myfelf  that  I 
was  in  fome  degree  mafter  of  one  part  of  the  fub- 
jed,  [namely,  the  culture  of  land]  upon  which  the 
parable  is  founded,        •  •  .;  '  ' 
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Yet  tiie  great  and  real  difficaky  flill  recurred : 

D'lJJlcUi  cji proprii   ominunia  d'tccre. 

How  far  I  have  fuccceded  in  this,  or  any  other 
particular,  is  more  than  I  fiiall  take  upon  me  to 
conje6lure.  Nor  (hall  it  be  diflembled,  but  that  I 
had  a  great  inclination  to  give  a  para]>hrafe  (or 
metaphrafe  rather)  of  the  xxviiith  chapter  of 
Deuteronomy,  which,  I  believe,  hath  never  yet 
been  turned  into  Englifli  verfe.  It  is  doubtlef.; 
one  of  the  nobleft  pieces  of  poetry  in  holy  fcrip- 
ture  ;  being  at  the  fame  time  fublime,  and  yet 
plain ;  feemim;ly  familiar,  and  yet  richly  diverii- 
fied. 

In  this  chapter,  the  change  of  ideas  and  events 
from  a  flate  of  obedience  to  a  flate  of  difobedience, 
exhibits  a  power  of  language,  imagery,  and  juft 
thinking,  which  no  uninipired  writings  ever  have 
laid  claim  to  with] uftice,  or  ever  (h;,ll.  But,  when 
I  came  to  take  a  ciofer  vi:w  of  the  precipice  and 
its  dangers,  my  heart  trembled,  as  Job  fays,  and 
was  moved  out  of  its  place ;  I  threw  down  the 
pencil  in  defpair,  and  left  the  undertaking  to  fome 
abler  hand  ;  namely,  to  fome  future  Milton,  Dry- 
den,  or  Pope. 

Upon  the  whole,  I  may  perhaps  venture  to  per- 
ftiadc  myfelf,  that  the  intention  of  the  prefcrit 
work  is  commendable,  and  that  the  work,  when 
perafed,  may  prove  ufeful  (more  or  lefs)  to  my 
fellow  Chrifiians. 

Ccnfcious  of  my  own  inabilities,  and  being  de- 
firous  that  the  reader  may  receive  fome  advantage 
by  cafting  his  eyes  over  thefe  poems,  I  have  add- 
ed, in  a  few  notes,  the  moll  remarkable  paffagcs 
I  had  an  eye  to  in  the  holy  fcriptures,  and  in  the 
writings  of  the  primitive  fathers ;  they  being  the 
only  compafs  and  charts  which  I  have  made  ufe  of 
in  my  navigation. 

>A  mixture  of  pleafmg  and  infiruaive  poetry 
cannot  fail  to  engage  the  attention  of  all  rational 
and  ferious  readers  :  For,  as  it  is  hurtful  to  drink 
wine,  or  water  aione ;  and  as  wine  mingled  with 
water  is  pleafant,  and  delighteth  the  ral^e ;  even 
fo  fpeech,  finely  framed,  delighteth  the  ears  of 
them  that  read  the  (iory. 

a  Maccab.  ch.  ult.  v.  ult. 

CHRIST'S  PARABLE  OF  THE  SOWER. 

I  win  incline  mine  ear  to  a  parable  :  1  will  open  my 
dark  faying  upon  the  harp.    Pfolm  xlix.  4. 

AH  thefe  things  fpake  Jefus  unto  the  multitude  in 
parables.  Withoutt  a  parable  fpake  he  not  un- 
to them.     Matth.  xiii,  34. 

A  wife  man  will  hear,  and  inqreafe  learning,  and 
a  man  of  underftanding  Ihall  attain  unco  v/ife 
counfels  .  To  undcrftand  a  proverb  (a  parable) 
and  the  interpretation  ;  the  words  of  the  wile, 
and  their  dark  fayings.   Pro  v.  i.  5.  6. 

INTRODUCTION. 

Long  e'er  th'  Afcrean  *  hard  had  learnt  to  fing. 
Or  Homer's  finger .  touch'd  the  fpeaking  firing ; 
Long  e'er  the  fupplcmental  arts  had  found 
Th'  embroid'ry  of  auxiliary  f&uud ; 


lofe.T 
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I  SIGNS,   &c.  «i5 

The  heav'n-born  mufe  the  paths  of  nature  chofe 
Emblems  and  fables  her  whole  mind  difcJofe 
Vidlorious  o'er  the  foul  with  energy  of  profi 

True  poetry,  like  Ophir's  gold,  endures 
AH  trials,  yet  its  purity  fccures  ; 
Invert,  disjoint  it,  change  its  very  name, 
The  elT  nee  of  the  thoughts  remains  the  fame. 
Something   there  is,   which   endlefs   charms    af- 
fords; 
And  ftamps  the  majiefty  of  truth  on  words. 

The  fon  of  Gideon  *,  'mldft  Cherizim's  fnow, 
Unfeill'd  in  numbers  taught  the  llream  to  flow. 
With  confcious  pride  d'fd.dn'd  the  aids  of  art, 
And  pour'd  a  full  convii^'tion  on  the  heart: 
His  cedar,  fiA^ree,  and  the  brier  convey 
The  higheft  trotions  in  the  huu-iblcft  v>ray  f . 

In  Nathan's  fable  ftrong  and  mild  confpirc, 
The  fuppliant's  meekncfs  and  the  poet's  fire  : 
Till  waken'd  nature  bade  the  tears  to  flow. 
And  David's  mufe  affum'd  the  voice  of  woe  \. 

The  wife,  ijll-knowing  Saviour  of  mankind 
Mix'd  eafe  with  flrength,  and  truth  with  emblem 

join'd  : 
Omnifcience,  vefted  with  full  pow'r  to  choofc, 
O'crlooks  the  ftrong,  nor  does  the  weak  refufs  §, 
Leaves  pageantry  cf  means  to  feebler  man, 
And  builds  the  nobleft,  on  the  plaineft  plan  : 
Divine  finiplicity  the  work  befri.nds, 
And  humble  caufes  reach  fublimefc  ends. 

True  flame  of  verfe,  O  fanftifying  fire  ||  ! 
Warm  not  my  genius,  but  my  heart  infpire  ! 
On  my  cleans'd  lips  permit  the  coals  to  dwell 
Vv'hich  from  thy  altar  on  Ifaiah  fell  \  ! 
Cancel  the  world's  apphiufe  ;  and  give  thy  grace 
To  me,  the  meancft  of  the  tuneful  race. 
Teach  me  the  v^rords  of  Jefus  to  impart 
With  energy  of  pow'r,  but  free  from  art. 
Thy  emanations  light  and  heat  difpenfe ; 
Tiie  fuckangs  fpeech,  to  children  eJoquence  !— », 
Like  Habakkuk  **,  I  copy,  not  indite  ; 
Tim'rous  like  him,  I  tremble  whiltl  I  write  t 
But  Jeremiah  with  nev.-  boldnefs  fung. 
When  infpiration  ruih'd  upon  his  tongue  f  f 
The  pow'r:;  of  facred  poefy  were  giv'n 
By  him,  that  bears  the  fignature  of  heav'n  \\ 


PARABLE. 

When  vernal  fhow'rsand  funlhine  had  unbounij 
The  frozen  bofom  of  the  torpid  ground, 
When  breezes  from  the  weftern  v.'orld' repair 
To  wake  the  flov/'rs  and  vivify  the  air, 
Th'  indufcrious  pcafant  left  his  early  bed. 
And  o'er  the  fields  his  feeds  for  harvsfc  fpread. 

*    Jotham. 

f   See  theivhole  'arable,  Juilg.  JK.  7,  21. 

\   On  this  occafwn  David  compofed  the  ^Otb  ffalm. 

\  It  is  the  uniform  doSlrins  of  fcripiure;  "  Thai^^ 
pi^bl fiall  perijh  from  the  ficift,  and  the  flron^  fi.ill 
-lot  /lren>ythen  bis  force,  ii^'ilher  fiall  the  »tighty  di- 
liver  bimfelf"      Amos  ii.  I4. 

II   Rom.  XV. -16.      2  T-'b^iff.  ii.  13.     I  Pet.  i.  J. 

\   Ifaiah  vl.  6. 


**    Hah.  11.  2. 
|-|-   fer.  i.  6,  &C. 

\\  John  vi.  a;. 
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With  equal  hand,  and  at  a  dillance  due, 

(Impartially  to  ev'ry  furrow  true) 

*P]ie  life-fi:pportinsj  grain  he  juftly  threw 

As  was  the  culture,  fuch  was  the  return  ; 

Of  weeds  a  foreft,  or  a  grove  of  corn. 

But,  where  he  dealt  the  gift  on  grateful  foils, 

Harvefts  of  induflry  o'er-paid  his  toils. 

•   Some  feeds  by  chance  on  brainy  f  grounds  he 

threw^, 
And  fome  the  winds  to  flinty  head-lands  blew  : 
Sirddsn  they  mounted,  premature  of  birth, 
Bui:  pin'd  and  ficken'd,  unfupply'd  with  earth: 
Whiiil  burning  funs  their  vital  juice  exhal'd, 
And,  as  the  toots  decay 'd,  the  foliage  fail'd. 

Some  feeds  he  ventur'd  en  ungrateful  lands,        ■ 
Tough  churlilh  clays,  and  loofe  unthrifty  faiids ; 
The  llep  dame  foil  refus'd  a  nnrfc's  care: 
The  p!  mts  were  fichly,  juicelefs,  pale,  and  bare. 

On  trodden  paths  a  cafual  portion  fell :  ") 

Conilemn'd  in  fcanty  penury  to  dwell,  C 

And  hali-deny'd  the  matrix  of  a  cell :  J 

While  other  feeds,  lefs  fortunate  than  they,        ~^ 
Slept — i.arv'd  and  naked  on  the  hard  high-way,  J- 
From  trolls  defencdefs,  and  to  birds  a  prey.        J 
Here  daws  witii  riotous  exceffes  feed. 
And  chorghs,  the  cormorants  of  grain,  fucceed  ; 
Next  wiiy  pigeons  take  their  filent  Hand, 
And  fparrows  lall,  the  gleaners  of  the  land. 

Another  portion  m.ock'd  the  feedfman's  toil, 
Difpens  d  upon  a  rich,  but  weedy  foil: 
Fat  uhdtuous  juices  gorg'd  the  rank-fed  root ; 
And  plethories  of  fap  produc'd  no  fruit. 
Hence,  v.here  the  lite-fupplying  grain  was  fpread, 
The rav'nous dock  nprears  its  mifcreant  head; 
Infatiate  thiftles,.  tyrants  of  the  plains; 
And  lurid  hemlock,  ting'd  with  pois'nous  ftains. 
What  thefe  might  fpare,  th'  encroaching  thorns 

demand ;  • 

Exhaufl  earth's  virtue,  and  perplex  the  land  \. 

At  lalf,  of  precious  grain  a  chofen  fliare 
Was  fown  on  prediiecfted  land  with  care  : 
(A  cultur'd  fpoti  accuilom'd  to  receive 
All  previous  aids  that  induflry  can  give  ;) 
The  wcl!-turn'd  foil  with  auburn  brightnefsflione, 
Mellow'd  with  nitrous  air  and  genial.fun  : 
/in  harmony  of  mold,  by  nature  mixt ! 
Not  light  as  air,  nor  as  a  cement  fix'd  : 
JuH  firm  enough  t'  embrace  the  thriving  root, 
Yet  giye  free  expanle  to  the  nbrous  fhoot ; 
Dilating,  when  difturb'd  by  labVing  hands. 
And  fmellingfweet,  when  fiiov/rsretreflithe  lands. 
Scarce  cou'd  the  reapers'"  arms  the  flieaves  contain, 
And  the  full  garners  fweH'ci  with  golden  graiu  ; 
(Unlike  the  harvefts  of  degen'rate  days,) 
One  onier  fown,  one  hundred,  fold  repays : 
Rich  produdl,  to  a  bountiful  excefs  ; 


Nor  ought  we  more  to  aJk,  nor  more  poffefs! 

*  "  Blefs  God,  -who  hath  given  thce  the  tivo  Jena- 
rii,  rnmely,  the  laiv  and  tbc  «:ufl>el,  in  recompnife  for 
tiy  fibmijpun  ani  labourj"  CiiKx  r,osT.  Horn. in  Luc. 
lO.   '  •  . 

t  Brajhy  lands,  in  an  hujbandryrfenfi,  fignify  lands 
i'-:::  a'edyy,fc.'illBi'.,gra''jeily,  and pehbly.  Such  fort 
»J  gioiirds  the  old  Romans  called  vlureous  : 

ftjuna  quiJem  clivoft  glarea  ruris.. 

\  S:e  Hofea  X.  4.  ^d  S. 


The  harveft  overcomes  the  reapers'  toil : 
So  feeble  is  the  hind,  fo  ilrong  the  foil  *. 

Man's  Saviour  thus  his  parable  exprefs'd : 
He  that  hath  ears  to  hear,  may  feel  the  reft. 

INTERPRETATION. 

The  gift  of  knowing  is  to  all  men  giv'nf ; 
All  knov/,  but  few  perform,  the  will  of  heav'n  ; 
They  hear  the  found,  but  mils  the  fenfe  convey'd, 
And  lofe  the  fubftance,  whilll  they  view  the  fhade. 

When  fpecious  dodlrines  hover  round  a  mind 
Which  is  not  vitally  with  heav'n  conjoin'd, 
The  vifionary  objefls  float  and  pafs 
Tranfient  as  figures,  gliding  o'er  a  glafs : 
Each  but  a  momentary  vifit  makes. 
And  each  fupplies  the  place,  the  laft  forfakes. — 
Satan  for  ever  fond  to  be  employ'd, 
(And  changing  minds  ev'n  alk  to  be  deftroy'd  j), 
Marks  well  th'  infirm  of  faith ;  and  Ibon  fupplies 
Phantoms  of  truth,  and  fubftances  of  lies  : 
Killing  the  dying,  he  a  coaqueft  gains ; 
And,  from  a  little,  fteals  the  poor  remains. 
Reafon,  man's  guardian,  by  negledb,  or  fleep 
Loies  that  caftle,  he  was  meant  to  keep. 

The  feeds  upon  a  flinty  furfacc  caft. 
Denote  the  worldly-wife,  who  think  in  hafte : 
Who  change,  for  changing's  fake,  from  right  t* 

wrong, 
Conftant  to  nothing,  and   in  nothing  long ; 
To-day  they  hear  the  y^ord  of  God  with  joy, 
To-morrow  they  the  word  of  God  dellroy  ; 
IndifF'rent,  to  affert,  or  to  deny  : 
With  zeal  they  flatter,  and  with  zeal  decry. 
Such  is  the  foci  of  wit !  who  ftrives  with  pains 

To  lofe  that  paradife  the  pcafant  gains. 

V.''henever  adverfe  fortune  chokes  the  way. 

When  (langcr  threats,  or  clouds  o'ercall  the  day, 

This  plant  of  cafualty,  unfix'd  at  root. 

Shakes  with  the  blaft,  and  cafts  his  unripe  fruit;  j 

But,  when  the  ftorms  of  poverty  arife. 

And  perfecution  ev'ry  virtue  tries, 

Mindlefs  of  God,  andtrufting  to  himfelf  ||, 

He  ftrandsheav'n's  freightage  on  a  dang'rousftielf. 

Averfe  to  learn,  and  more  averfe  to  bear, 

He  finks,  the  abjecSt  vic^tim  of  defpair  ! 

The  men  of  pow'r  and  popip  refemble  feeds 
Sown  on  rich  earth,  but  chok'd  with  thorns  and 

weeds. 
Religion  ilrikes  them,  but  they  fliun  the  thought ; 
Behold  the  profit,  and  yet  profit  nought. 

*  ImbecilUor  colunus  quan  ager.      COLUMELLA. 

•}■  "  To  fin  agaipfl  knoivkdge  is  a  greater  offence  than 
an  ignorant  trfpdfs,  in  p  roparllon  as  a  fault,  ivhich 
is  capable  of  no  cxiirfe,  is  more  heinous  than  a  faulf 
ivhich  admits  of  a  lulerable  defence."  J.  Mart.  Reff' 
ad  Orihod. 

"  Ignorance  ivill  not  exafefin,  ivhen  it  is  a  ftn  in 
itfelf."  ■  ■  Anon.  Vet. 

\   He  that  is  idle  tempts  Satan  tofet  him  to  i!vori." 
CURYSOST.  Horn. 

Pijiis  yeremy  Taylor  once faidio  a  lady,  "  J\Iadjm, 
if  you  do  not  employ  your  children,  the  devil  tc/V/." 
Ths  fan   of  Sirach   gives    aifo  the  folloiving    advice : 
Send  thy  fon   to  labour,  that  he  be  not  idle  ;    for  idlc~ 
nefsteacheth  mucl^evil."  C.  xxxiij.  V.  37. 

II  "  We  are  all  careful  about  fmall  matters,  and  ne- 
gligent in  the  great efl ;  of  ivhich  this  is  the  reafon^ 
ive  l:nfw  not  li'hcrc  truefeli:ily  is."     St.  lIlERON. 
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>igh  rewards  they  filently  contemn, 
'.he  prefent  world  fuffices  tliom. 
ambition  leads  the  foul  aflray, 
-.11  Its  natal  walk,  th'  ethereal  way; 
int'reft  affalfins  friendfhip  ev'ry  hour. 
Truth    warps    to    cuftom,   confcience    bends    to 

pow'r, 
Till  all  the  cultivating  hand  receives 
Is  empty  bloffom,  and  death-blalted  leaves. 
Idiots  in  judgment;   baftied  o'er  and  o'er  ;  ~J 

Still  the  fame  bait,  ftill  circumvented  more  ;         J~ 
Self-viiftims  of  the  cu'nning  they  adore  !  J 

Wife  without  wifdom,  bufy  to  no  end  ; 
Man  ftill  their  foe,  and  heav'n  itfelf  no  friend  ! 

The  cJiofen  feed,  on  cuitur'd  ground,  arc  they 
Who  humbly  tread  the  evangelic  way. 
The  road  to  heav'n  is  uniform  and  plain  : 
All  other  paths  are  ferpentine  and  vain. 
The  true  difciple  takes  the  word  reveal'd, 
Nor  nifhes  on  the  fancluary  conceal'd, 
Whilft  empty  reas'ner's  emptieft  arts  employ; 
Kothing  they  build,  and  ail  things  they  deftroy ! 


The  provident  of  heav'n  unlocks  his  (lore. 

To  clothe  the  naked,  and  to  feed  the  poor: 

'l"o  each  man  gen'rous,  and  to  each  man  jufi, 

Confcious  of  a  depofitary  truft. 

Patient  of  cenfure,  yet  condemning  none: 

Placid  to  all,  accountable  to  one.  • 

Ev'n  in  profperity  he  fears  no  lofs, 

Expedts  a  change,  and  ftarts  not  at  the  crofs. 

All  injuries  by  patience  he  furmounts; 

All  fuff 'rings  God's  own  med'cines  he  accounts*: 

Studious  of  good,  and  penitent  for  ill, 

Still  fhort  of  grace,  yet  perfevering  fliU; 

As  juft  and  true  as  erring  nature  can, 

(For  imperfedlion  fets  its  ftanip  on  man.) 

Heav'n  marks  the  faint,  her  manfions  to  adorn. 

And,  having  purg'd  the  chaff,  accepts  the  com. 


*  Hhe  Preacher  ivrites  beaut'tfuUy  upon  this  fuhiefi. 

Ecclus.  ii. 

In  like  manner  St.  Chrvfo/Jam  informs  us,  "  That,  in 
proportion  as  Gocl  adds  to  our  iriiuIalioOf  Le  aud* 
liksivift:  to  our  retribution," 


THE  ASCETIC:  OR,  THOMAS  A  KEMPIS. 


A    VISION. 


Jn  qmfiibus  requiem  qwsfivi,  et  niifquam  inucni,  niji  h^  angulis,  et  libeUis. 

Symbol.  KemplliaM. 


At  tiuncv  difcuffa  rerum  caligine,  verum 
Afpicis  ;   illo  alii  rurfus  jadlantar  in  alto, 
At  tua  fecuros  portus,  blaudamque  quietem 
Intravit,  non  quaffa  ratis. 


Stat.  Syl'v.  L.  XL 


ADVERTISEMENT  TO  THE  READER. 

At  the  end  of  the  Xllth  ffanza  in  this  poem,  I 
ha-d  feveral  inducements  for  venturing  to  change 
the  ode  into  heroic  meafure.  The  Ixrll  was,  that 
I  might  diverfify  the  doctrinal  part  from  the  de- 
fcriptive.  The  fecond  was,  that  our  excellent 
and  moft  learned  poet,  Cowley,  had  given  me  his 
authority  for  making  this  change,  in  his  poem  de 
Fldntis.  But  the  third  and  truer  reafon  was,  that 
I  found  it  next  to  impracticable,  to  deliver  lliort, 
unadorned,  didadlical  fentences  confiltently  with 
the  cbpioufnefs,  irregularity,  and  enthufiafm  pecu- 
liar to  ode-writing — Let  the  reader  only  make 
the  experiment,  and  I  flatter  myfelf  he   will  join 

with  me  in  opinion Nor  have  I  departed  any 

further  than  in  a  metaphor  or  two  from  that  ori- 
ginal iimplicity  which  charatilerizes  my  author, 
however  difficult  and  felf-denying  fuch  an  under- 
taking might  be  in  a  poetical  compofition.  What 
gave  me  warning  was,  that  Caftalio  and  Stanhope 
had  both  fpoiled  Thomas  a  Kempis  by  attempting 
to  adorn  him  with  flowery  language,  falle  ele- 
gance, and  glaring  imagery.  And,  by  the  way, 
to  this  caufe  may  be  attributed  the  mifcarriages 
of  ipany  poets  (otherwife  confeffedly  eminent), 
in  their  paraphrafes  of  the  pfalms  of  David,  the 
book  oi  job,  Sec.   The  grandeur  of  fcripturftl  fub-  , 


limity,  or  fimplicity,  admits  of  few  or  no  embel- 
lifliments.  George  Sandys,  in  the  reign  of 
Charles  1  feems  only  to  have  known  this  fecret. 

And  in  the  morning,  rifing  up  a  great  while  be- 
fore day,  he  went  and  departed  into  a  folitary 
place,  and  there  prayed.  IVIark  i.  35. 

Deep  in  a  vale,  where  cloud-born  *  Rhync     . 
Through  meads  his  alpine  waters  roU'd, 
Where  panfies  mixt  with  dailies  fhine. 
And  afphodels  inflar'd  with  gold  ; 
Two  foiefts,  Ikirting  round  the  feet 
Of  everlafting  mountains,  meet. 
Half-parted  by  an  op'ning  glade  ; 
Around  Hercynian  «aks  are  feen.— 
Larches  f,  and  cyprefs  ever-green, 
Unite  their  hofpitable  fhade. 

Impearl'd  with  dew,  the  rofy  morn 
Stood  tip-toe  *  on  the  mountain's  brow ; 

*  This  river  takes  its  rife  from  one  of  the 
highe/l  icc-mountnins  in  Switz,er/a?zd. 

f  The  fpecies  of  larch-tree  here  meant  is  cal-_ 
led  Sempervirens  :  the  other  larches  are  decidui^ 
foliis. 

*  Tij}-toe.    SIfakfpeare„ 
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Gleams  following  gleams  the  heav'ns  adorn, 
And  gild  the  tlieatre  below  : 
Kature  from  neediul  flumber  wakes, 
And  from  htr  mifty  eye'balls  Ihakes 
The  balmy  dews,  of  foi't  fepofe  : 
T  he  pious  lark  with  grateful  lays 
Al'cer.ds  the  fkies,  andchfints  the  praife 
Which  man  to  his  Creator  owes  f. 

When  ]o  I  a  venerable  fire  appears. 

With  fprightly  fcotdeps  haft'ningo'er  the  plain  j 

His  treffes  bore  the  maiks  of  fourfcore  years. 

Yet  free  from  Ccknefs  he,  and  void  of  pain  : 

His  eyes  with  halt  their  youthful  clcatnefs  llione  |. 

Still  on  his  cheeks  health's  tinclure  gently  ^low'd, 

His  aged  voice  retain'd  a  manly  tone, 

His  f-eaceful  blood  in  equal  tenor  flow'd  ;' 

At  length,  beneath  a  beechen  fliade  reclin'd, 

He  thus  pour'd  forth  to  Heav'n  the  trarjfports  of 

his-  mind 
"  Come  unto  me"  (Mefliah  cries.) 
"  Ail  that  are  laaen  and  opprefs'd ;" 

•f-  "  Before  ive  engage  in  ivorldly  Ivjinefs,  or 
any.  common  amufements  cf  life,  let  us  he  care- 
ful to  confecrate  the firjl-fruits  of  the  day.  and 
the  very  beginning  of  our  holy  thoughts  unto  the 
fervice  of  Goxiy  St.  Basil. 

\  Tl.iunas  a  Kempis  had.  no  manifefl  infirmities 
of  old  age,  and  retained  his  eyefghtperfeSi  to  the 
lajl. 

All  that  I  ha-je  ever  been  able  to  leant  in  Ger- 
many, upon  good  authority,  concerning  him,  is  as 
Jolioivs :  he  nvas  born  at  Kempis,  or  Kempen,  a 
fmall  ivalled  to^wn  in  the  d'ltchy  of  Cleies,  and 
diocefe  of  Cologn.  His  family-name  i.vas  Ha/ner- 
iein,  ivhicbjignifics.  in  the  German  language,  a 
little  hammer.  We  find  alfo  that  his  parents  ivere 
named  jfohn  and  Gertruae  Hafneriein.  He  lived 
chiefiy  in  the  monajlery  of  Mount  St.  Agnes ; 
'where  his  effigy,  together  ivith  a  profpeii  of  the 
monaflery,  luas  engrai-en  on  a  plate  of  copper  that 
lies  over  his  body.  Thefaid  vioiiajtery  is  jio-w 
called  beigb-Clocficr,  or,  as  'U'e  mi^ht  fay  in 
Englijh,  hiLL  Cioyjier.  J^'Iauy  Jtr angers  m  their 
trwcels  lift  it.  Kempis  was  certainly  one  of  the 
itfl  and  great ejl  men  fince  the  primitive  ages. 
Ji!s  Book  of  the  imitation  of  Ckrifl  has  feci  near 
f<irty  ediiions  intl>e  original  Latin,  and  above fixty 
Tranjlations  have  been  made  from  it  into  modern 
languages. 

Our  author  died  Augvp.  the  %th,  1471,  aged  52 
years. 

In  the  engraving  en  copper  above-mentioned, 
and  lying  over  his  grave,  is  reprefentcd  a  per/on 
r'efpeiifuily prefcnting  to  him  a  label,  on  vuhich  is 
nvritten  a  verfe  to  this  efftS  : 

"  Oh!  ivl.ere  is  Fcace  ?  for  Thou  its  paths 
bq/l  trod.'' — 

To  ivhich  Kempis  returns  another Jlrip  ofpa- 
fer,  infcribtd  as  follo-Ms : 

"  In  poverty,  retirement,  and  ivith  Gcd." 

Ne  nvas  a  canon  regular  of  Augiflius,  andfui- 
prior  of  Mount  St.  Agnes'  monajlery  He  com- 
■pofed  his  treatife  On  the  hnitation  of  Chrijl,  in  the 
Jixty-firfl  year  of  his  age,  as  appears  frcm  a  note 
■•fbis  Qvuti  writing  in  tbe  library  ofbisjcirjent. 


"  To  thee  I  come"  (my  heart  replies) 

"  O  Patron  of  eternal  reil  !" 

"   Who  walk;  with  roe"  (rejoins  the  voice) 

"  In  pureft  day-lij,ht  (hall  rejoice, 

"  Incapable  to  err.  or  fall." 

With  thee  J  walk,  my  gracious  God; 

Lent;  I've  thy  painful  footileps  trod. 

Redeemer,  Saviour,  Friend  of  all  *  '. 

Heiv'n  in  my  youth  befl'ow'd  each  goo4 

Of  choicer  ftvrt :   in  fertile  lands 

A  decent  patrimony  flood, 

Sufficient  f'jrmy  juft  demands. 

My  form  waspleafing.  health  refir.'J 

i\Iy  blood  ;  a  deep-difceming  mind 

Crown'd  all  the  reft ;  —The  fav'rite  child 

Of  unafFedled  eloquence, 

Flain  nature,  unfcholaftic  fenfe— 

And  once  or  twice  the  mufes  fmil'd  ! 

Bleft  with  each  boon  that  fimpler  minds  delire, 

Till  Heav'n  grows  weary  of  their  naufeous  pray'rs, 

I  made  the  nobler  option  to  retire  f. 

And  gave  the  world  to  worldlings  and  their  heirs  j 

The  warrior's  laurels,  and  the  ftatefman's  fame, 

The  vain  man's  hopes  for  titles  and  employ, 

1  he  pomp  of  ftation,  and  the  rich  man's  name, 

I  left  for  fools  to  feek,  and  knaves  t'  enjoy  \ ; 

An  early  whifper  did  its  truths  impart, 

And  alJ  the  God  coiiceal'd  irradiated  ray  heart. 

Happy  the  man  who  turns  to  Heav'n, 

When  on  the  laudfcape's  verge  of  grren 

Old-age  appears,  to  wtumi  'tis  giv'ii 

To  creep  in  li;;ht,  but  fly,  unfeen  I 

Stealer  of  marches,  fubtile  foe, 

Sinon  of  ftratagem  and  woe  I 

Thy  fatal  Idows  ah!  who  can  ward? 

Around  the  lurks  a  motely  train 

Of  wants,  and  fears,  and  chionic  pain, 

The  hungry  Croats  of  thy  guard. 

(Thus  on  the  flow'r-enamel'd  lawn, 

Unconfcious  of  the  leaft  furprife, 

In  thonghtlefs  gambols  fports  the  fawn, 

Whilil  veil'd  in  grafs  the  tygrefs  lies. 

The  filent  trait'reis  crouches  low. 

Her  very  lungs  furceafe  to  blow  : 

At  length  flie  darts  on  hunger's  wings  ;— 

Sure  of  her  diftance  and  fuccefs. 

Where  Newton  could  but  only  guefs. 

She  nevermifTes,  when  (he  fprings  §.) 


*  hnitat'i'mof  Chrifl,  Lib.  I.  C.  i. 

f  "  Sol'itvde  is  the  befi  fchool  zuherein  to  learn 
the  ivay  to  Heaven."  St.  Jero?i. 

"  Worldly  honours  are  a  tryitig  fncire  to  men 
of  an  exalted  Jlation  ;  of  courfe  their  chief  care 
mujl  be, to  put  tbemfelves  out  of  the  reach  of  envy 
by  bumnity"'.  Nepotian. 

"  The  pleqfures  of  this  world  are  only  the  mo- 
ment ai  y  CM  forts  of  the  mfcrable,  and  not  the  re- 
vuaids  of  tbe  hal>py."  St   August. 

%  Ccetera  foiicH<e  fpeciofa  iruommoda  vita 
Permififlultis  qucerere,  habere  mails. 

CouLF.ius  de  Plant. 

§  This  parenthefit  ivas  inferted  by  ivay  of  imi- 
tat'nig  the  famous  parenthejis  in  florace's  Ode^ 
ivhich  beg  us  .     _ 

^alern  mitvflrum  fultwiis  alMem,  i:fc. 


TKE  ASCETIC:  OR, 

r.Iore  truly-^-he  the  man,  whofe  early  youth  * 

Is  olTei'd  a  free  off'riiig  to  the  Lord,' 

A  ll-lf-adtlidjed  votary  to  truth, 
■  Servant  through  choice  difciple  by  accord  1 

Heav'n  always  did  th'  unblemilli'd  turtle  chopfe, 
•  Where  health  coi^join'd  with  fpirit  moft  abounds. 

Heav'n  leeks  the  young,  nor  does  the  old  refufe. 

But  youth  acquits  the  debt,  which  age  compounds ! 

Awkward  in  time,  and  four'd'with  I'elf-difgracc, 

The  fpendthritt  pays   his  all,  and  takes  the  bank- 
rupt's place. 

I'hus  fpoke  the  venerable  fage, 
Who  ne'er  imbib'd  MEonian  lore, 
Who  drew  no  aids  fiooi  Maro's  page. 
And  yet  to  nobler  flights  could  Ibar. 
Taught  by  the  Solimean  maid; 
With  native  elegance  array'd 
He  gave  his  eaiy  thoughts  to  flow  ;       / 
The  charms  which  anxious  art  deny'd 
Truth  and  fimplicity  fupply'd, 
Melodious  in  religious  woe. 

Poet  in  fentiraent  I  He  feels 

The  flame  ;   nor  feeks  from  verfe's  aid  ! 

The  veil  which  artful  charms  conceals, 

To  real  beauty  proves  a  fliade. 

M  hen  nature's  out-lines  dubious  are, 

Verfe  decks  them  with  a  flight  cymarr  f  ; 

True  charms  by  art  in  vain  are  dreft. 

Not  icy  profe  could  damp  his  fire  : 

Intenfe  the  flarae  and  mounting  high'r, 

Brightly  vidlorious  when  opprell  '. 

By  this  time  morn  in  all  its  glory  (hone  ; 
The  fun's  chaftekifs  abforb'd  the  virgin  dew: 
Th'  impatient  peafant  willi'd  his  labour  done. 
The  cattle  to  th' umbrageous  ftreams  withdrew  : 
Beneath  a  cool  impenetrable  fliade, 
Quiet,  he  mus'd.     So  Jonas  fafely  fate 
(When  the  fwift  gourd  her  palmy  leaves  difplay'd) 
To  fee  the  tow'rs  of  Ninus  bow  to  fate  \. 
Th'  Afcetic  then  drew  forth  a  parchment-fcroll, 
And  thus  pour'd  out  to  Heav'n  th'  effuflons  of  his 
foul. 

THE  MEDITATION  OF  THOMAS  A  KEMPIS. 

(i.)  'Tis  vanity  to  wifh  for  length  of  days  ; 
The  art  of  living  well  is  wife  men's  praife. 
n  death,  not  length  of  life,  engag'd  our  view, 
Life  would  be  happier,  and  death  happier  too  (a). 
Nature  foreihows  our  death  :  'tis  God's  decree  ; 
The  king,  the  infecT:  dies :  and  fo  mufi:  we. 
^Vhat's  natural,  and  common  to  us  all, 
Vhat  neceflary--  none  fliouJd  evil  call. 
]hc-ck  thy  fond  love  of  life,  and  human  pride  ; 
(hall  man  repine  at  death,  when  Chrifl:  has  dy'd  ? 

''  Even  from  the  fiower  till  the  grape  was 
ij>e,  hath  j?iy  heart  delighted  in  ^uji/dom." 

EcCLUs.  li.  15. 
T  A  thin  coverirg  of  the  gaufe,  or  farcenct-kind. 

Dryd.  Cymon  is'  Iphigen. 
X  Jonah,  iv.  6. 

(<?)  This  and  the  follonmng  fajfages  marked 
vith  a  note  of  reference  are  extra^ed  almofl  i-er- 
itim  from  Kanpis's  Book  of  the  Imitation  of 
hnfl.  Lib.  I.  C.  I,  %,  See  alfo  Lib.  L  C.  ij).  jj. 
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(2.)  He  that  can  calmly  view  the  mafl:  of  death,. 
Will  never  tremble  at  the  face  beneath  : 
Probationer  of  Henv'n,  he  flartsno  more 
To  fee  the  laft  fands  ebb,  than  thofe  before*. 

(3.)  in  vain  we  argue,  hoafl:, elude,  defcant;— 
No  man  is  honefl  that's  afraid  of  want. 
No  blood  of  confeflors  that  bofom  warms  f, 
Which  ftarts  at  hanger,  as  the  worft  of  harms.  (iJ) 
(4.)  The  man  with  Chriftian  perfeverance  fir'df, 
Check'd  but  not  ftopp'd  ;  retarded  but  nottir'd; 
Straiten'd  by  foes,  yet  fureof  a  retreat, 
In  Heav'n's  prote<flion  refts  fecurely  great  §  : 
Hears  ev'ry  fharp  alarm  without  difmay  ; 
Midll  dangers  dauntlefs,  and  midlt  terrors  gay; 
Indignant  of  obftruclion  glows  his  flame, 
And,  fl:ruggling,  mounts  to  Heav'n,  from  whence 

it  came  : 
Opprefs'd  it  thrives ;  its  own  defliroyers  tires, 
And  with  unceafing  fortitude  afpires  (r). 
When  man  dcfponds  (of  human  hope  bereft, 
Patience  and  Chriftian  heroifra  are  left  (i). 
Let  patience  bo  thy  firft  and  laft  concern; 
The  hardcft  tafli  a  Chriflian  has  to  learn  ||  I 
Life's  pendulum  in  th'  other  world  fliallmake 
Advances,  on  the  fide  it  now  goes  back. 

By  force,  a  virtue  of  celeftiai  kind 
Was  never  ftorm'd  ;  by  art  'tis  ur.dermin'd  ^.  ' 
(5.)  All  feekfor  knowledge.  Knowledge  is  n» 
more 
Than  this  ;  to  know  ourfelves,  and  God  adore. 
Wouldlt  thou   with  profit  feek,  and    learn  with 
Unknown  thyfelf,in  foiitude  remain  (f).  [c^ain?— 
Virtue  retires,  but  in  retirement  blooms, 
Full  of  good  works,  and  dying  in  perfumes  ** 

*  ''  Death,  'when  cotnpared  to  life,feems  to  be 
ci  remedy,  and  not  a  putiijljrnent^^    St.  IVIacar. 

On  the  fame  point  another  primitive  Ckrfaan 
hath  obferved,  "  That  the  Supreme  Being  rriadc 
Ifejhort ;  face,  as  the  troubles  of  It  cu?inot  be 
removed  from  us,  we  may  the  fooner  be  removed, 
from  them:'  St.  Bernard. 

t  "  Dofi  thou  fear  poverty  P  Chrijl  calls  the 
poor  man  bleJfed.—Art  thou  afraid  cf  labour? 
Pains  are  produBive  of  a  crown. — Art  thou  hun.; 
gry  f  A  true  confidence  in  God  fears  no  famine  : 
--for  the  Supreme  Governor  of  the  lUGrld  be- 
holds thy  tuarfare  ;  aiid  prepares  for  thee  a  cro-ojn 

of  glory  and  everlofiag  rejl."' 

HiERON.  i?i  Ep'fi, 
(_b)   L.  II.   Thorn.,  a  Kempis. 
t  Perfeverance  is  an  image  of  eternity :' 

St.  Bernard- 
5  "   1'hegreate/ifafetyman.canhaiieistofc.zr 
?iothing  hut  Gad."  ■  Senec. 

"  Huma?ifear  depreffes, the  fear  of  God  cxhila. 
rotes."  ,  Cassian. 

ic)  Imitat.  of  Chrifl,  L.  IIL  C.  s-Ioid.  C.  10, 
No.  I.  ,  , 

(.f)  Ibid.  C.  35.  No.  <%.  Ibid.  C.  iS.  No.  2. 
II   See  alfo   Ccivffin's  Holy  Court,  Fart  i.  L.  3. 
Sect.  32.  Fol.  1650. 

1[  "  True  Chriflian  fiety  ivas  never  made  a  real 
captive  ;  it  may  be  killed,  but  cannot  be  conquer- 
^''■"  St.  Jvrom. 

{e)  Imitat.  of  Chrifl.  L.  L  C.  20.  L.  II.  C.  10. 
**  "  The  retired  Chriflian,  in  feeding  after  ai^ 
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In  thy  own  heart  the  living  waters  rife  *  ; 
Good  confcience  is  the  wiidoni  of  the  wife  (/)  ! 
Man's  only  confidence,  unmixt  with  pride, 
Is  the  firm  truft  (^)  that  God  is  on  his  fide  \  ! 
Like  Aaron's  rod,  the  faithful  and  the  juft. 
Torn  from  their  tree,  fhall  bloflbm  in  the  dufl. 

(6.)  God,  fays  the  chief  of  penitents  \,  is  one 
Who  gives  Himfelf,  his  Spirit,  and  his  Son. 

"  Is  hunger  irkfome  ? — Thou  by  him  art  fed 
"  With  quails  miraculous,  and  heav'nly  bread. 
"  Is  thirft  oppreffive  ? — Lift  thy  eyes,  and  fee 
"  Cat'ra(5ls  of  water  fall  from  rocks  for  thee. 
*'  Art  thou  in  darknefs  ? — Uncreated  light 
"  Is  all  thy  own,  and  guides  thy  erring  fight. 
"  Is  nakednefs  thy  lot  ? — Yet  ne'er  repine, 
*'  The  veftments  of  eternity  are  thine. 
''   Art  thou  a  widow  ? — God's  thy  confort  true. 
♦'  Art  thou  an  orphan  ? — He's  thy  father  too." 

(7.)    The    men  of  fcience  aim  themfelves  to 
fliow  II, 
And  know  juft  what  imports  them  not  toknow^  (*). 
(Once   bavmg    mifs'd    the    truth,    they    farther 

ftray  • 
As  men  ride  fafteft  who  have  loft  their  way)  ; 
Whilft  the  poor  peafant  that  with  daily  care 
Improves  his  lands,  and  offers  heav'n  his  pray'r, 
With  confcious  boldnefs  may  produce  his  face 
Where  proud  philofophers  flrall  want  a  place  (z). 
Philofophy  in  anxious  doubts  ejfpires : 
Religion  trims  her  lamp,  as  life  retires  (;§). 
True  faith,  like  gold,  into  the  furnace  cait, 
Maintains  its  fteriing  purenefs  to  the  laft. 


happy  life,  aFtually  enjoys  one  ;  a7id  fojfejfes  th^t 
already  luhhh  he  only  fancies  he  is  purfniag.^'' 

St.  Eucher. 

*  "  Drink  'Waters  ortt  of  thine  own  cijlerns. 
Prov  v.  15.  See  alfo  Rev.  xxii.  i.  "  And  he 
fhowed  me  a  pure  river  ofivater  of  life,  clear  as 
cr^iflal"     See  John.  vii.  38. 

(/)  Imitat.  ofjcjus  Chrijl.  L.  I.  C.  6. 

\g)  Imitat.  of  Jefus  Chrijl.  Lib.  II.  C.  to. 

f  '*  The  only  means  of  obtaining  true  jecurity 
is  to  commit  all  our  inter ejls  to  God,  luho  conflant- 
ly  kno^vs,  and  is  ever  ivilii'/g  to  bejtoiv good  things 
on  them  that  ojk  Lim  as  they  ought.'''    Cassian. 

''  Security  is  no  luhere  but  in  the  love  and 
ferxicc  of  God.  It  is  neither  in  heaven,  ?ior  para- 
aife,  much  lefs  in  the  prefent  world.  In  heaven 
the  angels  fell  from  the  divine  prefence :  Inpa- 
radife  Adam  lojt  his  abode  of  plcafure :  In  the 
ivorld  Judas  Jell  from  thefchool  of  our  Saviour." 

St.  Bernard. 

$  St.  Atigvjl.     Tl.'e  ten  lines  marked  nvith  irt- 
>  njerted  commas  are  a  literal  tranJlatio7i  from  him. 

It  "  It  is  good  to  knoiv  much  and  live  well: 
but  ifiue  cannot  attain  both,  it  is  better  to  defire 
fiety  than  learning ;  for  knowledge  makes  no  man 
truly  happy,  nor  doth  happinefs  confji  in  intel- 
leSiunl  acquifitions.  The  only  valuable  thing  is  a 
religious  life."     Sti.  Greg,  Magn.  Moral. 

'  And  again,  "  That  only  is  the  hejl  knouledge 
•which  makes  us  better.'' 

{h)  Imitat  ofChriJt. 

0)  Ibid. 

(:k)lmJai.  of  Jefus  Chidft,  L.  II.  C.  XO. 


Confcience  will  ev'ry  pious  adt  atteft  *: 
\  lilent  panegyrift,  but  the  belt  1 

(S.)    All    chaftifements    for  private   ufe    are 
giv'n ; 
The  revelations  perfimal  of  heav'n  (/)  f  : 
But  man  in  mifery  miltakes  his  road. 
Sighs,  for  lo(t  joy?,  and  never  turns  t.3  God  (m). 
Heav'n  more  than  meets  her  child  with  lorrowj 

try'd  J 
Her  dove  brings  olive,  e'er  the  waves  fubfide  («). 
Man  gives  but  once,  and  grudges  when  we  fue  ; 
Heav  n  makes  old  gifts  the  precedents  for  new. 

(9.)  Affli(!^ions  have  their  ule  of  ev'ry  kind; 
At  once  thty  humble  and  exalt  the  mind  : 
The  ferment  of  the  foul  by  jnll:  degrees 
Refines  the  true  clear  fpirit  f.om  the  lees  (0). 
Boail  as  wc  will,  and  argue  as  we  can, 
None  ever  knew  the  virtues  of  a  man, 
Except  affliction  fifts  the  flour  from  bran  (/>): 
Say,  is  it  much  indignities  to  bear, 
V\"hen  God  foi  thee  thy  nature  deign'd  to  wear  i 
If  flander  vilifies  the  good  man's  name. 
It  hurts  not,  but  prevents  a  future  lliame. 
I'he  cenfure  and  reproaches  of  mankind 
Are  the  true  Chrirtian  mentors  of  the  mind. 
No  other  way  humdity  is  gain'd  ; 
No  other  way  vain-glory  is  reftrain'd. 
Nor  worfc,  nor  better  w^,'if  praife  or  bb.me 
Ldft  or  deprefs — i  he  man  is  (till  the  fame  (.;^).      V; 
The  happy,  if  they're  wife,  muft  all  things  lear;'  -.; 
Nor  need  th'  unhappy,  if  they're  good,  defpair. 

(10.)  Hard  is  the  talk  'gainft  nature's  lirengtK 
to  ftrive  : 
Perfetflion  is  the  lot  of  none  alive  ; 
Or  grant  frail  man  could  tread  ih'  unerring  road, 
How  could  we  fuffer  for  the  fake  of  Gjd  (/ )  ?         [ 
Affli<aion's  ordeal,  fharp,  but  brightly  Ihnies; 
Sep'rates  the  gold,  and  ev'ry  vice  calcines. 
In  adverfe  fortune,  when  the  Itorm  runs  high. 
And  ficknefs  graves  death's  image  on  the  eye, 

*  As  in  water  face  anfwereth  to  face,  fo  the  [ 

heart  of  man  to  man.     i'Rov.  xxvii.  ly.     "  Thou  ; 

cajjfl  avoid,  foo?ier  or  later,  whatever  molejliitk  1 

thee,  except  thy  own  m.ifcience."  \ 

AuGUSTiN.  in  Pfalm  xxx. 

(/)  Imitat.  of  Jefus  Chrijl,  L.  I.  C  13- 

f  job  x\xvi\.  13.  "  It  is  the  work  and  pro- 
vidence of  God's  fecret  counfcl,  that  the  days  of 
the  eleB  jhould  be  troubled  in  their  pilgrimage. 
This  prejent  life  is  the  way  to  our  eternal  abode  : 
God  therefore  in  his  fecret  widcm  ajjlifls  our 
travel  %vith  continual  trouble,  left  the  de.ights  of 
our  journey  might  take  away  the  deftre  oj  our 
journay  s  end."     Sti.  Greg.  Mttg.  .  1 

''  No  fervant  of  Chri/f  is  without  qffliflion.  .{/"j 
you  expeB  to  be  free  from  perjecution,  you  havei 
not  yctfo  much  as  begun  to  be  a  Chri/iian. 

St.  August.; 

(w)  Imitat.  ofChri/l,  L.  I.  C.  II. 

In)  Imitat.  of Chri/t,  ibid.  See  a  jo  Gen.  via.  I.^. 

(0)  Imitnt:  of  Chrijl,  L.  I.  C.  ly 

(p)  Ibid.  Lib.  I.  C.  16.  Lib.  IIL  C.  12.  Se^i 
alfo  Amos  ix.  3.  and  Luke  .xxii.  31. 

(7)  Ibid.  L.  ill.  C.  5. 

[r]  lUd. 
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Kpr  wealth,  nor  rank,  nor  pow'r,  affuagethe  grief, 
Aik  God  to  lend  ihee  patience  or  relief  (j). 
The  infant  Mofes  'fcap'd  his  watery  grave  *. 
Heav'n  halt-o'erwhelms  the  man  it  means  to  fave  I 

(ii  )  Th'  arhbitioiis  and  the  covetous  ilefire 
More  than  their  wortli  deferves,  or  wants  require: 
Kot  merely  for  the  profit  things  may  yield, 
But   ah,   their  neighbour's  pittance  maims  their 

field : 
Thus,  gain'd  by  force,  or  fraudulent  deGgn, 
The  grapes  of  Naboth  yield  them  blood  for  wine  f. 
(i2.)   Nothing  but  truth  can  claim  a  lalting 
date  (^)  ; 
Time  is  truth's  fureft  judge,  and  judges  late  : 
And,  for  thy  guide,  be  he  alone  believ'd. 
Who  never  can  deceive,  nor  is  deceiv'd  | ! 
Thus  fafe  through  waves  the  fons  of  Is'rel  trod  ; 
Their  better  magnet  was  the  lam^  of  God  : 
And  thus  heav'n's  Itar,  earth's  humble  Ihephefds 

led 
To  their  MetTiah  in  his  humbler  bed. 

(13  )  Flatt'ry  and  fame  at  death  the  vain  forfake. 
And  other  knaves  and  fools  their  honours  take  || 
(14)  leaze  not  thy  mind ;  nor  run  a   reltlefs 
round 
In  fearch  of  fcience  better  loft  than  found. 
Still  teach  thy  foul  a  fober  courfe  to  try. 
And  fliun  the  track  of  Angularity  I 

(15.)  Prefumptuous  flights  and  fceptical  debates 
Foretel  (Cdifandra  like)  the  fall  of  itates. 
So  Greece  and  Rome  loon  moulder'd  to  decay, 
When  Epicurus  fyftem  gain'd  the  day. 
Jut  thole  who  make  profanenefs  ftand  for  wit, 
Defp'rate  apply  the  pigeons  to  their  feet : 
Bailkrupts  of  lenfe,  and  impudently  bad  ; 
Their  judgment  rum'd,  and  their  fancy  mad  I    . 
Liiie  Daniel's  "^  Goat  in  **  th'  inioleiice  of  youth, 
Stars  they  diljjlace,  and  overturn  the  truth. 

(l5.)  He,  wlio  adopts  religions,  wrong  or  right. 
Is  not  a  convert,  but  an  hypocrite  : 


(r)  Imitat.  ofChri/l,L.  iii.  C.  5. 

*  Exod  ii.  5. 

■\  "  j4haFs  excufi  to  Naboth,  lohen  he  /aid. 
Give  me  thy  wneyard  thi.t  I  may  make  it  a  garden 
tf  herbs,  reprtjeiits  in  a  lively  manner  the  pre- 
tences that  avaricious  and  ambitious  men  ufi, 
nvhen  they  nvatit  10  make  ntiu  acquifitions.  'They 
lie  to  their  confciences ;  ajking  a  feeming  trifle, 
mnd  meaning  to  obtain  fometbing  very  valuable-^'' 

St.  AMBROsfi. 

(f)   Imitat.  ofjeftts  Chrifl,  L.  I  C.  3. 

f Neque  decipitur,  neque  dccipit  unquam. 

Manil. 

n  "  There  is  no  work  that pjoit<s  more  art  a7id 
induflry  than  the  texture  of  a  fpider' s  nveh.  The 
delicate  threads  are  fo  ?iicely  difpofed,  andfo  cu- 
rioujly  interiuo'veii  one  with  another,  that  you 
nvould  think  it  produced  by  the  labour  of  a  celef- 
tial  being;' yet  nothirig  i?i  the  enjent  is  more  fragil 
and  nnfUbjlantial.  A  breath  of  -wind  tears  it  to 
pieces,  and  carries  it  axvay.  yujlfo  are  ijuorldly 
acquiftions  made  by  men  in  exalted  flat  ions,  and 
reputedly  nuife  and  cunning.'"''     Origen. 

^  Dan.  viii.    10.  n. 

•*  The  prophet  here  meanr,  by  the  Goat,  the 
king  of  Greece,  the  reg'ion  of  vain  philofojphy. 


Him,  feeming  what  he  is  not,  man  efteems  ; 
God  hates  him,  for  he  is  not  what  he  feems. 
The  buU-rufh  thus  a  fpecious  outfide  wears. 
Smooth  as  the  (liining  rind  the  poplar  bears: 
But  (trip  the  cov'ring  of  its  polifli'd  Ikin, 
And  all  is  unfubftantial  I'ponge  within. 
Waen  not  a  whifper  breathes  upon  the  trees, 
Uninov'd  it  ftands,  but  bends  with  every  breeze. 
It  boafts  th'  ablution  of  a  filver  flood, 
But  feeds  on  mire,  and  roots  itfelf  in  mud. 

(17.)  Self-love  is  foolilh,  criminal,  and  vain*; 
Therefore,  O  man,  fuch  partial  views  reitrain : 
.T.nd  often  take  this  counfel  for  a  rule. 
To  pleafe  one's  felf  is  but  to  plcafe  one  fool  f . 

(iS.)   The  alms  we  give,  we  keep  :  The  alms 
we  fave 
We  lofe  :  Poirefling  only  what  we  gave  t- 
But  if  vain-glory  prompts  the  tongue  to  boaft, 
In  vain  we  Itrive  to  give,  the  gilt  is  loft 
Wealth,  unbeltow'd,  is  the  fool's  alchymy ;— • 
Mifers  have  wealth,  but  tafte  it  not ; — and  die. 

In  ev'ry  purfe  that  th'  avaricious  bears. 
There's  (till  a  rent,  which  wily  S.itan  tears  |] : 
A  man  may  mend  it,  at  returnuig  light. 
But  the  arch  fiend  undarns  the  work  at  night. 
Ufelefs,  O  miter,  are  thy  labours  found  ; 
And  all  thy  vintage  leaks  on  thirfty  ground  §. 
Chimeric  nonfenfe  1  Riches  uncmploy'd 
In  doing  good,  are  riches  unenjoy'd. 
The  (lave  who  fets  his  foul  on  worthlefs  pelf, 
Is  a  mere  Diocle.^ian  to  himfejf ; 
.\  wretched  maityr  in  a  wretched  caufe  ; 
A.iive,  unhonour'd  ;  dead,  withoat  applaufe  '. 
Boaft  not  of  homage  to  earth's  monarchs  giv'n;— 
A  Paula's**  name  is  better  knovirn  in  heav'n. 

(19.)  Riches  no  more  are  ours,   than  are  the 
waves 
Of  yonder  Rhyne,    which  our    Mount-Agnes  ff 
laves. 


*  "  He  that  loveth  himfelf  mo/l,  hath  of  all 
jnen  the  happinejs  of  finding  the  fevjef  rivals.'"'' 

Anon,  l^'et. 

t  "  He  that  pleafeth  himfelf ,  pleafeth  a  fooV 

%  "  The  riches  ijuhich  thou  trcafarejt  up,  are 
loft ;  thofe  nvhich  thou  charitably  beftonvefl,  are 
truly  thine.'"     STf.  August. 

II    Hagga'i  i.  6. 

§ Ibi  omnis 

Effifus  labor  Virg. 

**  Faula  nvas  a  Roman  lady  defcended  from  the 
Gracchi  and  Sdhs.  Her  h'lfhand  icas  of  the 
fulian  race.  After  his  deceaj'e  fhe  game  juofi  of 
her  poffcfjions  to  the  poor,  and  retired  from  Rome 
to  a  folitude  at  Bethlehem.  That  'uicomparahle 
<virgifi  Eujlorhium  loas  her  daughter.  Bjth  their 
h'ljiories  are  dravjn  at  large  by  St.  Jerom,  and 
addrejfed  to  Euffochium.  Paula  has  nxirittenfome 
excellent  'vetfes  on  religious  fzibjeSls. 

She  built  a  temple  at  Etnmat/s  'in  honour  oforir 
bfeff'ed  Saviour.  Her  tomb  is  at  Bethlehem.  The 
iiifcription  for  her  and  her  daughter  nvas  luritteii 
by  St.  Jerofn. 

Sandy's  Trav.  Fol.  135,  139,  &c. 

tt  The  name  of  the  monaftery  inhere  Kem^is 
refided. 
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THE   WO^RS    OF  HARTE. 


,  dilcharge  the  load  again. 
ft,  and  the  farce  is  o'er ;   "J 
1,  which  never  eas'd  the  f 
[floor,  f 
!  thrifts  fweep  it  from  the  J 


Th'  impatient  waters  no  continuance  make ; 
Adopt  new  cunjers,  and  their  old  forfake. 

As  thofe  who  call  for  wines,  beyond  theirfliare, 
Refund  ^e  draughts  which  nature  cannot  bear ; 
(Whilft  bile  and  gall  corroding  in  their  breaft 
Demand  a  pafTage,  and  admit  no  reft  ;) 
Juft  fo  rapacious  mifers  fwell  their  ftore  ; 
To  di'monds  di'monds  add,  and  ore  to  ore  ; 
They  gulp  down  wealth,  and,  with  heart-piercing 

pain. 
And  clay-cold  qualms,  difcharge  the  load  again, 
Death  burfts  the  cafViet,  and  the  farce  is  o'er ; 
(Curft  is  that  wealth, 

poor ! 
Whilft  fools  and  fpendth 
The  gold  of  Opliir  *  dazzles  their  weak  eyes, 
Turquoifesf  next  their  weaker  minds  furprife, 
Rich,  deeply  azur'd,  like  Italian  flcies. 
Then  are  the  fiery  rubies  ^  to  be  feen. 
And  em'raldsj  tindlur'd  with  the  rainbow's  green: 
Tranfluceiit  beryl  ||,  flame -ey'd  chryfolite  ^, 
And  fardonyx  **  refrefher  of  the  fight ; 
With  thefe  th'  empurpled  amechift  combines  ff, 
And  opaz  ||,  vein'd  with  riv'lets,  mildly  Ihines. 

All  firft  turns  into  riot,  then  to  care  : 

Whirl'd  down  th'  impetuous  torrent,  call'd  an  heir. 

(i5.)Religion's  harbour,like  th'Etrurian  bay  J§, 
Secure  from  ftorms  is  land-lock'd  ev'ry  way. 
iiafe,  'midft  the  wreck  of  worlds,  the  veflel  rides, 
Nor  minds  the  abfent  rage  of  winds  and  tides  : 
Whilft  from  his  prow  the  pilot,  looking  down, 
Surveys  at  once  God's  image  and  his  own  |j|| ; 
Heav'n's  favour  fmoothes  th'  expanfe,  and  calm- 

nefs  fleeps 
On  the  clear  mirror  of  the  filent  deeps  (7^). 

(20.)  No  man  at  once  two  E^ens  can  enjoy  ^^^■ 
Nor  earth  and  heav'n  the  felf-fame  mind  employ. 

*  Gold  of  Op'.'ir.  See  1  Kings  ix.  2S.  1  Chron. 
xxix.  4.  2  CArow.  viii.  i  8.  Pfaltn\\\.  ^.  Ifaiah 
xiii.  12. 

\  Ticrquo'ijes.  "  The  true  orietital  titrqitojfe 
eC7n.es  out  of  the  old  rock  in  the  mountains  of  Fi- 
rJjhua,  about  eighty  miles  from  the  tow?i  of  Mof- 
cbeda'^ 

Hist,  of  Gust.  Adolph.  Vol.  II.  p.  342. 

X  Rubies.  "  NaTiCiritcs,  more  ruddy  than  ru- 
iirs."  Lam.  iv.  7. 

§  Emeralds.  "  A  raiiiboiu  in  Jight  like  an 
evierald.'"  Rev.  iv,  3, 

II  Beryl.     Dan,  x,  6.     Rev.  xxi.  20. 
^  C}}ryfolite.     EZES,  xxviii. 

**  Sardonyx.     Rev.  xxi. "20. 

■ff  Amethifl.     Exud.  xxviii.  ip.  Ibid,  xxxix.  12. 

Xt  E%ek  xxviii.  13.  arid  Rev.  xxi.  20. 

§§  The  port  of  Leriche,  in  Tufcany. 

III  One  way  to  kuo-ju  God  is  perfeBly  to  knoiv 
ine's  felf.  Hugo  de  anirna. 

IVhy  dqfl  thou  ivonder,  0  tnan,  at  the  height 
»f  the  ftars,  or  depth  of  the  fea  ?  Examine  ra- 
ther thine  oivn  foul,  and  ivonder  there. 

IsiooR. 

(zO  Imitat.  ofChri/i,  L.  II.  C.  1—3. 

1[1[  It  is  not  only  difficult,  but  impojjible  to 
enjoy  heaven  here  and  hereafter ;  or,  in  other 
nvcrds,  to  live  in  pleafare  and  dijfpation,  and 
ttt  the  fame  time  attain  fpiritual  hcippinefs.  No 


Two  difF'rent  ways  th*  unfocial  objects  draw  : 
Flefli  ftrires  with  fpirit,  nature  combats  law : 
Reafon  and  revelation  live  at  ftrife. 
Though    meant   for  mutual   aid,   like    man   and 
wife  (ty). 

Religion  and  the  world  can  ne'er  agree : 
One  eye  is  facrific'd,  that  one  may  fee. 
Canals,  for  pleafure  made,  with  pleafure  ftray ; 
But  drain  at  length  the  middle  ftream  away. 

(21.)  Life's  joys  and  pomp  at  diflance   fliould 
appear,  * 

Pofleffion  brings  the  vulgar  dawbing  near. 
Who  can  rejoice  to  tread  a  devious  road. 
Led  by  falfe  vievt-s,  and  ferpentine  from  God  (*}  ? 
Would'fl;  thou  be  vitally  with  Chrift  conjoin'd  ? 
Copy  his  deeds,  and  imitate  his  mind  ()■). 
No  man  can  ^vprldly  happinefs  enfure  ; 
Heav'n's  confolation  all  men  may  procure  (%). 

(  i2.)  When  paffions  reigr>with  arbitrary  fway, 
Refinance,  not  compliance,  wins  the  day  (/i). 
Here  av'rice,  there  ambitious  fchemes  prevail ; 
Who  can  quench  flames  when  double  winds  aflail  ? 
Boalt  as  we  will,  our  Chriftian  glories  lie 
In  humble  fufi^'ring,  not  proud  apathy  {b). 
Submiflion  an  eternal  crown  procures; 
Heav'n's  hero  conquers  mod,  who  mofl:  endures.-— 

Like  the  four  cherubs  in  Ezekiel's  dream  *, 
(What  time  the  prophet  flept  by  Chebar's  fiream) 
The  Chriftian,  mov'd  by  energy  divine, 
Walks  forward  ftill,  in  one  unvarying  line  f  : 
Nor  wealth.norpow'r,  attradlhis  wand'ring fight; 
He  fwerves  not  to  the  left  hand,  nor  the  right. 
Humbly  he  eats,  and  finds  the  proffer'd  fcroli 
Sweet  to  the  tafte,  infplring  to  the  foul  |. 
So  when  Saul's  weary'd  fon  his  farting  broke 
With  honey  dropping  from  Philiftian  oak, 
Returning  ftrength  and  fprightlinefs  arife. 
Glow  on  his  cheeks,  and  fparkle  in  his  eyes  §. 

When  fortune  fmiles  within  doors  and  without, 
Man's  heart,  weil-pleas'd,may  think  itfelf devout: 
But,  when  ill  days,  and  nights  of  pain,  fucceed, 
Let  him  bear  well,  and  he's  devout  indeed  (<■). 

(23.)  Thofe  who  revenge  a  deed  that  injures 
them, 
Copy  the  very  fin,  which  they  condemn  jj. 
Impioufly  wand'ring  from  the  Chriftian  road. 
They  fnatch  God's  own  prerogative  from  God  I 


man  hath  paljed  from  one  paradife  to  another : 
No  mail  hath  been  the  mirror  of  felicity  in  both 
worlds  nor  fJjone  vjith  equal  glory  inearth  and, 
in  heaven.  Hi^Roir. 

(w)  Imitat.  of  Chrift,  L.  I.  C.  24. 

(.v)  Ibid.l..  1.  C,  21. 

ly')  Ibid. 

(56)    Ibid.  • 

la)  Ibid.  L.  L  C.  6. 

(i)  Ibid.  L.  n.  c.  3. 

*   See  Ezei.  i. 

f  Ezek.i.  iz.  J  Ibid.  iii.  i,  2,3.' 

§   I   Sam.  xiv.  29. 

(f)  Imitat  of  Chrift,  L.  II.  C  3. 

II  To  return  o?ie  injury  for  another  is  to  re- 
aier/ge  like  man :  Whereas  to  revenge  like  God  is 
to  love  our  enemies.  It  is  a  great  happinefs 
net  to  be  able  to  hurt  ones  rieighbour,  nor  to 
ha-ve  the  j^ower  and  parts  to  do  mif chief,  Ttii 
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Michael  in  bitternefs  of  ftrife  confign'd 

The  final  verdidl  to  th'  unerring  mind  *.— — 

Fiom  turbulence  of  anger  wifely  keep  ; 

The  hind  who  foweth  winds,  fhall   whirlwinds 


96-1, 


reap  f 

(24.)  The  worldling,  temper  of  himfelf,  purfues 
Idols  of  his  own  making  ;  idiot's  views  ; 
(Unhappy  wretch  I   wrapt  up  in  thin  difguifc  I 
Where  all  that  is  not  impious,  is  unwife  !) 
See,  how  he  broods  from  nifjht  to  morning's  dawn. 
On  eggs  of  bafiliiks,  artd  fcorpion-fpawn  |  : 
And,  after  all  the  care  he  can  impart, 
His  fofter'd  mifcreants  fting  him  to  the  heart ; 
Swift  through  each  vein  fhe  mytic  poiibns  roll, 
Fatal  alike  to  body  an.l  to  foul  §  1 

(25.)  Perfeft  would  be  our  nature  and  our  joy 
If  man  could  ev'ry  year  one  vice  deftroy  (^d)  ||. 
Withdraw  thee  from  the  lins  t^mo.'l  affail. 
And  labour  where  thy  virtues  leaft  prevail  (,•). 

(26.)  Falfe  joys  elate,  and  griefs  as  fdife  con- 
The  little  pifmire  with  an  human  foul  f[:  [troul 
Oh,  were  he  like  th'  unreas'ning  ant,  who  Itrives 
For  folid  good,  and  but  by  inllindl  livcs. 

(37.)  To  wail  and  not  amend  a  life  mifpent 
Means  to  confefs,  but  means  not  to  repent : 
Tongue-penitents,  like  him  who  too  much  owes, 
Run  more  in  debt,  and  live  but  to  iropofe. 

(38.)  Deem  not  th'  unhappy,  vicious;  nor  de- 
vote 
To  farcafm  and  contempt  the  thread-bare  co^t. 
Oft  have  we  feen  rich  fields  of  genuine  corn 
Edg'd  round  with  brambles,  and  begirt  with  thorn. 
The  pow'rs  of  Zeuxis'  pencil  are  the  fame, 
Enclos'd  in  gilded,  or  in  fable  frame. 

(29.)  The  down  tliat  fmoothes  the  great  man's 
anxious  bed, 
Was  gathered  from  a  quiet  poor  man's  fhed  : 
Content  -tud  .peace  are  found  in  mean  eilate, 
And  Jacob's  dreams  on  Jacob's  pillow  wait. 
So  Tekoa's  fwam,  by  no  vain  glories  led, 
Nurtur'd  his  herds  with  leaves,  and  humbly  fed**. 

(■30)  Good  turns  of  friends  we  fcribole  on  the 
But  injuries  engrav'd  on  nrarble  Hand  ff-      [fand, 

ingenuity  of  (nehat  ive  cali)  intn  of  tbe  ivorld, 
cohftfts  in  kuoiuing  how  to  injure  ethers,  and 
revenge  ou/fel-ves  uhen  injured.  Whereas,  on 
tbe  contrary,  not  to  return  evil  for  evil  is  the 
true  honour  and  idtal  principle  of  the  gofpeL 

Leon. 

*  Jnde  g.  Zech.  iii.  2. 

f  Hofca  v;ii.  7.  Hind  is  the  head  fervant  in 
hvjbandry  matters.  Chaucer,  Dryden,  and  in  the 
ive  ft  of  England  at  prefent. 

\  Ifaiah  lis.  4. 

§   Matth.  X.  28. 

(rf)  Imitat.  ofChriJl,  L.  I.  C.  xi.     L.  II.  C.  x.^iii. 

li  In/lead  of  ftandi'ig  Jlill,  going  backward,  or 
ileiiiatii/g.  always  add,  always  proceed  :  Not  to 
advance,  in  fome  fenfe  is  to  retire.  It  is  better  to 
creep  in  the  right  ivay,  than  fly  in  the  wrong 
itjay.  St.  August,  in  Sertn. 

(e)  Imitat.  ofChrifi,  L.  I.  C.  .-ixv. 

i\Man.  **  Amos  vii.  14. 

..  ft  Kempijii  di^wn   commune.     Beneficia  pul 
lieri;  fi  quid  inali  patimur,  marrnsri  infculpi-- 


(31.)  With  pray'rsthy  ev'ning  clofe,  thy  morn 
begin  ; 
But  heav'n's  true  Sabbath  is  to  reft  from  fin. 

(32.)  \n  hermit  once  cry'd  out  in  private  przy'r, 
"  Ob,  if  I  knew  that  I  Ihould  p^rfevere  I" 
An  angel's  voice  reply'd,  in  placid  tone, 
"  Wliat  wouid'ft  thou  do,  if  the  great  truth  were 

known  ? 
"  Do  nov/  *,  what  thou  intendeft  then  to  do, 

"  And  everlr.fting  fafety  fliall  enfue"  (/) ^ 

To  cho>fe,  implies  delay  ;  whilfl  time  devours 
The  fi.kly  blolfoms  <jf  preceding  hours. 
Repentence,  well  perform'd.  confirms  the  more; 
As  bones,  well  fet.,  grow  itronger  than  before.  ' 

(.33)  When  heav'n  excites  thee  to  a  better  way. 
Catch  the  foft  fummons,  and  the  call  obey. 
Thus  Mary  left  her  folitude  and  tears. 
When  Marthawhifper'd.LothyChrifl-  appears  {g)  \ 

(34.)  The  virtues  of  the  v.rorld,  which  moft  men 
move, 
Are  lav'rs  from  pride,  or  graftings  on  felf-love  f  : 
Whatever  for  itfeif  is  not  efteem'd. 
Proves  a  falfe  choice,  and  is  not  as  it  feem'd  \. 

(35  )   I'he  tra(fl:  to  heav'n  is  intricate  andfteep; 
Narrow  to  tread,  and  dlEcult  to  keep  : 
On  either  hand  fliarp  precipices  lie. 
And  our  fteps  faulter  with  tJie  fwerving  eye  j 
That  paflage  cleai'd,  a  level  road  remains. 
Through  quiet  valleys  and  refieniing  plains  (A). 

{^i^.')  Aloft  would  buy  heav'n  without  a  price 
or  lofs ; 
They  like'the  paradife,  but  llujn  the  crofs  (/)• 
Many  participate  of  Chrift's  repaft; 
Few  choofe  his  abftincnce,  or  learn  to'faft  {k). 
Few  relifti  Chriftianicy  }  and  moft  [coaif  \  : 

(In  private   wifti  their  Lord  would  leave    their 
Thoufands  may  counteifeit  th'  apparent  part ; 
And  thoufands  may  be  Gergefenes  at  heart  i|. 

*  A  Chriflian  bath  no  to-morrow;  that  is  to 
fay,  a  Chriflian  fjould  put  off  no  duty  till  to-' 
morrow  Tertull. 

(  / )  Imitat.  of  Cbri/l,  L.  I.  C.  25. 

(g)  Imitat.  of  Chfift,  L  II.  C.  28.  See  John 
v..  23. 

f  There  is  a  fort  of  feeming  good,  which,  if 
a  rational  viind  loves,  it  fumeth  ;  inafinuch  as 
it  is  an  ohjeSl  beneath  the  confideration  of  fuch 
a  mind.  St.  August,  dc  Fcr.  Relig. 

Whatever  is  not  loved  on  account  of  its  own 
intrinjic  worth,  is  not  properly  loved. 

Idem  in  Soliloq.  L.  I.  C.  13. 

\  In  this  life  there  is  no  virtue  but  in  loving 
that  which  is  truly  amiable.  To  choofe  this,  it 
prudence  ;  to  be  averted  from  it  by  no  terrifying 
circumjlmces,  is  fortitude.  To  be  influenced  by 
no  fort  of  temptation,  is  temperance  ;  and  to  lie 
affeiied  by  no  ambitious  views,  is  confi.-^ering 
the  thing  'with  impartial  juflice  as  we  ougin  to 
do.  Idem,  de  Ver.  Felicitat.  L.  ll. 

(Z')  Imitat.  ofCbrifl,  L.  IL  C.  11.  N".  i. 

(/)  Ibid. 

(k)  Ibid. 

§  Matth.  viii.  34.  [|  Ibid. 

It  is  common  for  man  to  afk  every  bleffing 
that  God  can  beflow,  but  he  rarely  defires  t» 
pojfefs  God  himfelf,         August,  in  Pfalm  Ixxvi.- 
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All  in  CImft'skinirdom  would  the  thrones  partake;  ]  His  taHeful  bread  by  many  mouths  is  fought  ( 
Few  have  the  faith  to  fuffer  for  his  fake.  (/)  [  Fewchoofeto  drink  his  paffion's  bitter  draught.  (»?} 


(/)  Imitat.  ofChriJl,  L.  II.  C.  2.  N".  i. 


(ni)  Ibid.     See  alfo  C.  i3. 


CONTENTMENT,  INDUSTRY,  AND  ACQUIESCENCE 
UNDER  TH:^  divine  WILL. 


AN    ODE. 


Written  in  the  Alpine  ^ arts  ofCarniola,  1749 

The  wildernefs  and  folitary  place  fliall  be  glad 
for  them  (the  children  of  the  Lord)  :  and  the 
defert  fliall  rejoice  and  bloflbm  like  the  rofe. 
It  fhall  blofioai  abundantly,  and  rejoice  even 
with  joy  and  finging :  The  glory  of  Lebanon 
.  Ihall  be  given  unto  it,  the  excellency  of  Carmel 
and  Sharon  :  They  fliall  fee  the  glory  of  the 
Lord,  and  the  excellency  of  our  God. 

Isaiah  xxxv.  f,  2. 

Why  dwells  my  unofFended  eye 
On  yon  blank  defart's  tracklefs  wafte  ; 
Alldrfcary  earth,  or  cheerlefs  fliy, 
Like  ocean  wild,  andf  bleak,  and  vaft  ? 
There  Lyfidor's  enamour'd  reed 
Ne'er  taught  the  plains  Eudolia's  praife  : 
There  herds  were  rarely  known  to  feed. 
Or  birds  to  fing,  or  flocks  to  graze. 
Yet  does  my  foul  complacence  find  ; 
All,  all  from  thee. 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corrector  of  the  mind  *  1 


The  high  arch'd  church  is  loft  in  fky. 
The  bafe  f  with  thorns  and  bry'rs  is  bound  ; 
The  yawning  fragments  nod  from  high, 
With  clofe  encircling  ivy  crown'd  : 
Heart-thrilling  echo  multiplies 
Voice  after  voi^ce,  creation  ne'w  ! 
Beafts,  birds  obfcene,  unite  their  cries  : 
Graves  ope,  and  fpe<5lres  frees  the  view. 
Yet  nought  difmays  j  and  thence  we  find 
'Tis  all  from  thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Compofer  of  the  mind  I 

Earth's  womb,  half  dead  to  Ceres'  {kill, 

Can  fcarce  the  cake  of  ofF'ring  give  ; 

Five  acres'  corn  can  hardly  fill 

The  peafant's  wain,  and  bid  him  live. 

The  ftapvirig  beldame  gleans  in  vain. 

In  vain  the  hungry  chough  fucceeds: 

They  curfe  the  uriproiific  plain, 

The  fcurf-grown  mofs,  and  tawdry  weeds. 

Yet  ftill  fufficiency  we  fiild  ; 

All,  all  from  thee, 

Supremely  gracious  Deity, 

Corredlor  of  the  mind  ' 


December's  Boreas  iflues  forth, 
In  fuUen  gloom  and  horror  dreft, 
Charg'd  with  tH^kiitre  of  the  north, 
Abhorr'd  by  man,  by  bird,  and  beaft. 
All  nature's  lovely  tint  embrown'd 
Sickens  beneath  the  putrid  blaft  : 
Deftrudlion  withers  up  the  ground. 
Like  parchment  into  embers  caft  *. 
Yet  health,  and  ftrength,  and  cafe  we  find : 
All,  all  from  thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Compofer  of  the  mind  ! 


Tremble,  and  yonder  Alp  behold  f. 
Where  half  dead  nature  gafps  below, 
Vi(ftim  of  everlafting  cold, 
Entomb'd  alive  in  endlefs  fnow. 
The  northern  fide  is  horror  all; 
Againft  the  fouthern  Phoebus  plays  ; 
In  vain  th'  innoxious  glimm'rings  fall. 
The  froft  outlives,  out-fiiines  the  rays. 
Yet  confolation  ftill  I  find  ; 
And  all  from  thee. 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corrector  of  the  mind  I 


*    To  be  fatisfied    is  the  hr^hejl  p'dch    of  art 
man  ca?i  arrive  to.  St.  Gregor.  Hc/«. 

\  Bafe  for  bafis.     See  Zechar.v.z. 


Blefs  me  1  how  doubly  fliarp  it  blows/ 
From  Zemblan  and  Tartarian  coafts  '. 
In  fuilen  filence  fall  the  fnows, 
The  only  luftre  nature  boafts ; 
The  nitrous  pow'r  with  tenfold  force 
Half  petrifies  earth's  barren  womb, 
High  arch'd  cafcades  fufpend  their  force,' 
Men  freeze  alive,  and  in  the  tomb. 
Yet  warmth  and  happinefs  we  find; 
All,  all  from  thee,  , 

Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Compofer  of  the  mind  ! 


* inarnabile  frigiis  Admit-       "ViHG,  " 

Much  to  the  fxme  pHrpofe  is  a  pajj'age  in  the  Son 

of  Siracb  : "  It  demoureth  the  7nountmn,  and 

btirneth   the  nxiildernefs ,  and  coufumeth  the  grafs  i 
with  fire.     Cljap.  xliii.  19.  21. 
f  A  j^taceiere,  or  ice-mountain. 
Ciniii  !  gelu.  canaqiie  leternnm  grandine  teda,     , 
Atque  X'vi  glacicrn  cohihent  :  riget  ardua  rnontii 
JF.thenii fadesifurgcntique  ohina  Phcebo 
Duratat  nefcitfiatnmis  mollire  pruinas. 

SiL,  Itau 
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'ri^en,  in  exchange,  a  month  or  more 
Tf.e  Tun  with  fierce  folfticial  gleams 
Darting  o'er  vales  his  raging  pow'r, 
Like  ray-col!e(fling  m.irrors,  heanis. 
Torrents  and  cataracfls  are  dry. 
Men  feek  the  fcanty  (hades  in  vain  : 
The  i^Dlar  darts  like  lightning  fly, 
Tranfpierce  the  fliuU,  and  fco.rch  the  brain. 
Yet  ftill  no  reltlefs  heats  we  find  ; 
And  all  from  thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Correcflor  of  the  mind  I 

For  nature  rarely  form'd  a  foil 
Where  diligence  fubfiftence  wants: 
Exert  but  care,  nor  fpare  the  toil. 
And  all  beyond,  th'  Almighty  grants. 
Each  earth  at  length  to  culture  yields, 
Edch  earth  its  own  manure  *  contains: 
Thus  the  Corycian  nurft  his  fields  f, 
Heav'n  gave  th'  increafe,  and  he  the  pains. 
Th'  induftrious  peace  and  plenty  find  ; 
All  due  to  thee. 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Compoier  of  the  mind  1 

Scipio  fought  virtue  in  his  prime. 
And,  having  early  gain'd  the  prize. 
Stole  from  th'  ungrateful  world  in  time, 
Contented  to  be  low  and  wife  '. 
He  ferv'd  the  ftate  with  zeat  and  force, 
i^nd  then  with  dignity  retir'd  ; 
Difmounting  from  th'  unruly  horfe. 
To  rnle  himfelf,  asfenfe  requir'd. 
Without  a  figh,  he  pow'r  refign'd. 
All,  all  from  thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corred!lcr  of  the  mind  '. 

When  DIaclefian  fought  repofe, 

Cloy'd  and  fatigu'd  with  naufeous  pow'r, 

He  left  his  empire  to  his  foes. 

For  fools  t'  admire,  and  rogues  devour  : 

Rich  in  his  poverty,  he  bought 

Retirement's  innocence  and  health. 

With  his  own  hands  the  monarch  wrought, 

And  chang'd  a  throne  for  Ceres'  wealth. 

Toil  footh'd  his  cares,  his  blood  relin'd — 

And  all  frorti  thee. 

Supremely  gracious  Deity, 

Compofer  of  the  mind  1  , 
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*    Du  Hamel ;   Elem.   d'Jgricult.   Fattullo ; 
Meliorat.  des  Terres. 

f  Virg.  Georg,  IV.  127,  y^. 


He  *,  who  had  rul'd  the  world,  exchang'd 
His  fceptre  for  the  peafant's  I'pade, 
Poltponing  (as  through  groves  he  rang'd) 
Court  fplendour  to  the  rural  fliade. 
Child  of  his  hand,  th'  engrafted  thorn 
More  than  the  viclor  laurel  pleas'd  : 
Heart's  eafe  f,  and  meadow  fweet  |,  adorn 
The  brow,  from  civic  garlands  eas'd. 
Fortune,  however  poor,  was  kind.— — 
All,  ail  from  thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity, 
Corredlor  of  the  mind  '. 

Thus  Charles,  with  juftice  ftyl'd  the  great  § 
For  valour,  piety,  and  laws; 
Relign'd  two  empires  to  retreat. 
And  from  a  tKrone  to  n\ade5  withdraws  ; 
In  vain  (to  footh  a  monarch's  pride) 
His  yoke  the  willing  Perfian  bore  : 
In  vain  the  Saracen  comply'd, 
And  fierce  Northumbrians  ftain'd  with  gore- 
One  Gallic  farm  hiscares  contin'd  ; 
And  all  from  thee, 
Supremely  gracious  Deity', 
Compofer  of  the  mind  1 

Obfefvant  of  th'  almighty  will, 
Prcfcient  in  faith,  and  pleas'd  with  toil, 
Abram  Chaldea  left,  to  till 
The  mofs-grown  Haran's  flinty  foil  ||  : 
Hydras  of  thorns  abforb'd  his  gain, 
1  he  commonwealth  of  weeds  rebell'd. 
But  labour  tam'd  th'  ungrateful  plain, 
And  famine  was  by  art  repell'd  ; 

Patience  made  churlifh  nature  kind. 

All,  all  from  thee, 
Suprertiely  gracious  Deity, 
Corredlor  of  the  mind  ! 

Formidine  nulla ; 

^lippe  in  corde  Beus. 

Stat.  Theb.  IV.  v,  4S9. 

*  Lioclejiaii. 

t  Heart's-eafe,  viola  tricolor;  called  alfo  hy 
ozir  old  poets,  love  and  idlenefs ;  Paiify  (from 
the  French  penfee,  or  the  Italian  penfieri :)  Three 
faces  under  a  hood.  Herb  Trinity,  Look  up  and  kifs 
me,  Kifs  me  at  the  gate,  Isfc. 

f  Spirxa.,  named  alfo  171  ancietit  E.nglifh  poetry y 
Meadfweet,  ^leeji  of  the  meads,   Bride-iuort, 

$  Charlemagne. 

II  Gen.  xii.  31.  NfHEM.  ix,  7.  JuDlTH  v.  7^ 
Acxs  vii.  J— ii. 


Voi..I3^' 
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THE    VISION    OF   DEATH. 

Itnperfecfla  tibi  elapfa  eft,  inj^rataque  vita : 
Er  nee  opinanti  Mors  acl  caput  aJltitit,  ante 
Quam  fatur,  ac  plenus  poffis  dilcedere  rerum.         Luc  RET. 

Mille  modis  lete  mileros  Mors  una  fatigat. 

Stat.  Theb,  IX.  v.  2 So. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


As  this  poem  is  an  imperfeft  attempt  to  imitate 
Hryden's  manner,  I  have  of  courfe  admitted  more 
triplets  and  Alexandrine  verfes  tlian  I  might  o- 
therwife  have  done.  Upon  the  whole,  many  good 
judges  have  thought  (and  fuch  was  the  private 
opinion  of  my  much  honoured  friend  Elijaii  Fen- 
ton  in  particular)  that  Dryden  has  too  many  Alex- 
andrines and  triplets,  and  Pope  too  few.  The 
one  by  aiming  at  variety  (for  his  ear  was  excel- 
lent) was  betrayed  into  a  carelefs  dift'ufion  ;  and 


the  other,  by  afFecfiing  an  over  fcrupulous  regu-= 
larity,  fell  into  famenefs  and  re'ftraint. 

We  fpeak  this  with  all  due  deference  to  the  two 
capital  poets  of  the  laft  and  prefent  century  ;  and 
fay  of  them,  as  the  fucceflbr  of  Virgil  faid  of  Am- 
phiaraus  and  Admetus: 

AMBO  BONI,  CHARIQUE  AMBO. 

Theb,  vi. 


INTRODUCTION. 

Dryden,  forgive  the  mufe  that  apes  thy  voice, 
TVeak  to  "perform,  but  fortunate  in  choice. 
Who  but  thyfelf  the  mind  and  ear  can  pleafe 
With  ftrength  and  fottnefs,  energy  and  eafe  ; 
Various  of  numbers,  new  in  ev'ry  (train. 
Difi"iis"d.  yet  terfc,  poetical,  though  plain  : 
Diverfify'd  'midft  unifon  of  chime; 
7'reer  than  air,  yet  manacled  with  rhyme  ? 
Thou  mfik'ft  each  quarry  which  thou  feek'ft  thy 

priz?, 
The  reigning  eagle  of  Parnaffian  (kies ; 
Now  foaring  'midfl  the  traefls  of  light  and  air. 
And  now  the  monarch  of  the  wooils  and  lair  *. — 
Two  kingdoms  thy  united  realm  C'lnpoie, 
The  land  of  poetry,  and  land  of  prcjfe. 
Each  orphan-mufp  thy  abfence  inly  mnurns; 
Makes  (hort  escurfions,  and  as  i^uick  returns  : 
No  more  they  triumph  in  thfir  fa-jcy'd  bay^. 
But,  crown'd  with  woodbine  dedicate  their  lays. 

Thy  thoughts  and  mufic  change  with  ev'ry  line; 
No  famenefiof  a  prattling  lircani  is  thine, 
Which  with  one  unifon  of  murmc.r-flows ; 
Opiate  of  inattention  and  repofe  ! 
(So  Huron-leeche';,  v?hen  their  patient  lies 
In  fev'rifii  reflleflhefs,  witli  unclos'd  eyes, 
Apply  with  gentle  ftrokes  their  ofier  rod, 
And  tap  by  tap  invite  the  fleepy  god  f.) 


*  Layer,  lair,  and  lay,  the  fur  face  of  arable  or 
grafs-lands.  Chaucer,  Folki)/;.^ham,  1610 ;  Drv- 
de7i.  Laire  atfo  Jignifies  the  place  ivhere  becifis 
Jleep  in  the  fields,  and  nuhere  they  leame  the  mark 
tf  their  bodies  on  young  corn,  grnfs,  %:fc. 

f  Voyages  du  Baror.  La  Houta.n. 


No — 'tis    thy    pow'r    (thine    only),    though   in 

rhyme, 
To  vary  ev'ry  panfe,  and  ev'ry  chime  ; 
Infinite  defcant  *I  fweetly  wild  and  trtie, 

Still  fiiifting,  (till  improving,  and  (till  new  ! i' 

In  queft:  of  claflic-plants,  and  where  they  grow. 
We  trace  thee,  like  a  lev'ret  in  the  fnow. 

Of  all  the  pow'rs  the  human  mind  can  boaft, 
The  pow'rs  of  poetry  are  late  It  loft  : 
The  falling  of  thy  trefTes  at  threefcore, 
Gave  room  to  make  thy  laurels  fliow  the  more f. 

This  prince  of  poets,  who  before  us  went, 
Had  a  valt  income,  and  profufely  fpent : 
Some  have  his  lands,  but  none  his  treafur'd  (lore,- 
Lands  nnmanur'd  by  us,  and  mortgag'd  o'er  and 
I  o'er  I 

I  "  Aljout  his  wreaths  the  vulgar  mufes  flrive, 
I  "  And  with  a  touch  their  wither'd  bays  revive}  !'* 
\  They  Icifs  his  tornb,  and  are  enthuliafts  nmde  ; 
j  So  Statius  llept,  infpir'd  l>y  Virgil's  fliade  §, 
j  To  Speiifer  much,  to  Milton  much  is  due  ; 
But  in  great  Dryden  we  preferve  the  two. 


*  Miltofi. 

f  The  lerfes  of  Robert  Waring  (a  friend  of 
Dr.  Bonnets)  o«  a  poet  in  the  beginning  of  the 
lafl  century,  may  be  applied  to  Dryden  : 

"  Toungcr  tvith  years,    ivith  Jludies  frefJ.ier 
grown,  [blown."' 

"  Still  in  the    bud,  fill    blooming,   yet   full- 
t  Dryden'' s  prologise  to  Troilus  and  CreJJlda. 

§ tenues  i^^navo  pollice  chordas 

Fulfo,  Maroneique  Jcdens  in  margine  templi 
Sumo  animum,  et  miigni  tutiuilis  accanlo  ma- 
gijlre.  Sy LV.  Lib.  IV* 
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What  rnufe  l)Ut  his  can  nature's  beauties  hit, 
Or  catch  that  airy  fugitive  call'd  wit  ? 

From  limbs  of  this  great  Hercules  are  fram'd 
Whole    groups  of   pigmies,   who   are  verfe-men 

nam'd  : 
Each  has  a  little  foul  he  calls  his  own, 
And  each  enunciates  with  a  human  tone  : 
Alike  in  fhape  ;  unlike  in  ftrength  and  fize; 
One  lives  for  ages,  one  juft  breathes  and  dies. 

O  thou,  too  great  to  rival  or  to  praife  ; 
Forgive,  lamented  (hade,  thefe  duteous  lays. 
Lee  had  thy  tire,  and  Congreve  had  thy  v.'it ; 
And  copyifts  here  and  there,  fome  likenefs  hit ; 
But  none  poflefs'd  thy  graces  and  thy  eafe ; 
In  thee  alone  'twas  natural  to  pleafe  '. 

More  ftill  I  think,  and  more  I  wi(h  to  fay  ; 
But  bus'nels  calls  the  mufe  another  way. 


In  thofe  fair  vales  by  nature  form'd  to  pleafe, 
Where  Guadalquiver  ferpentines  with  eafe, 
(The  richeft  tradl  the  Andalufians  know, 
Fertile  in  herbage,  grateful  to  the  plough), 
A  lovely  villa  flood  (fuppofe  it  mine), 
Rich  without  coft,  and  without  labour  fine  ; 
Indulgent  nature  all  her  beauties  brought. 
And  art  withdrew,  unalk'd  for,  and  unfought. 
For  lo,  th'  Iberians  by  tradition  found 
That  the  whole  diftridl  once  was  claflic  ground  ; 
Here  Columella  firll  improv'd  the  plains, 
And  fliow'd  Afcrean  arts  to  finiple  fwains : 
Taught  by  the  Georgic  mufe  the  lyre  he  ftrung. 
And  fung  what  dying  Virgil  left  unfung  *. 

Fatigu'd  with  court«,  and  votary  to  truth, 
Hither  I  fled,  philofopher,  and  youth: 
And,  leaving  Olivarez  to  fuftain 
Th'  encumbering  falces  of  ambitious  Spain, 
(As  once  rafli  Phaeton  ufurp'd  a  day, 
Mifled  the  feafons,  and  miftpok  his  way), 
I  chofe  to  wander  in  the  filent  wood, 
Or  breathe  my  afpirations  to  the  flood, 
Studying  the  humble  fcience  to  be  good. 
From  the  brute  beads  humanity  I  learn'd. 
And  in  the  panfy's  life  God's  providence  difccrn'd. 

'  Twas  now  the  joyous  feafon  of  the  year  : 
The  fun  had  reach'd  the  Twins  in  bright  career; 
Nature,  awaken'd  from  fix  month's  repofe. 
Sprung  from  her  verdant  couch  ;  and  aftive  rofe 
Like  health  refrcfii'd  with  wine  ;  flie  fmird,") 
array'd  [glade,  I 

With   all  the  charms  of  fun-fliine,  ftream,  and  f" 
New  dreft,  and  blooming  as  a  bridal  maid.         J 

Yet  all  thefe  charms  could  never  lull  to  reft 
A  peevifh  irkfomenefs  which  teaz'd  my  bread:  ; 
The  vernal  torrent,  murm'ring  from  afar, 
Whifpcr'd  no  peace  to  calm  this  nervous  war; 
And  Philomel,  the  fyren  of  the  plain, 
Sung  foporific  unifons  in  vain. 
I  fought  my  bed,  in  hopes  relief  to  find  ; 
But  reftlefTnefs  was  miftrefs  of  my  mind. 
My  wayward  limbs  were  turn'd,  and  turn'd  in  vain. 
Yet  free  from  grief  was  I,  and  void  of  pain. 
In  me,  as  yet,  ambition  had  no  part ; 
Pride  had  not  four'd,  nor  wealth  debas'd  my  heart. 


} 
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I  knew  nor  public  cares,  nor  private  ftrife  ; 
And  love,  the  blefling,  or  the  cuife  of  life. 
Had  only  hover'd  round  me  like  a  dream, 
Play'd  on  the  furface,  not  diDurb'd  the  ftream. 

Yet  ftill  I  felt,  what  young  men  often  feel ; 
(Impoffible  to  tell,  or  to  coiiceal  1, 
When  nothing    makes  them  fick  but  too  much 

wealth, 
Or  wild  o'erboiling  of  ungovern'd  health  ; 
VVhofe  grievance  is  fatiety  of  cafe. 
Freedom  their  pain,  and  jdenty  their  difeafe. 
By  night,  by  day,  from  pole  to  pole  they  run  * 
Or  from  the  fetling  feek  the  rifiiig  iiui  ; 
No  poor  deferting  fcldier  makes  lucli  hafte, 
No  doves  purfu'd  by  falcons  fly  fo  faft  ; 
And  when  Automedon  at  length  attains 
The  place  he  fought  for  with  fuch  coft  and  pains. 
Swift  to  embrace,  and  eager  to  puifue. 
He  finds  he  has  no  earthly  thing  to  do  ; 
Then  yawns  for  fleep,  the  opium  of  the  mind. 
The  laft  dull  refuge  indolence  can  fii,d  *. 

Moft  men,  like  David,  wayward  in  extremes, 
LanguiHi  ffi"  Ramah's  cifterns,  and  her  ftrcams  : 
The  bev'rage  fought  for  comes  ;  capricious,  they 
Lothe  their  own  choice,  and  with  the  boon  iway  f , 

Such  was  my  ftate.     "  O  gentle  Sleep,"  I  cry'dj 
"  Why  is  thy  gift  to  me  alone  deny'd  .■' 
"  Mildeft  of  beings,  friend  to  ev'ry  clime, 
"   U'here  lies  my  error,  what  has  been  my  crime? 
"   Beafts,  birds,  and  cattle  feel  thy  balmy  rod  ; 
"  The  drowfy  mountains  wave,  and  feem  to  nod  : 
"  The  torrents  Ceafe  to  chide,  the  feas  to  roar, 
"  And  the  hufli'd  Waves  recline  upon  the  fliore.'* 
Perhaps  the  wretch,  whofe  God  is  wealth  and 

care, 
Rejefts  the  precious  objecfl  of  my  pray'r  : 
Th*  ambitious  ftatefman  ftrives  not  to  partake 
Thy  blcffings,  but  defires  to  dream  awake  : 
"  The  lover  rudely  thrufts  thee  from  his  arms, 
"   And  like  Ision  ciafps  imagin'd  charms. 
"  Thence  come  to  me. — Let  others  aik  for  more ; 
"  I  aflc  the  (lighteft  influence  of  thy  pow'r  : 
"  Swifteft  in  ilight«of  all  terreftrial  thingc, 
"  Oil  only  touch  my  eyelids  with  tJiy  wings  \  1" 

*  Currit  agens  mannos  ad  I'illam  hie  frcecipu 

tanter, 
Auxilium  teScis  quafi  fert e  ardentihvs  iafians. 
Oftitat  extempio  tetigit  cum  llmirut  luUa, 
Aut  abit  infomnU'ii  gravis,  atque  colivia  qii&rit: 
LucRET.  L.  III.  v.  1076. 
f  See  Sandys'" s  Trav.  p.  137,  and  1  Chron.  xi. 
17,  Sic. 

t  All  the  verfes  in  this  paragraph  marked  iifth 
inverted  commas  are  imitated  ]'rom  afamons paf- 
fage  in  Statius,  never  yet  tranfwitcd  into  our 
laf.'guage.  The  original  perhaps  is  as  fine  a  morjel 
of  poetry  as  antiquity  can  boajl  of. 

Ciimine  quo  merui  jwuenis  placidiffi'iie  ai\ium, 
^uoiw  errore  mifer,  donis  utfulus  cgcrem 
Somne  tuis  ?    Tacet  omne  pecus,  'uolucrefqufi 

ferceqiie ; 
Et  fi?nula7it  fejfcs  curvdta  cncuniinn  fomnos. 
Nee  trucibus  Jiwviis  idem /onus.   Occidit  horrot 
JEquoris,  et  terris  maria  acclinata  quiefcunt. 
At  nunc  heus  aliqtcis  longafub  noP.e  pucUx 
Brachia  nsxa  tensns,  ultra  te  Scmn^repelliti 
3lij 
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So  fpoke  I  leftlefb ;  and,  then  fpringing  lightj 
FroRi  my  tir'd  bed,  walk'd  forth  in  mere  defpite. 
What  impulfe  mov'd  my  fteps  I  dare  not  fay ; 
Perhaps  fome  guardian  angel  mark'd  the  way. 
By  this  time  Phofpherhad  his  lamp  withdrawn, 
And  rifing  Phoebus  glow'd  on  ev'ry  lawn. 
The  air  was  gentle  Cfor  the  month  was  May), 
And  ev'ry  I'cene  lookM  innocent  and  gay. 
In  pious  matins  birds  with  birds  ronfpire, 
Some  lead  the  notes,  and  fome  afTilt  the  choir. 

The  gout-herd,  gravely  pacing  with  his  flocks. 
Leads  them  to  heaths  and  bri'rs,  and  craggs  and 

rocks. 
Th'  impatient  mower  w  ith  an  afpedl  blythe 
Surveys  the  faiufoin-fields  *,  and  whets  his  fcythe. 
Ynoil'a,  Sanchia,  Beatrix,  prepare 
Xo  turn  th'  Alfalfa-rwarthsf  with  anxious^;are. 
(No  more  for  Moorifli  farabands  they  call, 
Their  caftanets  hang  idle  on  the  wall :) 
Alfalfa,  whofe  luxuriant  herbage  feeds 
The  lab'ring  ox,  mild  flieep,  and  fiery  fteeds : 
Which  ev'ry  fummer,  ev'ry  thirtieth  morn, 
Is  fix  times  reproduc'd,  and  fix  times-fliorn. 
The  Cembran  pine-trees  ^  form  an  awful  fliade. 
And  their  rich  balm  perfumes  the  neighb'ring 

glade ; . 
(VVTiilft  humbler  olives;  intermix'd  between. 
Had  chang'd  their  fruit  to  filamotte  from  green:) 
The  Punic  granate  §  op'd  its  rofe-like  flow'rs ; 
The  orange  breath'd  its  aromatic  pow'rs. 

Wand' ring  ftill  on,  at  length  my  eyes  furveyd 
A  painted  feat,  beneath  a  larch-tree's  fhade. 
I  fate,  and  try'd  to  dofe,  but  (lumber  fled; 
I  then  efTay'd  a  book,  and  thtis  I  read  jl  : 

"  Suppofe,  O  man,  great  nature's  voice  fliould 
cdl 
Tft  thee,  or  me,  or  any  of  us  all : 
What  doft  thou,  mean,  ungrateful  wretch  I  thou 

vain. 
Tho-.i  mortal  thing,  thus  idly  to  complain  ? 
3f  all  the  bounteous  bleflings  I  could  give  ~l 

Thou  hadft  enjoy'd;    if  thou  hadft  known  to  f, 
live,  [fieve;)f 

(And  pleafure  not  leak'd  through  thee  like  a  J 


Jr/de  'veni.     Nee  te  totas  infundere  pennas 
J/utninibus  cojnpello  mtis  (hoc  tutba  prccalur 
J^.ttior^  ,-  extremo  7iie  tange  cacumine  iiirgs 
Siifficit ;  aut  leviterfi/fpefifu  poplite  trcniji. 

Sylv.  L.  V. 
*   The  bejl Species  of  thU  grafs^  hitherto  knOiim, 
is  in  Andalufia 

f  Alfalfa  (^from  the  old  Arabian  ivord  alfalfa- 
fat)  Lurerne-grafs.  At  prcjetit  the  Spaniards 
call  it  alfo  Er'uaye. 

i  A  fort  of  ever-green  laryx :  Pinus  Cembra. 
*This  beaiitful  tree  groius  ivild  on  the  Spaniflj 
^ppenines,  and  is  rafed  by  culture  in  Icfs  moun- 
tainous places.  What  7iamc  the  nati'ves  giie  it 
I  ha-ve  forgotten  :  but  the  Frtnch  in  the  Brian^ois 
call  it  meleze,  and  the  Italians  in  the  hifuoptick 
of  Trcnte,  in  Fiume,  IJc.  give  it  the  name  of 
cirmoli,  7iot  lariche. 
§   The  Pomegranate. 

II  The  Spani/h  author  intrQduces  the  following 
fafagcsfio/n  Lucretius, 


Why  doll  thou  not  give  thatilcs  as  at  a  plentedfts 
*eaft,  [thy  reft .'' 

Cramm'd  to  the  throat  with  life,  and  rife  and  take 
ijut,  if  my  blelhngs  thou  haft  thrown  away, 
Ifindigefted  joys  pafs'd  through  and  would  not 

iTay, 
Wliy  doft  thou  wifla  for  more  tn  fquander  ftill  ? 
If  life  be  grown  a  load,  a  real  ill, 
A«d  I  would  all  thy  cares  and  labours  end. 
Lay  down  thy  biu-fhen,  fool !  and  know  jhy  friend. 
To  pleafe  thee,  I  have  empty'd  all  my  ftore,      "^ 
i  can  invent  and  can  fupply  no  more  :  ( 

But  run  the  round  again,  the  round  I  ran  bc-f 
fore.  3 

Suppofe  thou  art  no{  broken  yet  with  years. 
Yet  ftill  the  felf-fame  fcene  of  things  appears, 
And  would  be  ever,  couldft  thou  ever  live  ; 
For  life  is  ftill  but  life,  there's  nothing  new  to  give. 
What  can  we  plead  againft  fo  juft  a  bill  ? 
We  ft  and  convidled,  and  our  caufe  goes  ill. 
But  if  a  wretch,  a  man  opprefs'd  by  fate. 
Should  beg  of  nature  to  prolong  his  riafe. 
She  fpeaks  aloud  to  him,  with  more  difdaiii ; 
Be  ftill,  thou  martyr-fool,  thou  covetous  of  pain. 
But  if  an  old  decrepid  fot  lament  j 
What,  thou  1  flie  cries,  who  haft  outliv'd  content  ? 
Doft  thou  complain,  who  haft  enjoy'd  my  ftore  :— 
But  this  is  ftill  th'  effedl  of  wifhing  more  1 
Unfatisfy'd  with  all  that  nature  brings, 
Loathing  the  prefent,  liking  abfent  things. 
From  hence  it  comes,  thy  vain  defires  at  fl:rife 
Within  themfelves,  have  tantaliz'd  thy  life ; 
And  ghaftly  death  appear'd  before  thy  fight 
E'er  thou  haft  gorg'd  thy  foul  and  fenfes  with 

delight. 
Now  leave  thofe  joys,  unfuiting  to  thy  age, 
To  a  frefh  comer,  and  refign  the  ftage.  [thy  head. 

"  Meantime,  when   thoughts  of  death  difturb 
C'onfider,  Ancus,  great  and  good,  is  dead  : 
Ancus,  thy  better  far,  was  born  to  die  ; 
And  thou,  doft  thou  bewail  mortality  *  ?" 

Charm'd  with  thefe  lines  of  reafon  and  gooii 
fenfe, 
(No  matter  who  the  author  was,  nor  whence), 
I  ftopp'd,  and  into  contemplation  fell ; 
Amaz'd  an  impious  wit  fliouJd  think  fo  well; 
Who  often  (to  his  own  and  reader's  coft) 
To  ftiow  the  atheift,  half  the  poet  loft. 
(Knowing  too  much,  makes  many  a  mufe  unfit; 
'  ris  not  the  bloom,  but  plethory  of  wit.— )  . 
At  length  a  drowfinefs  arrefted  thought, 
And  deep  (as  is  her  cuftom)  came  unfought. 

.Now  lirten  to  the  purport  of  my  tale. 
Metliought  I  wander'd  in  a  fairy  vale  : 
Replete  with  people  of  each  fex  and  age; 
Good,  bad,    great,    fmall,    the   foolifh,    and  the 

fage  : 
Whiift  on  the  ground  promifcuoufly  were  laid 
Stars,  mitres,  rags,  the  fccptre,  and  the  fpade. 

At  length  a  haughty  dame  approach'd  my  view, 
M'hom  by  no  fuigk  attribute  I  knew ; 
For  all  that  painters  feign,  and  bards  devize. 
It;  mere  mock-imag'ry,  and  artful  lyes. 
Boldly  fhe  look'd,  like  orc  of  high  degree ; 
Yet  never  fcem'd  to  caft  a  glance  on  me  -, 


*  Lucret.  L.  in.  tra^flatcd  by  Lrydtn^ 
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^t  whicli  I  inly  joy'd  ;  for  truth  to  fay, 
I  felt  an  unknown  awe,  and  fome  difmay. 
S!u2  pafs'd  me  :  her  fide-face  was  fmooth  and  fan' ; 
(iVluch  as  fine  women,  turn'd  of  forty,  arc)  ; 
When,  turning  fliort,  and  unperceiv'd  by  nie. 
She  grafp'd  my  throat,  and  fpokc  witji  ftcrn  au- 
thority : 
"  Him  whom  I  feek,  art  thou  !  Tliy  race  is  run: 
'*  My  journey's  ended, -and  thy  bufiiieft  done. 
"  Surrender  up  to  me  thy  captive-breatli, 
"  My   povv'r   is   nature's   pow'r,    my    name   is 
■      Death!" 

Have  you  e'er  feea  th'  affrightecl  peaf.int  e;rafp 
(Searching  for  flow'rs  or  fruits)  th' envenoni'ciafp  ? 
Or  have  you  ever  felt  th'  impetuous  fliock. 
When  the  fwift  vcfiel  fphts  upon  a  rock  ? 
Or  mark'd  a  face  with  horror  ovetfpread, 
When  the  third  apoplex  invades  the  heail  ? 
Then  form  fome  image  of  my  ghafcly  fright; 
Fear  flopp'd  my  voice,  and  terror   dimm'd  my 

fight: 
My  heart  flew  from  its  place  *  in  conflerna.tion, 
And  nature  felt  a  Ihort  annihilation  :        t      [eyes 
'I'hcn — with  a  plunge — I  fobb'd  ; — and  wjth  faint 
Look'd  upwards,  to  the  ruler  of  the  fkicsf . 

At  length-i-recov'rlng — in  a  broken  tone — 
Princefs — I  cry'd, — -Thy  pris'ner  is  undone. — 

Defpair  and  niifery  fuccced  to  fear  : 

Oh  had  I  known  thy  prefence  was  fo  near  ! 

Abrupt  th'  inexorable  pow'r  reply'd,  [fide:) 
(Then  turn'd  her  face,  and  iTjow'd  the  hidtous 
Tool !  'tis  too  late  to  wilh,  too  late  to  pray  :  "J 
Thou  hadft  the  nieans,  but  not  the  will  to  pay  ;  > 
Each  day  of  human  life  is  warning-day.  j 

The  prefent  point  of  time  is  all  thou  haft:, 
The  future  doubtful,  and  the  former  pafl. ! 
Yet,  as  I  read  contrition  in  thy  eyes, 
And  thy  breaft  heaves  with  terr6r  and  furpn?e, 
(I,  who  as  yet  was  never  known  tp  fhow 
Falfe  pity  to  premeditated  woe) 
Will  gracioufiy  explain  great  nature's  laws, 
And  hear  thy  fophifms  m  fo  plain  a  caufe. 
There  is  a  reafon,  (which  to  time  I  leave) 
Why  I  give  thee  alone  this  fiiort  reprieve  |. 
Bcinifh  thy  fears,  urge  all  thy  wit  can  find, 
Suppofe  me  what  I  am,  fuppole  thyfelf  ma.ikind  ! 

She  fpoke,  and  led  me  by  a  private  way. 
Where  a  lni;-.ll  winding  path  half-printed  lay : 
Then  turning  fhort,  an  avenue  we  'fpy'.d. 
Long,  fmootldy  pav'd,  magnificently  wide. 
Dark  cyprcffes  the  ikirting  fides  adorn'd. 
And  gloorny  yew-trees,  which  for  ever  mourn'd  : 
Whilll,  on  rlie  margin  of  the  beaten  road, 
Its  pallid  bloom  fick-Imelling  henbane  fhow'd; 
Next  emblematic  rofemary  appear'd, 
And  lurid  hemlock  its  flain'd  (talks  uprcar'd, 
(God's  fignature  to  man  in  evH  hour  ! — )  "i 

Nor  were  the  night-fliades  wanting,  uor  the   (_ 
pow'r  i 

Of  thoin'd  Stramonium,  nor  the  fickly  ilow'r   J 


1 


Of  cloying  mandrakes;  the  deceitful  root 

Of  the  monk's  fraudful  cowl  *,  and  Phnian  fruitf . 

Hypericon  was  \  there,  the  god  of  war, 

Purc'd  through  with  wounds,  and  feam'd  with 

many  a  fear ; 
Add  pale  nymphea  §  with  her  clay-cold  breath ; 
And  poppies  which  fuborn  the  fleep  of  death. 
I'his  avenue  (myfl:erious  to  relate) 
Surpriz'd  me  rhuch,  and  warn'd  me  of  my  fate. 
Its  length  at  firf!:  approach  enormous  feem'd; 
Full  half  a  thoufand  fiadia  ||  as  1  decm'd: 
But  then  the  road  was  fmooth  and  fair  to  fee : 
(With  fuch  infenfible  declivity) 
That  what  men  thought  a  tedious  courfe  to  run, 
Was  finifli'd  oft  the  hour  it  firlt  begun. 

Sudden,  arriving  at  a  palace-gate, 
I  faw  a  fpedlre  in  the  portal  wait : 
An  ill-fiiap'd  monfler,  hideous  to  be  feen ; 
bhe  feem'd,  methought,  the  mother  of  the  queen  %. 

Opening  their  valves,  felf-mov'd  on  either 
fide. 
The  adamantine  doors  expanded  wide : 
When  death  comniands  they  clofe,  when  death 

commands  divide.  J 

Then  quick  we  enter'd  a  magnific  hall, 
Where  groups  of  trophies  over-fpread  the  wall. 
In  fa'oje  fcrawls  I  Nero's  name  perus'd. 
And  Herod's,  with  a  fanguine  ftain  fuffus'd ; 
V.''hile  Numa's  name  adorn'd  a  radiant  place, 
And  that  of  Titus  deck'd  a  milk-white  fpace. 

Now,  cry'd  the  Pow'r   of  Death,  furvey  me 
well : 
Thy  {harhe,  remorfe,  and  difappointment  tell ; 
Why  doft   thou   tremble   ftill,  and   whence  thy 

dread  ? 
\A'hy  fiiake  thy  lips,  and  why  thy  colour  fled  ? 
Speak,  vaffal,  recognize  thy  fov'reign  queen : 
Haft  thou  ne'er  feen  me  ?  Know'ft  thou  not  me, 
feen .' 

"  Liege-miflrefs,  whom  the  greateft  kings  adore, 
1  own  my  homage,  and  confefs  thy  pow'r. 
Alone,  that  Ibv'reignty  on  earth  is  thine, 
r  Which  juftiy  proves  its  claim  to  right  divine: 
!  Thine  is  the  old  hereditary  fway. 
Which  mortals  ought,  and  mortals  muft  obey. 
But,  emprefs,  thou  hafl  not  the  form  I  deem'd  : 
Vekfquez  4-  painted  lies,  aiid  Camoensl  dream'd: 
I  thought  to  meet,  (as  late  as  heav'n  might  grant ! ) 
A  ikeleton,  ferocious,  tall,  and  gaunt; 


*  Joh  x\xvii.  r. 

^  From  Statins. 

Slabat  anhda  meixi^folum  ratura  tonanicm 

Rejpk'uns Acbil.  t.  ver.  487. 

\  T'le  reafon  is,  that  zvhat  her:  happens  is  a  vijibn, 
and  pot  a  reality. 


*  l>7apellus ;  monl^s-hcod,  friar' s-coivl ;  the  Tttoft 
dangerous  fort  of  aconite. 

f   Aniotuitm  Plinii. 

\  St.  Johns  TVort.  See  Condiberfy  L.  I.  Canto  6. 
This  plant  is  called  by  us  the  herb  of  ivar,  not  merely 
b.raifd  its  juice  is  of  a  bloody  colour,  but  becaufe  it  is  one 
of  the  principal  vulnerary  herbs  ufed  in  mating  the  fa- 
mous iirquibufade  ivater.— And  again,  as  its  leanies  are 
full  of  little  punHures  and  holes,  it  is  named  by  Latin 
ivriters  Porofa,  and  Perfoliata  :  the  French  call  it 
Mille  Pertuis,  and  the  Italians  Perforata. 

§    Water-lily. 

{{  About  threcfcore  and  ten  miles  :  emblematical  of  the 
Pjhimifs  duration  of  human  life. 

f   Sin. 

4.  Ttvo  Spaniards,  the  one  a  famous  painter,  and 
the  other  a  celebrated  poet . 
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Whofe  locfe  teeth  in  their  naked  fockets  fliook, 

And  grinn'd  terrific,  a  Sardonian  look  *. 

1  thought,  bcfides,  thy  right-hand  aim'd  a  dart, 

Rcfiftlefs,  to  tranfpierce  the  human  heart, 

And  that  thy  likenefs  of  a  head  fuftain'd 

A  regal  crown  f  :  but  all  was  falfe,  or  feign'd. 

"  I  fee  thee  now,  deluSv  as  thou  art. 
Without  one  fymbol  to  alarm  the  heart: 
Kot  ev'n  upon  thy  flowing  veil  is  fliovvn 
An  emblematic  dart,  or  charnal-bone  ; 
1  rather  fee  it,  glorious  to  behold. 
With  rubies  edg'd,  and  purfled  o'er  with  gold  : 
Gay  annual  flow'rs  adorn  each  vacant  fpace, 
Of  fhort-liv'd  beauty,  and  uncertain  grace. — 
Artificer  of  fraud  and  deep  difguife  ! 
Prompt  to  perform,  ingenious  to  furprize  : 
In  ev'ry  light  (as  far  as  man  can  fee 
Ey  thy  confent )  fiipreme  hypocrify  ! 
Punilh  thy  hopelcfs  captive  if  he  lies. 
.  In'tead  of  a  fcalp'd  ftcull,  and  empty  eyes, 
Bones  without  fleih,  and  (as  we  all  fuppofe) 
Vacuity  of  lips,  and  cheeks,  and  nofe, 
(So  dextrous  is  thy  forcery  and  care  !) 
1  fee  a  woman  tolerably  fair. 

"  Inflead  of  fable  robes  and  mournful  geer,  T 
Cam.eleon-like,  a  thoufand  garbs  you  wear,  > 
Kor  bear  the  black  and  folemn  thrice  a  year ;  J 
Dreft  in  gay  robes,  whofe  fliifting  colours  fhow 
The  varying  glories  of  the  fliow'ry  bow. 
Glowing  with  waves  of  gold ;  fea-tinClur'd  green, 
Rich  azure,  ?.nd  the  bloomy  gridelineif. 

"  Thus  in  appearances  you  cheat  us  all. 
Plan  our  difgraces,  and  contrive  our  fall; 
Something  you  ihow,  that  ev'iy  fool  may  Iiit, 
Withniinh  you  treat,  and  bait  that  mirth  with 

wit : 
Palfe  hopes,  the  loves  and  graces  of  your  train, 
(Pimps  to  the  great,  tli'  ambitious,  and  the  vain,) 
Summon  your  guefts,  and  in  attendance  wait ; 
While  you,  like  eaftern  queens,  conceal'd  in  flate, 
<yer]ook  the  whole:  th'  audacious  jeft  refine, 
ymile  on  the  feafi;§,  and  fparkle  in  the  wine. 
Arachne  thus  in  ambufh'd  covert  lies ; 
Wits,  atheifls,  jobbers,  flatefmen,  are  the  flies. 
Doom'd  to  be  lolt,  they  dream  of  no  deceit, 
And,  fond  of  ruin,  overlook  the  cheat ; 
Pride  Hands  for  joy,  and  riches  for  delight : — 
Weak  men  love  weaknefs,  in  their  own  defpite  ; 
And,  finding  in  their  native  funds  no  eafe, 
AlTumc  the  garb  of  fools,  and  hope  to  pleafc. — 
W^retches,  when  lick  of  life,  for  ratlbane  call : 
'Tv.-ere  worth  cur  while  to  give  them  foolband  all: 
Since  by  degrees  each  mifccncciving  elf 
Is  ruin'd,  not  by  natme,  but  himfelf. 


*  According  to  the  am  lent s  the  herba  fardoa,  or 
aplum  rifus,  (by  fomefupptfed  to  be  the  ivater  croiv- 
JootJ  brought  on,  after  being  eattn,  f::cb  horrid  ccnvi'l- 
J'cns,  that  the  party  died  grinning.,  through  the  extre- 
nii!y  oj' agony. 

t   Milton's  Paradife  Lof,  L.  11.   V.  67a. 
\   Drydcii's   Floicer    and   Le^if.    "  Bright    crimfon 
end  pure  •whits,  Jkveellj  mixed  in  -waves   and  melting 
cue  into  the  other,  make  the  colour  ivhich  our  ancient 
pL;ts  called  irrideline. 

§  Infpeciilis  mors  a'.rafe'let,  dominiquejilentis 
Ad'utrnerat  populoz. 

St.it.  Theb.  L.  IV.  V.  527. 


"  Too  late  I  fee  thy  fraudful  face  entire: 
One  half  halfmimics  health ;  halfmeans  defire ; 
And,  though  true  youth  and  nature  have  no  part. 
Yet  paint  enlivens  it,  and  wiks,  and  art ; 
Colours  laid  on  with  a  true  harlot-grace ; 
1  hey  only  fhow  themfelves,  and  hide  the  face. 
The  other  half  is  hideous  to  behold. 
Ugly  as  grandame-apes,  and  fuU  as  old. 
There  time  has  fpent  the  fury  of  his  coiirfe, 
And  plough'd  and  harrow'd  with  repeated  force ; 
One  blinking  eye  with  fcalding  rheum  fuffus'd, 
A  leg  contradled,  and  an  arm  difus'd; 
An  half-liv'd  emblem,  fit  for  man  to  fee; 
An  hemiplegia  of  deformity  ! 

"  But,  princefj,  to  thy  cunning  be  it  known, O 
This  emblematic  fide  is  rarely  ftiown  ;  V 

Pilan  would  Hart  back  if  wedded  to  the  crone,  j 
Side-long  it  is  your  cmlom  to  advance. 
Show  the  fair  half,  and  hide  the  foul,  alkance ; 
And,  like  a  vet'ran  temptev-  caft  an  eye 
Of  glancing  blandifhment  in  palfing  by. 

"  By  flealing  fide-ways  with  a  filent  pace, 
Man  rarely  fees  the  moral  cf  your  face  : 
And  (what's  the  dang'rcus  frenzy  of  the  whim) 
Concludes,  you've  no  immediate  call  fcr  him. 
Adjoin  to  this,  your  necromantic  pow'r, 
Contrafting  half  an  age  to  l;alf  an  hour. 
Juft  fo  the  c)^hcrs  from  the  unit  fled. 
When  Alalicorn  the  demon's  contract  read  *. 
The  unit  in  the  foremofl  column  Hood, 
And  the  two  cyphers  were  obfcur'd  with  blood  f. 

"  Two  other  miftrefs-arts  you  make  your  own; 
To  Circe  and  Urganda  arts  unknown  : 
When  men  look  on  you,  and  your  fceps  furvey. 
You  feem  to  glide  aflant  another  way : 
But  the  firfl  mcment  they  withdraw  their  eye, 
Sv^^ift  you  take  wing,  and  like  a  vulture  fly. 
Which  fnufFs  the  diftart  quarry  in  tlie  wind. 
And  marks  the  carcafe  llie  is  fure  to  find. 
The  next  deception  is  more  wondrous  IHll ; 
O  grand  artificer  of  fraud  and  ill ! 
^^"hen  the  fick  man  up-lifts  the  fafh  t'  inhale 
Th'  enlivening  breezes  of  the  weftern  gale. 
To  Inatch  one  glimpfe  of  eafe  from  flow'ry  fields. 
And    (fancying)    talle    the    joy    which    nature 

yields ; 
Far  as  the  landfcape's  verge  admits  his  view, 
He  fees  a  phantom,  and  concludes  it  you. 
A  gleam  of  courage  then  relieves  his  breaft. 
Be  calni  my  foul,  he  ciies,  and  take  thy  reft  f: 
When  at  that  moment,  dreadful  to  rehite, 
(For  all  but  he  that  ought  obferye  his  fate), 

»   D.  of  Cuife,  a  Tragedy.     Dryd.n. 

■}■  Malicorn  tvas  an  ajlrohger  advanced  in  yearsy 
but,  beincr  ambitious  nf  making  a  great  figure  in  this 
Ivor  Id,  made  o'ver  Hi  foul  to  Satan,  upon  condition  that 
he  enjoyed  earthly  grandeur  for  ICX)  y-ars  n.orc.  The 
contraB  teas  •zurittcn,fgned  end  fcaled  in  due  form, 
ivhen  lo,  at  the  expiration  of  one  year,  the  eiilfpirit 
entered  JSIalicorn  s  chamber,  preceded  by  thunder  and 
lightning,  and  demaiided  him  as  his  forfeit.  The  aflro- 
lo'yer  ii>as  exceedingly  terrified,  and,  after  mating  many 
remonf  ranees,  inltjled  on  feeirg  the  original  contrail ; 
but  the  cyphers  in  numb,  r  loO  tuere  ivriiten  tvitb  eiua~ 
ncfcent  ink,  and  the  figure  I  only  remained  le^ille.  The 
moral  cf  this  fBion  is  incompanilk.  See  Ail  V.  Sc.  5» 

\  Luke  xii.  13.  ?• 
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The  wife,  the  fon,  the  friend  perceive  thee  ftand 
Behind  his  curtains  with  up-lifted  hand, 
Thee,  real  thee  !  to  drive  the  deadly  dart, 
And  at  one  fudden  ftroke  tranfpierce  the  heart !" 

"  Culprit,  thou  haft  thy  piteous  ftory  told, 
As  trite  as  Priam's  tale,  and  twice  as  old, 
Reply'd  the  Queen  :  painters  and  bards,  'tis  true, 
Have  neither  lung  me  right,  nor  juftiy  drew  : 
I  am  not  the  gaunt  fpeclre  they  devife      [eyes'. — 
With   chop  faii'n  mouth,  and  with  extinguifh'd 
Whether  enlighten'd  with  a  heavenly  ray, 
Or  whether  thou  haft  better  guefs'd  than  they, 
1  fay  not ;  yet  thus  much  I  muft  confefs, 
Thy  knowledge  isfuperior,  or  thy  guefs. 
I  own  the  feii.;n'd  retreat,  th'  oblique  advance, 
The  flight  I  take  unfeen,  th'  illufive  glance, 
The  blandifliments  of  artificial  grace. 
The  found;  the  palfy'd  limbs,  and  double  face. 
All  I  contend  for  (there  the  queftion  lies) 
Is  this  ;  let  men  but  look  through  wifdom's  eyes,  ,- 
And  death  ne'er  takes  them  by  a  falfe  furprife.  j 

"  Did  not  thy  Maker,  when  he  gave  thee  birth, 
Create  thee  out  of  periftiable  earth  ] 
Where  hot,  and  cold,  the  rough,  and  lenient  fight. 
The  hard,  and  foft,  the  heavy,  and  the  light  ■ 
Whilft  ev'ry  atom  fretted  to  decay 

The  heterogeneous  lump  of  jarrhig  clay? 

Was  not  juft  death  entail'd  on  thee  and  all, 
(Such  the  decree  of  heav'n)  in  Adasn's  fall? 
The  parent-plant  receiv'd  a  taint  at  root, 
Hence  the  weak  branches,  hence  the  fickly  fruit. 

"  Thus  with  fpring's  genial  balm  and  funihin^O 
The  annual  flowret  lifts  its  tender  head,  [^ed> 
In  fummer  blooming,  and  at  winter  dead;  J 

Nay,  if  by  chance'a  lafting  plant  be  found, 
Wliofe  roots  pierce  deep  tli'  inliofpitable  ground  ; 
Whole  verdant  leaves  (life's  common  autumn  paft) 
Bid  fair  t'  outlive  the  bitter  wintry  blaft. 
And  green  old  age  predicTis  a  vernal  ftioot;— 
I  lend  my  hand  to  pluck  both  branch  and  root. — 
Man  is  no  more  perennial  than  a  flow'r ; 
Some  may  live  years,  fome  months,  and  fome  an 
hour. 

When  firft  thou  gav'ft  the  promife  of  a  man, 
When  rh'  embryon-fpeck  of  entityjjegan, 
Was  not  the  piaftic  atom  at  a  ftrifc, 
'Twixt  death  ambiguous  and  a  twilight  life. 
Struggling  with  dubious  Ihade  and  dubious  light, T 
Like  the  moon's  orb  ;  whilft  nations  in  affright  > 
Hope  for  new  day,  but  fear  etcrpal  night  ?         j 

When  motionlefs  the  half-fnrm'd  foetus  lay, 
And  doubtful  life  juft  gleam'd  a  glimm'ring  ray, 
When  nature  bade  the  vital  tide  to  roil, 
I  cloth'd  with  cruft  of  flefh  that  gem  the  foul ; 
My  mortal  dart  th'  immortal  ftreum  defil'd, 
And  the  hre's  frailties  fiow'd  into  the  child. 
The  very  milk  his  pious  mother  gave 
Turn'd  poifon,  and  but  raus'd  him  for  the  grave  *. 
In  ev'ry' atom  tha.  his  frame  compos'd 
I  weak  to  ftrong,  unfound  to  found  oppos'd. 
Cruel,  and  proud  of  a  deputed  reign, 
I  ting'd  the  limpid  ftream  with  gloomy  pain ; 

*  Cot'fider,  0  man,  luhat  thou  ivert  before  thy  birth, 
nvhat  thou  art  from  thy  Lirtb  to  thy  death,  and  -what 
thou  fhalt  be  after  death.  Thoti  ivcji  made  cf  an  i!>i- 
furefubftan:i,  and  clothed  and  nourijhed  in  thy  ?r:oder's 
thoJ.  St.  August. 


Nor  yet  contented,  in  the  current  threw 

Difcolour'd  ficknefs  of  each  difmal  hue. 

1'hus  from  the  fource  which  firft  life's  waters 
gave. 

Till  their  laft  final  home  the  ocean-grave, 

Infedion  blends  itfclf  in  ev'ry  wave  : 

Marafmus,  atrophy,  the  gout,  and  ftone ; 

Fruits  of  our  parent's  folly,  and  our  own  ! 
"  To  live  in  health  and  eafe  you  idly  feign; 

Man's  fprightlieft  days  are  intermitting  pain. 

Changing  for  worfe,  and  never  warn'd  by  ill, 

Still  the  fame  bait,  the  fame  deception  ftill ! 

Youth  has  new  times  for  change,  and  may  com- 

Age  Ventures  all  upon  a  lofing  hand.  [mand; 

The  liberty  you  boaft  of  is  a  cheat : 

IJcentioufncfs  lurks  under  the  deceit . 

Plenty  of  means  you  have,  and  pow'r  to  choofe ; 

Yet  ftill  you  take  the  bad,  the  g.ood  rcfufe. 

The  freedom  of  the  tcmpefts  vou  enjoy. 

Born  to  o'erturn,  and  br  athnig  to  deftroy. 

Thefe  injure  not  themfelves    the  reas'ning  elf 

Injures  alike  both  others  and  h'-.nf^lf. 

Sour'd  in  his  livelieft  hours,  infirm  when  ftrong. 

Unfjire  at  fafeft,-  and  but  fhort  when  long. 

"  Haft  thou  with   anxious  care   and   ftriflell 
tliought 

Made  that  nice  cftimate  of  time  you  ought  ? 

Time,    hke    the    precious    di'mond,    Ihould   bfe 
weigh'd: 

Carafts,  not  pounds,  muft  in  the  fcale  Ije  laid. 

Know'ft  thmi  tiie  value  of  a  year,  a  day, 

An  hour,  a  moment,  idly  thrown  away  ? 

Then  had  thy  life  been  Llefltd!y  employ'd. 

And  all  thy  minucca  I'enfibly  cnjoy'd  ! 

What  are  they  now,  and  whidier  are  they  flow'n  ? 

Th'  immortal   pain  fubfifts,  the  mortal  pleafiir^'S 
gone  I 

Canft  thou  recall  them  ?~Tmpotent  artd  vain ! 

Or  have  they  promis'd  to  return  again  ? 

Call  'if  thou  canft)  the  winged  arrow  back, 

Whicli  lately  cut  through  air  its  viewlcfs  track; 

Or  bid  the  cataradf  afcend  its  fource,         [courle; 

Which  pour'd   from  iMpine   heights  its   furious 

Ah  no — Time's  vanifn'd!  and  you  only  find 

A  cold,  unl'alisfying  fcent  behind! 
"  Foe  to  deiays,  ceconomift  of  time. 

Thrice  happy  1  itus,  virtuous  in  thy  prime  ! 

In  whom  the  noon-day — or  the  fetting  fun 

Ne'er  faw  a  work  of  goodncfs  left  undone- 
Old  age  compounds,  or  (more  provoking  yet) 

Sends  a  fmall  gift,  when  heav'n  e\pecT-s  the  debt. 

Bring  not  the  leavings  of  thy  faint  delircs 

To  Hun  who  gives  the  beft.  and  beft  requires ; 

Man  mocks  his  Alaker,  and  derides  his  law  ; 

Satan  has  the  full  ears,  and  God  the  i1;fr,w. 

"  Behold  the  wretch,  v/ho  long  has  health  en- 
joy'd, 

With  gold  unfated,  and  with  pow'r  uncloy'd; 

Salmoneus-like,  to  fancy'd  greatnefs  rais'd, 
With  ilaves  furrounded,  and  by  flatt'rers  prais'd; 

See  him  againft  his  nature  vainly  ilrive, 

The  bui'.eft,  pcrteft,  proudeft  thing  alive ! 
(As  if  beyond  the  patr  archal  date 

Exceptive  mercy  hud  prolong  d  his  fate). 
When  lo,  behind  the  variegated  cloud, 
Enwrapt  in  riifts,    nd  mutiied  in  a  ftirov/d, 

The  diiTolution  of  old  age  comes  on, 
Gouts,  pallies,  afthihas,  jaundice,  and  the  fton?: 
^  I  iiij 
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^n  hungry,  mercikfs,  infatiate  Sand, 
Eager  as  Croats  for  death's  laft  command  ! 
Which  ftill  repeat  their  mercenary  ftrain, 
Lead  us,  to  add  the  living  to  the  flain.         [well: 

"  Then  mark  the  worldling,  and  explore  him 
His  grief,  his  fhame,  and  felf-convi<Sl:ion  tell ; 
Weak  were  my  joys,  he  cries,  and  fligrt  their  Hay  : 
Pride  mark'd  the  race,  and  folly  p'ickM  the  way. 
Can  1  revoke  my  miidirefted  ppw'r  ?  [hour  ? 

Where's  my  loll  hope,   and  where  the  vanifh'd 
Curft  be  that  greatnefs  which  blind  fortune  lent ; 
Curft  be  that  >vealth  which  fprung  not  from  con- 
tent!      •      ■      ■ 
Still,  flill,  my  confcious  memory  prevails  ; 
And  underflanding  paints  where  meni'ry  fail^! 

"  Allow  me  next  with  confidence  to  fay, 
(As  fafely  with  the  flri6left  truth  I  may  ;) 
"Why  doft  thou,  ideot,  fenfelefsly  complain, 
(Fond  of  more  life,  and  covetous  of  pain,) 
That  I,  a  tyrant,  feize  thee  by  furprize  ?-— 
Flames,  as  fhe  fpoke,  Ihot  flaihing  from  her  eyes. 
Dotard !  I  gave  the  warning  ev'ry  hour ; 
Announc'd  my  prefence,  and  proclaim'd  my  pow'r. 
One  only  bufinefs  in  the  world  was  thine. 
Born  but  to  die  !  T'  exaft  the  payment  mine. 
If,  atheifi-like,  you  blame  the  juft  decree, 
Attack  thy  maker,  but  exculpate  me  ! 
JVIortality's  coeval  with  thy  breath  ; 
X-ife  is  a  chain  of  links  which  lead  to  death. 
Sleep — wake — run— creep— alike    to    death  you 

move  ; 
Death's  in  thy  meat,  thy  wine,  thy  fleep,  thy  love. 
Know'ft  thou  not  me,  my  warnings,  and  alarms  ? 
Thou  vvho  fo  oft  haft  fluipber'd  in  my  arms !   . 
lor  ever  feeing,  canft  thou  nought  defcry  ? 
Dead  ev'ry  night,  and  yet  untaught  to  die  ? 

"  How  dar'ft  thou  give  thy  impious  murmurs 
Thyfelf  a  breathing,  fpeaking  monument  ?   [vent, 


No  death  is  fudden  to  a  wretch  like  th^e, 

1  he  emblem  of  his-own  mortality  ! 

Above,  beneath,  within  thee,  and  without. 

All  things  forcfliow   the   ftroke,    and   clear  the 

The  very  apoplex,  thy  fwifteft  foe,  [doubt; 

Forewarns  his  coming ;  and  approaches  flow  ; 

Sudden  confufions  interrupt  thy  brain ,  [pain; 

Swift  through  thy  temples  flioots  the   previous 

Sufpicion  follows,  and  mifgiving  fear.— 

Death  always  fpe^ks,  if  man  would  ftrive  to  hear. 

"  Acquit  me  then  of  fraudulent  furprize  :      "i 
Leave  fophiftry  to  wits;  be  truly  wifg;  > 

For,'  as  the  cedar  falls,  it  eyer  lies*  !  j 

Start  not  at  what  we  call  our  lateft  breath ;  ' 

The  morning  of  map's  real  life  is  death  f." 

So  fpake  the  pow'r^  whp  never  felt  controul. 
Fear  Imote  my  heart,  and  confcience  ftung  my 

foul; 
Remorfe,  vexation,  fhame,  and  anger  flrive.— 
I  wak'd  : — and  (to  my  joy)  1  wak'd  alive. 
Never  was  human  tranfport  more  fmcere  ;— 
And  the  belt  men  may  find  inftrudion  here. 


Who  puts  off  death  to  the  laft  moments  driy'n, 
Is  near  the  grave,  but  very  far  from  heav'n  |. 
He  -who  repents,  and  gains  the  wifli'd  reprieve, 
Was  fit  to  die,  and  is  more  fit  to  live. 
Chool'e  a  good  convoy  in  an  hoftile  courfe  ; 
Flight  forefight  never  makes  a  danger  worfe. 


*  EccLEs.  xi.  3. 

•}•  — — — r-  Steriles  tranfm'rjfinnis  annos; 

Hac  avi  n/ihi prima  dies  ;  hiec  lim'ina  'uita, 

Stat.  Sylv.  L.  4, 
:j:  A  faying  ef  pious  "Jeremy  'Taylor. 


THE   COURTIER   AND   PRINCE: 

A    FABLE, 


put  not  your  truft  in  princes,  nor  in  the  fon  of 
'man,  in  whom  there  is  no  help. 

Psalm  cxlvi.  .^. 
Now  behold,    thou  trufteft   upon  the  ftafF  of  a 
bruifed  reed — on  which  if  a  man  lean,  it  will  go 
through  his  hand  and  pierce  it :  fo  is  Pharaoh, 
king  of  Egypt,  unto  all  that  truft  in  him. 

a  Kings,  xviii.  21. 

With  diffidence,  O  mufe,  awake  the  ftring; 
Proba  *,  herfelf  a  mufe,  commands  to  fing : 


*  A  Roman  young  lady  of  quality  and  a  Chrifian 
cnn-uert.  She  aftevwards  married  Adelphus,  ivho  ivas 
a  proconful  in  the  reign  of  Honoriiis  and  Theochftus  jun. 
Slic  compofd  an  hijlory  of  the  Old  and  Neiu  Teflament 
in  verfe.  Her  epi'-iph  on  her  hujhand is  much  admired. 
S nth  pieces  luere  printed  ai  francfort  in  I54I. 

Her  name  at  length  ivas  Froba  Faleria  Fahonia. 


Divert  thyfelf  of  thy  pretended  bays,  [lays  j 

And  crown'd  with  ftiort-liv'd  flow'rs  prefent  thy 
From  female  archives  ftol'n,  a  tale  difclofe, 
Verfe  tortur'd  into  rhymes  from  honeft  profe. 
Short  fables  may  with  double  grace  be  told  ; 
So  fmalleft  glaffes  fweeteft  eflence  hold. 

Antonia  Ibmev/here  *  does  a  tale  report. 
Of  Jio  fmall  ufe  torifing  men  at  court: 
(Who  feek  promotion  in  the  wprldly  road, 
And  make  their  titles  and  their  wealth  their  god) ; 
Antonia  !  who  the  hermit's  ftpry  fram'd  f  : 

A  tale    to  profe-men   known  |,  by  vcrfe-men 
fam'dll.  ' 


*    Traitefur  la  piete  folide .     Epit.  xx.  par  JlfadatK 
Antoinette  de  Bourignon. 

f  Epit.  dc  Bourignon,    Partie  Seconde,  Epit,  xvijj 
\  Dr.  Patrick's  Parable  of  the  Pilgri/n, 
[I   Parnelle'j  Hermit. 
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A  courtier  of  tlie  lucky  thriving  fort, 
Roie  like  a  meteor,  and  eclips'd  the  court ; 
By  chance  or  cunning  ev'ry  ftorm  outbraves :      T 
TopmolT:  he   rode,  midft  flioals  of  fools   andf 
knaves,  C 

Triumphant,  like  an  eygre  *,  o'er  the  waves :   j 
Cafualiy  lucky,  fortunately  great, 
Ten  times  his  planet  overcame  his  fate. 
Riches  flow'd_  in  ;  and  accidents  were  kind  ; 
Health  join'd  her  opium  to  delude  the  mindf  ; 
Whilft  pride  was  gratify'd  in  ev'ry  view. 
And  povv'r  had  icarce  an  pbje6l  to  purfue; 
Cramm'd  to  the  throat  with  happinefs  and  eafe, 
Till  nature's  felf  could  do  no  more  to  pleafc.— 
Vain-glorious  mortal,  to  profufion  bleft  ! 
And  ahnofl.  by  profperity  diflreft  ! 
Whilft  poets,  the  worfl  pandars  of  the  age, 
Hymn'd  his  no-virtues  in  each  flatt'ring  page: 
True  parafitic  plants  f,  which  only  grow 
Upon  their  patron-trees,  like  mifielto  : 
So  pella-mountain  oh  the  flax  appears. 
And  thyme,  th'  epithimy  §,  (her  baRard)  rears; 
Juft  fo  th'  agaric  from  the  larix  fpjings, 
And  fav'rites  fatten  on  peifpiring  kings.— 
More  might  be  faid;  but  this  we  leave  untold, 
That  better  things  their  proper  place  may  hold. 

Our  mirror  of  good  luck,  whom  Chance  had 
claim 'd 
As  her  own  offspring,  was  Amariel  nam'd.  . 
At  his  firft  horofcope  the  goddels  fmil'd, 
And  wrapp'd  in  her  own  mantle  her  own  child  ; 
Then,  as  a  wit  upon  th'  occafiop  faid 
(Not  Itfs  a  wit,  we  hope,  for  being  dead), 
"  Gave  him  her  bleffing,  put  him  in  a  way, 
"  Set  up  the  farce,  and  laugh'd  at  her  own  play." 

Fortune,  the  miflrefs  of  the  young  and  bold, 
Efpous'd  him  early,  but  carefs'd  him  old  ; 
Duteous  and  faithful  as  an  Indian  wife. 
She  made  appearance  to  be  true  for  life : 

*  T'je  tenth  iva've,  "when  rivers  arefivollcn  Ivf-oods., 
cr  agitated  byjlonns,  is  called  in  fame  parts  of  England 
an  eygre.  Sfi-DRYDEN's  'I'hrenod.  Auguft. 

■(■  Profperons  health  and  uninterrupted  eafe  ai  e  often 
the  occajion  of  fame  fatal  misfortunes .  Thus  a  long  peace 
makes  men  unguarded,  and fomeiimes  unmindful,  in  mat- 
ters ofivar  :  It  being  ohfer-ved,  that  the  mofifignal  over- 
ihroiu  is  tfially  given  us,  ivhen  an  unexpected  en^my 
furprifeth  us  in  the  deepfleep  of  peace  and  fecurity ." 
St.  Gregor.  the  Great. 

\  Parafdical  plants,  according  to  the  language  of 
hotarfls,  ivill  not  groiv  in  the  common  matrix  of  the 
earth  ;  hut  their  feeds,  being  difperfed  by  ivinds,  take  root 
in  the  excrementitious  parts  of  a  decayed  tree,  or  arife  as 
an  excrefcence  from  the  exfudations  offome  tree  or  plant. 
Thus  the  dodder  (cufcuta)  formerly  called  pella-moan- 
tain,  groivs  ufually  on  flax  ;  and  therefore  the  Italian 
peafant  calls  it  podao-ra  di  linio. 

§  The  Arabians  and  Italians  (imitating  the  Greek 
ivord  iwi^ufiicyj  call  this  adfcititious  plant  efitimo 
and  epithimio ;  but  very  feiv  of  our  Englifi  botanifls 
make  mention  of  it.  As  far  as  I  have  hitherto  feen, 
only  one  of  our  herbalifts  has  touched  upon  it,  namely 
Peter  Tre-ueris,  "whofourifhedabaut  the  reign  of  Henry 
VII.  He  calls  it  epithimy.  For  my  oivn  part,  not 
taring  to  invent  neiv  luords  in  poetry,  I  have  thought 
proper  to  retain  the  ivord  -which  he  (Treverisj  has  ufed, 
as  li  is  •we'l-f(junding,.a7id not  inelegant. 


And  kept  her  love  alive  and  like  to  lafl:, 
Beyond  the  date  her  Pompey  was  difgrac'd. 
But  nothing  certain  (as  the  wife  man  *  found) 
Is  to  be  decm'd  on  fublunary  ground. 

Join'd  to  good  fortune,  'twas  our  courtier's  lot 
To  ferve  a  prince  who  ne'er  his  friends  forgot : 
Humane,  difcrcet,  companionate,  and  brave; 
Not  milder  when  he  lov'd,  tjian  when  forgave. 
Gen'rous  of  promife,  puncftual  in  the  deed ; 
Grac'd  with   more  candor  tlian  moft  monarch? 
A  milkinefs  of  blood  his  heart  poffefs'd  ;        [need. 
With  '  grief    he    punilh'd,    and    with    traiifporc 
blcfs'df. 
As  nobleft  metals  are  moll  dutJliie  found. 
Great  fouls  with  mild  compaflion  moft  abound. 
The  golden  dye  with  foft  complacence  takes 
Each  fpeakinj^-  lineament  th'  engraver  makes. 
And  wears  a  faithful  image  for  mankind, 
True  to  the  features,  truer  to  the  mind  : 
Whilft  (lubborn  iron  (like  a  barren  foil 
To  lab'rlng  hinds)  eludes  the  artift's  toil; 
To  ev'ry  (Iroke  ungrateful  and  unjuft, 
Corrodes  itfelf,  or  hardens  into  ruft. 

Good-nature,  in  fhe  lahg|aage  from  above  \, 
Is  univerfal  charity  and  love  ;  ' 
Patient  of  wrongs,  and  enemy  to  flrife  ; 
Bails  of  virtue,  and  the  ftaff  of  life  ! 
Whilft  av'rice,  private  cenfure,  public  rage. 
Are  th'  .old  man's  hobby-hprie,  and  crutch  of  age^ 
Party  condudls  us  to  the  meaneft  ends; 
Party  madg  Herod  and  a  Pilate  friends  §. 

Scorn'd  be  the  bard,  and  banifh'd  ev'n  froni 
fchooJs, 
Who  firft  immortaliz'd  man-killing  fools ; 
Bloclcheads  in  council,  bloody  in  command  : 
Warriors — not  of  the  head,  but  of  the  hand; 
True  brethren  of  the  iron-pated  Swede  j|  : 
They  fight  like  Ajax,  and  like  Ajax  read. 

Of  all  the  great  and  harmlefs  things  below. 
Only  an  elephant  is  truly  fo.  « 

(Thus  writes  a  wit1[,  well-kr.ov>n  a  ccnt'ry  paft  ; 
Forgotttn  now  ;  yet  ftill  his  fame  Ihall  laft). 
Kings  have  their  follies ;  ftatefmen  have  their" 

arts; 
Wealth  fpoils  the  great ;  beauty  enfnares  our 

hearts ; 
And  wits  are  doubly  diip'd  by  having  parts. 
Some  have  ten  times  the  parts  they  ought  to  ufc  ; 
"  A  great  wit's  grea^eft  worli  is  to  refufe  4-  '•" 
Never,  O  bards,  the  warning  voice  defpife  ;— 
'J"o  add  is  dang'rous,  to  retrench  ip  wife. 
Poets,  inftead  of  faying  what  they  could, 
Muft  only  fay  tlie  very  thing  they  fhould. 
This  mighty  ETPHKA  referv'd  for  few, 
Virgil  and  Boileau,  Pope  and  Dryden  knew. 
(Thus  by  the  way.)    Now,  Mufe,  refume  thy 
courfe; 
There  is  no  wand'rer  like  the  poet's  horfe : 


*   Son  of  Sirach. 

•|-  "  Bountifulficfs  is  a  mnfl  beautiful  garden, and  mer- 
cifulnefs  endureth  for  everS'  EccLUS. 

\    Ev^oxiK.     Mat^H.  ii.  14. 

§  Luke   xxii.  12. 

II  Demir-bajh,  or  iron-headed :  A  name  given  by  the 
Turks  to  Charles  XII.  of  Szveden. 

\  Dr.  Bonnets  Letters  in Prcfc, I2mo,'Lond.  IJOT. 

j  Sir  John  Birkenhead's  Epiflefo  Cart%{-rigbt,  lo^Z. 
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Who  quits  the  folid  road,  and  well-beat  lanes, 
(Sick  ot  his  track,  and  punifh'd  for  his  pains) 
To  mimic  galloping  on  green-fwarlh  plains. 
So,  in  the  uaily  work  fhe  labours  at. 
The  fwa.'lov,'  toils,  and  rifes  with  a  gnat. — 

It  chanc'd  as  through  his  groves  our  monarch 
ftray'd, 
T'  enjoy  the  coolnefs  of  a  fummer  fhade, 
Wrapt  up  in  virtuous  fchemes  of  means  and  ends, 
To  rcconcik  his  foes  or  blefs  his  friends. 
He  fpy'd  a  figure,  which  by  Ihape  he  knew, 
In  a  lone  grotto  half-conceard  from  view : 
Thither  the  prudent  wanderer  had  retir'd. 
As  modefly  and  well-bred  fenfe  requir'd  : 
Studious  of  manners,  fearful  to  intrude 
On  precious  hours  of  royal  folitude. 

Amaricl,  cry'd  the  Prince,  I  know  thee  well, 
Invelop'd  in  the  ijmbragc  of  a  cell : 
I  like  thy  modefly,  with  manners  fraught ; 
But,  as  my  fpirits  afk  a  paufc  from  thought. 
Walk  with  thy  mailer,  and  with  him  inhale 
The  cooling  frefhnefs  of  the  wellern  gale. 

Aniariel,  :'.dded  he,  and  gently  fmil'd, 
This  grove's  my  kingdom,  and  each  tree  my  child : 
(Forgive  the  vanity,  which  thus  compares 
Myfelf  to  Cyrus,  and  his  rural  cares)  * ; 
My  ready  pencil  Iketch'd  the  firfl  c.efign, 
Thefe  eyes  adjufled  ev'ry  fpace  and  line  ; 
Thefe  hands  have  fixt  th'  inoculated  fhoots, 
Train'd  the  loofe  branches,  and  reforra'd  the  roots. 
Happy  the  monarch  of  the  town  and  field. 
Where  vice  to  laws,  and  weeds  to  culture  yield! 

My  human  realms  a  ten-fold  care  demand ; 
Rclucftant  is  the  ftaple  f  of  the  land : 
Sour  are  the  juices,  churlifli  is  the  foil, 
Of  rule  impati  nt,  and  averfe  to  toil. 
In  vain  I  cherifh,  and  in  vain  replace  ;  [face. 

Th'  ungrateful  branch  files  back,  and  wounds  my 
Courtiers  are  like  th'  hy  na,  never  tame; 
No  bounties  fix  them,  and  no  arts  reclaim  : 
Frontlefs  they  run  the  muck  |  through  thick  and 

thin-, 
Not  poorer,  if  they  lofe ; — and  they  may  win. 
Patriots  of  their  own  int'reft,  right  or  v.-rong : 
Foes  to  the  feeble,  flatt'rers  to  the  flrong. 
Stiff"  coniplaifance  thro'  their  beft.  homage  fpreads, 
So  turn-folcs§  court  the  fun  with  'wry-neck'd 

heads. 
True  as  a  dial,  when  their  patrons  Ihine ; 
But  blank,  if  the  faid  patrons  povv'r  refign. 
JLike  good  f.ir  Martin  ]|,  v/hen  he  lofl  his  man. 
They  grieve — and  get  another  as  they  can. 
Tet,  (though  fmall  real  comfort  is  enjoy'd 
Where  man  the  ruler  is,  and  men  employ'd), 
Of  all  my  friends  and  fervants,  you  alone 
Have  pleas'd  me  bcil,  and  moft  relicv'd  the  throne. 


•  X2NOPHONT.  Oceonamic.  C.  iv.  \Sc. 

■j-  Ibc  Jlaplc  of  the  foil,  in  a  hifh.iiiJry  fenfe,  is  the 
vppcr  earth,  ivhich  lies  ifilbin  the  reach  of  the  plough 
and  irfuence  of  the  atmnfph'sre. 

Thus   ive  call  ivool,   ivith  relation  to  Eng 
f!>ple  cornmodity . 

\   Drydcii  s  Hind  and  Panther. 

§  The  HiTiotrope,  or fun-fioiver ,  called  by  the  Ita- 
lians, orologio  dei  ccrtegiani. 

II  '5.-r  Ji'/arti>!  Marr-all,  i,i  a  comedy  of  Drydtns 
•writing. 


Whatever  then  my  bounty  can  provide ; 
Whatever  by  my  friendlhip  be  fupply'd; 
As  far  as  faith  can  bind,  or  fpeech  can  fay, 
Aik,  and  I  meet  thy  wilh'es  half  the  way. 

'I'iie  fervant  bow'd,  and  gratiiude  exprefs'd; 
Such  gratitude  as  dwells  in  courtier's  breaft : 
Pleas'd  to  the  height  of  tranfport  he  retir'd; 
His  fears  were  calm'd,  and  his  ambition  fir'd. 
Unhappy  man,  in  both  his  objedls  wrong; 
The  weak  he  truflcd,  and  forgot  the  llrong ! 

Six  years  were  pafl,  when  lo,  by  flow  degrees, 
A  fever  did  his  limbs  and  I'pirits  feize  : 
Advancing  gently,  no  alarm  it  makes, 
(Like  murd'ring-  Indians    gliding    through    the 

brakes : ) 
But,  having  mark'd  her  fure  approaches  well, 
She  florms,  and  nothing  can  her  force  repell. 
Inilant,  a  liquid  fire  inflames  the  blood, 
Whilft  fpafms  impede  the  fclf-refining  flood : 
Petechial  fpots  th'  approach  of  death  proclaim, 
Redd'ning  like  comets  with  vindibtlve  flame  ; 
VVhilfl  wand'ring  tallt.,  and  moppings  wild,  pre-^ 

fage 
Moon-ftruck  illufion,  and  conclude  in  rage. 
Inevitable  death  alarms  the  heart ; 
Nature  Hands  by,  and  bids  her  aim  the  dart. 

The  fick  man,  ftupify'd  with  fear  and  vi'oe. 
Had  hardly  words  to  I'peak,  or  tears  to  flow  ; 
At  length  in  broken  founds  was  heard  to  cry, 
Grant  me  to  fee  my  mailer,  ere  I  die. 
The  mafler  came      Ah,  prince,  Amariel  faid. 
Now  keep  thy  promife,  and  extend  thy  aid; 
Unfurl  my  tangled  thread  of  human  breath. 
And  call  me  back  one  year,  before  my  death. 

1  he  prince  (for  he  was  v/ife,  and  good  withall). 
Stood  like  a  (latue,  mortiz'd  to  the  wall : 
At  length,  rccov'ring  from  amazement,  broke 
An  av.'tul  filence,  and  thus  gravely  I'poke  : 
Aniariel,  fure  thy  pangs  diflurb  thy  brain : 
'Phe  boon  you  afk  is  blafphemous  and  vain  : 
Am  I  a  god,  to  alter  death's  decree  ? 
'I'hat's  the  prerogative  of  heav'n,  not  mc  ! 

Then,  cried  Amariel,  with  a  hal'cy  tone. 
Gain  me  a  week,  three  days,  or  gain  mc  one. 

Impofiible  again  !  the  prince  rcply'd  ; 
Sure  thy  difeafe  to  madnels  is  ally'd: 
Afk  me  for  riches — freely  I  refign 
A  third  or  half,  and  bid  thee  make  them  thine. 
Whate'er  the  world  can  human  greatnefs  call, 
Pow'r,  rank,  grants,  titles,  I'll  bellow  them  all. 
Then  die  in  peace,  or  v.'ith  contentment  live, 
Nor  afic  a  gift  no  mortal  pow'J-  can  give. 

With  eyes  that  flafli'd  with  eagernefs  and  fire 
The  fick  man  then  propos'd  a  new  defire : 
"  As  deaths  dread  tyranny  lias  no  controul, 
"  Can  you  enfure  the  fafety  of  my  foul  r" 
Anxious  and  doubtful  for  my  future  flate, 
I  read  the  danger,  but  I  read  too  late. 
The  prince  flood  mute ;  compaifion  and  amaze 
Tore  his  divided  heart  ten  thoufand  ways  : 
And,  having  rightly  weigh'd  the  fick  iitan'spray'r, 
Tlius  he  replied  in  forrow  and  defpnir  : 

"  Salvation  of  the  foul  by  grace  is  giv'n; 

"  Unalienable  is  the  grace  of  Heav'n. 

"  I  tremble  at  the  rafn  requell  you  make, 

"  Which  is  not  mine  to  grant,  or  yours  to  take." 

An-.ariel  then,  with  difappointment  fpent, 
Turn'd  from  Iiis  prince  in  mournful  dif-jonteat. 
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And,   lifting  up  to  heav'n  his  hands  and  eyes, 
Thus  in  a  flood  of  tears  obtefts   the  Ikies: 

"  Wretch  that  I  am,  unworthy  ot"  my  breath  ; 
"  Deceiv'd  when  living-,  and  deceiv'd  in  death! 
"  Why  did   I   vvafte  my  flrength,  my  cares,  my 
fame 

"  To  ferve  a  mafter mafter  but  in  name  ? 

"  An  ethnic  idol,  for  delufion  made  ; 
"  Eyes  without  fight,  protedlion  without  aid  ? 
"  Unable  to  beftow  the  good  we  want, 
"  And  ready,  what  avails  us  not,  to  grant ! 
"  Deceitful,  impotent,  unufeful  pow'r  ; 
"  Which  can  give  di'monds,  but  not  give  an  hour ! 
"  At  Rimmon's  ftrine  no  longer  will  f  bow, 
"    But  thus  to  th'  all-pow'rful  King  addrefs  my 
"  vow: 

"  O  thou,  the  only  great,  and  good,  and  wife, 
"  Ruler  of  earth,  and  monarch  of  the  fkies  ; 
"  Thou  whom  th'  intents  of  virtuous  adlionsjileafe ; 
"   Whofe   laws   are   freedom,  and  whofe  fcrvice 

"  eafe  *  : 
"  Whofe  mercy  waits  th'  offender  to  the  grave, 
"  Willing  to  hear  ;  omnipotent  to  fave  ! 
*•  Who  ne'er  forgot  one  meritorious  deed, 
"  Nor  left  a  fervant  in  the  hour  of  need. 
"  To  mercy  and  to  equity  inclin'd  ; 
"  Who  mind'ft  the  heart  and  tenor  of  the  mindf. 
"  Forgive  my  error,  aiid  my  life  reflore  ; 
"  Thee  will  1  ferve  alone,  and  thee  adore  ! 
"  Farewell  eartlx's  deities  and  idols  all ! 
"  Moloch  and  Mammon,  Chicn t,Dagon,  Baal: 
"  Whofe  Chemarims  §  tread  their  fantaftic  rounds 
"  O'er  Aven's  ||  plains,  and  dance  to  Tyrian  founds. 

"  Hence  falfe  Aftarte  f ,  who  the  world  fuborns; 
"  Life's  lambent  meteor  glill'ring  round  her  horns. 
"  Let  Thammuz  moan  his  felf  infiidled  pain, 
"  And  Sidon's  ftream  run  purple  to  the  main. 

"  No  ftar  of  Remphan  **  fhallattracb  my  fight, 
"  Shorn  of  its  beams,  and  gleaning  fickly  light : 
"  Malignant  orb!  v/hich  tempts  bewilder'd  fv/ains 
"  To  gulfs,  to   quickfands,    and  walle    tracklefs 

"  plains ! 
"  By  thee  the  falfe  Achitophel  was  led ;       [bed. 
"  And  Kaman  f  f  dy"d  aloft,  and  made  a  cloud  his 

"  From   worldly   hopes  and  falfe    dependance 
"  freed, 
"  rilfeek  no  fafety  from  a  fplinter'd  reed; 
"  Which  caufes  thofe  to  fall,  who  wilh  to  iland  ; 
"  Or,  if  it  aids  the  fteps,  gangrenes  the  hand  ^. 

"  How  vain  is  all  the  chemic  wealth  of  pow'r  ! 
"  Sxjught  for  an  age',  and  fquander'd  in  an  hour  ; 
"  Full  late  we  learn,  in  ficknefs,  pains,  and  woe, 
"  What  in  high  health  'twas  poffible  to  know.    , 


*  Idkerojervijitmus,  iit  liberi  ejjc pojrtmus. 

CXCERO. 
•j-   B'ljhop  yer.  Taylor. 

f   Ckit'.n, probably  fro/n  KTnfi  :   ^.if  not  Anubis. 
See  aJfo  Amos  v.  a6.     i  Kings  xi.  32. 

§  For  the  Chemarims  0/  Baal  fee  lie  SEA  X.  5.  in 
3farg.  2  Kings,  xxiii.  5. 

II   Avett.  Ho  SEA  X.  8.  Flains  of  A'ven.     Amos 
J-  5- 

\   Perhaps   tie  fame  as    Afurofh,    or    Fouls,    the 
GodJcf  of  the  Sidonijiis. 

**  Acts  viii.  43. 
ff  Esther  vii.  9. 
1+  Isaiah  ix.v/i.  6. 


"  Two  ages  may  have  two  Elifbas  fccri; 
"  Groups  01  Gehazis  *  choke  the  fpace  between  : 
"  M'ho  live  unthinking  and  obdurate  die, 
"  Nor  heed  their  own  or  children's  leprofy  |. 
"  Sin-born  and  blind !  Who  change,  protcft,  and 

"  fwear, 
"  With  the  fame  eafe  they  draw  the  vnal  air. 
"  Proud  of  the  wit,  and  heedlefs  of  the  fin, 
"  They  ftrip,  and  fell  the  Chrillian  to  the  Ikin  f. 
"  Charms  irrefilhble  the  dupes  behold 
"  In  vineyards,  farms,  and  all  compelling  gold. 
"  Others  (ilill  weaker)  fct  their  truth  to  fale 
"  For  a  mere  found,  and  cut  of  heav'n's  ental! : 
"  Whilil  he,  who  never  fails  his  imps,  lupplics 

"  Prompt  treachery,  and  frefh  created  lies. 

"  Time-fervers  are  at  ev'ry  man's  command 
"  For  loaves  and  filh  on  Dalmanthua's  flrand  §." 

He  fpoke  :  And,  with  a  flood  of  tears  opprefs'd 
Gave  anguifli  vent,  and  felt  a  moment's  reft. 
Heav'n  with  compaffion   heard   the   fick  man 

grieve  ; 
And  Htzekiah  gain'd  the  wifli'd  reprlve  ||. 
Once  more  his  blood  with  equal  pulfes  flow'd 
And  health's  contentment  on  his  vifagc  glow'd- 
Pkices  and  honours  he  with  joy  refign'd  ; 
(  Peace-oircrings  to  procure  a  tranquil  mind  ^  I) 
Gave  all  his  riches  to  the  fick  and  poor. 
And  made  one  patriarch-farm  his  only  llore. 
To  groves  and  brooks  our  new  Elijah  ran, 
Far  from  the  monfier  world,  and  traitor  man. 
Thus  he  furviv'd  the  temped  of  the  day, 
And  ev'ning  funfhine  fliot  a  glorious  ray. 
Difeafes,  ficknefs,   dilappointments,  forrow, 
All  lend  lis  comfort)  whilil  they  feem  to  borrow. 

Here  I  might  pami;  him  in  a  life  ritir'd. 
Ennobled  by  the  virtues  he  acquir'd; 
But  the  true  tranfports  of  the  wife  and  good 
Are  bed;  by  implication  underflocd  5 
Except   the  mufc  with  Dryden's  flrength  could 

foar : 

Me,  humble  prudence  whifpers  **  to  give  o'er. 
A  fafe  retreat ;  plann'd  and  perform'd  with  care; 
Stands  for  a  vict'ry  in  poetic  war. 
So  when  the  warbling  lark  has  mounted  high 
Widi  up-right  flight,  and  gain'd  upon  the  Iky, 
Grown    giddy,    £he   contracts    her    fiick'ring 

wings: 
Thrids  her  defcending  couj-fe  in  fpiral  rings, 
Leff'ning  her   voice ;  but    to  the   ground   flie 

fmgs: 
Refolving,  on  a  more  aufp:cious  day. 
Higher  to  mount,  and  chaunt  a  better  lay  ■]■•};. 


1 


ii. 


*  3  Kings  v.  20. 
t  IbiJ.  nit. 
\  "  They  pull  off  the  robe  ivith  ths  garmeni.'*   MiC, 

,  8. 

§  Mark  viii.  10. 
II   2  Kings  xx. 

If    Tranquil  mind.      SHAKES. 
*  *    Afe,  mca  Calliope,  extra  leviore  vagantem. 
Jam  revocat,  payvoniie  jubei  decurrcre  ^yro. 

COLUMEL.  de  Kortis,  L.  lO. 
■}■■}•  nojlra  fatifcit, 

Laxcturq.    cbclys  :  'viris  irifigat,  aliiq. 
Tempefiva  quies  ;   mnjor  pojl  otia  •virtus. 

bi'LV.  L.  4, 

5 


8;6 

How  few  can  ftill  their  f caders  mind  engage  ? — 
One  Pope  is  the  flow  child-birth'of  oneage. 
Otliers  write  verfcs,  but  they  write  unbieft ; 
J^ome  few  good  lines  ftand  fponfers  for  the  reft: 
Thty  mifs  wit's  depth,  and  on  the  furface  fklm; 
("He  who  feeks  pearls,  muft  dive,  as  well  as  fwini.) 

Ead  bards,  worfe  critics 'I'hus  we  multiply 

Poems  and  rules,  but  write  no  poetry. 

Ev'n  Pope,  like  Charlemagne,  wivh  all  his  fire 

Made  Palladins but  not  an  hoft  entire  *. 

I'ar  as  its  pow'rs  could  go,  thy  genius  went : 
Good  fenfe  flill  kept  thee  in  thy  own  extent  f . 

*  An  anftver  made  hj  Boccace,  tvf'en  if  ivas  obje^ed, 
iohim,  that  fonie  of  his  novels  bad  not  the  fpi)  it  of  the 
rejt.  ^       •  • 

f  AmongP  Mr.  Pope  s  great  intellectual  aiiHties, 
pood  fenfe  ivas  his  tnofl  diflinguifhing  KimraBer  :  For  he 
indiv  precifely,and  as  it  icere  by  a  fort  of  intuition^  ivhat 
he  had poiver  to  doy  and  ivhat  he  could  not  do. 

He  often  ufed  to  fay,  that  for  ten  years  together  he 
firmly  reffed  the  importunity  of  friends  and  fattererS) 
ivhen  they  folicited  him  to  undertake  a  tranflatiun  of  F'lr- 
gil  after  Dryden.  X^or  did  he  ever  wifake  the  extent  of 
his  talents,  but  in  thefolloiuiug  trivial infance  ;  and  ihut 
ivas,  ivhen  he  ivrit  his  Odeto  JVIific  on  St.  Ceciha's  day, 
induced  perhaps  by  a  fecref  ambition  of  rivalling  the  in- 
imitaile  Dryden.  In  ivhich  cafe,  if  he  hath  not  exceeded 
the  original  (for  there  is  alivays  feme    advantage  in 


THE   WORKS   OF   HARTE. 


Rare   wifdom!     both   t'    enjoy   and    knoyr   tjijf. 

ft  ore  ; 

Mofh  wits,  like  mifers,  always  covet  more. 
Leave  me,  lov'd  bard,  inftrutSor  of  my  youth. 
Leave  me  the  founds  of  verfe,  and  voice  of  truth  ; 
So  when  Elias  dropp'd  his  mantle,  ran 
Eliflia,  and  a  prophet's  life  began  *. 

^'Vdd,  that  the  mufes,  nurft  in  various  climes, 
Yield  diff'rent  produce,  and  at  diff 'rent  times. 
Italian  plants,  in  nature's  hot-bed  plac'd, 
Bear  frpits  in  fpring,  and  riot  into  wailie. 
French'flow'rs  lefs  early  (and  yet  early),  blow: 
Their  pcrtnefs  is  a  green-houfe  from  the  fnow. 
Cold  northern  wits  demand  a  longer  date  ; 
Our  genius,  like  our  climate,  ripens  lace. 
The  fancy's  Ijalflice  is  at  forty  o'er. 
The  tropic  of  our  judgment  fees  threefcore. 
Thus  fummer  codlings  yield  a  poignant  draught, 
Which  friflcs   the    palate,  but    ne'er   Vv'arms   the 

thought : 
Rough  cackagees  (four  months  behind  them  cafl). 
Take  all  bad  weather,  and  through  autumn  lail : 
Mellow'd  from  wild  auflerity,  at  Icngtli 
They  taile  like  ned:ar,  and  adorit  itb  Urength 

•writing firfl J,  he  hath  at  leaflfirpajjed  (and perhaps  ever 
ivili,  furpafs J  thofe  that  come  after,  him,  and  attempt  I* 
maie  the  fame  experiment. 

*  %  Kings  ii.  , 


THE  ENCHANTED  REGION;  OR,  MISTAKEN 
PLEASURES. 


The  miftrefs  of  witchcrafts. 


Nahum  iii.  4. 


Draw  near  hither,  ye  fons  of  the  forcercfs. 

IbAiAU  Ivii.  3. 

/according  to  their  paflure,  fo  were  they  filled; 
they  were  filled,  and  th'.'ir  heart  was  exalted  : 
Therefore  have  they  forgotten  ME. 

Ho  SEA  xiii.  6. 

Empty,  illufory  life, 

I'regnaljt  with  fraud,  in  mifchicfs  rife  *  ; 

Form'd  t'  enfnare  us,  and  deceive  us : 

Nahum's  enchantrcfs  !  which  begiules 

With  all  her  harlotry  of  wiles  ! 

Firft  flie  loves,  and  then  (he  leaves  us ! 

Erring  happinefs  beguiles 

The  wretch  that  flrays  o'er  Circe's  ides ; 

*  "  Art  thou  arrived  to  maturity  of  life?  Loot-  hack 
and  thou  fhalt  fee  the  frailty  of  ihy  youth,  the  folly  of 
thy  childhood,  and  the  fenf clefs  dijjipation  of  thy  infancy  ! 
—Look  forivard  and  thou  f^alt  behold  the  inftncerity 
efthe  ivorld  and  cares  of  life,  the  difeafcs  of  thy  body  and 
the  troubles  of  thy  mind.'"  HaNON.  Vet. 

"  In  this  ivorld  death  is  everyivhere,griefcvcryivht:re, 
and  defolation  everyivhere.  The  ivorld ficth  us,  and  yet 
ive  fulloiu  it  :  II  fallcth,  and  ive  adhere  to  it,  fall  laith 
r>,  and  attempt  to  enjoy  itfulling.^^ 

St.  Cregor.  Horn. 


All  things  fmile,  and  all  annoy  him ; 
The  rofe  has  thorns,  the  doves  can  bite; 
Riot  is  a  fatigue  till  night. 
Sleep  an  opium  to  deftroy  him. 

Jjouring  in  the  groves  of  death 
Yew  trees  breathe  funereal  breath. 
Brambles  and  thorns  perplex  the  ihade : 
Afphaltic  waters  creep  and  rell ; 
Birds  in  guady  plumage  dreil. 
Scream  unmeaning  through  the  glade*. 

Earth  fallacious  herbage  f  yields, 
And  deep  in  grafs  its  influence  fhields  ; 
Acrid  juices,  fcent  annoying  ; 
Corrofive  crow-feet  choke  the  plains. 
And  hemlock  ftrip'd  with  lurid  ftains, 
And  lucious  mandrakes,  life-de(lroyin|;. 

Gaudy  belia-donna  (|  blowing, 
Or  with  gloify  berries  glowing-. 
Lures  th'  unwife  to  tempt  tiieir  doom : 


*  It  is  rcmarlahle  that  birds  adorned  ivith  rich  plum- 
age, as  peacocks,  parrots,  Ijfc.  have,  generally  fpeal— 
iug,  unmufical  voices . 

•j-  1 1  'fallax  herla  veneni.  ViRG, 

\  The  bella-donna  lily,  or  deadly  night-fade.  (Attre" 
pa  Linnai.) 


THE  ENCHANTED  REGION. 


^i1 


Love's  apple  *  niaflc^  t!ie  fruit  of  death ; 
Sick  henbane  murders  with  lier  breath, 
Aiilea  f  with  an  harlot's  bloom. 

One  plant  \  alone  is  wrapt  in  fhade  ; 
Few  eyes  its  privacy  invade  ; 
Plant  of  joy,  of  life,  and  liealth  ! 
More  than  the  fabled  lotos  fain'd. 
Which  (tailed  once)  mankind  reclaim'd 
From  parents,  country,  poAf'r,  and  wealth  §. 

On  yonder  Alp  I  fee  it  rife, 
Afpiring  to  congenial  ikies, 
Butcover'd  half  with  ivy-walls; 
There,  where  Eiifebio  ||  rais'd  a  fhrine,' 
.  Snatch'd  from  the  gulf  by  pow'r  divine, 
Where  Reiga's  tumbling  torrent  falls  f . 

Compar'd  with  thee,  how  dimly  Ihows 
Poor  Anacreon's  lifelTs  rofe  ? 
What  is  Homer's  plant  **  to  thee  ? 
In  vain  the  Mantuan  poet  try'd 
To  paint  Amelhis'  ftarry  f  f  pride. 
Emblem  of  wit's  futility  ! 

Men  faw,  alas,  and  knew  not  thee, 
Myflic  evangelic  tree  ! 
Thou  hadil  no  charms  for  paynim-eyes  ; 
Tilj,  guided  by  the  lamp  of  heav'n. 
To  chiifte  Urania  pow'r  was  giv'n 
To  fee,  t' admire,  and  moralize. 

All-beauteous  flow'r,  whofe  centre  glows 
With  ftuds  of  gold ;  thence  ftrcaming  flows 


*   Anwmum  Plrnil. 

f  /ISiaa  ;   Herb  Chrijlopher. 

\   The  pajpon Jloiver-. 

§   See  Homer  s  Od'^iffey/  L.  ix.  94.  Ijfc, 

IJ    The  Baron  tie  Buitoiti. 

^1  Tlxis  alludes  to  a  iveil-kiww/i  faii  in  the  diitchy  0/" 
Carn'iola,  inhere  the prefent  ode  ivas  ivr'iiten. 

About  the  year  1 6  75,  a  nibUman  ivas  riding  at  jiIgLi 
upon  a  road  ivhicb  goes  near  the  edge  of  the  precipice  heie 
mentioned.  Mijlak'ing  his  iLuy  (and  that  for  afeivjiips 
anlyj  his  horfe JioppeJ Jhort.,  and  rcfufed  to  go  on  ;  upon 
ivhich  the  rider,  ivho,  in  all probub'li'y  ivas  heated  ivitb 
Honor  (ilheri-vife  he  ou^hi  to  ha-ue  knc-wn  the  precipice 
better,  it  leing  net  far  from  his  oivn  caflie),  loft  bcih^his 
temper  and  prudence,  and  fpiirred  the  horfe  ivijh  great 
anger;  ulxtn  ivhich  the  poor  heafi  took  a  defperate  leap, 
intending,  as  ivas  imagined,  to  hwvs  reached  another  angle 
ef  the  precipice  on  the  fame  fide  ivhich  the  ro.id  lay.  The 
horfe  fe^  direSily  into  the  torrent,  txvo  or  three  hundred 
feet  beneath,  and  luas  hurried aivay  ivithfuco  rapidity 
that  the  body  luas  never  found.  The  nobleman  ivas  d'lf- 
covered  next  day  in  an  opening  of  the  rod,  about  half- 
ixiay  doivn,  ivhere  afeiv  btijhes  grezv  ;  and  as  I  he  fiddle 
•was  found  not  far  from  him,  it  ivas  fuppofd  ihut  the 
horfe,  by  the  wolence  of  the  effort  he  made,  burfl  the 
f addle-girths.  The  rider  lived  many  years  after  this 
•zvanderful  fcape,  and,  out  nf  gratitude  to  God,  ereSisd  a 
beautiful  chaple  ou.thii  edge  of  the  precipice,  dedicated 
(if  Imifake  not)  to  St.  Anthony  of  Fadita. 

I  made  a  draiving  of  the  chaple,  precipice,  torrent, 
and  nobleman  s  caflie  ;  of  ivhich  a  copy  ivas  taken  after- 
ivards  by  the  celebrated  draftfmaii  Vifentini,  at  Venice, 
in  1 750. 

**  Molly.     Homer's  ODyssEY,  L.  XI.  305. 

-}"f  Afer  Atti^'^i]  "f  [purple  Italian) far-iuort, 

GtoKG. lY.  i/r. 


Ray-like  effulgence.     Next  is  feen 

A  rich  cxpanfe  of  varying  hue, 

Enfring'd  with  an  impurpled  blue. 

And  ftreak'd  with  young  Pomona's  green  ', 

High  o'er  the  pointal,  deck'd  with  gold, 
(Emblem  myfterious  to  behold), 
A  radiant  crofs  its  form  expands; 
Its  op'ning  arms  appear  t'  embrace 
The  wjiole  colledive  human  race, 
Refuge  of  all  men  in  all  lands  ! 

Grant  me,  kind  heav'n,  in  profp'rous  hour 
To  phick  this  confecrated  flow'r,  — 

And  wear  it  thankful  on  my  breaft; 
Then  Ihall  my  fteps  fecurely  ftray. 
No  pleafures  fiiall  pervert  my  way  f , 
No  joys  feduce,  no  cares  molefl:. 

Like  Tobit  (when  the  hand,  approv'd 
By  heav'n,  th'  obftrufting  films  remov'd  |) 
I  now  fee  objedl;  as  I  ought : 
Ambition's  **  hideous;  pleafure  vain 
Av'rice  **  is  but  a  blockhead's  gain, 
PoiTelling  all,  bellowing  nought. 

Fafllons  and  frauds  furround  us  all. 
Their  empire  is  reciprocal : 
Shun  their  blandifliments  and  wiles; 
Riches  but  ferve  to  fteel  the  heart ; 
Want  has  its  mcannefs  and  its  art ; 
Health  betrays,  and  flrength  beguiles- 

In  higheli  ftations  fnares  mifgulde ; 

Midll  folitude  they  nurture  pride, 

Ereeding  vanity  in  knowledge; 

A  poifon  in  delicious  meat, 

Midft  wines  a  fraud,  midll  mirth  a  cheafii 

In  courts,  in  cabinet,  and  college. 

The  toils  are  fixt,  the  fporlfiiien  keen  : 

Abroad  unfafe,  betray'd  within, 

Whither,  O  mortal !  art  thou  flying  ? 

Thy  refolutions  oft  are  fnares, 

Thy  doubts,  petitions,  ^ifts,  and  pray'rs ;     '  — 

Abs,  there  n.ay  be  fnarts  in  dying  ! 


*  Alluding  to  that  partituUir  f pedes  of  green  called  ly 
the  French pdmme-'verle,  or  apple-green, 

•J-  "  iVfy  heart  is  a  vain  and  ivandering  heart,  tvhea- 
ever  it  is  led  by  its  oion  determinations.  It  is  b^fy  to  ao 
purpofe,  and  occupied  to  no  end,  ivhenever  it  is  not  guided 
by  divine  injluence  :  It  frektih  refl  and fndeib  rione  :  It 
agreeth  not  ivith  itfelf :  It  alters  refolutions,  changetb 
judgment,  frames  neiu  thoughts,  andjuppreffes  old  ones  ; 
pulls  doivn  every  thing,  and  rcbuildetb  nothing  ;  itfhort^ 
it  never  continueth  in  thefamejiate." 

St.  Bernard.  Meditat. 

"  Seejl  thou  the  luminary  of  the  greater  ivorld  in  the 
h'ghefl  pitch  of  meridian  giory  :  ivhere  it  continueth  not, 
but  defends  in  the  fame  proportion  as  it  afended?  Look 
next  and  confider  if  the  light  of  this  loixier  ivorld  is  more 
permanent?  Continuance  is  the  child  of  eternity,  and  not 
of  time."  £x.  Vet.  AscET. 

\  TosiT  iii.  17. 

**  "  All -vices  max  old  iy  a<re  :  Covttoufnefs  (and 
ambition)  alone  groiv  young" 

£.  VuT.  AscE  r. 
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Deceiving  none,  by  none  enfnar'd, 
O  Paraclete  *,  ue  thou  my  guard, 
Patron  of  ev'ry  jull  endeavour  ! 

*  nAPAKAHTOS.-  ^e  Comforter;  the  Holy 
Sfirit.  John  xiv.  i6 — 26. 

Dr^den  firjl  introduced  the  ivord  Paraclete  into  the 
£n^lijb  langaa^e,  in  his  tr anjlation  of  the  hymn  Veni 
Creator  Stirilus  :   as  alfo  in  his  BritaiMia  Rcdi-uivj  : 


The  crofs  of  Chrift  is  man's  reward  *• 
No  heights  obflrutSt,  no  depths  retard ; 
Chriftian  joys  are  joys  for  ever  ! 

"  Lafl foxmnfalbath  faiv  the  church  attend; 
The  Paraclete  infcry  pomp  defend. 
But  "when  his  ivoiid'rous  oSia-ve  roU'd  again. 
*  RoM.  viii.  39. 


EULOGIUS  :  OR,  THE  CHARITABLE  MASON. 

AN  HISTORICAL  FABLE: 
Taken  frtm  the  Gieek.  of  Paulus  Syllogus,  Lib.  IIL 


—  Nos,  vilis  tiirba,  caducis 


Defervire  bonis,  femperq;  optare  parati, 
Spargimur  in  cafus.  Stat.  Sylvae.  L.  IL 

God  gives  us  what  he  knows  our  wants  require. 
And  better  things  than  thofe  which  we  defire. 

Dryd.  Palani.  &  Arc. 


G1V8  me  neither  poverty  nor  riches ;  feed  me 
with  food  convenient  for  me  :  Left  I  be  full  and 
deny  thee,  and  fay,  Who  is  the  Lord  ?  Or  lefl  I 
be  poor  and  ileal,  and  tate  the  name  of  my 
Gad  in  vain.      AgUr's  Prayer. 

Prov.  XXX.  8,  9. 

INTRODUCTION. 

Per.v'it  m>e,  Stanhope*,  as  I  form'd  thy  youth 
To  cViiIic  tafte  and  philofophic  truth. 
Once  more,  thy  kind  attention  to  engage, 
And,  dying,  leave  thee  comfort  for  old  age  ; 

This  hifh'ry  may  eternal  truths  fiiggef!: : 

I've  {ee;i  thee  Icarn'd,  and  v.ould  leave  thee  blefl ! 
One  c  rain  of  piety  avails  us  more 
Than  PruiTn's  laurels,  oc  Potofi's  ftore. 

Ho'.v  blindly  to  our  mifery^ve  run; 
Dr.pM  by  falfe  hopes,  and  by  our  pray'rs  undone  ! 
We  v.ant,  we  wifh  ;  we  change,  we  change  agen  ; 
Yet  S.now  not  how  to  aflc,  nor  wliat,  nor  when. 
Jull  io,  mifled  by  liquor,  drunkards  flray, 
'i  hey  knov,'  txiey  have  a  road,  but  mifs  tlieir  way; 
Th'  exiflence  of  their  home  admits  no  doubt ; 
'J'h'  uncertainty is  where  to  find  it  outf . 

Zin-iri  afk'd  wealth,  and  wealth  o'erturn'd  his 

parts. 

Parents  for  children  pray,  which  break  their  hearts. 
Conrradl:or<;,  ugio-men,  for  villas  figh  ; 
To-ilay  they  purchafe,  and  to  morrow  die. 

*  Phil'p  Stanhope,  Efq.  (ate  tr.enihcr  of  parliament 
for  ct.  Germain's  in  Cornivall,  and  at  prefnt  envoy  ex- 
traordinary to  the  Court  of  Drefden  and  the  circle  of 
Lo-ji'er  S.iKun\,  \sfc. 

f   Fa  tetnpori  itli  qitando  non  Deum  coanovimus  ! 
Av cv ST.  Sulilc^.  C.  31. 


Six  cubic  feet  of  earth  are  all  their  lot  *  ; 
Mourn' d  with  hypocrify,  with  eafe  forgot. 
Their  Chriftian-heirs  the  pagan-rites  employ, 
And  give  the  fun'ral  ilicet  with  joy. 

Lelio  f  would  be  th'  Angelic  |  of  a  fchool ; 
Kneels  down  a  w  it,  and  rifes  up  a  fool. 
Weak    hands     affed   ,to     hold     the    flatefnian's 
fcale : 

As  well  the  fhrimp.  might  emulate  a  whale. 

Clamb'ring,  with  flars  averfc,  to  fortune's  heightTf 
Ambitious  Omrirofe, and  dropp'ddown-right.      J- 
His  pamich  too  heavy,  and  his  head  too  light.    J 
Like  fall'n  Salmoneus,  he  perceiv'd,  nt  length. 
The  mean  hypocrify  of  boaftcd  flrcngth  : 
To  deal  like  Dennis  his  vain  thunder  round. 

And  imitate  inimitable  found. 

Both  ways  deceitful  is  the  wine  of  pow'r. 
When  new,  'tis  heady,  and,  when  old,  'tis  fow'r. 
lanthe  pray'd  for  beauty  ;  lucklefs  maid  !■■    ■■ 
An  idiot-mind  th'  angelic  form  betray'd. 
Nature  profufely  deck'd  the  out-fide  pile. 
But  flarv'd  the  poor  inhabitant  the  wlaJe. 


*  "   Hie  ti'ii  mortis  erunt  mettt  ;  Domus  allafuh  Ida, 

Lyruefji  domus  alia  ;—Solo  Lcurentef'ulchrum. 
ViRG.  Mneid.yM. 

"  A  fmall  fpace  of  ground  aflei  ddttth  contains  both 
rich  and  poor.  Nature  produce!  h  ui  all  alike,  and  makes 
r.o  difiniiion  at  death.  Open  the  grave,  vietu  the  dead 
bodies,  move  the  afhes,  you  ivillfnd  no  difference  betiveen 
the  patrician  and  the  peafint,  except  thus  far  ;  that  by 
the  magnificence  of  the  tcmb  of  tic  former ,  yon  may  per- 
ceive he  had  much  more  to  refign  cndlof  than  the  latter" 
St.  Ambrose. 

f  Late  Lord  B***,  \  Doflor  Angelicus- 
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B.'Avcnant  implor'd  the  mufes  for  a  tongue :  ~) 
,1'he  mules  lent  him  tlieirs.  He  fvveetly  lung ;  ( 
And — (but  for  Milton  *)    had   more   fweetlyf 

f  fwung.  3 

Learn  hence,  he  cry'd,  "  my  merry  brethren  all  f," 
Tyburn's  agaric  ftanches  wit,  and  gall. 
,,  Others  mount  Pegafus,  but  lofe  their  feat : 
And  break  their  necks,  before  they  end  the  heat. 
Libanius  try'd  the  flreams  of  eloqueuce, 
IJut  plummct-dfiep  he  funk,  unbuoy'd  with  fenfe. 
Soncinas  §  afxi'd  the  knack  of  plotting  trealbn 
"  Againft  the  crown  and  dignity  of  reafon  ||." 
By  his  own  art  th'  artificer  was  try'd, 
And  lawyers  beat  him  on  the  quibbling  fide. 
Now  haften,  poet,  to  begin  thy  fong  : 
*'  A  tale,"  lays  Prior,  "  ne'er  ihouldbe  too  long." 
Jll-judging  is  the  bard,  who  flacks  his  pace 
.^nd  feeks  for  flow'rs,  when  he  Ihould  run  the 

race; 
Or,  wand'rin^  to  enchanted  caftles,  fleeps 
On  beds  of  down  ;  or  Cupid's  vigils  keeps  ; 
Whilft  the  ma:n  action  is  by  pleafures  croft. 
And  the  firft  purport  of  th'  adventure  lofl. 
Great  wits  may  fcorn  the  dry  poetic  law  ; 
Nor  from  the  critic,  but  from  nature,  draw ; 
Each  leeming  trip,  and  each  digreffive  ftart,       ~) 
Difplays  their  eafe  the  more,  and  deep-plann'd  f 

art:  f 

(All  ftudy'd  blandiihments  t'  allure  the  heart.)  J 
Like  Santuel's  ^  ftream,  gliding  through  How' ry 

plains, 
Th'  effedls  are  feen  :  The  fource  unknown  remains. 


In  ancient  times,  fcarce  talk'd  of,  and  lefs  known  > 
"When  pious  Juftin  **  fill'd  the  eaftern  throne, 
in  a  fmall  dorp  j-f-  till  then  for  nothing  fam'd. 
And  by  the  neighb'ring  fwains  Thebais  nam'd, 
Eulogius  liv'd  :  an  humble  mafon  he  ; 
In  nothing  rich,  but  virtuous  poverty. 
From  noife  and  riot  he  devoutly  kept, 
Sigh'd  with  the  fick,  and  with  the  mpurner  wept ; 
Half  his  earn'd pittance  to  poor  neighbours  went. 
They  had  his  alms,  and  he  had  his  content. 
Still  from  his  little  he  could  foniething  fpare 
To  feed  the  hungry,  and  to  clothe  the  bare. 


*  H'lnton  inferceAJ,  nndfji'ed  Davenant,  luhen  h;  ivas 
mjiate-pr'ifaner  at  Coiue' s  caple  in  the  IJle  of  Wight,  anno 
J650  .•  Davenantf  in  return,  prefcrved  Milton  at  the 
Reflorr.fion. 

\   Alluding  to  a  pa(fags  in  Drxden  :  "  A  mm  mav  be 
capable,  as  Jack  Ketches  ivlfefiid  0/ his  fervant,  of  a 
plain  piece  of  luork,  bare hcingin-y;   but,  to  maie  a  ma- 
kfaiior  die  fxueetly,  ivas  O'lly  belonging  to  her  hufhand.^' 
DeuicaTION  to  fwoenal. 
^  From  an  Old  Poem.        §   A   Spanifh  Cafiiijl. 
II    Logit :   So  (lef.ned  by   our  venerable  poet  Francis 
^larlcs,  1638. 

^   Alluding  to  his  fa  nous  in  fcription  : 

^/a  Jut  aquas  faxo  latct  hofpita  nyinpha  fub  lino  ; 
Sic  tu,  cun?  dederis  dona,  latere  -velis. 

Santol,  Poem. 
**  About  the  year  DXXVI. 
•■'•f'-J"  Dorp,  a  •village,  or  more  properly  an  hamlet. 

Dryden. 
It  Is  a  German  ivord,  and  adopted  by  our  befl  niriters 
in  fht  beginning  and  middle  of  the  la^  (enlury. 


Hegave,  whilfl  aughthe  had,  andknevir  no  bounds; 
The  poor  man's  drachma  ftood  for   rich   men's 

pounds. 
He  learnt  with  patience,  and  with  meeknefs  taught 
His  life  was  but  the  comment  of  his  thought. 
Hence,  ye  vain-glorious  Shafteiburys,  allow 
That  men  had  more  religion  then  than  now. 
Whether  they  nearer  liv'd  to  the  bleft  times 
When  man's  Redeemer  bled  for  human  crimes; 
Whether  the  hermits  of  the  defart  fraught 
With  living  pradcice,  by  example  taught  ; 
Or  whether,  witli  tranfmiflive  virtues  fir'd, 
(^^'hich  Chryfofloms  all-eloquent  infpir'd,) 
They  caught  the  facred  flame — ^I  fpare  to  lay. 
Religion's  fun  ftill  fhot  an  cv'ning-ray. 

On  the  fouth  afped:  of  a  floping  hill, 
Whofe  flcirts  meand'ring  Penus  waflies  ftill. 
Our  piou.s  lab'rer  pafs'd  his  youthful  days 
In  peace  and  charity,  in  pray'r  and  praife. 
No  theatres  or  oaks  around  him  rife,  [flcies  ; 

Whofe  roots  earth's  centre  touch,  whofe  head  the 
No  ftately  larch-tree  there  expands  a  Ihade 
O'er  half  a  rood  *  of  Lariff;an  glade  : 
No  lofty  poplars  catch  the  murm'ring  breeze, 
Which  loit'ring  whifpers  on  thecloud-capp'd  trees; 
Such  imag'ry  of  grcatnefs  ill  became 
A  namelefs  dwelling,  and  an  unknown  name  ! 
Inftead  of  foreil-monarchs,  and  their  train. 
The  unambitious  rofe  bedeck'd  the  plain  : 
Trifoliate  cytifus  reftrain'd  its  boughs 
For  humble  Iheep  to  crop,  and  goats  to  browzc. 
On  Ikirting  heights  thick  ftood  the  cluft'ring  vin? 
And  here  and  there  the  fweet-leav'd  eglantine  ; 
One  liliac  only,  with  a  ftatelier  grace, 
Prefum'd  to  claim  the  oak's  and  cedar's  place. 
And,  looking  round  him  with  a  monarch's  care, 
Spread  his  exalted  boughs  to  wave  in  air. 

This  fpot,  for  dwelling  fit,  Eulogius  chofe, 
And  in  a  month  ^  decent  liome-ftall  rofe, 
Something,  between  a  cottage  and  a  cell.  • 
Yet  virtue  here  could  fleep  and  peace  could  dwell. 
From  living  ftone   (but  not  of  Parian  rocks). 
He  chipp'd  hispavement,  and  he  fquar'd  his  blocks: 
And  then,  without  the  aid  of  neiglibours'  art, 
Perform'd  the  carpenter's  and  glazier's  part. 
The  fitc  was  neither  granted  him,  nor  giv'n  ; 
'Twas   nature's;    and   the  ground-rent    due    to 

heav'n. 
Wife  he  had  none  :  Nor  had  he  love  to  fpare  ; 
An  aged  mother  wanted  all  his  care. 
They  thank'd  their  Maker  for  a  pittance  fent, 
Supp'd  on  a  turnip,  flept  upon  content. 

Four  rooms,  above,  below,  this  manflon  grac'd, 
With  white-wafli  dec'tc,  and  river-fand  o'er-caft  : 
The  firft,    (forgive  my  verfe  if  too  dilTufe,) 
Perform'd  the  kitchen's  and  the  parlour's  ufe  : 
The  fecond,  better  bolted  and  immur'd. 
From  wolves  his  out-dcor  family  fecur'd : 
( For  he  had  twice  three  kids,  befides  their  dams ; 
A  cow,  a  fpaniel,  and  two  fav'rite  lamhs:) 
A  third,  with  herbs  perfum'd,  and  nifhes  fpread. 
Held,  for  his  mother's  ufe,  a  fcathei'd  bed  : 
Two  mofs-matrafTes  in  the  fourth  were  lliown  ; 
One  for  himfelf,  for  friends  and  pilgrims  one. 


See  the  note  tep.ige  < 
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A  ground-plot  fquare  five  hives  of  bees  contains  ; 
Emblems  of  induftry  and  virtuous  gains  *  ! 
Pilafter's  jas'mines  'twixt  the  windows  grew, 
With  lavendar  beneath,  and  fage  and  rue. 
Pulfe  of  all  kinds  diifus'd  their  od'rous  powers, 
When  nature  pencils  butterflies  f  on  flow'rs: 
Nor  were  the  cole-worts  wanting,  nor  the  root 
Which  after-ages  call  Hybernian  fruit. 
TJiere,  at  a  wilh,  much  chamomile  was  had ; 
f  The  confcience  of  man's  ftomach  good  or  bad ;) 
Spoon-wort  |  was  there,  fcorbutics  to  fupply ; 
And  centaury  to  clear  the  jaundic'd  eye ; 
And  that  §,  which  on  the  baptiil's  vigil  fends 
To  nymphs  and  fwains  the  vifion  of  their  friends. 
Elfe  phyfical  and  kitchen-plants  alone 
His  flcill  acknowledge,  and  his  culture  own. 
Each  herb  he  knew,  that  works  or  good  or  ill. 
More  leam'd  than  Mefva  ||,  half  as  learn'd  as 

Hili; 
For  great  the  man,  and  ufeful,  without  doubt,    "J 
Who  feafons  pottage — or  expels  the  gout ;  J- 

Whofe  fcience  keeps  life  in,  and  keeps  death  out!  J 

No  flefh  from  market-towns  our  peafant  fought ; 
He  rear'd  his  frugal  meat,  but  never  bought ; 
A  kid  fometimes  for  feftivals  he  flew  ; 
The  choicer  part  was  his  fick  neighbour's  due  : 
Two  bacon-flitches  made  his  Sunday's  cheer  ; 
Some  the  poor  had,  and  fome  out-Iiv'd  the  year  : 
For  roots  and  herbage,  (rais'd  at  hours  to  fpare), 
With  humble  milk,  compos'd  his  ufual  fare. 
(The  poor  man  then  was  rich,  and  liv'd  with  glee ; 
Each  barley-head  untaxt,  and  day-light  free  :) 
All  had  a  part  in  all  the  reft  could  fpare, 
The  common  water  ^,  and  the  common  air  **, 

Meanwhile  God'sblefiings  made  Eulogius  thrive, 
The  happieft,  moft  contented  man  alive. 
iiis  confcience  cheer'dhim  with  a  life  well-fpent,") 
His  prudence  a  fuperfluous  fomething  lent,  ( 

Which  made  the  poor  who  took,  and  poor  who  C 
gave,  content.  J 

Alternate  were  his  labours  and  his  reft. 
For  ever  blefling,  and  for  ever  blefl. 
Such  kindnefs  left  men  nothing  to  require. 
Prevented  wifhing,  and  out-ran  defire. 
He  fought,  not  to  prolong  poor  lives,  but  fare  : 
And  that  which  others  lend,  he  always  gave. 
IJs'ry,  a  canker  in  fair  virtue's  rofe. 
Corrodes,  and  blafls  the  blcfibm  e'er  it  blows : 


*  *'  J^uUuff  cum  fer  ctelunt  licuit,  otto  periit  diss." 

Plin.   Hip.   Natural.  L.  I. 
•f  All  leguminous  plants  are,  as  thi  learned  fay,  papi- 
iicnaceoiis,  or  bear  lutterfAed jloiDers . 

^    Cachlearia,     Spoon-ivoi  t  is  the  old  Englljb  ivord 
fir  fctiri<y-grafs. 

§  In  imitation  of  Virgil  : 

"  Conon,  \^  qui s  fail  alter 

"   Dfcripfit  radio  ?   i^c" 
II    An  Arabian  phyfuian,  luelljkilled  in  botany . 
ff   "  ^uid prohibetis  aquas  ?  Vfus  communis  aquarum 
ejl."  OviD.  Met. 

**  "      ■  i  Etcun3is  undamque  auramque patentem" 
ViRG.  Mn.  vii. 
But  Qvid  is  jiili  mare  explicit.  Met.  I. 
"  '  ■  Campum 

I'  Commiinemq;  prius^  ceil  iiimina  foils,   tS 
aid  a." 


So  fierce,  O  lucre,  and  fo  keen  thy  edge  ;  --  --'-'■'_ 
Thou  tak'ft    the  poor    man's    mili-ftones    for    i 

pledge  *  !  .' 

Eufebius,  hermit  of  a  neighb'ring  cell. 
His  brother  Ghriftian  mark'd,and  knew  him  wtU^ 
W^ith  zeal  uncnvyirig,  and  with  tranfport  fir'd,  >' 
Beheld  him,  prais'd  him,  lov'd  him,  and  adniir'd. 
Gonvinc'd,  that  ncifelefs  piety  rtiight  dwell 
In  fecular  retreats,  and  flourifti  well  ; 
And  that  Heavn's  king  (fo  greaiter  a  mafter  he) 
Had  fervants  ev'rywhere,  of  each  degree. 
"  All-gracious  pow'r,"  he  cries,  "  for  forty  years 
"  I've  liv'd  an  anchorete  in  pray'rs  and  tears  : 
"  Yon'  fpring,  wljich  bubbles  from  the  mountain's 
"  Has  all  the  luxury  of  thirft  fupply'd  r      ["  fide, 
"  The  roots  of  thirties  have  my  hunger  fed,        "1 
"  Two  roods  f  of  cultnr'd  barley  give  me  bread,  J« 
"  A  rock  my.  pillow,  and  green  mofs  my  bed.     J 
"  The  midnight-clock  attefts  my  fervent  pray'rs, 
"  The  rifing  fun  my  orifons  declares, 
"  The  live-long  day  my  afpirations  knows, 
"  And  with  the  fetting  fun  my  vefpers  dofe  ! 
"  Thy  truth,  my  hope:  Thy  providence  my  guard  i 
"  Thy  grace,  my  ftrength :    Thy  heav'n,  my  laft 

"  reward  !" 
"  But,  felf-devoted  from  the  prime  of  youth 
"  To  life  fequefter'd,  and  afcetic  truth, 
"  With  fafting  mortify'd,  worn  out  with  tears, 
"  And  bent  beneath  the  load  of  fev'nty  years, 
"  I  nothing  from. my  induftry  can  gain 
"  To  eafe  the  poorman'swants,  or  fick  man'spain: 
"  ^y  garden  takes  up  half  my  daily  care, 
"  And  my  field  afts  the  minutes  I  can  fpare  ; 
"  While  bieft  Eulogius  from  his  pittance  gives 
"  The  better  half,  and  in  true  pra<5lice  lives. 
"  Heav'nisbutcheaply  fery'dwithwordsand  fliow, 
"  I  want  that  glorious  virtue' — 'To  beftow  ! 
"  True  Chriftianity  depends  on  imSt : 
"  Religion  is  not  theory,  but  aiSl. 
"  Men,  feraphs,  all,  Eulogius'  praife  proclaim, 
"  Who  lends  both  fight  and  feet  to  blind  and  lame  ; 
"  Who  foothes  th' afperity  of  hunger's  fighs, 
"  And  difiipates  the  tear  from  mournful  eyes; 
"  Pilgrims  or  wand'rlng  angels  entertains ; 
"  IJke  pious  Abraham  on  IVI^mre's  plains.    . 
"  Ev'n  to  brute  beafts  his  righteous  care  extends  f, 
"  He  feels  their  fuff'rings,    and  their  wants  be- 

"  friends;  •  , 

"  From  one  fmall  fource  fo  many  bounties  fpring, 
"  We  lofe  the  peafant,  and  fuppofe  a  king; 
"  A  king  of  heav'n's  own  ftamp,  not  vulgar  make  ; 
"  Blefled  in  giving,  and  averfe  to  take  !        [live, 
"  Not   fuch  my  pow'r !  Half-ufelefs   doom'd  to 
"  Pray'rs  and  advice  are  all  I  have  to  give  : 
"  But  all,  whate'er  my  means  or  ftrength  deny, 
"  The  virtues  of  Eulogius  can  fupply. 
"  Each,  in  the  compafs  of  his  pow'r,  he  ferves ; 
"  Nor  ever  from  his  gen'rous  purpofe  fwci  ves ; 
"  Ev'n  enemies  to  his  protedlion  run, 
"  Sure  of  his  light,  as  of  the  rifing  fun. 

•  "   No  manjhall  take  the  nether  or  upper  mill-Jlone 
to  pledge ;  for  he  taketb  a  mant  life  to  fledge" 

Deut.  xxiv.  6. 

•j"   Tiuo  roods,  1.  e.  half  an  acre. 

\   "   The    righteou}   man  regardetb   the  life   of  his 
beajl"  Fro-v.  xii.  lev 
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niall  find  ;  ~i 
e  confign'd,  > 
lufband  kind: J 


**  What  pity  is  it  that  fo  great  a  foul, 

*«  An  heart  fo  bountiful,  fliould  feel  controul  ? 

''  Warm  in  itfelf,  by  icy  fortun?  dampt, 

*'  And  in  the  effort  of  exertion  crampt ; 

"  Beneficent  to  all  men,  juft,  and  true  : 

'*  As  nature  bounteous,  and  impartial  too. 

''  Thus  fometimes  have  I  feen  an  anjel's  mind 

*'  In  a  weak  body  wretchedly  confin'd  : 

*'  A  mind,  ()  Conftantine,  which  from  thy  throne 

*'  Can  take  no  honours,  and  yet  add  her  own  ! 

"  Then  hear  me,  gracious  Heav'n,  and  grant 
"  my  pray'r ; 
"  Make  yonder  man  the  fav'rite  of  thy  care  : 
*'  Nourirfi  the  plant  with  thy  celeflial  dew, 
"  Like  manna  let  it  fall,  and  iliU  be  new  : 
"  Expand  the  bloffoms  of  his  gen'rous  mind, 
''  Till  the  rich  odour  reaches  half  mankind. 
•'  Give  him    Bizantium's  wealth,    which  ufelefs 
"  Sicilian  plenty,  and  the  Indian  mines;      [Ihines, 
*'  Inftead  of  Peneus,  let  Pattolus  lave 
*'  H's  garden's  precinifs  with  a  golden  'vave  ; 
"  Tlcn  may  his  foul  its  free-born  range  enjoy, 
''  Gl^-?  deed  to  will,  and  ev'ry  pow'r  employ  : 
"  In  h.m  the  fick  a  fecond  Luke  fliall  find  ; 
"  Qrpluns  and  widows,  to  his  care 
"  Shall  kiefs  the  father,  and  the  h' 
"  Ju  '  fteward  of  the  bounty  he  receiv'd, 
"'  And  dymg  poorer  than  the  poor  reliev'd  1" 

So  pray"d  he,  Vv-hilft  an  angel's  voice  from  high 
Bade  him  furceai'e  to  importune  the  Iky  ; 
Pate  Itopp'dbis  ears  in  an  ill-otnen'd  day. 
And  the  winch  bore  the  warning  founds  away ; 
Wild  itidiiHnflion  did  their  place  fupply  ; 
Half  heard,  half  loft,  th'  impertecft  accents  die. 
3^itule  fore-faw  he  that  th'  Almighty  pow'r, 
Who  feeds  the  fjiithful  at  his  chofen  hour, 
Confults  not  taftC;  but  wholefomenefs  of  food, 
Nor  means  to  pletfe  their  fenle,  but  do  them  good. 
Great  was  the  mitacle,  and  fitter  too, 
When  draughts  frooi  Cherith's  brook  Elijah  drew  •: 
Ajidwing'd  purveyors  his  fliarp  hunger  ted 
"With  trugal  fcraps  of  flefli,  and  maQin-bread  f. 
On  quails  the  humble  prophet's  pride  might  fwell, 
And  high  fed  lux'ry  prompt  him  to  rebell. 

*  I   Kings  xvii.  4.  \ffc- 

f  Majli/i  bread,  i.  e.  tnifcellane ,  or  mifcellane- 
cus  bread,  an  (indent  Tinglif}  luord,  given  to  a 
plahifort  of  hoiifehold  bread.  When  people  in  a 
middling Jlation  i/fed  it,  they  generally  mixed  two 
gallons  of  oats  and  rye,  ^vith  fix  gallons  of  nvheat. 
'The  poorer  people  mixed  in  equal  quantities  'wheat, 
barley,  oats,  rye,  buck-ivhcat,  pulfe,  ''dc.  But 
fuch  is  the  luxury  of  the  prefent  age  [ei'en  a- 
fnongll  the  poor),  tfiat  7iot  only  thethin^,  but  the 
•very  name  is  forgotten  ;  and  a  preference  given 
to  a  tuhiter,  but  more  uniobolejomejort  of  bread, 
if  alum  enters  into  the  compcjition  ;  ivhich,  indeed, 
Cannot  he  concealed. 

One  ofthefirfl  cares  of  a  prime-min'fler  {jwho 
ought  alfo  to  be  confidered  as  proveditor-general 
of  a  kingdom'),  is  to  fee  the  people  fupplied  ivith 
bread,  and  of  an  ivholefoiae  ncAure,  at  as  reafon- 
(ihle  price  as  pojjible. 

Hence  the  great  Guflavus  iifed  to  fay,  "  That 
it  required  more   talents    te  feed  a  laige  army 
ia  the  field,  upon  eafy  terms,  in  times  of  ivar, 
than  to  conduS  the  fighting  part--^ 
'  Vol.  IX, 


Nor  dreamt  our  anchorite,  that,  if  his  friend 
Should  reach,  O  virtuous  poverty  '.  thy  end, 
That  confcience  and  leligiou  foou  might  fly 
To  fome  focfakeu  clime  and  diltant  fliy. 

Ign'rant  of  happinefs,  and  blind  to  ruin, 
How  oft  are  our  petitions  our  undoing  I 

Jephtha,  with  greater  fc-nfe  of  vidl'ry  fir'd. 
Made  a  ralh  vow,  and  thought  the  vow  infpir'd  : 
In  piety  the  firft,  his  daughter  xaxx. 
To  hail  with  duteous  voice  the  conqu'iing  man  : 
Well-meaning,  but  unconfcious  other  do^m. 
She  fought  a  bleffing,  and  (he  found  a  tomb  *  I 

The  ]i0w'r  fupreuie  (my  author  fo  declares), 
Heard  with  concern  the  erring  hermit's  pray'rs: 
Heard  dilapproving  ;  but  at  length  inclin'd 
To  give  a  living  lelfon  to  mankind  ; 
That  men  thence  forward  fliuuld  fubmiflive  live  ; 
And  leave  omnifcience  the  free  pow'r  to  give. — 
For  wealth  or  poverty,  on  man  beflow'd, 
Alike  are  blefiings  fiom  the  liaiul  01'  God  '. 
How  often  ii  the  Ibul  enihar'd  by  health  ? 
How  poor  in  virtue  is  tiie  man  ut  wealth  ? 

The  hermit's  pray'r  permitted,  not  approv'd  ; 
Soon  in  an  higher  fphere  Eulogius  mov'd  : 
Eachfluice  ot  affluent  fortune  opcn'd  foun. 
And    wealth  tiow'd  in    at  morning,  night,    and 
noon. 

One  day,  in  turning  fome  uncnltiir'd  ground, 
(In  h'.ipes  a  free-llone  quairy  might  be  lound), 
His  mattock  met  relittance,  and  heboid 
A  calkst  bur'ft,  with  di'monds  fill'd,  and  gold. 
He  cramm'd  iiis  pockets  with  the  precious  Uore, 
And  ev'ry  night  review'd  it  o'er  and  o'ei  ; 
Till  a  nay  confcious  pride,  unknown  ^s  yet, 
Touch"d  a  vain  henrt,  and  taught  it  to  forget : 
And,  what  ftiU  more  his  ftagg'ring  virtue  try'd, 
His  mother,  tut'refs  of  that  virtue,  dy'd. 

A  neighboring  matrun,  not  unknown  to  fame 
(Hidorians  give  her  Teraminta's  name), 
i"he  parent  of  the  needy  and  diftrefs'd, 
With    large  dtmelhes    and  well   fav'd    treafure 

bleltj 
(For  like  th'  Kpyptian  prince  f  (lie  hoarded  (lore 
To  feed  at  per  odic  dearths  the  povir)  ; 
This  matron,  whiten'd  with  good  works  and  age, 
Approach'd  the  fabbath  of  her  pilgrimage  ; 

H.T  fpirit  to  hirr.f-lf  th'  Almighty  drew  ; 

Breath'il  on  th'  alembic,  and  exhal'd  th-.  dew. 
In  louls  prepar'd,  the  paffage  is  a  breath 
From  time  t'  eternity,  from  life  to  death  \. 
But  firft,  tu  make  the  pooj  her  furure  care, 
She  left  the  good  Luloguisfor  her  heir. 

Who  but  Eulogiui  now  exuits  for  joy  ? 
New  thoughts,  new  hopes,  new  views  his  mind 

employ. 
Pride  pufti'd  forth  buds  at  ev'ry  branching  flioot. 
And  virtue  ihrunk  almolt  beneath  the  rout. 


*  Ji'i^ges  xi.  31. 
f  Cen.  xli.  35.  &:c. 

\  Th^'  time  in  njuhich  nvp  noiv  live  is  borrowed 
from  the  Jpace  of  our  ex,  fence  :  What  is  pajl  is 
dead  and  vanijhed  ;  ni'hat  1  eviiineth  is  d.iiiy  mads 
Icfs  and  lefs  ;  infonaich  that  the  w/.  o/e  time  of  our 
life  is  nothing  but  a  pufage  to  death" 

St.  August,  de  Ciwiat.  Lsh'^* 
3K. 
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High  raiS' J  on  fi>rturi£'3  InU,  new  Alps  he  fpies, 


High  raiS' J  on  fcrtune's  inll,  new  Alps  ne  fpies,  "J 

©'errhools  the  valley  which  beneath  him  lies.      I 

forgets  the  depths  between,  and  travels  with  C 

his  eyes.  J 

The  tempter  faw  the  danger  in  a  trice, 
(For  the  man  flidder'd  upon  t'oriime's  ice)  : 
And,  having  found  a  corpfe  h'ilfdead,  hulf  warm, 
Reviv'd  it,  and  afiiim'd  a  courtier's  fcrm  : 
Swift  to  1  hebais  urg'd  ids  airy  flight ; 
And  meafiiT'd  half  the  glohe  in  half  a  night. 

V/ith  flowing  manr^ers  ejfqnifittly  fu'ign'd, 
And  accent  foft,  he  fooa  admiffion  gain'd  : 
Surrey'd  each  out-work  we'd,  and  mark'd  apart 
Each  winding  avenue  that  reach'd  the  heart; 
.Difplaying,  like  th'  iilufive  fi:nd  of  old, 
Thrones  dcckt  with  gemSj  and  renlnis  of  Jiving 
Eatl  fpirits  oft  intrude  ur on  the  good  ;         [guid  *, 
Adonis'  grot  near  Chrift's  prefepio  (Vood  f . 

Th'  artificer  of  fraud  (though  here  he  faii'd), 
Strait  changM  aj  preaches,  and  the  ear  afl'ail'd  ; 
This  only  chink  acceflible  he  finds; 
I'cr  fiatt'ry'soil  pervades  tv'n  virtuous  minds. 
~'.'irtuc,  like  tcwns  well  foi  tify'd  by  art. 
Has  (fjjite  of  forelight)  one  deficient  part.  . 

Vv'ith  lenient  artifice,  and  fluent  tongue. 
^For  on  his  lips  the  dews  of  Hybla  hung), 
l.ibanias  like  |,  he  play'd  the  fophiifs  part. 
And  by  foft  marches  flcle  upon  the  heart : 
I\Iaintain'd  that  flation  gave  new  birth  to  fenfe, 
And  caird  forth  manner^,  courage,  eloquence  : 
Then  touch.'d  v,  itli  fpritely  daihes  here  and  there, 
(Correftjy  fcrong,  yet  feeniing  void  of  cafe), 
The  mafter-topic,  which  may  mofi  men  move, 
The  charixis  of  beauty  andthe  joys  of  love  1 
Eulogius  faulter'd  at  the  firft  alarms, 
A.nd  foon  the  'waken'd  pafllons  bunz'd  to  arms  ; 
Nature  the  clam'rous  bell  of  difcord  rung, 
And  vices'|frora  daik  caverns  fwift  up  fprung. 
So,  when  h'jll's  monarch  did  his  fummons  make, 
The  flumb'ring  demons  ftarted  from  the  lake. 

Eiilogiiis  faw  with  pride,  or  feem'd  to  fee, 
(Not  yet  in  afi:,  but  in  the  pow'r  to  be), 
tireat  merit  lurking  dormant  in  his  mind  : 

He  had  been  negligent but  nature  kind: 

Till  by  degrees  the  vain,  deluded  elf. 

Grew  out  of  humour  with  his  former  felf. 

He  thought  his  cottage  fmall,  and  built  in  haflc  ; 

It  had  convenience,  but  it  wanted  ta'lc. 

His  mien  was  3v,-k\vard  ;  graces  he  had  none;  "J 

Provincial  were  his  notions  and  his  tone  ;      .       > 

His  manners  emblems  of  his  own.  rough  ftone.    J 

Then,  ffavi.'ii  copyift  of  his  copying  friend. 
He  ap'd  him  without  fliill,  and  without  end  : 
I^ariffa's  gr.tturals  convuls'd  his  throat ; 
He  finooth'd  Lis  voice  to  the  Eizautine  note. 


*  lylfitth.  V.  S. 

f  See  Sa.'idjs's  Traiels  into  the  Holy  Land,  fcl. 
f.  138. 

Frefcpio  is  an  Italian  word,  taken  from  the 
J.atin,  andjig}i(fies  a  [table  or  tnantrer.  It  is  tiotu 
Iccotne  a  term  nf  art,  and  denotes  any  -piSlitre, 
f'rawing,  or  print,  '■jjherc  Chrijl  is  reprefcnted  as 
lorn  in  afmble,  or  lying  in  the  monger. 

%  A  Jamovs  Greek  rhetoriciari  in  the  fourih 
(cnt!irj\  ^jj/jcfe  orations  arc  ftlU  c^:ta;:t> 


"U'ith  courtly  fupplenefs  unfurl'd  his  (ach  ;  "1      ' 

Or  fcrevv'd  it  to  the  bonno  mine  of  grimace  ;        t 
With   dignity  he  fneez'd,   and  cough'd   with  i* 
grace.  _J 

The  pious  mafon  once,  had  time  no  more 
To  mark  the  wants  and  mis'ry  of  the  jioor  \ 
Suf|)icious  thoughts  his  penfive  mind  employ, 
A  fallen  gratitude,  and  clouded  joy. 
In  I'a)  s  of  poverty  his  heart  was  light ; 
He  lung  his  hymns  at  morning,  noon,  and  night. 
VVant  (harpenspoffy,  and  grief  adorns; 
The  fpink  *  chaunts  l\veeteft  in  a  hedge  of  thorn'5  f . 
Tir'd  of  an  houfe  too  little  for  his  pride, 
Tir'd  of  himfelf,  and  country  friends  befide. 
He  fometimes  tliought  to  build  a  manfion  fit 
For  rtiite,  and  people  it  with  men  of  wir  ; 
Knowing  (by  fame)  imall  poets,  fmalt  muficiau!:. 
Small  painters,  and  (lill  fmaller  politicians; 
Nor  was  the  fee  often  fcore  minx  wanting, 
To  purch-de  tafi:e  in  building  and  in  planting. 

A  cri  Jc  too  he  was,  and  rul'd  the  ftage  ; 
The  fafli'onable  judgment  %  of  his  age  : 
When  Cri  to  onre  a  panegyric  fliow'd. 
He  beat  him  with  a  Ilafi"  \  of  his  own  ode. 
Ah  what,  he  cry'd,  are  Paidar's  flights  to  me  ? 
I  lovE  foft  home  made  fing-fong,  duty  frc^.  j 
Write  me  the  flyle  that  lords  and  ladies  fpeaK  j 
Or  give  me  paflorals  on  Doric  Greek  : 
I  read  not  for  inflrucflion,  but  for  eafe  ; 
The  opium  of  the  pen  is  fure  to  pleafc :     [bright ; 
Where  limpid  ftreams   are  clear,    and   iunfliine 
Where  woos  and  coos,  and  loves  and  doves  unite  i 
Where  (imply  married  epithets  are  feen. 
With  gentle  Hyphen  keeping  peact  between, 
Whipt  cream  ;  unfcrtify'd  with  wine  or  fenfe  t 
Frcth'd  by  the  flattern  mufe,  indifTerence  ; 
And  deck'd  (as  after  ages  more  tliall  foe) 
With  poor  hedge-fiow'rs,  y-clept  iimplicity  ! 
Pert,  and  yet  dull ;  tawdry  and  mean  withall ; 
Fools  for  the  future  will  it  nature  call. 

He  learnt  his  whims,  and  hij,h  flown  notions'^ 
tco,  f_ 

Such  as  fine  men  adopt,  and  fine  men  rue  :         ^ 
(Mere  fingularity  the  point  in  view.) 
Julian  with  him  was  ftatefman,  bard  and  wit ; 
Julian,  who  ten  times  milVd,  and  one  time  hit 
Who  reafon'd  bliiidly,  and  more  blindly  writ. 
Julian,  who  lov'd  each  fobcr  mind  to  fhock  ; — 
Who  laugh'd  at  God,  and  offer'd  to  a  cock. 

He  learu'd  no  fmall  regard  for  Ariustoo: 
And  hinted  what: — nor  he,  nor  Arius  knew. 
•  But  moft  (as  did  his  pregnant  parts  become) 
He  lov'd  th'  old  pageantry  of  pagan  Rome. 
Pompous  idolatry  with  him  was  fafliion ; 
Nay,  he  once  dreain'd  of  tranfubflantiation.-^ 


•X.     J 


*  Spini,  the  old  poetical  name  for  finches  of 
eiery  fort.  See  Country  Farm,  by  Siirfiet  and 
Markka >n,  folio,  printedin  1616. 

f  Sic  Orig. 

%  Critics  in  the  reign  \if  Charles  H.  called^ 
theinfelves  judgments.     H&nce  Drydcnfays, 

''  A  brother  judgmerit /pare, 

"  He  is,  like  yov,  a  very  nvolf,  or  bear." 

§  Sfajf,  i.  e.  Stan~.i<i.  See  Shakfpeare,  CovjIcVm 
and  Dry  den's  Fdvul  Ladies,  Ail  I.  Scene  2. 
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*   Sir  Orig. 

f   0-jJd,  Met.  L.  X.  666. 

^  Hipporncncs, 

§  Why  dojl  than  doat  on  the  image  of  a  king 
Jlamped  on  coin,  and  defi>)fcth  the  image  cf  Gcd 
that  /Ijines  bi  human  nature  ?       St.  August. 

M-inutius  Felix  a.ldrefj'es  hiinfelf  'very  patheti- 
cally to  great  afiJ.  opulent  men  devoid  of  charity 
andalmfgiviir^' 

^'  4mait;\lays  he, ''  nJJ:;  lr:adcfyoz!.-^fVHlJ} 


Now,  mufe,  return,  and  tread  thy  courfe  again  ; 
I  only  teil  the  ftory  of  a  fwain. 

Pirafmus  (for  that  name  the  demon  bore 
Who  nurs'd  our  Ipark  in  failiionable  lore) 
Lik'd  well  this  wayward  vanity  of  mind,  "J 

But  thought  a  country  Itaje  a  nich^  contin'd  ;     J. 
Tpo  cold  for  lux'ry,  nor  to  folly  kind  :  j 

Bi;5antium's  hot-bed  better  forv'd  his  ufe. 
The  fpil  lefs  (tubbom,  and  more  rank  the  juice.    ■ 

My  Lord,  he  cries,  (with  looks  and  tone  com- 
pos'd, 
Whilft  he  the  mifch-ief  of  his  foul  disclos'd).      •'•  ■ 
Forgive  me,  if  that  title  I  afford  '.  '  •.T.BxiD 

To  one,  whom  nature  meant  to  be  a  lord  ;      ■  •'•' 
How  ill  mean  neighbourhood  your  genius  fiiits? 
To  live  like  Adam  midll  an  herd^of  brutes '. 
Leave  the  mere  country  to  mere  country  fwains, 
And  dv.'ell  where  life  ir;  ail  life's  glory  reigns. 

At  fix  hoars  diftance  from  Bizant'um's  wa;ll8,.    ■ 
(Where  Eofphorus  into  th;  Eusine  falls)  ■'  '- 

In  a  gay  diitric^,  call'd.th'  Elyfian  vale  *,       -'■  ■■■    1 
Afurn-.ih'd  villa  ftands,  propos'd  for  fale  : 
Thither,  for  fiimmcr  fliade,  the  great  reibrt ; 
Each  nymph  a  goddsfs,  and  e^ch  hoale  a  court : 
Be  mrftsr  of  the  happier  Lares  there. 
And  taite  life's  grandeur  in  a  rural  air. 

He  fpoke.     Eulogius  readily  agreed, 
And  (ign'd  with  eager  joy  the  pr.rclif.fe  deed.         - 
Div'd  in  the  Theban  vales  an  hon^e-fpun  fwain,- 
And  rofe  a  tawdry  fop  in  Afia's  plain.  ' 

Dapie  nature  gave  him  coraelinefs  and  health,  '    '  ■ 
And  fortune  (for  a  pa.Tporr)  gave  him  wealth.     ' 
The  bca4S  ejuoU'd  him,  the  conquets  approv'd: 
Fcr  a  rich  coxcomb  is  byinftincl  lov'd. 

Swift  Atalanta  (ni  the  itcry's  told  f ) 
Felt  her  fe'et  bird.lim'd  to  the  t;.rth  with  gold  : 
The, youth  %  had  weakli,  with  no  uiipitaling  face  ^ 
That,  and  the  golden  apples,  v>  on  the  race . 
Had  he  been  fwifter  than  the  fwifteli  wind, 
And  a  poor  wit — Jle  ftill  had  figh'd  behind.— 

Here  Satan    vanifh'd : He   had  frefti   com- 
mands— 
And  knew  his  pupil  was  in  able  hands. 

Anrl  now,  the  treafure  found,  and  matron's  ftore. 
Sought  other  objecls  than  the  tatter'd  pv^or; 
Part  to  huifiiliated  Apiciiis  tvent,  "J 

A  part  to  gaming  confeffors  v.-as  lent,  %■ 

And  part,  O  virtuous  Thais,  paint  thy  rent.        J 
Poor  folks  have  leifure  hours  to  faft  and  pray  ; 
Our  rich  man's  bus'nefslay  another  way  : 
No  farther  intercourfe  wi;h  heav'n  had  he, 
But  left  good  v.'orks  to  men  of  lovv-  degree  : 
Warm  as  himfelf  pronoimc'd  each  ragged  man. 
And  bade  diflrcrfs  to  profpcv  as  it  can: 
Till,  grown  obdurate  by  mere  dint  of  time. 
Hedeem'd  all  paormenrogurs,af.!want  acrime^. 


By  chance  he  ancient  amities  forgot, 
Or  elfe  exjjung'd  them  with  one  wilful  blot : 
Nor  knew  he  God  nor  man,  nor  faith  nor  friends,  y 
But  for  bye  puipofes  and  worldly  ends. 
No  fn^le  circumllance  his  mind  difmay'd,   ''-    •-* 
But  his  low  extract,  and  once  humble  trade'; 
Tlio4"e- thoughts  he  ftrove  to  bury  in  expence,    "  * 
Rich  meats,  rich  wines,  and  vain  magniticencc: 
Weak  as  the  Roman  chief,  Stvho  drove  to  hide 
Hi^  father's  cot  (and  cxice  his  father's  jirjde),  ^;  ■ 
By  caiicg  a  l&w  Ihed  of  rurat  rao/i' '  '       ' ''    '   "^ 
Willi  marble  walls, !!nd roof  adnrn'dwMrgoId*^ • 

\Vhol)iit  Eulogius  now  is  prals'd  and  known, 
TJie  very /j/i////',/fi'^ij- of  the  town?    ' .  -  '  ;* 

Our  ready  fchoi^r  in  a  fingle  year       '•-,''■->'       --^^ 
Could  he,  forget,  fwear,  flatter,  and  foVfwearf. 
R-migliito  the  tim'rous,  timid  with  the  W.-^-Ve',*      ' 
Tvlidft  wits  a  witling,  and  with  knaves  a  knave. 

Fame,  not  contented  with  ht-r  broad  hi^-hway,  . 
Delights  forchan'ie,  through  private  paths  toftray; 
And,  wand'ring  to  the  hefniit's  diflant  cell,  '; 
Vouthiaf'd  Eulogius' hiftorv  to  tell.  /'■  '       j: 

At  night  a  drearn  confirni'd  the  hermit  TrtBte'Y 
Hs-ftaited,  fcream'd,  and  fweat  from  cvdry  pote'.' 
He  dreaul'dthat  on  his  throne  th'  Almigttj  fifc*"! 
In  th'  iiivful  valley  of  Jehofliaphat  t,  '  '  ,','    ','.,,   " 
Where,  underneath  a  fprending  cedar's'.ffiadtr,    ,,, 
He  'fpy-Cd  his  friend  on  beds  of  rofes  laid  ;'  '    ; 

Rour.d  him  a  crowd  of  threat'ning  furies  iLlnds,- 
WitU  inilruments  of  veng'eairce  in  their  'hancls. 

The  Judge  Supreme  loon  cad  a  ftedfa^ileye, 
(Stern,  yet  attemper'd,  with  benignity), 
Oil  the  ra'fii  hermit,  who  with  impious  pny'r 
Had  been  the  fpon'for  of  another's  care.     '  '  - 
' "  Wretch,  tiiou  art  loft  in  parr,  and  in  the  whole  '. 
"  Is  this  the  mortgage  for  thy  brother's  foul  ?'' 

An  apopicx  of  dread  Eufebius  fhook  :  ' 
Defoainng  Judas  glar'd  in  all  his  look. 
I  Trembling  he  fell  befoie  th'  Almighty  throng  ; 
Importunate  as  Abraham  5  t'  atone     ' 
For  others  crimes :  O  Power  Suprerile  faJd  he,'" 
GiT.nt  me  once  more,  th'  nngraicful  wretch  to  fee: 
Siupeud  thy  doom  till  then:  o:iChriftian  ground 
No  5),i-i'.cekfb  rionltcr,  like  my  friend,  is  found. 

He  fpoke,  and  wak'd  aghall  :  He  tore  his  hair, 
And  rent  his  fackcloth  garments  in  defpair-, 
V^.'alk'd  to  Conltiftitinople,  and  hiquir'd 
,  Ot  ail  he  n;et ;   at  len|^th  the  houfc  defir'd 


ya.'r  horjcs  champ  upon  brnUcs  ivhnfc  iiiis  arc 
gilt  ivith  gold,  the  people  die  ivith  hunger  :^ 
'ivhsfens  One  of  your  diamond i  inigli  fifje  ibe 
lives  of  an  hundred  families.''^ 

*  Cic  Orig. 

I  "^ hefe  luho  ^are  accvjlomed  to  f-.vear  often., 
may  Jometiines  liy  chance,  happen  toforfiucar:  as 
he  that  imHiilgcs  his  tongue  in  talking  fie.juently 
fpeciis  that  luIAch  he  bla/bcsfir  in  Jllence., 

St.  'Cnn.YsosT. 

Again,  St.  Jerom  adds.  Let  thy  tongue  be  a 
granger  to  lying  and  fw::arii!g  ;  on  the  contrary, 
let  the  lo'ec  of  truth  be  fu  fro?igly  in'ttee,  that 
thd't  countejt  nvhatevcr'thou  faysfl  to  bd  fi'Cilidi 
'Ujith  a;:  oath.  ' 

f7../iii.i^. 

I  Uc.i.  xviii.  ^2,.—:,i. 
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THE   WORKS    OF  HARTE. 


By  chance  he  found,  but.noadmiflion  gain'd ; 
A  Thracian  fluve  m.e  porter's  place  maintain'd, 
(Sworn  toe  to  ihread-bare  fuppliants),  and  with 

pride 
His  maiter's  prefence,  nay,  Jiis  name,  deny'd. 

There  walkd  Eul'ebius  at  the  dawn  pf  light. 
There   vvalk'd  at  noon,  and   there  he  walk'd  at 

night. 
In  vain. — At  length,  by  providence's  care. 
He  found  the  door  unclos'd,  nor  fervants  near. 
I-Ie  enter'd,  and  ilnpugh  lev'ral  roonis  of  ftate. 
PijlVd  gently  ;  in  the  laft  Eulogius  fat. 
did  man,  good  morrow,  the  gay  courtier  cry'd.; 
God  give  you  grace,  my  fon,  the  fire  reply'd; 
And  then,  in  terips  as  moving  and  as  Itrong, 
As  clear,,  as  ever  fell  from  angel's  tongue, 
EefQughi,  reprov'd,  exhorted,  and  condemn'd  :— 
Eulogiustuiew  him, and, though  knownconteron'd. 

The  hermit  then  r.fliim'd  a  bolder  tone  ; 
His  rage  was  kindled,  and  his  patience  gone. 
Without  refpefl  to  titles  or  to  place, 
1  call  thee  (adds  he)  niifcreant  to  thy  face. 
My  pray'rs  drew  down  heay'n's  bounty  on  thy 
All  J  ni  an  evil  hour  my  wiflies  fped.  [head, 

Ingratitude's  bhick  curfe  thy  fteps  attend, 
Mo!;',.xr  to  God,  and  lailhiefs  to  thy  friend  1 

X^'ith  all  the  rage  of  aninfulted  man 
The  courtier  call'd  his  flaves,  who  fwiftly  ran  ; 
"  Androtion,  Geta,_i"eize  this  aged  fool, 
"  See  him  well  fconrg'd,  and  fend  him  back  to 

"  fchool.  ,.  . 

"  Teach  the  Old  Clironicle,  in  future  times 
"  To  bear  no  mem'ry  but  of  poor  rogues'  crimes." 

The  hermit  took  the  chaftifement,  and  went 
Back  to  Thebais  full  of  difcontent ; 
Saw  his, once-impious  rallinefs  more  and  mure. 
And,  vi(?tin)  to  convinc'd  contrition,  hvie 
With  Chriftian  thankfulnefs  the  marks  he  wore. 
And  then  on  bended  knees  with  tears  and  fighs 
He  thus  invok'd  the  Ruler  of  the  ikies; 
*'  My  late  requelt,  AU-gracious  Power  forgive  '. 
■"   And— that  yon  :nifcieani  may  repent,  and  live, 
"  Give  him  that  poverty  which  fuits  him  bell, 
"  And  leave  difgrace  and  grief  to  work  the  reft.'' 

So  prayd  the  herrait,  and  with  reafon  pray 'd. — 
Some  plants  the  funfliine  aik,  and  fume  the  fliade. 
At  night  the  nure-trees  Ipread,  but  check  their 

bloom  .   ... 

At  morn,  and  lofe  their  verSure  and  perfume. 
The  virtues  of  moft  men  willonly  blow, 
Like  coy  auriculas,  in  Alpine  mow  *  : 
Tranfplant  them  to  the  equinoctial  line, 
Their  vigour  ficktns,  and  their  tints  decline.—  , 
Heav'ri-to  its' predilei^ed  children  grants 
The  middle  fpace  'twixt  opulence  and  wants, 

Meanwhile  Eulogius,  uiiaballi'd  and  gay, 
Purlu'd  his  courtly  tratfl  without  d" 
Kemorfe  was  hood-wlnk'd,  coufcience 

away. 

Reafon  the  felon  of  herfelf  was  made, 
And  nature's  fubftance  hid  by  nature's  fliade  '. 

'  Our  fme  man,  now  completed,  quickly  found 
Congenial  friends  in  Aliatic  ground. 


and  wants, 
and  gay,      T 
iifmay :  ( 

snce  charm'd  C 


new ;  > 


*   This  Jlower  nvas'jirjl'  difcovered  under  the 
fmiv,  at  the  foot  of/omc  ice  tiiounta'ins  amongfl  the 


Th'  advent'rous  pilot  in  a  fingle  year 
Learn'd  his  ftate  cock-boat  dest'roufly  to  fteer; 
Veri'atile,  and  (harp-piercing  like  a  fcrew. 
Made  good  the  old  paflage,  and  ftill  forc'd  anew  : 
For,  juft  as  int'reft  whiffled  on  his  mind. 
He  Anatolians  left,  or  Thracians  join'd  ; 
Caught  ev'ry  breeze,  and  iail'd  with  every  tide  ; 
But  rtill  was  mindful  of  the  leeward  fide  ; 
Still  mark'd  the  pinnacle  of  fortune's  height, 
And  bark'd— to  be  made  turnfpit  of  the  ftate. 
By  other  arts  he  learns  the  nack  to  thrive  ; 
The  moft  obfequious  parafite  alive  : 
Chamelion  of  the  court,  and  country  too  ; 
Pays  Cefar's  tax,  but  gives  the  mob  their  due  ; 
And  makes  it,  in  his  confcience,  the  lame  thing 
To  crown  a  tribune,  or  behead-  a  king  : 

All  things  to  all  men  ; and  (himfelf  to  pleafe) 

Alllmulates  *  each  colour  which  he  fees. 
If  patriots  pay  him,  willow-wreaths  he  bears, 
And  coats  of  tilamotte  f  complexion  Avears  ; 
If  ftatefmen  pay  him  better,  a  frefli  hue 
Brightens  his  garb ;  more  brilliant  as  more  ii 
Court-turquoife,  and  indeliable  of  blue. 
Thus  wealher-cocks  by  ev'ry  wind  are  blown. 

And  iut'ieft  oils  a  motion,  not  their  own. 

How  llranp^ely  crowds  mifplace  things,  and  mif. 

calf 
Madnefs  in  one  is  liberty  in  all  1 

On  lefs  important  days,  he  pafs'd  his  time 
In  virtuofo-lhip,  and  crambo-rhyme  : 
In  gaming,  jobbing,  (idling,  painting,  drinking, 

And  ev'ry  art  of  uiing  time,  but  thinking. 

He  gives  the  dinners  of  each  upftart  man, 

As  coftly,  and  luxurious,  as  he  c.an  ; 

Then  weds  anhciiefs  of  fubuil-'sn  mold. 

Ugly  as  apes,  but  wtl  endow'd  with  gold  ; 

TUere  fortune  gave  him  his  full  dofe  of  ftrife. 

A  fcolding  woman,  and  a  jealous  wife  1 

T'  increal'e  this  load,  fome  fycophant  report 

Deftroy'd  his  int'reft  and  good  grace  at  court. 

At  this  one  ftioke  the  man  look'd  dead  in  law  : 

H;s  flatt'rersfcamper,  and  his  friends  withdraw  \. 

Some  men  (as  holy  writ  foretelleth  right)^ 

Have  one  way's  entrance,  but  have  fev'n  ways 
fiight§. 
"  I  never  lik'd  the  wretch,"  fays  one  :  another 

Opines    in  the  fame  ||  language  with  his  brother : 

A  third,  with  myftic  ibrug  and  winking  eye, 

Sufpc(5ls  him  for  a  dervile  and  a  fpy. 


*  "  Frotinus  affitmilat  tctigit  qvofciinqve  eo- 
lores."  Ovid.  iH(-i.  XV.  4n. 

t  Fillamotte  {Dryden)  is  that  "  clovded  mix- 
ture  of  crimjon,  yeltoiv,  and  umber  colours,  whifi^ 
arefeenin  thei"gin»i/ig  of  winter  on  a  falling 
leaf:'  Filamotte,  quciji  jtucille  motte.  Thus 
Ifabella  colour  denotes  a  certain  gra-ve  eolovr 
woin  by  the  Infanta  Ifabella  Clara,  Eugenia, 
Arch-duchefs  oj  'Aiflria,'ac,  Ibiy  For gridelinc, 
fee  the  Vifioji  of  Death. 

\''  A  friend  cannot  be  hnoivn  in  profl>erity,  and 
an  enemy  cunjiot  be  hidden  in  adverfity" 

iiccLUS.  sii. 
^     §  Deut.  xxviii.  7. 

II  Opines,  i.  e.  given  his  opinion.  Mr.  Pope, 
from  the  FrcKcJi, 


EULOeiUS:    OH, 

*'  Pray,  Sir,  the  crime  ?"™The  monarch  frown'd 

No  more, 

Thfe  fellow's  guiity,  and  his  bus'nefs  o'er  *. 

And  now  (to  fliorten  my  difaft'rous  tale) 
Storms  of  affronts  pour'd  in  as  thick  as  hail. 
Each  icheme  for  fafety  mifchievoufly  I'ped, 
And  the  drawn  fword  hung  o'er  him  by  a  thread. 
Child  he  had  none.     His  v/ife  with  forrow  dy'd  ; 
Few  women  can  furvive  the  lofs  of  pride. 

Meanwhile  the  demon,  who  was  abfent  far, 
(Engag'd  in  no  lefs  work  than  civil  war) 
Perceiv'd  th'  approaching  wreck  ;  and,  in  a  trice 
Appearing,  gave  both  comfort  and  advice. 

"  Great  geniufes,"  he  cry'd,  "  muft  ne'er  def- 
pair; 
'*  The  wife  and  brave  ufurp  on  fortime's  care  I 
"  The  unexhaufted  funds  of  haman  wit 
*'  Oft  mifs  one  objedl,  and  another  hit : 
"  The  man  of  courts,  who  tiuftsto  one  poor  hole, 
"  Is  a  low  foolifl)  fool  f,  and  has  no  foul : 
'•  Difgraces  my  rfefpedle.d  patronage,  [age  f  ! 

"  And,  gaining  Heav'n,  becomes  the  jelV  of  th' 
"  Court-loyalty  is  a  precarious  thing  :  [king, 

'•  When  the  king's  trump,  time-fervers  fervc  the 
*'   But,  when  he's  out  of  luck,  they  iTiift  their  fail, 
"   And  popularity's  the  fav'fite  gale  : 
"   Vain  popularity  !   which  fancy  ilirouds, 
"  Like  Juno's  fhade,  in  party-colour'd  clouds. 
"  Each  man  will  go  a  mile  to  fee  you  crown'd 
"  With  civic  wreaths,  till  earth  and  Ikies 

found ; 
"  And  each  man  will  go  two  tofee  you  drow 

"  Whoever  hopes  in  dang'rous  times  to  lile, 
"  Muft  learn  to  ihoot  fwift  fortune  as  fhe  flies : 
"  Capricious  phantom  !  never  at  a  ftay  : 
"  Jult  feen,  and  loft  ;  when  neareft,  far  away  ! 
•'  But,   to   be   brief,    (and   mark  my  judgment 

well)  ; 
"  Your  fortune's  totter'd,  when  old  Juftin  fell ; 


-NitJiquam,  Ji  quid  mihi  rredis, 
[ne  ?  i^ifqam 
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ids. 
'n'd  -\ 
i  re-  / 

yn'd.J 


amavi  I't^  •-  -^ 

Hjtncce  hominem.     Sed  quo  cecidit  fub  crimi 
Delator?  ^libus  iiidiciii,  que  tejle  probu'vit? 
Nil  borum.  Verbofa,  et  grandis  epijtola  venit 

A  Capreis.  Benehabet^nilplusinterrogo." 

JuvEN.  Sat.  X.  68. 
To  fuch  fort  of  worldly  conneUions  may  he  ap- 
plied the  ^golden  faying  of  St.  Chryfojlom,  "  meum 
and  \.u\im  are  almo/l  incomputable  words.'" 

Orat.  itt  Philagon. 
f  "  A  fool  in  his  folly." 

Frov.  o/Solom.  xvii.  12. 
\  The  f on  of'Sirach,  in  oppofition  to  thefe  falfe 
and  dangerous    notiotis,  jufily   remarks :  "   Ob- 
ferve  the  opportunity,  and  beware  of  evil :  be  not 
qjhamed  ivhen  it  concerneth  thyfoid.'"'' 

ECCLUS.  Iv.  20. 
IfaiaVs  advice  is  'very  tioble  :  "  Fear  not  the 
reproach  of  men,  neither  be  ye  affraid  of  their  re- 
■vilings ;  for  the  moth  fijall  eat  them  up  as  a  gar- 
ment, and  the  worms  fhall  eat  them  like  wool ; 
but  my  falnjation  fiall  be  for  ever."  Ch.  li.  7,  S. 

"  /,  even  I,  am  he  that  comforteth you.  Why 
Jl.wulde/t  thou  be  afraid  of  a  man  that  f}j  all  die, 
and  forgettefl  tbe  Lord,  thy  Maker,  who flretcheth 
forth  the  heaijens  .^'^  Ibid.  12,  13. 


"  His  fuccelFor  *,  as  you  and  all  men  know, 
"  Is  kind,  when  friend ;  and  unappeas'd,  when  foe; 
".  Some  fly  court-vermin,  wriggling  in  his  ear, 
"  Has  whil'per'd,  what  preJiifts  your  ruin  near  : 
'•  Then  caft  thy  die  of  fortune  all  at  once  ; 
"  Leain  to  be  any  thing  but  dupe  or  duiice. 
"  Fortune  affifts  the  brave.     Plunge  boldly  in  ; 
"  T'  attempt ,  and  fail,  is  a  poor  fneaking  fin. 
"  Hypadus  (with  preteiifions  not  th'-  worft) 
"  Affects  the  throne  :  be  thou  to  join  the  firft: 
''  "T\i  not  a  crime  too  worldly-wife  to  be  ;■ 
"  Or  (if  it  is)  difcharge  the  crime  on  me." 

Thus  weak  Eulogius,  by  falfe  greatnefs  aw'd, 
Liften'd— unto  th'  artiticer  of  fraud  : 
The   dodfrine   catne  not    from    th'   all-iighteous 
When  Satan  tells  a  lie,  'tii  all  his  own  f    [throne  : 

He  i'poke,  and  vanilb'd.     Swift  Eulogius  fled, 
And  to  the  Emulous  of  empire  fped. 

Here,  were  it  not  too  long  I  might  declare 
The  motives  and  fucceffes  of  the  \.ar. 
The  prowefs  of  the  knights,  their  martial  deeds. 
Their  fwords,  their  fhieids,  their  furcoats  \   and 

their  fteeds ; 
Till  Belifarius  at  a  fingle  blow 
Supprefs'd  the  fadtion  and  rc-pell'd  the  foe. 
By  a  quick  death  the  traitors  he  reliev'd  ; 
Condemn'd,  if  taken  ;  famifli'd,  ;f  iepr:ev'd. 
Now  fee  Eulogius  (who  had  all  betiay'd 
Whate'er  he  kne\-)  in  loathfoine  dungeon  laid; 
A  pris'ner,  firft  of  war,  and  then  of  Rate  : 
Rebel  and  traitor  a(k  a  double  fate  I 
But  good  Juftinian,  whole  eXalted  mind 
(In  fpite  of  what  Pirafmus  urg'd,  inchn'd 
To  mercy,  foon  the  forfeit-life  forgave, 
And  freed  it  from  the  fliackles  of  a  (lave.  . 
Then  fpoke  with  mild,  but  in  majeflic  ftrain,     "> 
Repent,  and  hafte  thee  to  Larifla's  plain,  ^         \. 
Or  wander  through  the  world,  another  Cam.     3 
fhy  lands  and  goods  (hall  be  the  poor  man's  lot, 
Or  feed  the  orphans,  you've  fo  long  forgot. 
Forlaken,  helplefs,  recogniz'd  by  none, 
Frofcrib'd  Eulogius  left  th'  urprofp'rous  town  : 
For  fuccour  at  a  thoufand  doors  he  knock'd  ; 
Each  heart  was  harden'd,   and  each   door   was 

lock'd. 
A  pilgrim's  ftaff  he  bore,  of  humble  thorn  ; 
Fervious  to  winds  his  coat,  and  fadly  torn  : 
Shoes  he  had  none  :  a  beggar  gave  a  pair, 
Who  faw  feet  poorer  than  his  own,  and  bare. 
He  drank  the  ftream,  on  dew-berries  he  fed. 
And  wildings  harfti  fupply'd  the  place  of  bread  ; 
Thus  homeward  urg'd  his  folitary  way; 
(Four  years  had  he  been  abfent  to  a  day.) 

Fame  through  Thebais  his  arrival  fpread. 
Half  his  old  friends  reproach'd  him,  and  half  fled  : 
Of  help  and  common  countenance  berctt. 
No  creature  own'd  him,  but  a  dog  he  Icit. 
Compundlion  touch'd  bis  foul,  and,  wifer  made 
By  bitter  fufF'rings,  he  refum'd  his  trade  :        [peif. 
Thank'd  Heav'n  for  want   of  pow'r   and   v/ant  of 
That  he  had  lolt  the  world,  luid  found  himfelf. 
Confcience  and  charity  rcviv'd  their  part, 
And  true  humility  enrich 'd  the  heart, 

*  "juftinian.  \  Joh'n  vi!i.  44. 

\  Surcoat,  an  u^per  garment  of  defence 

Dryden. 
3  K-  iij 
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'^^^liIe  grace  cckilial  with  enliv'ning  ray 

Eeam'd  forth,  to  gild  the  ev'ning  of  his  day. 

His  nei;fhboorsraark'd  the  change,  and  each  man 

ftrove 
By  flow  degrees  t'  spphud  him,  and  to  love. 
So  Peter,  when  his  tim'rouf  guilt  was  o'er, 
Eraerg'd,  and  (lood  twice  firmer  than  before  *. 

Eufebius,  who  had  long  in  filence  mourn'd, 
Rejoic'd  to  hear  the  prodigal  returned  : 
And,  with  the  eagcrnefs  of  feeble  age, 
Made  hafte  t'  exprcfs  his  joy  and  griefs  afluage. 
''  My  fon,"  he  cry'd,  "  once  more  contemplate 

me  : 
"  Behold  th'  unhappy  wretch  that  ruin'd  thee  ; 
"   My  ill-j'.idg''d  pray'rs  (in  lucklefs  moments  fped) 
''  Brought  down  the  curie  of  riches  on  ihy  head. 
*'  No  language  can  exprefs  one  fm'^de  part 
"  Of  what  I  felt,  and  what  ftill  racks  my  heart. 
"  Vainly  I  thcuiht,  that,  to  increafc  thy  ftore, 
*'  Was  to  incrcafe  Heav'n's  manna  for  the  poor. 
"  Man's  virtue  cannot  go  beyond  itj length; 
"  God's  gifts  are  ftill  proportion'd  to  our  ftrength. 
*'  The    Scripture-widow  f  gives  her   well-fav'd 

mite 
"  With  affluent  joy,  nor  fears  to  faffer  by't : 
"  \A'hilfl  Dives'  heaps  (the  barter  of  his  foul) 
*'  Lie  buried  in  fome  bafe  inglorious  hole, 
*'  Or  on  the  wings  of  pomp  and  luxury  fly, 
•'  Accurfl  by  Heav'n,  and  dead.to  charity  j: ! 
"  The  charitable  few  are  chiefly  they 
"  Whom  fortune  places  in  the  middle  way  §  ; 


*  See  Luxe  xxii.  55-— 6a. 

"  Fcterjlood  moref.rinly,  after  he  had  lament- 
ed his  fall. than  before  he  felL."  St.  Ambrose. 
f  Luke.  xxi.  a.      2.  Cok.  viii.  12. 
I  "  God  is  not  honoured  with   cur  expending 
that  miney  nvhich  is  bedeiued  nuitb  the  tears  0/ 
the  opprej'ed.''^     St.  Chrysost. 

§  The  truly  charitable  tiian  {who  happens  to 
he  neither  rich  nor  poor),  is  ivell  painted  by  an 
ancient  clajp.c.  I  quote  the  verfes,  becaufe  1 7ien;»r 
Ja-M  them  quoted : 

"  Cujits        \femper 

"   iVow  frontcm  'vertere   ininx ;  fed  Candida 
Gaiidia,  c?  in  'vu.hu  curarum-  igncira  •volup- 
tas. 


"  Jud  rich  enough,  with  ceconomic  care, 
"  To  fave  a  pittance,  and  a  pittance  fpare  : 
''  Juft  poor  enough  to  feci  the  poor  man's  morri, 
"  Or  (hare  thofo  fuJ'rings  which  may  prove  their 

''  Great  riches,  with  infi'.iuating  arr,    [own! 

''   Debafe  the  man,  .ind  petrify  the  heart. 

"  Let  the  fulfe  frierid,  like  Satan,  be  wichfi;ood» 

''  Who  wilhcs  us  more  wealth-— to  do  more  good  \ 

"   To  this  great  trial  foroe  are  equal  founJ  ; 

"  Moit  in  th'  unnavigable  ftream  are  drown 'd*  ." 

Ke  fpoke  :  and,  with  a  flood  of  tears  oppreft. 
Left  his  Ealo;jius  to  divine  the  reft.  [fmil'd) 

"  Father,''  he   cry'd,  (and  with  complacence 
"  Heav'n' j  trialshave  at  length  reclaim'J  its  child. 
"  Omnifcience  only  can  our  wants  foreknov.', 
"  And  all -beneficence  will  beit  beftow. 
"  Some  few  God's  bounty  on  the  poor  employ  : 
''  There  are— whom  to  promote,  is  to  deftrov  1 
"  Rough,  thorny,  barren,  is  pale  virtue's  road; 
"  And  poifons  are  true  cures  when  giv'nby  God 
"  Spoiitanc'us  I  rclign,  with  full  accord, 
"  The  empty  nothings  we 
"  My  mind's  my  ail,  by  Kea 

ftor'd. 
"  O  Pow'r  Supreme  !  unfearchahle  thy  views  ! 
"  Omnlfcient,  or  to  give,  or  torefufe  1 
'"  Grant  me,  as  I  begun,  to-end  my  days 
"  In  acfls  of  humble  charity  and  praife ; 
''  In  thy  own  paths  my  journey  let  me  run, 
"  And,  as  in  Heay'n,  on  earth  ihy  will  be  done'. 

Thushe  malntain'd  Almighty  Wifciom'scaufe. 

The  fun  flione  forth The  hermit  pleas'd  with- 

draws--- 
And  nature  wore  an  afpeft  of  applaufe 


ires  when  gvv  nby  God. 
vith  full  accord,  ~J 

ealth  and  pov.''r  afford  ;  f 
Heav'n's  free  grace  re-  f 
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Non  tibi  fepoftta^  infelix  f^rangulat  area 
Di-vitias ;    aziideve  animum    difpendia   tor- 

qucnt 
Fa:noris  expojiti  cenfus  ;  fed  doBa  fruendi 
Temperies"  Uc. 
*  Hugo,  in   his  excellent  treatife  De   Anima, 
fna.ies  the  folloiving  remark  upon  greatnefs  and 
ambition  : 

'•  The  human  heart  is  a/mall  thing,  and  yet 
dejireth  great  matters.  It  is  barely  fufficient  for 
a  kite's  dinner^  and  yet  the  whole  world  fufficetb 
it  not." 


MACARIUS:  OR,  THE  CONFESSOF. 


Ha  vocem  magna.  Pater,  ingeniumquc  dolori. 


Stat.    Epiced.  Patris. 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  THE  REV.  DR.  ROBERT 
HORT, 

CAXON  OF    WINDSOR. 

All  fober  poets  with  thy  bard  *  agree. 
Who  fung,  "  Tliat  truth  was  trueft  poetry."— 
Alike  to  mc,  and  the  deceas'd.  a  friend  ; 
O  Hort,  to  thefe  my  pious  ftrains  attend. 


Cowley.  Stc  his  Bavideis. 


Thou  knew'ft   the  man  ;  and   thy  good  fenfe  is 

fuch, 

I  dare  not  fay  too  littfe,  or  too  much. 

Under  his  eye  the  felf-farae  views  combin'd 

Our  ftudies,  and  one  horofcope  conjoin'd. 

He    clieck'd   th'   impatient    wand'rings    of    our 

youth, 
And  grafted  on  our  fancy  facfls  and  truth. 
Together  we  amas'd  our  youthful  prime. 
Days  feem'd  but  hours,  and  time  improv'd  on  tlcnc; 


1^TACARTUS :  OR,  THE  COKFESSOl, 


t%f 


MiiuIIefs  of  cares  (and  how  they  pafs'd  or  came), 
O.ir  fports,  our  labours,  and  our  reft  the  t'.ime  *. 

See'll  thou  yon'  yews,  by  penfive  nature  made 
For  tears,  and  grief,  and  melancholy  Ihade; 
V/ide  o'er  the  church  they  fpread  an  awful  light, 
Than  day  more  ferioas,  haif-compos'd  as  n)j;ht, 
(There,  where  the  winding  Kennet  gently  laves 
Britannia's  Lombardy  f  with  fliver  waves)  ; 
Tl-.ere  il?eps  Macarius,  foe  to  pomp  and  pride  ; 
Who  iiv'd  contented,  and  contented  dy'd. 

Say,  (hall  the  lamp  where  Tulliawas  entomb'd, ' 
Cum  twice  fev'n  ages,  and  be  unconfum'd  ? 
And  not  one  verl'e  be  facred  to  a  name 
EnJear'd  by  virtuous  deeds  and  fiknt  fame  ? 
rTrue  fame  demands  not  panegyric  aid  ; 
The  fLin'ral  torch  burns  brigliled  in  the  fliade  ; 

Too  fait  it  biH/Zes,  fann'd  by  public  air  ; 

Thus  blolTonvs  tall,  before  their  tree  can  bear. 
True  fame,  like  porc'iain  earth,  for  years  mull  lay 
Bary'd,  and  mis'd  with  elemental  clay  :f . 

His  younger  d.iys  were  not  in  triiiing  fpent, 
For  pious  Hall  ||  a  kind  infpetSion  lent : 
He    fliow'd  him    what    to   feek,   and   what    to 

Ih-.m; . 

Harcourt  §  with  him  the  thorny  journey  run, 
Companion  of  his  ftudics ;  and  a  friend 
Sincere  in  youth,  and  ftcdfaft  to  the  end. 

Courts  and  the  world  he  knew,  but  not  admir'd  ; 
He  travell'd  through  them  wifely,  and  retir'd  : 
Giving  to  folitune  and  heav'nly  care 
Thofe  moments  which  the  worldling  cannot  fparc, 
Thus,  half  a  century,  his  courfe  he  run  -    ' 

Of  pray'r  and  praifes,  daily,  like  the  fun  : 
Hapi^y  1   Who  truth  invariably  purfues, 
And  well-earn'd  fame  by  better  fame  renews  ^1 

Kis  book?,  like  friends  were  chofen,  few  and 
good  ; 
Conftantly  usM  and  truly  underftood. 
The  Sacred  Scriptures  were  his  chief  delight  **  ; 
Talk  of  the  day,  and  viiion  of  the  night: 

•  Thcfeei^ht  lines  are  itnitated.  from  a  famorii 
paffa^e  in  Perfnts,  Sat.  V.  tco  -jjcll  hr.own  to  he 

r cot  lilted.     It  begins 

*'  Geiiiinos  botDfcope"         i:?c. 
f  BerkJJjire. 

%  It  is  reported  that  the  Chinefe  beat  and  mix 
thoroughly  together  the  compofition  that  makes 
porcelain,  and  then  bury  it  in  a  deep  bed  of  clay 
for  an  hundred  years.  See  Dr.  Don;.'e's  lettei  s. 
See  alfo  the  difcovery  of  Hidden  Treajure,  jto, 
London  1656,  p.  S9;  (a  very  fcarce  arzd  curious 
•work,  by  the  famous  Gabriel  Plattes  ) 

II  Mr.  john  Hall,  jnafier  cf  Pembroke  College, 
Ovford,  in  1661,  &nd  ReSlor  of  St.  Aldate's  in  the 
fame  uiuverfty.  Created  I).  I),  in  1669,-  eleSi- 
JMargaret  Profcjfor  in  i6j6 ;  and  confecrated 
Bifiop  of  Brifi^l  the  iith  of  June,  1691.  All 
^ivhich  preferments  he  enjoyed  together, 

§  M.r.  Simon  Harcourt,  afteriuards  Lord  Chan- 
cellor Harcottrt,  offered  lA/n  a  Bijhoprick  from 
^leen  Anne,  many  years  after  the  Revolutioji ; 
but  the  favour  ivas  declined  lutth  grateful  ac- 
knoiuledifemeizts. 

^  IVifd.  of  Sol.  xiii.  I. 

**  He  employed  ten  or  t-u>elve  hours  a-day  in 
■fiuiy,  luitbout  a:rj<  i.iterruJ^tlQii  {but  that  of  ca- 


il'd     Shakfpeare- 
llingworth,    and  C. 
3  in  our  lands  '.")-' 


Truth's  fecond  fources  he  with  c:^7Z  f.irvey'J, 
And  walk'd  with  Hernias  in  the  rural  fliade  *. 
Cyprian  witli  awful  gravity  !ic  fought; 
And  true  fimplicity  Ignatius  brought; 
Lively  Minucius  did  his  hours  beguile  ; 
La(!tantius  chavm'd  with  elcrance  of  ftylei 
But  moftly  Chryfoltom  engag'd  his  mind  : 
Great  without  labour,  witiiout  art  reHn'd  I 
Now  fee  his  gentle  elocution  flows, 
Soft  as  the  Hakes  of  heav'n-defcending  fnows; 

Now  iVe  him,  like  th'  impetuuus  torrent,  roll  • 
Pure  in  his  diction,  purer  in  his  fovd  : 
By  few  men  equall'd,  and  furpafsM  by  none  ; 
A  Tid!y  and  Demofthenes  in  one  f  ! 

Somithing  at  cheerful  intervals  was  due 
To  Roman  cla,nic!>,  and  Athenian  too. 
Plato  with  raptures  did  his  foid  infpire  ; 
Piotinus  fann'd  the  Academic  \  firo. 
Then  came  the  Stagyrite  ;-. -whole  excellence 
Bei'.ms  forth  in  clearneis,  brevity,  and  fenfc  I 

Next,  for  amufcment's  fake,  lie  tuin'd  his  eye3 
To  them,  whom  we  dcfpoi),  and  then  defpife : 
Foremoit     of    thefe,     unrivall'd     Shakfpeare. 

itands ; 
With    Hooker,   Raleigh,    Chill 

Sandi  J  ; 

(For  in  thofe  days  "  were  giants  ir 

fial  f  chief 5'),  for  fifty  years  fucceffivcly.  His- 
pihicipal  lufmefs  nxjas  m  referring  every  difficult 
part  of  Scripture  to  thofe  particular pafages  in  the 
Fathers,  and  eminent  modern  divines,  who  had. 
explained  then  exprefly  or  occnficj?zally. 

*  A!!ud),!g  to  a  ivork  intituled  the  Shepherd  of 
Heriii'Jii.  Hennas  w.^s  contemporary  with  fonia 
of  the  Apojiles. 

f  In  order  to  judge  a  little  of  thefe  two  affer^ 
tions,  be  pleafed  on'y  to  read  St.  Ck-jyfoftom' s  Ho- 
mily on  St.  Matthew,  and  hit  Orations  to  the 
People  of  Anttoch  nEPI  AXAPIANTriN. 

See  afo  Ferrarius  de  Condone  Veterum,  anS, 
the  Eloquence  Cretienne  of  M.  Gijbert :  The  lajl 
of  which  liior&s  was  a  favourite  book  with  the 
late  Lord  Sowers,  and  wrought  a  great  effeSi  on 
his  fuiure  ivay  of  thinking. 

Ti.'ls  anecdote  was  imparted  to  me  by  the  late 
3Ir.  Elijah  Fsnton,  as  matter  offaii,  on  his  own 
knowledge. 

I  Academic  is  nfed  in  the  Horat'ianfenfe  of  the 
Word : 

"  Atqve  inter  fylveis  Academi  quoerere  verum.''^ 

§  Edwyn  Sandys,  Archbifnop  of  Fork,  was  one 
ofthefrj2  eminent  Refonners,  not  only  of  our 
holy  religion  {which  almcji  every  perfoa  knows), 
but  cf  oar  language  {which  circumftance  fewper- 
funs  lire  apprized  of).  His  fermons  {the  time 
when  he  preached  them  being  duly  confidercd),  may 
be  looked  upon  as  a  majierpiece  of  eloquence  and. 
fine  writing.  Thsy  were  chiefly  preached  between 
the  years  is 50  and  1575. 

Hisfn  George  (and  here  let  me  be  underjlood 
to  refer  chiefly  to  his  Farapbrife  on  job)  knew 
the  true  harmony  of  the  Englijh  Heroic  Couplet 
long  before  Benham  and  Waller  took  up  the  pen  ; 
and  preferved  that  harmony  more  unifoi  mly.  Va- 
riety perhaps  was  wanting  ;  which  Dry  den  af- 
terwaulsfiippUsd,  but  r.U  till  he  came  to  the  for^ 
3  ^  "ij 


in 
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Thus,  like  'he  bee,  he  fuckM  from  ev'ry  flow'r, 
And  hour  furpafs'd  the  predeceffor-hour. 
Latimer's  father  *  was  his  type  of  yore  ; 
Little  he  had,  but  fomething  for  the  poor: 
And  oft  on  better  days  the  board  was  fpread 
With  wholeiome  meat  ar.d  hofpitade  bread. 
Poor  in  himfelf,  men  poorer  he  reliev'd, 
And  gave  the  charities  he  had  receiv'd. 

The  midnight-lamp,  in  cryltal  cale  enclos'd. 
Beams  bright ;  nor  is  to  winds  nor  rains  expos'd  : 
A  watch-tow'r  to  the  wand'rers  of  mankind  ; 
Torlorn,  belated,  and  with  paflions  blind  f , 
Who  tread  the  foolifli  round  their  fathers  trod. 
And,  'midii  life's  errors,  hit  on  death's  by-road  \. 

'Midft  racking  pains  §   his  mind  was  calm") 
and  ev'n;  ( 

Patience  bnd  theerfulnefs  to  him  were  giv'n  ;     C 
Patience  I  the  choicefl  gift  on  this  fide  Heav'n  1 J 
His  ftrengih  of  parts  furviv'd  the  fev'ntieth  year, 
And  then,  like  northern  fruits,  left  off  to  bear  ; 
JNought  but  d  Veftal  fire  fuch  heat  contains ; 
Age  I'eldom  boafts  fo  prodigal  remains  ||. 
Some  few  beyond  life's  ufual  date  are  calt: 
Prime  clulters  of  the  grape  ^  till  winter  laft. 
To  thefe  a  facred  preference  is  giv'n  : 
Each  Hiaft  ispolifli'd,  and  th'  employer  Heav'H  **. 

Jeffries  (if  that  were  poffibJe)  reUrain'd 
Hi5  fury,  when  you  mournfully  coinplain'd  ff. 

ty-ffth  year  of  his  age ;  namely,  till  the  time 
be  puhiyhed  Aurcngt>ehc. 

*  bijhop  Hugh  Latimer  (^luhom  I'quotc  only  by 
memory,  not  having  the  original  at  hafuf)  fays,  in 
one  of  his  fermons  preached  at  Ht-   Paul  i  Crofs, 

about  the  year  ,  '"  that  though  his  father 

"  po£'e(fed  no  more  than  40  acres  of  free  land,  or 
•'  thereabouts,  yet  he  had  always  jomething  to 
"  give  to  the  poor,  and  noiv  and  then  entertained 
•-  his  friends  ; — that  he  portioned  out  three  daugh- 
"  ters,  at  S  I-  a-piece,  ahd  bred  up  a  fun  at  the 
"  univerfity ;  otherivfe,"  adds  he,  "  /  Jhonld 
*'  not  hccve  had  the  honour  of  appearing  in  this 
"  fnlpit  before  the, King's  majejly.''^' 

Note,  The  original  edition  fays  4  acres,  ivhich 
tni/Jl  be  a?i  error  of  the  prefs,  iTiJtead  of  ^o  acres. 
Old  Latimer  lived  in  good  repute  about  the  year 
1470,  in  which  year  his  fon  Hugh  ivas  born. 

f  PalarJ.efque  homines  pafjim,  ac  rationis  egen- 
tes, 
Defpe&are  procul.  Ovid.  Met. 

Sed  nil  dnlcius  eft,  bene  qi  am  nmnita  tenere 
Edita  do£}iina  Sapient um  tewplumferena, 
Jjefpicere  nndc  queas  alios,  puffimque  t'i  lere 
Eruire,  atque  warn  pulantes  qucercre  vitce. 
LucRET.  L.  n.  6. 
\  Wifdom  of  Solomon,  i.  1 2. 
§  In  the  iajt  years  of  his  life  'Macarius  ivas 
grievovfy   ifiicied  ivith  nephritic  pains 

II '*  Cut  vix  certaverit  ulla 

Aut  tantum  Jiuere,  aut  totidem  diirare  per 
annos." 

ViRG.  Georg.  2. 
•[  2  Ffdras  xii.  42. 
'**    If./iah  xlis.  2. 

tf  IVoen  Judge  Jeffries  came  to  Taiinton-af- 
fi%es,  in  the  year  i6ij,  to  execute  bis  CQmmiffion 


And  Kirk's  barbarians,  hard  as  harden'd  fteel, 
Forgot  their  Lybia,  and  vouchfaf'd  to  feel. 

When  crowns  were  doubtful,  and  when  nun  -• 
bers  fteer'd 
As  honour  prompted,  or  felf-int'reft  veer'd  ; 
(rimes !  when  the  wifeft  of  mankind  might  err, 
And,  loft  in  fliadows,  wrong  or  right,  prefer)  ; 
The  tempter,  in  a  vapour's  form  *,  arofe, 
And  o'er  his  eyes  a  dubious  twilight  throws. 
To  lead  him,  puzzling,  o'er  fallacious  ground. 
Suborn  his  paffions,  and  his  fenfe  confound  : 
Pomp  to  foretafte,  and  mitres  pre-defcry ; 
(For  mifts  at  once  enlarge  and  multiply) : 
Our  hero  paus'd — and,  weighing  either  fide, 
fook  poverty  ;  and  confcience  for  his  guide  : 
For  he,  who  thinks  he  fuffers  for  his  God, 
Deferves  a  pardon,  though  he  feels  the  rod. 
Yet  blam'd  he  none  :   (Himfelf  in  honour  clear)? 
That  were  a  crime  had  coft  his  virtue  dear  I 
Thus  all  he  lov'd  •■,  and  party  he  had  none^ 
Except  with  charity,  and  Heav'n  alone. 
In  his  own  friends  fome  frailties  he  allow'd  ; 
Thefe  were  too  Angular,  and  thofe  too  proud. 
Rare  fpirit  1  In  the  midlt  of  party-flame. 
To  think  well-meaning  men  are  half  the  fame  I 

B fometimes  would  to  thy  cottage  tend  5 

An  artful  enemy,  but  feeming  friend  : 
Confcious  of  having  plann'd  thy  worldly  fate  f , 
He  could  not  love  thee,  and  he  durft  not  hate. 
But  then  feraphic  Ken  was  all  thy  own  ; 
And  he  \,  who  longdedin'd  Ken's  vacant  throne, 
Begging  with  earneft  zeal  to  be  deny'd  ;--- 
By  worldlings  laught  at,  and  by  fools  decry 'd  s 
Dodwell  was  thine,  the  humble  and  refign'd ; 
Nelfon,  with  Chriftian  elegance  of  mind  ; 


upon  the  unfortunate  people  concerned  in  Mori' 
mouth's  rebellion,  the  perfon  here  fpoken  of,  being 
minijier  of  St.  Mary  Magdalen' s  Church  at  'Taun- 
ton, waited  en  him  in  pri'uate,  and  remonjtrated 
much  againfl  his  feverities.  The  judge  liftened  to 
him  calmly,  and  nuithfome  attention  ;  and,  though 
he  had  never fecn  him  before,  advanced  him  in  a 
few  months  to  a  Prebendul  Stall  in  the  Cathedral 
Church  of  Bijtol. 

*  See  Sandys's  Paraphrafe  on  Job,  where  Sa' 
tan  arifes  inform  of  an  exhalation. 

t  Bi/iop  Ken  ufed  to  fay,  that  King  fVtlliam 
and  ^uce?i  Mary  ivould  gladly  have  permitted 
the  nonjuring  bijhops  and  clergy  {who  had  jtijl 
before  fignali%ed  thtmfelves  in  a  fleady  oppojition 
1 0  popery)  to  have  enjoyed  their  prcjerments  till 
death,  upon  their  purole  of  honour  given,  that 
they  ivould  never  dijturb  the  government  ;  ivhich 
favour  ii'ould  have  been  thankfully  aceepted  of, 
and  complied  with,  by  the  afortfaid  bijtjops,  Wf  •  : 
but  fumebody  here  alluded  to  (at  leajl  as  Mara- 
rius  thought)  ttaveifed  their  majejlies  gracious 
intentions.  In  proof  of  this,  Bijhop  Ken  perfurm- 
ed  the  funeral  fervire  over  Mr.  Kettlewell  in  the 
year  1^9  s,  atid  prayed  for  King  William  and 
^leen  Mary. 

\  Lr.  George  Hooper.  N.  B.  It  mufl  here  alfo 
be  remeiiibeied,  that  Dr.  Beveridge  refitfed  to 
futceed  Bijhop  Ken  in  1691,  and  then  the  offer 
was  made  to  £.  Kider,  V.  D, 


MXCARIUS!    OR, 

Ahd  he  *,  wliofe  tranquil  mildnefs  from  afar 

Spoke  him  a  dirtant,  but  a  brilliant  <tar. 

Thefe  all  forfook  their  homes — Nor   figh'd    nor 

wept ; 

Mammon  they  freely  gave,  but  God  they  kept. 
Ah,  look  on  honours  with  Macarius'  eyes, 
Snare-,  to  the  good,  anil  dangers  to  the  wife  1 

In  filence  for  himfelf,  for  iriends  in  tears, 
He  wander'd  o'er  the  defart  forty  f  years. 
The  cloud  and  pillar  (or  by  night  or  day) 
Reviv'd  his  heart,  and  afcertain'd  the  way  |. 
His  fundals  fail'd  not ;   and  his  robes  untorn, 
Efcap'd  the  bramble  and  entangling  thorn  §. 
Heav'n  purify'd  tor  him  th'  embitter'd  well  |(, 
And  manna  from  aerial  regions  fell  ^. 
At  length,  near  peaceKil  Fifgah  *'  he  retir'd, 
And  fouitd  that  red  his  pilgrimage  requir'd  : 
Where,  as  from  toils  he  lilentiy  withdrew, 
Half  Paleltina  ff  open'd  on  his  view  : 
Go,  pious  hermit,  groves  and  mountains  cry'd  ; 
Enter,  thou  faithful  fervant,  Heav'n  reply'd. 

iMild  as  a  babe  reclines  himfelf  to  relt. 
And  fmiling  flfieps  upon  tht  mother's  breaft, 
Tranquil,  and  with  a  patnaicii's  hopes,  he  gave 
His  fou!  to  Heav'n,  hi^  body  to  the  grave ; 
And  with  fuch  gentlenefs  lefign'd  his  breath, 
That  'twas  a  foft  extindl^on,  and  not  death. 
Happy  1  who  thus,  by  unperceiv'd  decay, 
Abient  themfelves  from  life,  and  fteal  away  §§. 

•  Mr.  John  Kettleivell,  Vicar  of  Colejhill  hi 
Warnvick/hire. 

t  See  Exodus  pajfiin.  Pfalm  xcv.  lo.  Heb- 
rews iii.  17. 

\  Exod.  xiii.  21. 

I  Deut.  viii.  4. 

II  Waters  of  Marah.     Exod.  xv.  23—25. 
^  Ibid.  xvi.  15  and  35. 

**  Deut.  sxxiv.  i. 

•|-|-  Paleflina  is  the fcripture-nvord for  Palefline. 
Jfaiah  tivice,  xiv.  29,  3 1 .     Exod  xv.  1 4. 

^^  Macarius  (^11  ho  -was  born  the  zSth  of  Oiio- 
her  165c)  was  difpojfejj'ed  of  his  preferments  in 
1 65 1,  and  remaliu'd  deprived  till  the  time  of  his 
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Accept  this  verfe,  to  make  thy  mem'ry  live, 
Lamented  (hade  1 — ' Tis  all  ihy  Ion  can  give. 
Better  to  own  the  debt  we  cannoL  pay. 
Than  with  falfe  gold  thy  fun'ral  rites  defray. 
Vainly  my  mufe  is  anxious  to  procure 
Gifts  unavailing,  empty  lepulture  *  ; 
As  vainly  ihe  expands  her  flutt'ring  wings  : 
She  is  no  fwan,  nor,  as  Ihe  die-.,  iic  fings. 
He,  tfiat  would  brigiiten  ancient  diamonds,  muft 
Clear  and  rep  4iih  them  with  diamond-dult ; 
That  talk  is  not  for  me :  The  Mufes  lore 
Is  1  lit ;— For  Pope  and  Dryden  are  no  more  ! 

O  Hope  1  too  great  to  copy,  01  to  praife  ;  "| 
(Whom  envy  finks  not,  nor  encomiums  raife)  ;  \. 
Forgive  this  grateful  tribute  of  iiiy  lays.  J 

Milto;!  alone  could  Eden  lolt  re;4ain; 
And  only  thou  portray  Melliah's  reign. 
O  early  loft  !  with  ev'ry  grace  adorn'd  I 
By  me  (fo  Heav'ns  ordain  it)  always  mourn'd. 
By  ir.ee  the  good  Macarius  was  a;jprov'd  : 
Whom  Fenton  ho  our'd,  and  Philotheu-  lov'd  f. 

My  firlt,  my  latelt  bread.  I  owe  to  thee  : 
Thou,  and  thy  friends,  prefurv'd  my  mufe  and  me. 
By  ;ii.)\y,  from  a  gen'rous  kindred  fpre:  d. 
Thy  Cragg's  bounty  fell  upon  my  head  \  ■ 
Thy  Mordaunt's  J  kindnefs  did  my  youth  engage. 
And  thy  own  Chellerfield  protedls  my  age. 


death,  tvhtch  happened  in  February  1735  ;  and 
(ivhiih  is  lemarkable  e'lough)  the  bijbops  Kidder ^ 
Hijiper,  and  Wynne,  all  contri'ved  that  Macarias 
JbouLU  receive  tbe  little  prfits  Jrotn  his  prebend 
of  Wells  as  long  as  he  lived.  A  circumjiance  to 
their  honour  as  luellas  his. 

*  "  tiunc  faltem  accunmlem  donis,  b'  fungar 
inani 
"  Mu/.e  e.  ViRG» 

f  thilothtus,  Bif}}cp  Ken. 

\   The  late  Mrs.  ]Sluge?it and  Edward  E- 

let  of  Puri-Eliot,  Efq.   \^c.  iSc. 

§  Charles  late  Earl  of  Peterborough,  General 
in  Spain,  iJ'c. 


BOETIUS;  OR,  THE  UPRIGHT  STATESMAN. 

A   SUPPOSED    EPISTLE    FROM   BOETIUS    TO    HIS    WIFE   RUSTICIANA. 


-Pecftore  magno 


Spemque  metumqiie  domat,  vitio  fublimior  omni ; 
Escmptus  tatis ;  indignantemque  repellit 
Fortunam  ;  dubio  quern  non  in  turbine  rerum 
Deprtndit  fuprema  dies,  fed  abiie  paratum, 
Ac  plenum  vita. 


Stat.  Sylv.  Lib.  I. 


ARGUMENT. 

BoETiOs  flouriflied  in  the  former  part  of  the  fixth 
century.  He  was  defcended  from  the  Manlian 
family,  and  was  one  of  the  firfl:  perfons  of  Rome 
in  fortunes  and  dignity.    He  received  his  edu- 


cation at  Athens ;  after  which  he  was  thrice 
conful,  and  always  renowned  tor  his  eloquence 
in  the  fenate.  He  was  upon  aU  uccafions  in* 
flexibly  honeft  and  veracious. 


8$o  THE    WOR 

His  book,  intituled  the  Coirfolation  of  Philofophv, 
may  be  locked  upon  as  a  mafter-piece  of  tine 
•writing.  The  poetry  of  it  is  equal  to  moft 
compolitions  in  the  Aiiguftan  age  ;  and  that 
even  in  the  chiflical  purity  of  ftyle  :  but  fome- 
thing,  ivhich  mar-ifefti  the  declenfion  of  the 
Roman  language,  n-ay  be  dii'covercd  ia  the 
profe  part. 

In  his  profe  writings  he  made  Ariftolle  l;is  model ; 
and,  like  him,  is  always  clear,  though  coiicife  : 
leaving  an  infir.ice  fund  for  the  mind  cf  the 
Teader  to- work  upon.  Many  works  pafs  under 
his  naice  :  fome  aie  genuine;  and  lome  are  look- 
ed upon  as  fapofititious. 

This  buck  of  Philofoj^hical  Confolation  (from  which 
a  large  part  of  the  prefdnt  epiiile  is  exiracfted) 
has  been  univerfally  admired  in  ail  ages,  iufo- 
much  that  there  are  many  nacre  fine  manafcripts 
fxtant  of  it,  than  of  Viri^il,  Horace,  and  Cicero, 
Ell  t.'.k;n  togevher.  Thz  work  we  here  fpeak 
of  has  been  the  particular  delight  and  lludy 
of  princes  and  good  politicians.  Chaucer  tranf- 
lated  it  into  our  language,  and  afterwards  it 
was  tranQated  by  Queen  Eliz.ibeth,  &c. 

Boetius  had  two  wives :  The  firtt  was  Helpes  a 
Sicilian  *,  w'ci^i'e  conjugal  affeiflion  is  celebrat- 
ed by  him  in  an  epitaph  ftill  esiant.  His  fe- 
cond  wife  (to  whom  the  following  letter  is  fup- 
pofed  to  be  addreffed)  was  Rufticiana,  the' 
cau£jhter  of  Symraachus,  a  Roman  fenator  and 
conful ;  one  of  the  moft  virtuous,  learned,  and 
a;riiable  perfons  of  that  age.  As  to  Ruiticiana, 
hittorianS  give  her  all  perfedlions  of  mind  and 
body.  Ly  her  Boetius  had  fcveial  children  : 
and  two  of  his  fons,  when  young,  had  the  ho- 
nour to  be  publicly  carried  to  the  fenatc-houfe 
in  a  confular  chair,  Ly  way  of  extraordinary 
ccmplimeijt  to  tiieir  father. 

When  Thecdoilc  the  Goth  made  himfelf  raaf- 
ler  of  the  kingdom  of  Italy,  he  wilely  made 
choice  of  Eoetius  to  be  the  direcfbor  of  his  coun- 
cils, nnd  governed  for  many  years,  to  ihe  uni- 
verfal  fatisfadion  of  his  fabjsdts.  From  a  prin- 
ciple of  felf-intcreft,  he  had  long  concealed  his 
ir.'clinaticn  for  Arianifm  ;  but  a  feries  of  prof- 
perous  government  made  him  ambitious,  felf- 
confldent,  and  jenlous  of  Boetius'i  gloiy.  In 
addition  to  this,  the  Gothic  chieftains  that  be- 
longed tahina  were  urxafy  to  fte  all  power  in 

*  Edward  Fh'iHps,  loho  ivrit  one  cf  the  lejl 
mccojints  '■jue  hate  cf  the  Pcets,  ancient  and  tno- 
dcrn,  fays,  fame  authors  af'crt  that  Helpes  nvas 
daughter  of  a  Sicilian  kiiig^  and  that  Jbe  ivtii 
hymns  in  htnoiir  of  the  J.f'jjtles,  afterjhs  cmbt  acsd 
Chr-flianity. 

Fhilips''s  a:tthority  carries  'Height  "juith  it :  For 
Itlilton  '•was  the  injtruncr  of  his  youthful  fludies, 
and  after'wards  raifed  the  luork  ive  here  allude 
to  ;  Phillips's  mother  being  Mi'.ton^s  ffler- 

Phllipi^s  beck  ivaspublip.'ediniimo.  i66<;,  and 
intituled,  '1  heatrum  Poetaruni.  One  IVufljnley, 
ti  barber,  tranfcribed  tic  lives  of  the  Erglijh  Poets 
from  our  autr^br' s  ivcrk,  alfnn/t wtxhs.iim,  and pub- 
lijled  them  in.l6S-].  A  7ar,jl nctoricus plagiat  f/n  ; 
it  being  but  22  years  after  thi  7Leatru!:i  Pucta- 
Tum  It  as  ^ublijhed. 


KS    OF  HAkT2. 

the  hands  of  a  Roman  ;  and  one  of  them  in  par-       A 
ticular,  named  Trigilla,  having  gained  a  new       \ 
and  great  afcendency  over  the  king,  contrived 
our  ftatefman's  ruin,  by   fuborning  falfe   wit- 
nelTes,  and  deviling  treafonable  letters  between 
him  and  Juftin,  emperor  cf  the  Eaft. 

Boetius  was  firii.  banilhed  to  Pavia,  and,  after  four 
years  confinement,  privately  executed  in  prifcn. 
His  fa«her-in-lavv,  Synanachus,  incurred  lUe 
lame  fate.  Theodoric  foon  afterwards  died 
with  reraorfe,  under  all  the  agonies  of  a  dif- 
tiirbed  mind.  « 

It  has  been  looked  upon  by  many  good  Chriftians       J 
as  no  fmall  misfortune,  that  lioetius,  in  his  Con-        ' 
fo'ation,  has  not  derived  his  arguments  jfrom 
divine  wifdom,  as  well  as  piophane  philofophy. 
One  may  perceive  here  and  there  fcveral  hints       J 
taken  from  Scripture,  but  nothing,  as   I   re-       I 
member,  in  totidem  lerbis:  Yet  his   general 
belief  of  Chriftianity  has  never  been  f«fpecT:cd, 
nor  even  his  orthodoxy  ;  for  he  writ  an  exprefs         , 
treatife  on  the  confubftantiality  cf  the  Trinity,   •  4 
which  is  Hill  preferved,  and  looked  upon  to  be        ' 
genuine. 

Thefe  circumlf  ances  induced  me  to  conclude  this 
Epiiile  in  a  manner  not  unworthy  of  our  philoi 
fopher,  and  highly  agreeable  to  his  imitator. 

It  has  often  been  thought,  that  a  Second  Part 
added  to  Boetius's  Confolation,  written  in  the 
fame  manner  cf  a  Vifion,  and  ccr.fifting  of  verfs 
and  profe  interchangeably,  where  Divine  Wif- 
dom is  introduced  as  the  tpeakerand  comforter, 
would  .atcid  us  one  of  the  fineft  and  moft  in- 
Uruclive  works  that  could  be  compofed.  The 
Siciir  de  Ceriziers,  almoner  to  Louis  the  Xlllth, 
made  an  attempt  of  this  kind  about  the  year 
1636,  and  executed  it  with  fome  degree  cf 
fuccefs. 

Boetius  was  commented  upon  by  no  lefs  a  perfon 
than  Thomas  Aquinas,  who  was  one  of  the 
clearefl:  and  pureft  writers  of  his  time.  This 
fl)evvs  the  edecm  in  wliich  the  fcholallic  ages 
held  him. 

In  our  country,  Kin-j  Alfred  was  the  firit  who 
tranflrited  the  Ccn'.'.jliiion  cf  Philofophy;  and 
this  tranfiation  is  full  extant.  Chaucer,  as  we 
have  already  hinted,  gave  us  another  vcrfion  ; 
and  a  third,  I  think,  was  publiflied  by  the 
Monks  of  Tavillock,  at  the  fecond  prefs  that 
was  e.labliflied  in  England.  A  fourth  tranfla- 
tion  was  made  (as  foma  fay)  by  Queen  Eliza- 
beth ;  and  one  or  two  more  precedtd  the  ver- 
(ion  puldiihed  by  Lord  Preftcn. 

I  have  nothing  farther  to  add,  but  that  my  wor- 
thy friend,  to  whom  this  elegy  is  addrefled,  will 
be  pleafed  to  bear  in  memory  thele  beautiful 
verfes  of  antiquity ;  which  nay  be  applied  (not: 
improperly)  both  to  him  and  me. 

Nos  fadla  aliena  canendo 

Vergimur  in  fenium ;  propriis  tu  pulciier  ab 

annis 
Ipfe  canenda  geres,  patr:a:que  exempla  parabis; 
Pofcit    avus :  praltatque    domi  novilfc  trium- 

phos— 
Jiimque  vale,  &  penitiis  not!  tibi  Vatis^moreiH. 
Cwi'd;  e.^:rc  veta. ■ 
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And  it  came  to  pafs  from  the  time  that  he  (Po- 
tiphar)  hud  made  him  overfeer  in  his  houfe, 
and  over  all  that  lie  had,  that  the  Lord  bleficd 
the  Egyptian's  houle  for  Jcfeph's  fake ;  and 
the  blcflinjr  of  the  Lord  was"  upon  all  he  had  in 
the  hoafe,  and  in  the  field. 

Genhsis  xxxix.  5. 

INTRODUCTION. 

The  man,  that's  truly  read  in  virtue's  laws. 
Improves  from  cenfiire.  and  dilfrufts  applaufe. 
Firm  in  his  hope,  he  yields  not  to  dcfpair  *  ; 
The  cube  revers'd  is  Itill  eredt  and  fquare  f . 
Eliot  ^,  to  whom  kind  nature  did  impart 
The  cooleft  head,  and  yrt  the  warmeit  heart: 
Bletl  in  thy  nuptials,  bleft  in  thy  retreat, 
Privately  a;ood,  and  amiably  great ; 
Accept  with  candour  thefe  fpontaneous  lays, 
And  grant  me  pardon,  for  I  alk  not  praife.— 
In  proof  the  Mufe  true  oracles  recites. 
Hear  what  Boetius  to  his  confort  writes. 
Mark   well   the   man,    and   Heav'n   thy  labour 

blefs; 

In  all  be  like  him,  but  unhapninefs  1 
Thus  he  afpir'd  on  meditation's  wines. 
And,  to  the  belt  of  conforts,  thus  he  fings  : 


RusTiciANA,  lovelieft  of  thy  kind. 
Moil  in  my  eyes,  and  ever  in  my  mind; 
Exil'd  from  all  the  joys  the  world  can  give, 
And--(for  my  greater  grief!)  allow'dto  live  : 
(By  him  §,  I  train'd  to  glory,  baFely  left)  ; 
Of  all  things,  but  my  innocence,  bereft : 
Patrician,  conful,  ftatefraan  btit  in  name  ; 
Of  honour  plunder'd,  and  profcrib'd  in  fame: 
(Betray'd  by  men  my  patronage  had  fed, 
And  curs'd  by  lips  to  which  I'gave  their  bread)  ; 
To  thee  I  breathe  my  elegies  of  woe ; 
For  thee,  and  chiefly  thee,  my  forrows  flow  : 
Joint-partner  of  my  life,  my  heart's  relief; 
Alike  partaker  of  my  joys  or  grief! 

All-bounteoas  God,  how  gracious  was  the  care 
To  mix  thy  antidote  with  my  d^fpair  '. 
Rufticiana  lives  to  fmooth  my  death. 
And  waft  with  fighs  to  Heav'n  my  parting  breath. 
Hence  hope  and  fortitude  infpire  my  bread  : 
Be  her's  the  earthly  part,  and  thine  the  reft  1 
Still  1  am  happy,  human  and  divine  • 
Th'  affiftant  angel  (lie,  th'  affiftance' thine. 

O  .wife,  more  gentle  than  the  weftern  breeze. 
Which  (loth  to  part)  dwells  whifp'ring  on  the 

trees: 
Chafte  as  the  lamb  th'  indulgent  paftor  leads 
To    living    ftreams    through     Sharon's   flow'ry 
meads; 

.  *  "  The  fortitude  of  ajujl  man  confifit  in  con- 
"  temning  the  flatteries  of  prufperity,  and  over- 
*'  coming  the  fears  of  povertyj'^ 

Sti.  Gregor.  Moral.  L.  viii. 
f  "  Compojitus,  feinperqiiefuus'' 

Stat.  Sylxa,  L,  ii. 
\  Edward  Elkt,  Efq.  of  Port-EHot. 
§    The  Emperor  Thfodorc. 


Mild  as  the  voice  of  comfort  to  defpair; 

Fair  as  the  fpring,  and  yet  more  true  thr.n  fair  '  - 

Delightful,  as  the  all-enlivening  fun  ; 

Brighter  than  rills,  that  glitter  as  they  run, 

And  mark  thee  i'potlefs  ;-— air  thy  purity 

Denotes,  thy  clearnefs  fire,  and  earth  thy  coi  t- 

ftancy  f . 
Weep  not  to  read  thefe  melancholy  (trains :       "  y 
Change     courts    for    cells,    and    coronets    for  ( ' 

chains. (^ 

No  greatnefs  can  be  loft,  where  God  remans:  Jl> 

Say,  what  avails  me,  that  I  boaft  the  fame 
And  dcathlefs  honours f>f  the  Manlian  name; 
Th'  unlbil'd  furrefnon  of  renown'd  defccnt. 
Equal  to  time's  hiftorical  extent  \  ? 
One  of  my  anceftors  rccciv'd  his  doom 
There,  where  he  fav'd  the  liberties  of  Rome  \ 
Did  not  another  plunge  into  the  wave 
The  Gaulifli  chaiiipion,  and  his  country  fave  I 
Did  not  a  third  (and  harder  was  his  fate) 
Make  his  own  child  a  vidlim  for  the  ftate  ? 
And  did  not  I  my  wealth  nnd  life  cov.fume. 
To  blefs  at  once  Theodoric  and  Rome  ?---  ; 

But  all  is  cancell'd  and  forgotten  fince; 
Paft  merits  were  reproachetto  my  prince  I 

As  my  own  glory  ferv'd  to  ruin  me, 
Thy  birth  from  Symmachus  avails  not  thee  : 
Thy  roeeknefs;  prudence,  beauty,  innocence. 
Thy  knowledge,  and  thy  virtues,  gave  offence. 
When  excellence  is  eminent,  like  thine,  "J^ 

Our  eyes  are  da22led  with  too  bright  a  (hrine  ;  f 
Death  muft  the  medium  give,  that  makes  it  1 " 
mildly  flune.  j,'X 

What  vifionnry  hope  the  wretch  beguiles, 
Who  founds  his  confidence  on  Princes  fmiles  ? 
True  to  their  int'reft,  mindlefs  of  their  trnft. 
Convenient  is  the  regal  term  fur  juft. 
The  plant,  my  cultivating  hands  had  made 
Afpreading  tree,  opprefs'd  me  with  its  fhade; 
Ambition  puQi'd  forth  many  a  vigVous  flioot. 
And  rancid  jealoufy  manur'd  the  root, : 
Ingratitude  a  willing  heart  milled. 
And  fycophants  the  growjn^ij  mifchief  fed. 


*  "  ^ns  tc  felinfimum  corjugis  pudore  7;c»9 
"  prn'ilira=vit  .^'' 

PniLosopiii.an  Verl>a  ad  Boet:u:,i.4 
Be  Confclat.  L.  IL  Prof.  3. 
Vivit  Uxoringenlo  rrodefa,  ptidicitiie  padore 
prxcellcns,  et,  ut  omnes  ejus  dotes  Ireviter  in- 
chidam,  Patri  {Synuruicho')  fun  His.  Vi<vit  in- 
quam,  tibique  tantum,  i-itx  hujits  exofa,  fpiri- 
turn  fer-vat.  ^oqiie  vno  felicitatemininui  tu~ 
am  'vel  ipfa  conceferim,  tui  defiderio  lachrymii 
ac  dolorc  tabefcit.'"'' 

Ejufd.  Verba.  Ibid.  Prof.  4,  Edit. 

Juntarum  1521. 

f   this  paffage  ivas   ivritteii  in   imitation  of 

Ovid's  famous  defcription  of  Galatea,  Met.   L. 

XIII.  p.nd  improved  by  an  hint  taken  from  Dr. 

Donne'' s  Poems,  Page  g6,  limo, 

I  "  ^lod  fi  quid  in  mbilitate  botmrn,  idfolum 
effe  arbitror,  r/t  ImpofUa  nohUibvs  ncceffitudo  liU 
deatur,  ne  a  tnajormn  'virtutc  degenerent.^' 

L.  in.  Prof.  (7. , 


Spi 


THE   WORKS    OF   IIAltTfi. 


Till  th'  Arian  fophift    *  crept  through    all   re- 

ftraint ; 
The  tempter  plyM  him,  and  there  fplit  the  faint. 
Th'  ailaflin-hand  which  Odoicer  flew. 
Once  more,  djitain'd  with  blood,  appeared  to  view: 
Kot  foe  by  foe  in  hoftiie  fields  0|)preft, 
JBut  friend  with  friend,  th'  inviter  and  the  gueft  f . 
And  Q,  how  weak  my  Ikill,  how  vain  my  toils, 
To  fow  religion's  feeds  in  courtly  foils  ! 
The  few  furviving  plants  that  fix'd  their  root, 
O'ercharg'd  with  fuecious  herbage,  bore  no  fruit, 
Goig'd  to  fatiety  wiih  unifluous  juice 
From  a  fat  earth,  and  form'd  for  bulk,  not  ufe ; 
Till  all  :he  cultivating  hand  receives 

Isfteril  plenty  of  luxuriant  leaves  |. 

Or,  where  we  fow'd  the  grain  of  life,  fucceeds 

A  copious  harveft  of  pernicious  weeds. 

Where    corn    once    Hood,    th'    infatiate    thiftle 

(lands. 
And  deleterious  hemlock  choaks  the  lands. 

It  errors  purely  human  are  forgiv'n, 
I  dare  prefent  my  laft  appeal  to  Heav'n. 
Religion  and  clear  honelty,  combined, 
Made  up  the  Ihort  full  fyftem  of  my  mind. 
Kicely  I  mark'd  the  quitkfands  of  the  ftate, 
The  crown's    encroachments,    and   the   people's 

hate  : 
Fore-vvarn'd  my  prince  of  arbitrary  fway. 
And  taught  his  fubje(5ts  willingly  t'  obey  : 
Thus  ev'ry  thing  confpir'd  to  one  great  end, 
The  nation  was  my  child,  the  king  my  friend. 
Both  ftill  I  ferv'd  witli  uniform  intent, 
The  good  of  both,  with  equal  fervour  meant; 
And,  wherefue'f  r  th'  infraiflion  firlt  arofe, 
Still  judg'd  th'  aggreflbrs  man's  and  nature's  foes. 
Moiiurchs,  fometimes,  difcard,  through  fear  or 

hate, 
Thofe  whofe  good  fenfe  and  virtues  poife  the  ftate  : 
So  mariners,  when  l*rrms  the  ocean  fweep, 
Commit  their  guardian-ballaft  to  the  deep. 

Methinks,  in  thefe  my  foLtudes,  I  hear 
Tricilla  whifp'ring  in  the  tyrant's  ear  §, 
Affert  the  glories  which  are  all  thy  own  ; 
And  lop  the  branch  that  overlhades  the  throne  ; 
Vv'hen  he  and  malice  know,  I  taught  no  more 
Than  ev'ry  righteous  Itatefman  taught  before. 
I  Ihow'd  my  prince  ||— "  The  firft  of  regal  arts 
Was  to  reign  monarch  of  the  people's  hearts : 


*  Thcodon'c  in  his  heart  nuas  Jlrongly  inclined 
to  Ariutiijtn. 

t  Odoacer  and  Theodoric  had  divided,  by  agree- 
ment, the  kingdom  of  Italy  between  thetn.  The 
latter  hivited  the  former  to  a  baiiquet,  and  killed 
bim  <u?fth  his  onvnhand. 


\ 


-"  nefcia  falcis 


"  Sylva  coinavi  tillit,  fruHumqiie  expirat  in 
''  umbras.^* 

Stat.  Sylv. 
§  L.  T.  Prof.  4. 

II  The  precepts  of  government,  comprifed  in  the 
folloivhig  lines,  and  recommended  by  Boetius,  are 
extraSied  cilmoftvtTh&UmfromCaJfiodorut'  s  Letters. 
Cajfsodorus  was  fecretary  to  Thcodoric  and  Atha- 
iaric,  kings  of  the  Goths.    He  was  a  Jlatefman 


(Swift  to  encourage,  eager  tc  redfei'3, 
The  fteward  of  a  nation's  happinefs)  ; 
Taught  him,  each  gift  he  gave,  by  truth  to  fcaif; 
T'  adapt  the  man  to  place,  not  place  to  man; 
To  guard  the  public  wealth  with  anxious  care. 
Studious  of  peace,  but  ftill  prepar'd  for  war : 
Taught  him,  that  princes  of  celeftial  kind. 
Like  Numa,  cultivate  the  field  and  mind  *  : 
Warn'd  him  'gainft  pow'r,  which  fuffers  no  con» 

troul ; 
But  moftly  that,  vphich  perfeeutes  the  foul : 
Then  by  examples,  or  from  reafon,  fhow'd, 
That  none  are  true  to  man  who're  falfe  to  God  f  5 
And  that  our  lives,  except  by  freedom  bleft, 
Are  a  dull  paflive  flavery  at  beft." 
Hence  righteous  kings  of  fofter  clay  are  made  ; 
Not  for  their  fubjedls  mis'ry,  but  their  aid  \. 
True  liberty,  by  pious  monarchs  giv'n. 
Is  emblematic  manna  rain'd  from  heav'n: 
Without  it,  ev'ry  appetite  is  pall'd. 
The  body  fetter'd,  and  the  mind  enthrall'd  §. 

Thus  when  by  chance  fome  ruflic  hand  invades 
The  nightingale's  recefs  in  poplar  (hades, 
And  bears  the  pris'ner  with  offenfive  care 
To  Nero's  hoiife  of  gold,  and  Nero's  fare; 
Th'  aerial  chorifter,  no  longer  free. 
Wails  and  detefts  man's  civil  cruelty  : 
Still  dumb  th'  imprifon'd  fylvan  bard  remains ; 
(  Your  humanbards  make  mufic  with  their  chains)  ; 
And  when  from  his  exalted  cage  he  fees 
The  hills,  the  dales,  the  lawns,  the  dreams,  thef 

trees, 
He  looks  on  courtly-food  with  loathing  eyes, 
And  fighs  for  liberty,  and  worms,  and  flies  ||. 


of  great  genius,  and  an  author  of  ivonderfulin' 

veiition. 

An  ancient  wuriter  of  the  Church  has  jnflly 
marked  oiit  the  difference  betivixt  a  king  and  a  ty- 
rant:  "  They  have  both,"  (fays  he),  "  abfolute 
y  oiver,  a/id  abundance  of  people  under  their 
comvuxnd;  but  exert  their  authority  and  povuer 
in  a  very  different  inanner :  For  the  former 
feeks  only  the  good  of  thofe  nvhom  he  governs^ 
and  hazards  all,  even  his  life,  that  they  may 
live  in  peace  and  fcfety."  He  then  gives  the 
contrajt  of  their  charaBers  ifi  more  full  detail. 

Synesius,  hifoop  of  Cyrene  to  the  Emperor 
Arcadius. 

*  Ovid.  Met.  XV.  v.  482. 

f  A  faying  of  Conflwiti.  s  Chlorus,  the  father 
of  Conjiantine  the  Great. 

\  'I  be  charaSier  of  a  jufl  and  pious  prince  is 
finely  marked  by  Jfaiah,  xvi.  5.  "  ///  mercy  Jhall 
the  throne  be  efiabliffed,  and  he  fall  ft  upon 
it  in  truth,  in  the  tabernacle  of  David  ;  jtidging 
and  fceking  judgment,  and  haf.ing  righteouf- 
nefs." 

§  Much  to  this pjnpofe  is  a  paffage  in  the  Son  of 
Sirnch  .•— "  As  long  as  thou  llvejt,  and  haft  breath 
in  thee,  give  not  thyfelf  over  to  any.  Iji  all  thy 
nvoiks  keep  to  thyfelf  the  pre-eminence,  and 
leave  not  aflainin  thine  hofiour.^' 

EccLus.  xxxiii.. 

II  "  ^Jf<^  canit  alt  is  garrula  ramis 
Ales,  cavca  dauditur  antrg^ 
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One  night,  with  grief  o'ercharg'd,  with  cares 
oppreft, 
Like  a  fick  child,  I  moan'd  myfelf  to  reft : 
When  lo,  a  figure  of  celeftial  mien. 


Such  truths  my  crimes  !  But  Charity's  foft  veil  . 
Shall  fliade  the  hateful  remnant  of  the  tale. 
The  daughter  of  a  Symmachus  *  difdains 
Vindidlive  plaints  and  acrimonious  'ftrains  ; 
Make  the  folemnity  of  grief  appear 
Magnificently  dumb,  without  a  tear  '. 
Brave  as  our  fex,  and  as  thy  own  refign'd ; 
Unconquer'd,  like  thy  beauty,  be  thy  mind  1  — 
Wretch  that  I  was,  how  dar'd  1  to  complain  ? 
Heav'n's  chaftifements  are  never  dealt  in  vain! 
In  fomething,  or  my  pride  or  frailty  err'd. 
And  my  juft  doom  was  certain,  though  deferr'd. 
The  mifts  of  twilight-funfliine,  and  eftecm. 
Made  me  not  greater  grow,  but  greater  feem. 
When  I  the  paths  of  human  grandeur  trod. 
Might  not  my  alien-heart  diverge  from  C  jd  ? 
Might  I  not  raile  my  kinsfolk  and  my  friends 
From  private  reafons,  and  for  private  ends; 
Exclulive  of  the  better  few,  who  ftay 
Far  from  the  folar  walk,  and  court's  high-way  f  ? 
Might  I  not  fwell  too  much  on  earthly  pow'r, 
Man's  idiot-play-thing,  gewgaw  of  an  iiour  ? 
Or  might  nor  falfe  compliance,  fiatt'iy,  art, 
Unhinge  my  truth,  unchriitianize  myhenrt? 

Why   nam'd  I   in  thefe  lines,  my  wealth,  my 
race, 
The  conful's  ftation,  or  the  ftatefman's  place  ; 
The  confidence  I  gain'd,  the  trults  I  bore  ? — 
See,  my  heart  fickens  to  review  them  more  1 
Boaft  as  we  will,  di-ffemble  as  we  can, 
A  pious  peafant  is  the  greater  man. 

How  hard  the  contelt,  and  how  Iharp  the  ftrife, 
To  part  the  great  from  pageantry  of  life  1 
To  wean  the  bearded  infant  from  his  toys, 
Vain  hopes,  vain  honours,  and  (till  vainer  joys  '. 
See  the  proud  demigod  in  triumph  lit, 
With  naufeous  incenie  choak'd,  and  hireling-wit ; 
Hymn'd  by  a  chorus  of  felf-ferving  tools, 
The  Nifroch  (|  of  his  knaves,  and  calf  *[[  of  fools  ! — 
I'll  dwell  no  longer  on  this  angry  theme  **  ;— - 
JSut  fketch  the  moral  pidture  of  a  dream  ff . 

Huic  licet  iUlla  pocuia  mclle 
Largafque  dupes  diilci  Jliidio 
Ludens  hominiim  cura  miuijlret ; 
Si  tamen  altofiiliens  Uilo 
Neniorum  gratas  -vidcrit  umbras ^ 
Sparfus  pediiiis  proterii  efcas  ; 
Syi-vas  tantttm  majiareqxtirlt" 

BoET.  de  Coiifolat.  L.  III.  Metr.  a. 

*  "  Pretioftffimum    generis  bumuni   decus,  Symnia- 

ehus  facer  ; 
F^ir  totus  ex  fapientia,  'vertulibufque  f^£Ii/s" 

BoET.  de  ConfoLu.  L.  il.  Prof.  4. 

"   Sacer  Symmachus ,  funccas ^  atcjue  aBu   i^fo   reve- 

rendus."  Ibid.  L.  I.  Prof.  4. 

f  "  Tn  choofing  men  ivho  are  to  difcharge  the  Lighrjl 

effices,  the  fifejl  condiiS  is  to   t.ike  the  tuan  ivho  goes 

out  of  his  -uiay  in  order  to   decli/ie  it,  and  not  the  man 

•who  intrudes  Loldly  for  it. ^'  St.  Beknarp. 

'   II   7,  Kings  xix.  37. 

^[  Exod.  xxxii.  4.      I  Kings  xii.  28. 

*  *  "  De  fcelcrihus  ac  fraudibus  dclatorum  reEi.'  tu 
quldem  flri6tim  altingendum  putajii,  quod  en  tpelius 
vberiufque  recognofcentis  omnia  ■viJgi  cJebrentur.^^ 

i'HlLOSOPillA  loq:i!i!Jr,   L.  I.  Prof.  5. 
tt  ^^'^l^'^^fo^^-'^'"''  i^  exiyoiied  from  the  Fbiivfophiial 
Confolution  of  Boetitis,       ■      ' 


When  lo,  a  figure  ot  celeftial  mien,  "^ 

(Known  indillindtly  once,  and  faintly  feen)  J. 
ApjKoach'd  me  ;  fair  and  graceful  as  a  queen,  j 
Now,  (ftrange  to  ttll)  I  (he  leem'd  of  hunnan  fize, 
And  now,  her  form  auguft:  half  reach'd  the  fkies  *. 

Sweet-fmiling,  with  an  accent,  fott  Ihe  faid, 
"  Js  this  Boetius  ?  Or  Boetius'  fhade  ? 
''   Wliat  fudden  (Iroke  of  unexpecfted  woe 
"  Congeals  thy  tears,  and  wants  the  pow'r  t» 

"  flow  ? 
"  Incapable  of  comfort  or  relief, 
"  See  a  dumb  image  pctrify'd  with  grief  I 
"    Th'  impetuous  Itorm  arofe  not  by  degrees, 
"  But  burrts  like  hurricanes  on  Adria's  feas  f" 

She  fpoke,  and  to  my  throbbing  heart  apply'd 
Her  tender  hand  :  "  My  fon,  my  fmi,"  llie  cry'd, 
"  Med'cines,  and  not  cpmplaiiits,  thy  p.ingb  uiuft 

"  cafe ; 
"  Falfe  greatnefs,  and  falfe  pride,  are  thy  difcafe." 
Then  with  her  other  hand  (lie  touch'd  my  eyes  |, 
Soft,  as  when  Zephyr's  breath  o'er  rofe?,  fiies  : 
Inltant  my  fenfe  return 'd,  reftor'd  and  wiiolc. 
To  repoll'efs  its  empire  of  the  foul. 
So,  when  o'er  Phoebus  low-hung  clouds  prevail. 
Sleep  on  each  hiil,  and  fadden  ev'ry  dale  ; 
Sudden,  up-fpringing  from  the  north,  invades 
A  purging  wind,  which  firft  difturhs  the  (liades  ; 
Ihins  the  black  phaL^x  ;  till,  with  fury  driv'n. 
Swift  difappears  the  tiying  wreck  of  heav'n  : 
To  its  own  native  blue  the  fliy  refines. 
And  the  fun's  orb  with  double  radiai.ce  (hines  J. 

The  dame  celeftial  mark'd  with  glad  furprize 
Recover'd  reafon  lab'ring  in  my  eyes. 
And,  kindly  fmiling,  ("aid,  or  feem'd  to  fay  -. 
"  At  length,  my  fon,  the  intelledtual  ray 
"  Juft  gleams  the  hopeful  promife  of  a  day. 
"  Patients  like  thee  muft  cautioudy  be  fed 
"  With  milk  diluted,  and  inno.vious  bread  : 
"  Permit  me  then,  in  gentleft  (trains,  to  give 
"  Rules  to  die  happy,  and  contented  live  ; 
''  And,  when  thy  ftomach  can  ftrong  food  digeft, 
"  My  prudence  fliall  adminifter  the  reft  J. 
"  I  never  leave  my  children  on  the  road, 
"  But  lead  each  pilgrfm  to  his  bled  ^bode  ^. 

"  Suffice  it  firft  this  wholefome  truth  t'  impart; 
"  Coy  Fortune's  abfence  (tings  thee  to  the  hearts 
"  A  willing  miltrefs  to  the  young  and  bold, 
"  But  fcornful  of  the  tim'rous  and  the  old  : 


»   L.  I.  Prof.  I.   De  Confolat.  Philcfoph. 

I  De  Confolat.  Philofoph.  JL.  I.  Prof.  a. 
\  L.  I.  Prof.  a. 

&   "    T^unc  me  difcuffa  liqacrunt  nofle  tcnebra, 
Lu?>iiiiibuf(j i;e  prio.  rediii  vigor. 
Ut  cum  prrecipiti  glomi-runiv.rJiJcra  Cor* 
JS^imbopfque po'i;s  fietit  itnbribus: 
Sol  latet,  ac  nondc-m  cato  iienientitus  ajlris 

Defiiper  ui  terram  nox  fuvdittir . 
Have,  ft  'Thriiclo  Boreas  emiffus ah  antr* 

Ver'.ret,   Isf  d.iuftmr  rcfer'at  d:cm  ; 
Emicat  iTfuLlio  vibratus  lumiiie  Phcebiis, 
J\'lirantes  ocuhs  radiis  feri  ." 

L.  I.  Metr. 

II  L.  I.  Proi-.2.  1[  L.  L  Prof.  3. 


} 
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«  Rlcreluft  of  change  compeii'd  her  to  callii-r 
«  •ru''  c  ''  i"o--pcy  in  his  fiftieth  )car. 

Ihe  trowasox  a  capricious  jilt  you  r.iouin, 
„  xV,    "  t.'^'"^'  ^"^  '■*""^'  "'"d  ev'.y  niar.'sby  turn  • 
«  p  r*"  f ''"';!;'^.  ^'''■•^""^>  «ie's  "o  more  the  fame. 
^^  i-ut,  cliar.g  d  m  Ipecies,  takes  another  nan:e 
"  Say   when  that  i)ronigy  *  of  falfthood  fniii-d 
..  «-u  ^^•''  icTcerei;  thy  her>rt  beguiPd  : 

,.  „^';^"  ^"^  'ym  f^=it  f"ll  pollefiion  anve 
-  iv  t  'i  ^'"^  ^'^^^^  '''^'^'  ™^"  C3»  crave- 
.,  e         V.  "  ^^^"  ''^'PP^'  totliy  foul's  de5re'>— 
..  ?°^''S'.';'-  ^°  [eck.and  fomethirgto  req„,re, 
„  X-V"'  .      P'^'ples  d  thee,  unforeieen  before  — 
Ihy  oraughts  were    mighty,  but  thy  dropfy 

..  J^^  «  f  "1  ^^  t'  -^ely  rich  as  aii  f-ood  men  : 
«  l?^  ^i;nds  thy  own  (if  that  be  calm  and  ev'n)  • 
..  I-.'^'  f^'^  '»  providence,  thy  funds  in  heav'.u' 
^:    lae  Inu.an  or.ly  took  her  jingling  bells, 
..  ^tr'  "SS  oi  filk,  and  trumperv  of  fhelU- 
..  }■"''•'='*  ^  plunder  of  a  cumbVons  make 
^    She  cannot,  and  fiie  does  not  chcofe  to  tak-  i 
.'   a'^"'-:--^     .''■•"°^^'?''^  'f  ^^'e  deig,!3  to  (lay  ;   ^ 
And,  U  Cie  ieaves  thee,  fpeed  her  on  the  wra'  •  / 
For  wnerc's  the  difF'rence,  mighty  reas-nL;  ^ 
'  lav,  •'  '  I 

;;  When  min  by  death  of  all  things  is  bereft,    ^ 
It  he  icaves  fortune,  or  by  fortune's  left  5  > 
Fortune  to  Galba's  d:.or  the  diadem  brought ; 
^.  The  door  was  clos'd  and  ether  fons  fn-  ic-' 
«.    A  ^^'""'.'^  *  woman,  over  fond  or  blind  • 

A  ftc?  came  r.ow,  and  now  a  mother  kind. 
«       ^ichew  the  luft  of  pow'r,  and  nride  of  V^e  • 
«  ^/'?  Jf'^g  "-"'^  ^f  counter-working  ftrifc- '    ' 

Va.n  hopes  Which  only  idiot  minds  employ  ■ 
•..   '^,^'^J=i"^T  builds,  for  fancy  to  deitroy  ! 
2  ;'•"  ;""^  ''''.  "'*'"' 'Ched  who  especi  too  much  • 
.7  ^V  '=^''"-"=  6"'tl  proves  recreant  to  the  touch. 
ifte  nian  who  fears,  nor  hcpes  for  earthly 
tuings,  •' 

Z  ^.l'^J:'^\^^'{^yr^r^t,and  looks doi^-n  on  kings: 
»  .;  .        ,  -^  d^i^ndmg.  craving,  f.att'ring  flave 

X..ai;es  h:s  ow«.  chain  that  drags  him'  to  the 

^^      '  grave  i|." 

The  gc.lcicis  liow,  witii  mild  and  fober  irrace 
Ipchmng,  ic-ok'd  me  ftedfaft  in  the  face. 
.,   '1,'^'^y  ^'^''''=  "^-"^t  fits  heavy  on  thy  mind  • 

Thy  pomp   thy  wealth,  thy  villas,' left  behind. 
^^   An,  quit  thefe  nothings  to  the  hun-ry  tribe  • 
..  :>5atcs  cannot  bamfi,  thee;  theymayprofcr.be. 

Ihe  gooa  man  s  country  is  is  in  ev'ry  ciime 

his  God  m  ev'ry  place,  at  ev'ry  time  ; 


ht: 


OF  HARTE. 

j  ''  In  civil  iz'd.crin  barbarian  lanJs, 
I  "  Wherever  virtue  breathes,  an  alta'r  ftands  *. 
„  r-A  '*""'^'"  "-eaknefs  in  thy  heart  I  read  : 
^^    rnyprifon  fliocks  thee  with  unufual  dread  : 
^_  iJarK  foiitude.  thy  wav'ring  mind  appalls, 
Uamp  floors,  and  low  hung  roofs,  and  naked 
walls. 
"  Vet  here  the  mind  of  Socrates  could  foar  • 

L  .1,    '  ^""^  ^'^'"^  ^^^^  f^^"'  ^-e  rofe  to  more. 
^     \\  nil  not  to  lee  new  holrs  of  clients  wait 

•^  In  rows  fubmiflive  through  va(^  rooms  of  ftate  • 

Wor,  on  the  litter  of  coarle  rulhes  fpread, 

l^ament  the  ablcnce  of  thy  downy  bfd  • 

;;  Nor  grieve  thou,   that  thy  plundcrM  books  af- 

_    ^.o  confoiation  to  their  e.'iil'd  lord  :  "   fford 

<!  R<?a«  thy  ou-n  heart  f;  its  motions  nicely  fcan  ; 

i  here  s  a  fufficient  lil>rary  for  man  f. 
''  And  yet  a  nobler  volume  nill  remains  • 
•  The  book  of  providence  all  truths  contains: 
^^  for  ever  ufeful,  and  forever  clear, 

To  ail  men  open,  and  to  all  men  near : 
'  ^^/>'""t5  "nfopprefs'd.  untouch'd  by  fire  • 

Old  as  mankind,  and  with  mankind  t'  expire  S 

'   JSext,  what  aggrieves  thee  moft,  is  lofs  of  fame! 

And  tne  chaftc  pride  of  a  once  fpotlefs  name  ■ 
.  ^"t  ""•"'•k,  my  fon,  the  truths  I  iliall  impart 

And  give  them  on  the  tablets  of  thy  heart  •' 

The  hril  keen  ftroke  th'  unfortunate  fliall  find. 

•  is  iohng  the  opmion  of  mankind  ||  : 

•  Slander  and  accufation  take  their  rife 

•  From  thy  declining  fortunes,  not  thv  vice. 
How  rarely  is  a  poor  man  highly  d'eem'd  • 

Or  a  rich  upftart  villain  difefteem'd  ' J 

Fro.n  chilly  fl^ades  the  gnats  of  fortune  rua 
to  buz  m  heat,  and  twinkle  in  the  fun  • 

Till  heav'n    (at  heav'n's   appointed   feafon-J 

Sweeps  off  tn    Egyptian  plaenc  with  fach  af 
I  hat  not  one  blood-fucker  is  left  behind.        J 
''   Eoaft  not,  nor  grieve  at  good  or  evil  fame  1[: 
i^e  true  to  God,  and  thou  art  ftiil  the  fame 
Man  caniiot  give  thee  virtues  thou  h.-.l  not 
IS'or  fteal  the  virtues  thou  haft  truely  aot.   ' 
"  And  what's  th' applaufe  of  learning  or  of  wit  > 
Cutis  unwritc  whate'cr  the  author  writ : 


-■   I.'tte/ii_f;o  multtformcs  Uiius prodi^V: fucos. 
,    «    .       .  L.  II.  Prof.  I. 

T        -i- arris  nan  potms  tnuncrihusfiuais 

ynisardfJdthahemiV     L.  II.  Metr.  ?, 
,     T  i-  II.  Prof.  I. 

^  ^  ^'''dh'tvrrcfcrreputes,turuiilammoriemlo^ 
Afjcras,  a;i  tz  lila  fuglendo  ?        Lib.  II.  Prof.  3. 
il  ^'ifl'iis  ccmpcf.tofevenus  avo 
J\  ccfpercs  al\q:^ld,  ncc  extimefcas, 
Exarmaieiis iwpotentis  iram. 
■^^^quifques  trcpiduspavet,  I'd  Optra,     ■ 
^■cdit,  qua  -v.-ikat  trahr)  ca^.cnmn. 

£0ET,  L.  I. 


*  L.  I.  Prof.  5.  BoETius . 

'  ■; —   Ubicunqiie  '■Sirtics  ; 

Heic,  puto,  tetnphim  cjl. 

lica-j  n,  to  men  lue^ldifpos'd,  is  ev'ry  tvhere. 

I  ■     cTi  ■'-'''•  OoNNE. 

[  "^  ^Thcrc  arc  t-volctfoJH  which  God  iupdlh  every 
doyi;nothcja,f:^,d:  The  one  is,  to  fee  their  oJi 
jaults :  Ihe  other  is,  to  comprehend  the  Divine 
^°'f't\  ,  Thom.  a  Kemp. 

T  ^hebeflhokmgglnfs'whereiritofcethvGod 
u pcrtcaiy  tofee  thyfe:/.  Hugo  de  Anima. 

J  J-.  1.  Prof.  4.     JioETius. 

II  At  Jtro  hie  ctiam  „oJl,i,  malis  cvmuhs  acccdit^ 
q-'oJ  £x}/I,mstio  plunmorum  non  rcrum  merila,  fed  for- 
tune fpcB  at  c-ventum  :  eaqrtc  tantum judicat  cffc  p,cvfa, 
qua  ftiuUas   commcnda-jeril.      c^:o  ft,   ut  eJiftimatio 

%'  f':'"".    """■''"'"  ^'f'*'"*  '■"/'-'•"'•       Bo  E Ti U  S,  Ibid. 

coniemr.i ,   nmdm  es/clix,fi  tc  turba  non  dcriferi:. 

A-V  T 1  s  T  a  E :,-  E  s  jDiSi.m^ 


EOETIUS:   OR    THE    UPRIGHT  STAtESMAM. 
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''  To  a  new  ute  this  lecond  life  niu.1  yield, 

"   And  death  will  twice  be  maftcr  of  the  field  *. 

"  Nor  grieve,  nor  murmur,  nor  indu!c,edefpair, 
"  To  fee  the  villain  cloth'd,  and  good  man  bare  i 
"  To  fee  irapiety  with  pomp  — enthron'd  ; 
"  Virtue  unfought  for,  honer:y  uno.vn'J  :) 
"  HeavV.s  difpeiifations  no  man  can  explure  ; 
*'  In  this,  to  fathom  God,  is  to  be.  move  I 
"  Mere  man  but  guelTcs  the  divir.e  decree; 
"  The  moll  the  Sta5;yrite  himfelf  could  fee, 
''  Was  the  faint  glimm'iirg  of  eontinpency. 
"  Yet  deem  not  rich  men  happy,  nor  tiie  poor 
"  Unprofp'rous ;  wait  th'   event,   and  judge   no 

*'  more. 
"  True  fdfety  to  heav'n's  children  mnft  belong  : 
"  With  God  the  rich  are  weak,  the  poor  are  llrong. 
"   'l"h'  irrevocable  fauClioa  ftanils  prepai'd  ; 
"  Vice  has  its  eurfe,  and  virtue  its  reward  f. 
"  Confcience,  man's  centinel,  forbids  to  ftray, 
"  Nor  fiiows  us  the  great  gulph  for  heav'n's  iiigli 

"  way. 
"  To  ferve  the  great,  and  aggrandife  our  pride, 
••  We  barter  honour,  and  our  laith  befide  ; 
•'  Mindlefi  of  future  blifs,  and  heav'nly  fame, 
"  We  drip  and  fell  the  Chriftian  to  the  name. 
"  Ambition,  like  the  fea,by  tempefts  toft, 
"  Still  makes  new  conquefts  for  old  conqnefis  loft  : 
"  Court  favours  lie  above  the  common  road 
"  By  modefly  and  humble  virtue  trod  ; 
"  Like  trees  on  precipices,  they  difplay 
"  Fair  fruit,  which  none  can  reach  but  birds  of 

"  prey. 
"  All  men  from  want,  as  from  contagion,  fly  ;"J 
"  They  weary  earth,  and  impcitune  the  fky  ;     J> 
'*  Gain  riches,  and  yet  'fcape  not  poverty  :         J 
"  Tlie  once  mean  foul  preferves  its  earthly  part, 
"  The  beggar's  ftatt'ry,  and  the  beggar's  heart. 

"  In  fpite  of  titles,  glory,  kindred,  pelf, 
♦'  Lov'ft  thou  an  objetl  better  than  thyfclf  ? 

"  You  anfwer,  no. If  that,  my  fon,  'oe  frucj 

*■  Then  give  to  God  the  thanks  to  God  are  due. 
"  No  man  is  crovvn'd  the  fav'rite  of  the  fkies 
"  Till  Keav'n  his  faith  by  fliarp  afflidlioa  tries : 
"  Nor  chains,  difgrace,  nor  tyrants  can  controul 
"  Th'  abihty  to  fave  th'  immortal  fonl. 
"   How  oft  did  Seneca  deplore  his  fate, 
"  Debarr'd  that  rccolledtion  which  you  hate  ? 
•'  How  often  did  Papinian  wafte  his  breath 

*    Cum  fcra  -vcLis  rapL't  hoc  ellam  dies, 
'Jam  'vosjdcunda  mors  ffiafiet. 

BoETius,  I>.  11.  Metr.  7. 
f  Si  ea  guif  paulo  ante  conclvfa  funt,  incauvulja  fe- 
quantur,  ipfo,  de  cujus  nunc  ragna  lot^uimur yAuSiore  cog- 
Tiofces,  femper  quidcm  poieniis  bones  ejje  malos  'jcro  ab- 
jeSios  femper  \S'  imbecHles  ;  nee  Jtne  pana  iniquam  ejfc 
•vitio,  iiecjine  pramio  i<irii:tes  ;  bonis  felicia,  malii  fem- 
per infortunata  contlwyere. 

BoETius  L.  IV.  Vroii.Dc  Covfo!u{.  Fhii.n.ph. 
''  ^^ '■!  fimina  'virtu.fm.'ia  racc^^'ie" 


"  T'    imnlore,  like   your's,   a  pau-^ng   time   for 
d^h*.'— 

"  Place  in  thy  Hght  Heav'n's  confefTors  refign'd, 
"  And  fuficr  with  humility  of  mind  : 
"  As  thy  prol'perities  pafs'd  fvvift  away, 
"   Jull  to  thy  grief  iball  make  a  tranfient  ftay  f 
"  Thy  lire's  lalt  hour  (nor  is  it  far  from  thee) 
'•'  Istlie  lait  hour  of  liuman  mlfery. 
"  Extremes  of  grief  or  joy  are  rarely  giv'n, 
'<  And  hft  as  rarQl5%  by  the  will  of  Heav'n." 

So  fpake  pbilofophy,  and  upwar^h  flew, 
In'fpiving  confidence  as  Ib.e  ndtMrew. 

Here  let  my  juft  refentmcnts  ceafe  to  flo"W, 
Hfre  let  me  clofe  my  ciegies  of  woe. 

Ruf^iciana,  faireft  of  the  fair, 
Ivly  prefent  objecl,  and  my  filture  care  ; 

Be  rnindful  of  tny  children,  and  thy  vows: 

And  ('gainft  tby  jndgment)  O  defend  thy  fpoafe, 
IVTy  children  are  my  other  f-lf  to  thee  :— — 
Hcav'n  you  diftruft  if  yon  lament  forme. 

V/eep  not  my  fate :  is  man  to  be  deplor'd, 
From  a  dark  prifon  to  free  air  rsHcr'd  ? 
Adrnir'd  by  friends,  and  envy'd  by  my  foes, 
I  die,  when  glory  to  the  higliefc  rofe. 
I"-.e  mounted  to  the  fummit  of  a  ball  ; 
If  I  go  further,  I  defcend,  or  fall. 
Kail  death,  tjiou  lenient  cordial  of  relief; 
Preventive  of  my  fliame  and  of  my  grief  1 
Kind  nature  crops  me  in  full  virtue's  bloora  f. 
Not  left  to  fiirink  and  witlicr  for  tlie  tomb. 
Shed  rot  a  tear,  but  vindicate  thy  pow'r, 
Enrich'd  like  Egypt's  foil  without  a  fhow'r. 
Fortune,  u'hich  gave  too  much,  did  foon  repine. 
There  was  no  Solftice  in  a  courfe  like  m.ine. 
With  calinnefs  I  my  bleeding  death  behold  ; 
Sims  fet  in  crimfon  ftreams  to  rife  in  gold. 

Farcv.'cU,  and  may   Heav'n's  bounty  heap  on 
thee, 

(As  more  deferving)  what  it talccs  from  me  §  '. ■ 

That  peace,  whicli  made  thy  focial  virtues  fliine,"! 
The  peace  of  confcience,  and  the  peace  divine,  > 
Be  ever,  O  tliou  befl  of  women,  thine  '.  J 

Forgive,  Almighty  Fow'."-,  this  worldly  part ; 
Thefe  lafl:  convulliors  of  an  hufband's  heart :       , 
Give  us  thy  i';If ;  and  terch  our  rair.ds  to.  fee 
The  Saviour  and  the  Paraclete  in  thee  1 

*  Boet.  L.  III.  Prof.  5. 

f  "  ^icdfi  idarco  te  fortvnattnn  cffc  non  ex- 
ifimas,  <j[iio!iiam  qux  tunc  lata  'uulcbantur,  abii- 
runt :  fioii  eft  quod  4:e  7;iifer/i;n  putes,  quoniam, 
qua.  nunc  crcduntrtr  mafta,  prcstereunt.''' 

Idem.  L.  II.  Pros.  3. 

X "  Rcperls.  non  indigus  etz'i, 

Kon  nimiiis."'  Stat. 

§  "    Pars  animce    incxura   rnea,    cui    linqure 
pofj'em, 
0    Utinnm .'  qucs  dura  mihi  rapit  Atropos 
annos!'[  St.'^t.  Sj'Iv. 
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THE   WORKS    OF   HARTE. 


RELIGIOUS   MELA^CHOLY, 


AN  EMBLEMATICAL  ELEGY. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

It  is  to  be  hoped  the  reader  will  pardon  me,  if  I 
take  the  liberty  of  pretising  to  this  ele.;y  a  flight 
advertilctnent,  inftead  of  inferting  what  might 
feem  too  long  for  a  note  in  the  budy  of  the  poem 

Having  ventured  (and  1  am  fare  it  is  licentia 
fumpta  pvudenter  *^  to  introduce  three  or  four 
pew  expreffions  in  a  volume  of  near  five  thouland 
lines,  and  one,  namely,  dew-ting'd  ray,  in  the 
379th  page  of  the  prefent  elegy,  I  thought  myfelf 
obliged  to  make  fome  apology  on  that  fubject  ; 
lince  all  innovations  in  poets  like  me,  (who  can 
only  pretend  to  a  certain  degree  of  mediocrity) 
are  more  or  lefs  of  an  affedled  caft,  and  rarely  to 
be  eKcufed ;  inafmuch  as  we  have  the  vanity  to 
teach  others  what  we  do  not  thoroughly  under- 
iland  ourfelves. 

And  here  permit  me  to  call  that  language  of 
ours  Claffical  Englifli,  which  is  to  be  found  in  a 
few  chofen  writers  inclulively,  from  the  times  of 
Spencer  til!  the  death  of  Mr.  Pope ;  for  falfe  re- 
finements, after  a  language  has  arii'en  to  a  certam 
degree  of  perfedlion,  give  reafons  to  fufpedl  that 
a  language  is  upon  the  decline.  The  lame  cir- 
cumitances  have  happened  formerly,  and  the 
event  has  been  aLnott  invariably  the  fame.  Com- 
pare Statius  and  Claudian  with  Virgil  and  Horace: 
and  yet  the  former  was,  if  one  may  fo  fpeak,  im- 
mediate heir  at  law  to  the  latter. 

I  have  known  fome  of  my  contemporary  Poets 
(and  thofe  not  very  voluminous  writers)  who  have 
coined  their  one  or  two  hundred  words  a  man ; 
whereas  Drydc-n  and  Pope  devifed  only  about 
threefcore  words  between  them  ;  many  of  which 
were  compound  epithets :  But  moft  of  the  words 
which  they  introduced  into  our  language,  proved 
in  the  event  to  be  vigorous  and  perennial  plants, 
being  chofen  and  raifed   from   exctUeiit   offsets  f. 

-Indeed  the  former  author  revived  alfo  a  great 

number  of  ancient  words  and  expreliions ;  and 
this  he  did  (beginning  at  Chaucer)  with  fo  much 
delicacy  of  choice.'and  in  a  manner  fo  com.pre- 
henfive,  that  he  left  the  latter  author  (who  was 
in  that  point  equally  judicious  and  fagaciuus)  very 
little  to  doj  or  next  to  nothing. 

*    HORAT. 

•j-  /  mujt  here  make  one  exception.  Bryden 
Jljoivcd  fome  ^ucakncfs,  in  an^iiri'Ziing  covimon 
Iiench  luords,  and  thol'e  not  over  defiant,  nvhen 
at  the  fume  time  nve  had  fynonymous  words  of  our 
oivn  grouutk.  Thus,  for  example,  he  introd'  ced 
levfi'  couchce,  houtefeu,  fvna^res,  jraicheur, 
Icve,'  couclie,  bouteftru,  fimagres.  fraicheur, 
fongue,  &.C  Nor -was  he  more  lucky  in  the  Italian 
lallare 

• '•'  his  fin  eld 

V/a:  Ulfify  d,  ar.d  round  luiihja'v'linsfird." 
Pfti'DEN's  Virg. 


Some  few  of  Dryden's  revived  words  I  have  pre- 
fumed  to  contine;  of  which  take  the  following  in- 
ftances  ;  as  grideliefi,Jilamot,  And  ctirrnine,  {whh 
reference  to  colours,  and  mixtures  of  colours  ;)  cy~ 
mar,  eygre,  trine,  ETPHKA,  Paraclete,  panoply, 
rood,  d'jrp,  eglantine,  onjcns,  afpirations,  &c.  I 
mention  this,  left  any  one  Ihould  be  angry  with 
me,  or  pleafed  with  me  in  particular  places, 
where  I  difcover  neither  boldnefs  nor  invention. 
1  owe  alfo  to  Fenton  the  participle  mean- 
der'd ;  and  to  Sir  \V.  Davenant  the  Latinifm  of 
funeral  Illicet. 

As  to  compound  epithets,  thofe  ainlitio[fe  orna- 
menta  *  of  modern  poetry,  Dryden  has  devifed  a 
few^f  them,  with  equal  diffidence  and  caution; 
but  thofe  few  are  esqiufitely  beautiful.  Mr.  Pope 
feized  on  them  as  family  diamonds,  and  added 
thereto  an  equal  number,  dug  from  his  own  mines, 
and  heightened  by  his  own  polilhing. 
'  Compound  epithets  iirlt  cjme  into  their  great  ' 
vogue  about  the  year  1598.  Shakfpeare  and  Ben. ' 
Johnfon  both  ridiculed  the  oftentatious  and  im- 
moderate ufe  of  them,  in  their  prologues  to  Troi- 
lus  and  Creflida,  and  to  Every  Man  in  his  Humour. 
By  the  above  named  prologues  it  alfo  appears, 
that  Bombaft  grew  falliionabie  about  the  fame 
era.  Now  in  both  inftances  an  affefled  taffe  is 
the  fame  as  a  falfe  tafte.  The  author  of'Hieroni- 
mo  (who,  as  I  may  venture  to  alVure  the  reader, 
was  one  John  Smith  f)  fii'ft  led  up  the  dance. 
■Then  came  the  bold  and  felf-fufficient  tranflator 
ofDu  Bartas  f,  who  broke  down  all  the  flood- 
gates of  the  true  Itream  of  eloquence  (which  for- 
merly preferved  the  river  clear,  within  due  bounds, 
and  full  to  its  bank*')  and  like,  the  rat  in  the  low 
country  dikes,  mifchievioufly  or  wantonly  deluged 
the  whole  land. 

Of  innovated  phrafes  and  words ;  of  words  re- 
vived; of  compound  epithets,  &:c.  I  may  one 
day  or  other  fay  more,  in  a  du!in6l  criticifm  on 
Dryden's  poetry.  It  (hall  therefore  only  fuffice  to 
obfcrve  here,  that  our  two  great  poetical  maflers 
never  thought  that  the  interpofirion  of  an  hyphen, 
without  jult  grounds  and  reafons,  made  a  com- 
pound epithet.  On  the  contrary,  it  was  their 
opinion,  (and  to  this  opinion  their  practice  was 
conformable)  that  fuch  union  ihould  only  be  made 
between     two    nouns,    as    patriot-king,    ideot- 

lau^h,  &c. or  between  an  adjeclive  and  noun, 

pr  noun  and  adjedive.  we  -verfa,  or  an  adjcdtive 
and  participle;  as  laughter-loving,  cloudcompel- 

ling,  rofy-finger'd,  &.c. As  alfo  by   an  adverb 

ufed  as  part  of  an  adjedive,  as  you  may  fee  in  the 
words  well-concoded,  well-digelftd,  &c. 


-But 


•    f^ORAT. 

t  John  Smith  writ  alfo  the  HeSlor  of  Germany^ 
t  Jojjua  Syl'vejler. 
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iiever  hy  a  full  real  adverb  and  adjtdlive,  as  inly- 
pining,  ladly-muHng,  and,  to  make  tree  with  my- 
feli,  (though,  I  only  did  it  by  way  oi  irony) 
my  expreifion  of  fimply-many'd  c]  itliets  ,  oi 
which  Ibit  of  novelties  modern  poetry  chiefly 
confilts.  Nor  fliould  fiich  compound  epithets  be 
looked  upon  as  the  poets  maknig  ;  for  the)  owe 
their  exiltence  to  the  compofitor  of  the  preis,  and 
the  intervention  of  an  hyphen 

Much  cf  the  fame  analogy  by  which  Dryden 
and  Pope  guided  thenifelves  m  the  prclVnt  c.iie, 
may  be  feen  in  the  purer  Greek  and  Rdman  lan- 
guages :  but  all  the  hyphens  in  the  world  (fiip- 
poling  hyphens  had  been  then  known),  wuuid  not 
have  truly  jomed  toj,ether  the  didce  rideiitem,  oi 
dnlc  lcqi:enttm,Qi  Hvirace. 

In  a  word,  feme  few  precautions  of  the  prefeut 
kind  are  not  unnecellarv  :  iinglilh  poetiy  hegin- 
tp  grow  capricious,  fanta.ical,  and  affectedly  luxu- 
riant ;  and  therefore  (as  Augiiftus  faid  of  {late- 
riiis)  fiijjiaminari pahlidu"!  debet. 
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Shall  not  every  one  mourn  that  dvvelletli  therein? 

Amos  viii.  8 
I  did  mourn   as  a  dove  ;  mine  eyes  railed  with 
looking  upwards. 

Isaiah  xxxviii.  14 
Fear  not  thou,  my  fervant,  faith  the  Lord  ;  for  I 
am  with  thee      I  wul  not  make  a  full  end   of 
thee  J   but  torredl  thee  la  mealure. 

Jer.  xlvi.  46. 

PAiNsland  difeafes;  ftrlpes  and  labour  too  *  ! 

•'   What  more  could  iidoir.  and  proud  Alliur  do  ?" 

Scouroe   after    fcourge,    and    blows    fucceeding 

blows  ?— 
Lord,  has  thy  hand  no  mercy,  and  our  woes 
1^0  intermiiiion  ?   Gr.icious  Being,  pit  ale 
To  calm  our  fears,  and  give  the  body  eafe  ! 
The  poor  man,  and  the  llave  of  ev'ry  kind, 
'Midlt  pains  and  toils  may  gleams  of  comfort 

find  ; 

Eut  who  can  bear  the  ficknefs  of  the  mind  ?      _) 
The  pow'r  of  melancholy  mounts  the  throne, 
And  makes  the  realms  ot  wifdom  half  her  own  f  : 
Not  David's  lyre,  with  David's  voice  coiijoin'd. 
Can  drive  th'  opnreiiive  phantom  from  the  mind  \  ? 
No  mure  the  fun  delights,  nor  lawns,  nor  trees; 
The  vernal  bloHbms,  or  the  fnmmer's  breeze. 
No  longer  echo  makes  the  dales  rejoice 
With  fportive  founds,  and  piclures  of  a  voice  ||  : 

The  hint  of  this  em'ultm  is  iahcn  from  our  •venera- 
ble and  religious  foet^  F.  ^jsarles,  JL.  III.  Embl.  i,. 
Mr.  Dry.  en  i:fed  to  fay,  thai  paries  exceeded  hi.n  in 
the'JadUly  of  rhyming. 

^tiar/ei's  iooi,  and  the  em' lematieal  prints  therein 
tontained,  ar-  chief y  tdken  from  the  Pia  Dcflderia  of 
Jiifgo  Mermannus.  The  envra'vings  ivere  originally 
df.gned  by  that    eUbrated artfi  C.  Van  Sichem. 

\  Dan.  iv.  34.  \  I  Sam,  xvi.  23. 

II  ■'ig'eeably  to  this  is  a  lotiicly  piece  of  imagery  in  il  e 
holy  Scriptutei  : 

"  The  earth  mourneth  and  lungidfheih  ;  Lebanon  is 
afhamed,  and  beicn  (loivn  ,  Sharon  is  like  a  tuilJern:f; 
Mafhan  and  Garmslf.a  e  off  their  fruits  y 

Isaiah  srxiii.  9. 

Vol.  tX. 


I'll'  aerial  choir,  which  fung  fo  foft  and  clear. 

Now  grates  iiarlh  mulic  to  the  froward  ear  : 

■|"lie  gently  murm'ring  rills  ofl'cnd  from  far. 

And  emulate  the  clangour  of  a  war  : 

Books  have  no  wit,  the  livelie.t  wits  have  none ; 

And  hope,  thr  lad  of  ev'ry  Micnd,  is  gone  '. 

Nor  relt  nor  joy  to  virtue's  lell  are  giv'n, 

rill  the  d.ltafe  is  reclity'd  by  heav'n. 

And  yet  this  Iliad  of  iuteltine  woes 

(So  hail  is  man)  from  fceming  nothings  rofc ; 

\  arop  of  acrid  juice,  a  blait  01  air, 

fh'  oh;lru(flion  of  a  tube  as  fine  as  hair; 

Or  ipafui  Within  a  labynnih  of  thre;:ds. 

i>ioic  fubtle  far  than  thofe  tue  fpider  fpreads  •. 

V\'hat  fullen  planet  rul'd  our  ha,. lei's  birth, 
Averfe  from  jo^s,  and  enemy  of  mirth  ? 
vV.it'ry  Arcturus  in  a  lucklefs  pldce 
:>outh\l  f,  and  ])ortended  tears  to  all  our  race: 
vVith  him  the  weeping  Pleiades  conjoin, 
■Vnd  Mazzaroth  made  up  the  mournful  trine  \  : 
Urion  added  noife  to  dumb  defpair. 
And  rent  with  harricar.es  the  driving  air; 
Ami  lalt  Abfintluon  |j  his  dire  infiueuce  ihtd 
Full  on  the  heart,  and  fuller  on  the  head. 
Oft  have  we  fought  (and  fruitlefs  oft)  to  gain 
A  fliort  parenthelis  'tvvixt  pain  and  pain  ; 
But,  lick'ning  at  the  cheerfulnels  of  light. 
The  loul  has  languith'd  for  th'  ap;;roaLh  of  night: 
Again,  immerft  in  flia.des.  We  feein  to  fay, 
O  day-lpring  If  !  gleam  thypromife  01  a  ci.ay  J. 
On  thiS  fide  death  th'  unhappy  lure  are  curlt. 
Who  ligli  for  change,  and  think  the  preftnt  worft; 
Who  weep  unpity'd,  groan  without  relief; 
"   'I'here  is  no  end  nor  mtafure  of  their  grief  I" 
The  happy  have  wafte  twelvemonths  to  bellow; 
But  thoie  can  i'paie  all  time,  who  live  in  woe  1 
Whoi'e  iivehclt  hours  are  mifery  and  thiall  ; 
Whole   food    is   wormwood,   and  whole  drink  is 

gall  **. 
Banifli  their  grief,  or  eafe  their  irkfome  load  ; 
Ei^hraim  at  length  was  favour'd  by  his  Goti  ff. 
All,  what  IS  ina.i,  that  demigvd  on  earth  ? 
Pioud  of  his  knowledge,  glorying  in  his  birth; 
Profane  corrector  of  th'  Aimighiy  laws, 
Full  of  th'  efleiil,  forgetful  of  the  caufe  1 


*  Jfdiah  \vL.  5. 

f  tjcuth'd,  a  rccei'ved  term  in  aflrology, 

\  fob  xxxviii.  ^l,  32.  According  to  Scrifture- 
Aftronon:y,  thcfe  three  ivere  at.  ivatcry  fgns.,  and  em- 
blematical cf  grief.  The  fourth  confellcttion,  named 
Drier,  threatened  mankind  icitb  hurricanes  and  temp  fs. 
Sandys  imdtrfood  the  paffage  in  the  fame  manner  as  I 
da.  See  his  excellent  paraphrOjC  on  fob,  folio,  page 
49,  London  1637.  ■  l\lcnt:on  is  again  made  of  the 
Seven  Stats  (Pleiades J,  and  of  Orion,  Amos  V.  8.— 
and  fob  ix.  9. 

jl  The  Star  of  bitternefs,  called  Wormivood,  Rev. 
viii.  10. 

«[  Job  xxxviii.  12.  Luke  i.  78.  AkxtoXw  it,  ux*i' 
This  poetical  ivord,  day-fpring,  exp,  ejjin^  lue  d^  xvn 
of  morning,  bai  been  never  adopttd  by  our  pocts,  as  far- 
as  ive  can  r.  collefi. 

§   Deut.  xxviii.  66,  67. 

*"    Jerem.  xxiii.  I5, 

ff  ILid.  K.xxi.  20. 

3^ 
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THE   WORKS    OF    HARTE. 


Why  boafV  of  reafon,  and  yet  reafon  ill? 
V/hy  talk  of  clio:ce,  yet  follow  erring  will? 
Why  vaunt  our  liberty,  and  prove  the  llave 
Of  all  ambition  wants,  oi  Sollies  crave  ? 
This  is  the  .ot  of  him,  furnam'd  the  wife. 
Who  lives  miilaken,  and  miltaktr,  'lies ! 

The  (ick  lefs  happy,  ant}  yci  happier  live  ; 
For  pains  and  maladii's  are  God's  reprieve  : 
This  refpite  'twixt  the  grave  and  cradle  giv'n, 
Is  th'  interpos'd  parenthefis  of  hcav'n  ! 
Too  often  wc  comphin — but  iiern  is  weak  ; 
Silence  would  wafte   us,  and  the  heart  v/ould 

break. 
Behold  yon  rofe,  the  poor  defpondent  cries, 
(Pain  on  his  brow,  and  anguifh  in  his  eyes) 
What  heaUhy  verdure  paints  its  juicy  fhoots, 
What  equal  circulation  feeds  the  roots : 
At  raoruino-dav-n  it  feels  the  dew-ting'd  ray, 
But  opens  all  its  bofpm  to  tht;  day. 
No  art  affiftsit,  and' no  toi'  it  takes*. 
Slumbers  at  ev'ning,  and  with  morning  wakes  f. 
Why  was  1  born  ?  Or  wherefore  born  a  man  ? 
Immenfe'  my  v.-ifli  •  yet  tether 'd  to  a  fpan  ! 
The  flave,  that  groans  beneath  the  toilfome  oar, 
•'  Obtains  the' labbath  of  a  welcome  fliore  :'' 
His  captive  ftripes  are  heal'd  ;  his  native  foil 
Sweetens  the  memory  of  foreign  toil. 
"  Alas  my  forrows  are  not  half  fobicll;" 
My  labours  know  no  end,  my  pains  no  reft  ! 

Tell  me,  vain-glorious  Newtons,  if  you  can, 
What  heterogeneous  mixtures  form  the  man  ? 
Pleafure  and  anguift,  ignorince  and  fkill, 
Nature  and  fp^it,  flavVy  and  free-witi : 
Weaknefs    and    Arength,    old-age    and   youthful 

prime; 
iprror  and  truth  ;  eternity  and  time  I— 
What  contradic'ilions  have  for  ever  ran 
Betv.'ixt  tlis  nether  brute  and  upper  man  i  ? 

Ah  !  what  are  men,  who  God's  creation  fcorn  ? 
The  v/orm  their  brother ; —  §  i-rother  elder-born  ! 
Plants  live  like  them,  in  fairer  robes  array'd, 
Alike  they  flouriib,  and  alike  they  fade. 
'I'he  lab'ring  fleer  fleeps  lefs  difturb'd  at  night. 
And  eats  and  diinks  with  keener  appetite, — 
Reftrain'd  by  n  iture  jnft  t'  enjoy  his  nil; 
Ufeful,  and  yet  incapable  of  ill. 
Say,  man,  what  vain  pre-eminence  is  thine .' 
Each  fenfe  impair'd  by  gluttony  and  wine  !|  : 
Thou  art  the  heart,  except  thy  f"ariiig  mind 
A ipircs  to  pk-fifures  of  immortal  kind" 
Eh'c,  boafled  knoMjlcdge,  liaplefs  is  thy  curfe, 
T'  approve  the  better,  and  embrace  the  worfe  ! 


*  Matth.  vi.  %%. 

t  Concei-iuK^  tpe  Jlfep  of  plants,  fee  an  ingenious 
Latin  treulijc  lately  publfocd  in  Siveden. 

t   Poetical  f/efmiiion  of  a  centaur. 

§  j'*^  xvii.  JA,—  there  is  a  remcrkahlc  pnJTiinc  hi 
ioe  Pfulms  upon  this  occjjion,  ivhere  the  ivorm  takes 
place  of  the  monarch:   '■'■'O  praifc  tU  Lord,  ye  vioiin- 


PSALM  cxlviii.  lo.  S:-ptuagititi)crfton. 
II    If  ive  pair  per  the  jltfb  too   much,   -we  nourijh  hn 
fntffy  ,    if  ^s  defraud  it  oflaitfulfuflenance,  ivc  dflroy 
a goud  citizen.      •  St.  G  R  E G o R .  HontiL 


So  Annas  owns  the  miracle,  and  then 
(Wiltulls  blinded)  perfccutes  again  *. 

T.  in?  Kis  afrlitted  ever  lias  been  given 
A  claim  upon  the  patronage  of  H:av'n  : 
( Whilfi;  the  v/oild's  idiots  ev'ry  thouglit  employ 
V/ith  hop  s  to  live  and  die  without  annoy). 
In  the  firft  agonies  of  bcart-ftruck  gr^ef, 
ficav'n  to  our  parents  typify 'd  relief  f. 
Th'  Alnughty  lent  an  ear  to  Hannaii's  pray'r  t, 
And  biefs'd  her  with  each  blcfliag,  in  an  heir  : 
Whilft  Hezekiah  §,  earnell  in  his  caufe, 
Gain'd  a  <"ufpenr!on  of  great  nature'^  laws. 
And  pennanence  tc  time  ; — for  lo  !  the  fuq 
Retrac'd  the  journey  lu  had  lately  run. — 

Bu:  moit  th'  unhappy  wretch,  aggriev'd  in 
Rais'd  pity  in  the  Saviour  of  mankind  j|.  [mind. 
He  afk'd  for  peace  ;  hcav'n  gave  hmi  its  own  relt ; 
D;mons  were  dumb,  and  Legion  difpofTefl. 
Wither'd  with  palfy'd  blafts,  the  limbs  refume 
Thy  ftrength,  O  manhood,  and,  O  youth,  thy 
Syro-Phenicia's  ivaiJen  re-enjoy'd  [bloom  ^! 

That  equal  mind,  which  .Satan  once  deflroy'd  **. 
And,  when  the  heav'nly  Ephpliathaff  v/as  fpoke, 
Tlie  deaf-born  heard,  the  dnmb-born  filence  broke, 
Th'  ethereal  fluid  mov'd,  the  fp-jcch  return'd  ; 
No  fpafms  -vtre  dreaded,  no  deffondence  mourn'd. 
Then  roufe,  my  foul,   and   bid  the   world 
adieu. 
Its  maxims,  wifdom,  joys  and  glory  too; 
The  misrhty  ETPPIKA  ||  appears  in  view. 

§§  Juft  fo,  the  gen'rous  falcon,  long  immur'd 
In  doleful  cell  by  olier-bars  fecur'd, 
Laments  her  late  ;  till,  flitting  fwiftly  by, 
Th"  aerial  prize  attradls  her  eager  eye  : 
Inftant  Ihe  fummons  all  her  ftrength  and  fire  ; 
Her  afpedl;  kindles  fierce  with  keen  defire ; 
S!:.'  prunes  her  tattcr'd  plumes  in  confcious  pride, 
-\r.d  hounds  from  perch  to  perch,  and  fide  to  fide  ; 
Impatient  of  her  j;iil,  and  long  detain'd, 
Siie  breaks  the  bounds  her  liberty  rcllrain'd  : 
Then,  having  gain'd  the  point  by  heav'n  defign'd, 
•Soars  'midft  the  clouds,  and  proves  her  hiofh-born 
kind.  ^ 

When  Adam  did  hisparndifc  forego,  ~\ 

He  earn'd  his  hard-bought  bread  With  fweat-    f 
ing  brow.—  j" 

Give  U5  the  labour,  but  fupprefs  the  woe  !  J 

Merit  we  boaft  not:   but  ChriA's  facred  fide 
Has  pour'd  for  all  its  facramcntal  tide. 
No  an,  no  guile,  no  blemilhts  had  he  ; 
A  felt-made  flave  to  fet  the  captive  free! 


»  ASs  iv.  6.  i8. 

f    Gen.  iii.  15. 

i  I  A7.';ij.t  •.. 

§   2  Kings  XX. 

II  il'/.7r/v.  3—9.  Anlafo  "  The  fpirit  of  th 
Lorn'  is  upon  me  faith  Chrifl )  :  he  feni  me  to  heal  th,; 
broicn-Lcartedy^  \2c-  Luke  iv.  18.  Compare  liieivife 
Jfoiah  l>:i.  I.  ' 

\  Mntth.  iv.  24,  Isfc.     ABs  viii.  7. 

**  Murk  vii.  %ii. 

■l-t  Jb'J-  34.       ' 

\\  See  DkyDKn's  Jlc-licr.  Laid;  ««</ Prior *j  Ode 
i/:lill/led,  M^hat  is  man  ?  ETPHKA  f'gnifes  Finding 
out  the  gnat  point  d fired. 

i,>5   1'uc  bint  if  this  fmik  is  taken  from  paries. 
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Yet  pain  and  anguifli  flill  too  far  prefume ; 
Juft    are    heav'n's    ways,    und   righteous    is    its 

doom. 
All  chaftifcments,  before  we  reach  the  grave. 
Are  bitter  med'cines,  kindly  meant  to  f.ive. 
Thus  let  the  rhet'ric  of  our  fuif 'rings  move; 
The  voice  of  grief  is  oft  the  voice  of  love  *  ! 
The  bed  of  ficknefs,  (after  cares  and  ftrife) 
Is  weak  man's  cradle  for  a  fecond  life  ; 
Death's  hut  a  moment ;  and,  before  we  die, 
We  touch  the  threfnold  of  eternity ! 

*  There  is  fometimts  a  cettti'm  phafiire  in  iveeping  : 
Jt  is  a  fort  of  coiifolation  to  an  ajitited  perfon  to  be  tLo- 
rmighly  fcnjiltle  of  his  aJfiSion.  St.  Ambrose. 


ELANCHOLY.  89<? 

So,  ftretch'd  beneath  the  juniper's  chill  Ihade, 
Th'  afflidlcd  prophet  *  in  defpondcnce  pray'd  : 
"  Oh,  take  the  burthen  ot^my  life  away. 
Dead  are  my  fires;  nor  better  1  than  tliey  :" 
At  length  a  feraph  cry'd,  "  Arife  and  eat ; 
Behold  thy  bev'rage,  and  behold  thy  meat : 
Heav'n's  one  repafl:  fnaU  future  flrength  fupply 
For  forty  days,  till  lloreb  meets  thy  eye  -f-." 
The  good  man  neither  fears,  deiponds,  nor  faints, 
Arm'd  with  the  heavniy  panoply  \  of  faints. 


*   Elijah. 

f  a  K':i^s  xix.  4 — 8 
I  Eph.  vi.  14—17.- 
conipU'tcfuit  of  armour. 


-Per.oph  (from  the  Greel)  a 
Mr.  Pope,  Dryden. 


MEDITATIONS  ON  CHRIST'S  DEATH  AND  PASSION. 


AN    EMBLEM. 


He  was  wounded  for  our  tranfgreffions,  he  was 
bruifed  for  our  iniquities :  The  chaftifement  of 
our  peace  was  upon  him.  Isaiah  liii.  j. 

2o5  e<|t4<,  XPISTE*  (TUTov,  ug  Avlo?  ^zXuu 

Greg.  Naz.  Cam:.  Iamb. 

RESPICE  DUM  TRANSIS,   OUIA    SIS   MIHI  CAUSA 
DOLOKIS. 

Haste  not  fo  faft,  on  worldly  cares  employ'd, 
Thy  bleeding  Saviour  *  afks  a  fhort  delay  : 
What  trifling  blifs  is  ilill  to  be  enjoy'd, 
What  change  of  folly  wings  thee  on  thy  v.'ay  ? 
Look  back  a  moment,  paui'e  a  while  f ,  and  flay. 
For  thee  thy  God  affuni'd  the  human  frame  ; 
For  thee  the  guiltlefs  pains  and  anguifh  try'd ; 
Thy  paflions    fm  excepted)  his  became: 
Like  thee  he  fuffer'd,  hunger'd,  wept,  and  dy'd. 

Nor  wealth  nor  plenty  did  he  ever  tafte, 
The  niofs  his  pillow,  oft  his  couch  the  ground  ; 
The  poor  man's  bread  completed  his  repaft  ; 
Home  he  had  none,  and  quiet  never  found, 
For  fell  reproach  purfu'd,  and  aim'd  the  wound  { : 

*  Chr'Jl  is  the  ivny,  the  truth,  and  the  life.  The  'way 
•wherein  thou  ougljtcjl  to  ivalk ;  the  truth  ichiih  thou  de- 
firejl  to  obtain ;  and  the  Ifi  of  happinefs  "which  thou 
lovgefl io  enjoy .  St.  August. 

+  If  you  labour  for  a  lifne,  you  luill  aftcrivards  en- 
joy at  eternity  of  rejl.  Your  fufj'erings  are  of  a  fjort 
duration.,  your  joy  luijl  lafi  for  ever  :  and  if  your  refa- 
lution  'zva'vers,  and  is  going  to  defert  you,  turn  your  eyes 
io-wards  mount  Cal-vary,  and  conjider  ti^hat  Chrflfif- 
fered  for  yeu,  innocent  as  he  -was.  This  confideration 
ivill  enable  you  to  fay  iii  the  event,  that  your fifferings 
lafled  only  fur  a  moment.  Idem. 

\  Through  envy  proceeded  the  fall  cf  the  ivcild,  and 
death  ofChrifl.  St.  August. 

For  he  (Pilate)  kne-w  that  the  chief  priefis  had  de- 
livei  ed  him  for  envy."  Mark  xv.  10. 

An  ancient  heathen  nlfo  hath  perfonif.td  Envy,  and 
paif.ied  her  in  a  mifchi^vous  attitude  ; 


The  wife  men  mock'd  him, and  the  learned  fcorn'd; 
Th'  ambitious  worldling  other  patrons  try'd  ; 
The  pow'r  that  judg'd  him  ev  ry  foe  iuborn'd  ; 
He  wept  unpity'd,  and  unhonour'd  dy'd. 

For  ever  niournful,  but  for  ever  dear, 
O  love  ilupendous  !  glorious  degradation  I 
No  death  of  ficknefs,  with  a  comiiion  tear  ;^ 
No  foft  estinciiion  claims  our  forrows  here  ; 
But  anguifn,  fhame,  and  agonizing  paflion  ! 
7  he  riches  of  the  world,  and  v/orldly  praife, 
No  monument  of  gratitude  can  prove ; 
Obedience  only  the  great  debc  repays. 
An  imitative  iieart  and  undivided  love  ! 

To  fee  the  image  of  th'  All-glorious  Pow'r 
Sufpend  his  immortahty,  and  dwell 
In  mortal  bondage,  tortur'd  ev'ry  hour: 
A  felf-made  pris'ner  in  a  dolefome  cell, 
Vidlim  for  fin,  and  conqueror  of  hell  *  ! 
Luflration  for  offences  not  his  own  ! 
Th'  unfpotted  for  th'  impure  refign'd  his  breath ; 
No  other  off'ring  could  thy  crimes  atone  : — 
Then  blame  thy  Saviour's  love,  but  not  his  death. 

From  this  one  profpedt  draw  thy  fole  reliei, 
Flere  learn  fubmifTion,  paffive  duties  learn  ; 
Here  drink  the  calm  oblivion  of  thy  grief: 
Eicf.ev/  each  danger,  ev'ry  good  dilcern, 
And  the  true  wages  of  thy  virtue  earn. 
ReflecS:,  O  man,  on  fuch  ftupendous  love. 
Such  fympathy  divine,  and  tender  care  -j- ; 


Gnara  malorum^ 


Invidia  infelix  !  animi  vitalia  vidit, 
Lecdendiqi  vias. 
*   Nolo  viverejine  vulnere,  cum  te  "viJeam  vulneratum 

Bonavent. 

To  knoiv  God,  ivithout  inoiving  our  mifery,  creates 

pride  :    To  hiozv  niifery,  ivithout  hwwing  Chrifl,  caifes 

defpondenee.  St.  Augustin. 

f   They  male  a  free-iuill offering  to  God,  iiho,inlhe 

m'ldfl  of  their  fufferings  preferve  their  gratitude  and  ac~ 

hioidedgemenis,  Cassian, 
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Befeedi  the  Paraclete  *  thine  heart  to  move, 
And  offer  up  to  lieav'n  this  fiicnt  pray'r. 

"  f  Great  God,  thy  judgments  are  with  juflice 
crown'd, 
To  human  cr-mes  and  errors  gracious  ftill ; 
Tet,  though  thy  niercies  r.iore  and  more  abound, 
Right  rcafon  ipares  not  fri.fli-exiluiig  ill, 
Kor  can  thy  gooanels  counterw  ork  thy  wilh 
Ah,  no  !  TIk  gloom  of  fin  fo  dreadful  ftiows, 
That  horror,  guilt,  and  death  the  confcience  fill . 


•  God's  Holy  Spirit  'U'ork.th  in  the  folio-wing  manner 
in  his  rational  chihlren.  It  iiiJlr:.Bs,  mo'vcs,  ar.d  admo- 
nijhes  :  as  jor  example,  it  injlrucls  the  reafon,  ma-ves  the 
•will,  and  admonijkes  tie  memory, 

St.  Gregor.  in  Moral. 

\   Tmnjl  ted  from  the  fathous  French  ode  of  M.  de 
jBarreaux. 
*  CrandDiiii/  7esjugemensfentrmplis d'eqwie"  &c. 


Eternal  lav.  s  cur  happinef*  oppoft  : 

Thy  nature  and  our  hvcs  aie  eveilafting  foes! 

"  Severe  thy  truth,  yet  gl.oriousis  thy  fcheme| 
Complete  the  vengeance  of  thy  juft  dcfire  ; 
bee  fron  our  eyes  the  gulhing  torrents  ftream. 
Yet  ftrike  us,  blaft  us  with  celellial  fire  ; 
Our  doom,  and  thy  decrees,  alike  confpirc. 
Yet  dying  we  will  love  thee  and  adore  :— 
Where  fhali  the  flaming  flafr.es  of  thy  ire 
Tranfpierce  our  bodies  ?  hv'ry  nerve  and  pore 
With  Chriil's  immaculate  blood  is  cover'd  o'er 
and  o'er." 

When  we  praife  God  we  may  fpeak  much,  and 
yet  come  fiiort :  wherefore  in  fum,  He  is  all. 
When  you  glorify  him,  exult  him  as  much  as 
you  can  :  for  even  yet  he  will  far  exceed.  And 
when  you  exalt  him,  put  forth  all  your  ftrengh, 
and  be  not  weary ;  for  you  can  never  go  far 
enough.  Ecclos.  xliii.  27.^ — 30- 
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